
Chapter: 1  Early Years (1)

If I am to write an account of our lives together, which will span 
some 35 to 40 years, then it will have to be as I remember it and this 

may not be the way you will remember it. Impressions and thoughts 
of times and places get lost in the dim past and there remains those 
things which appear to me to be true but which may not be exact in 
the telling. Also certain things stand out in each of our minds which 
may have made no impression on others. However, this will be a true 
account, as far as I am able to make it and I will try to indicate when 
and if I am fuzzy about details. Perhaps your memory will fill in the 
blank spaces. When I said this would span some 35 years, I realize 
it will have to span many more years than that. It seems to me that 
there has to be some background that will lead up to the time when 
you children were born or when Daddy and I were married or when 
we lived a certain place. One cannot just jump into the middle of 
a life account. There has to be a starting place and I will start at the 
beginning for me.

My earliest memory is of a time when I must have been no more 
than 2 to 2 l/2 years old. I can see me and my brother sitting in the 
warm sand with the sun shining down on us as we dug and made 
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houses and did whatever children have always done when presented 
with time and space and sand. 

That would be in Texas, out in a bend of Red River, which was, I 
think, called Sivells Bend or Warren’s Bend1. These were names given 
to the area of farm land created by a bend in the river as it meandered 
along, acting as a division between Oklahoma and Texas.

This was the area where my Grandfather Duff settled when 
he left the South after the Civil War and came to Texas by covered 
wagon to seek a better place to live and farm and raise his family. 
With him were my Grandmother Duff, Sarah Caroline (Smith) and 
the oldest daughter, Mary, and my Grandfather’s sister (also a Mary). 
We always referred to the two Marys as Old Aunt Mary (meaning 
the great Aunt) and as Aunt Mary (which meant my father’s oldest 
sister). My Grandfather settled on an acreage and built a log cabin 
for his family. Later on, as the family grew, he added a lean to which 
was used for a kitchen and a loft was finished for the children to use 
as bedrooms. The place was always referred to as the “Home place” 
and was owned by my family for years. ( When the Grandparents 

1 Warren’s Bend

Great Grandfather Perkins, Grand-
mother Duff’s father
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were both dead, my father always paid the taxes on the land and after 
years of doing this, he could have claimed the land as his own but 
he felt that it rightfully belonged to his brothers and sisters, as well 
as to him, so the land was never divided in any way. Consequently, 
when World War II came along and the land in that isolated area of 
the country was needed for use as a training area, the land was given 
or leased to the government. This meant the surviving brother and 
sisters of my father had to sign the papers to allow the land to be 
used. This plot of land, along with many more acres, was taken over 
by the Army and was designated Camp Howse and the place where 
the ruins of the log cabin were located, became the camping place for 
the soldiers on maneuvers. The reason for this location being chosen 
was that my Grandfather had selected land with a spring of water on 
it and the house was built beside the spring. Also a cedar tree was 

planted beside the spring and when I went back to Texas with my 
father upon my graduation from high school in 1936, and he took 
me out to see the “Home Place,” the remains of the log cabin were 
still standing and the cedar tree was huge and the spring still was 
running. I have no idea how my Grandfather acquired the land. I 
never remember hearing whether he claimed it or bought it or how 
he got title to it. The place was located 25 miles from Gainsville, 
Texas and at that time, it took two days, at least, to go and come 
from town. I must conclude the story about the Home Place. After 
World War II, the land was returned to the rightful owners and by 
some mistake, the number of the parcel of land belonging to my 
family (plus the aunts and the uncle) was entered into the record of 
transfer incorrectly. We only knew about that when an oil company 
came into the area and wanted to lease the land for experimental 
drilling. As they tried to lease our land, this error was discovered and 
since so many heirs were involved, it took several years to straighten 
out the error in recording the parcel of land. This was finally done but 
when the land was leased, the number of people involved in the small 
holding made it complicated and not very lucrative. I know that my 
father should have simply claimed the acreage as his own because of 
the years of paying taxes, but he was always too fair minded to do 
that. Finally the land was leased and it continued to be leased and is 
still leased at this time. My father always felt that someday this land 
would be valuable to the four of his children and he would never 
turn loose of it. He always had the dream that he would be rich when 
oil was discovered. When my mother’s estate was settled in 1987, we 
decided that John should have the interest in the lease, which was 
evaluated at two thousand dollars, so it was transferred to him. There 
are so many people still involved in an interest in that lease that I was 
glad not to have to deal with it. My father’s dreams of having that 
spot of land (referred to as the “Home Place”) mean something to 
his children will never be realized but then he was a real dreamer and 
probably it would never have amounted to anything anyway.Home Place circa 1925

Pekins sisters, 1935 (Lilly Duff 2nd 
from right)

Tom (brother) and Virginia (sis) 1918
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My Grandfather Duff took pneumonia at age 56 and died when 
my father was 9 years old. He was helping someone clear some land 
and became overheated and then walked several miles in freezing 
weather to get home. He became chilled and died within days, 
leaving my Grandmother Duff with a house full of children and no 
husband. My father was the youngest of the children and by that 
time the older children were away from home. I was told that my 
father and Aunt Nell, who was the next oldest child, put in the crops 
the year after Grandfather Duff died. Neither child was big enough 
or strong enough to handle a plow and plant the crops so one led the 
team of mules or horses and the other handled the plow and this is 
the way they put in the crops. I doubt that my father ever went to 
school any more after that since staying home and taking over the 
responsibility of the family fell on his shoulders. Now that I think of 
it, I marvel that he read so much and digested daily newspapers and 
educated himself about world and local affairs. His handwriting was 
also very good. He handled the family business and I always thought 
of him as a smart man. There were perhaps many men of that era of 
time who were self-educated.

This is probably the time to give an account of my Mother’s 
family also. My Grandmother Perkins, Rebecca Ellen Nora Hartless, 
was born in Missouri.  Her mother died when she was quite young 
and she eventually made her way to Texas and I am not sure how that 
happened.  She may have had a brother or sister who went first but 
I am unclear on that point. At any rate she got a job cooking for a 
family that ran a big ranch in Texas. My Grandfather Perkins (Joseph 
Winston) worked on the ranch and they met and eventually they 
were married. 

My Grandfather was a carpenter and he built the school house 
which was also used as a Church, and many of the houses in the 
community. My mother told me that his education was interrupted 
by the Civil War and that he could read and write very little. 
However, she also told me that he could estimate the amount of 

material that was needed to build a house and she had seen him 
do so by taking a twig and smoothing out a place on the ground 
and figuring the amount of lumber needed. She said that when the 
material was bought and brought to him and the building completed 
there “was not enough to kindle a good fire” left over. I assume my 
Grandfather Perkins was not very stable. He did carpenter work, he 
farmed at times, he ran a toll bridge across the Red River at times, 
and he had a store of his own at one time so I would guess that he 
went from one thing to another. 

There was one son and seven daughters and my mother was 
the youngest, having been the last born of twins. She doted on her 
father and evidently was somewhat his pet and companion since she 
was the last married and was home alone with her parents for quite 
some time after her sisters were married. My mother was very bright 
and loved school and loved reading. Her twin sister, Aunt 
Willie, was exactly opposite in all ways and when the two 
of them finished the Eighth grade, my mother wanted to 
go on to school and become a teacher. She was, in fact, 
the Valedictorian of her class and wrote and memorized 
her speech which I consider excellent. Because I think 
the address an unusual piece of writing for a girl of that 
age I am including it in its entirety.

Aunt Willie refused to go on to school and since 
twins were expected to be treated the same way and to 
do the same things at that era of time, it was decided 
that my mother could not continue with school unless 
Aunt Willie agreed to go also. My mother told me years 
later that she cried for days over her inability to continue 
her education but resigned herself to staying home and working at 
home until she was married. During this time she learned to crochet 
and did lovely hand work and she sewed and did all the things that 
young women of that time were expected to do. 

My father was 14 years older than my mother. The two families 

Ben Duff, circa 1910

Grandfather Perkins at the country store, circa 1920
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were friends and neighbors 
and my father used to tell me 
that he held my mother on 
his knee when she was a baby. 
He eventually left Warren’s 
Bend and went off on several 
adventures and finally came 
back to Texas and renewed 
touch with my mother. She 
was a beautiful young woman 
and he later told me that he 
had enough of running around and wanted to settle down and have 
a family so they were married. 

My mother went from her father’s home, where she was told 
what to do and where he made the decisions for her to her husband’s 
home where her husband was older and where he made the decisions 
for her. She was very bright and I think she was frustrated all her life 
by the role in which she was cast. I really do believe the time after my 
father died, when she was working and making her own decisions 
and managing her own money was perhaps the happiest time of her 
life. 

Lille and sister Willie

Ben Duff (left) working in the railroad Oklahoma City
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Lillie A Duff (1910)  •  Callisbury School, Cooke County Texas 

The Valedictory
Our exercises have now drawn to a close before 

we thank you in behave of our fellow school mates 
permit me to express to those who have conferred 
this odious duty upon me.

That while I fell my inability to adequately 
address you when I fell profoundly grateful for 
having selected me to express upon you the deep 
gratitude of our hearts.

For your presence and kind attention on this 
occasion, actions always speak louder than words. 
And you have encouraged and cheered us from 
time to time by having visited us and while you 
have climbed up the hill of science may you pause 
for a moment in your course and bestow a cheering 
animating glance on her who is toiling over the 
roughness of the first ascent.

May you go on your way in peace, you path 
like the glorious Sun waxing brighter and brighter 
till the perfect day.

And may the influences of your life linger 
in blessings on ton those of us who shall survive 
to take your place in the broad and busy world. 
To you kind and venerated teachers who by you 
fraternal care, faithfulness and counsel have ever 
guarded our every steps and kept us in the proper 
direction 

You have corrected us when wrong and 
cheered us when discouraged. You have told us of 

the bright rewards of knowledge, virtue and fearful 
recompense of ignorance and vice.

Kind teacher you will find other pupils to 
obtain from you the elements of knowledge instead 
of those whose steps are no longer to be guided by 
your wisdom.

We may live in your memory like the faint 
figure of a dream a dream but we shall cease to be 
a part of your life.

Believe us and I think I may speak confidently 
of my schoolmates as well. 
If we have ever failed you by neglect lay the fault to 
our own experience and know that we regret it.

We did not know how much we loved you 
until we came to leave you, wherever we may 
go whatever joys and sorrows may be ours, our 
thoughts will often go back to the dear old School 
and teacher. And if you have lost us as pupils you 
will still retain us as grateful friends.

We bid you a lingering and respectful farewell 
and pay Heaven to give you many, many year of 
usefulness to others.

And now dear Schoolmates what shall I say to 
you?  Our association has been so harmonious, our 
progress so gratifying. I sincerely believe it is with 
deep regret that we bid each other farewell is to be 
truly hoped that as many as possible will return 
next session to reap benefits that will crown honest 

efforts with those classic walls.
But we cannot all return before another days 

Sun shall illuminate the Eastern horizon this 
happy band will be broken. But wherever you may 
roam wherever you may be circumstanced in life 
I feel the emotion swelling in my own bosom and 
before saying farewell I wish to make the humble 
request wherever the gentle zephyr of fate may bear 
your snowy souls will cherish the remembrance of 
her who has the honor of addressing you.

It is unnecessary for me to assert that I 
fell complemented in have had the privilege of 
associating with my kind schoolmates at all.

And will ever revert to my sojourn here with 
interest and delight. Where the fortunes adverse 
gales shall transport me to the bleak habitations 
of the icy bounds regions of the north or more 
auspicious zephyrs of fate waft me back to the 
hospitable regions of the lovely climate. It matters 
not what care and perplexities disturb my mental 
repose swift winged memory will hear me back to 
–to feast upon the supreme joy of which I have the 
happy recipient. 

And now dear Schoolmates if part me must let 
it be an affectionate adieu.
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My mother and father were married March 16, 1916. My 
brother, Thomas Damon was born the following February 26, 
1917, and I was born the following year on April 15, 1918.

I was actually born in Oklahoma in a little settlement just across 
the Red River from Warren’s Bend. The community was called 
Jimtown, the post office near us was called Leon, Oklahoma, and I 
was never sure where I should list the place of my birth. 

I finally settled the whole thing by putting Love County, 
Oklahoma2 as the place of my birth when I applied for my passport. 
This neatly encompassed both the farming community, the post 
office and the area where I was born. I was born at home with Aunt 
Willie there to assist the doctor. I found out years later that my birth 
was never registered and finally obtained a delayed birth certificate 
by having Aunt Willie sign a statement that she witnessed my birth.

My next memory is of walking across the big bridge which 
spanned Red River. We were spending the last night with my 
grandparents before taking the train to Caddo County3, Oklahoma. 
My Grandfather Perkins ran the toll bridge and also ran a small 
store at the end of bridge. According to my mother, the main cash 
crop for the farmers in that area was cotton and the boll weevils 
4had come up from Mexico and infested the cotton crops. There 
were no insecticides or any knowledge of how one could control the 
bollweevils so the whole cotton crop was ruined. The infestation was 
so complete that future crops were hopeless also. Several families 
in that part of the country had already left that area of Texas and 
Oklahoma near Red River to go north into Oklahoma and had sent 
2 Love County
3 Caddo County
4 boll weevils

back reports that the land was good and that the boll weevils had 
not reached that far north. These were generally the same families 
who had left the south and who had pioneered out to Texas because 
there was no hope of prospering after the devastation of the Civil 
War. They formed close relationships when they established homes 
in Texas and many of these same people went to the same area in 
Oklahoma.

As I was growing up there were numerous people whom I called 
Aunt or Uncle and they were not really relatives but longtime friends, 
and my parents were called Aunt Lillie and Uncle Ben by children 
whose parents were also close friends. Aunt Annie and Uncle Henry 
Darnell had moved to Caddo County, Oklahoma and since she was 
one of my father’s older sisters, I am sure it was a comfort to know 
that we were going to a place where we had family near us.

I have just a flash of memory of the bridge with all the lights 
on it and then again of the train ride to Oklahoma. We got off 
at Chickasha, Oklahoma5 to spend the night before going on to 
Lookeba where we were to live. 

It was cold and almost dark and I remember my father carrying 
me to the hotel where we spent the night. This was in the late fall 
and prior to my third birthday. I don’t remember anything else until 
the following spring when we were settled in a two room farmhouse 
north and east of Lookeba, Oklahoma. My father had agreed to work 
for a friend, who was named Mr. House, until it was time for him to 
put in crops of his own. He perhaps worked for this man for a year 
before he rented a farm for himself.

5 Chickasha Oklahoma

Wedding picture, 1916

A panorama image of Chickasha in 1909

Crossing the Red River near Gran-
ite, Oklahoma, 1921

Virginia, 1918
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Caddo_County,_Oklahoma
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Later my father told me that he brought us up to Oklahoma 
and then returned to Texas and drove his team, hitched to a wagon 
containing his farming equipment, back up to Oklahoma. He tied 
his cows to the back of the wagon and brought them along and it 
took him about two weeks to make the trip, camping along the 
way. I do remember that my mother was terribly ill that spring with 
typhoid fever. We did not know what caused the fever but there 
had been floods before we left Texas and I suppose the wells were 
contaminated. Aunt Annie came to nurse her and I think my mother 
almost died with the fever. It had to be a terrible time for my family.

The next thing that I remember is that it had to be late spring 
or early summer and my brother and I used to play across the road 
from the house in a little grove of saplings, or small trees, where it 
was shady and cool. The Indians in that part of Oklahoma were still 
distrusted by most of the white people, although my father got along 
well with them, and always maintained a good relationship with 
those of the Indians who lived in the area. He had a lot of sympathy 
for them, which was unlike the feelings of most of the white people, 
who generally thought of the Indians as being pretty worthless. Tom 
and I had not been used to Indians when we lived near Red River 
and I suppose we had absorbed just enough information about them 
to be afraid of them. I clearly remember being across the road from 
the house one day when a “Blanket” Indian came along the road 
driving a team of horses and sitting up in the wagon with his blanket 
wrapped around his shoulders and his long braid hanging down 
his back and wearing his black Stetson hat. Obviously they were 
designated “Blanket Indians” because they always used the colorful 
blankets in lieu of coats or jackets. Tom and I huddled down in the 
trees and tried to keep out of sight and were absolutely terrified of 
the Indians. We were sure they were going to do some awful thing to 
us. As soon as they passed on by, we ran full speed across the road to 
the house to tell of our narrow escape. That memory is as clear to me 
right now as it was on that day so it certainly made a deep impression 
on me.

My father always made fun of us for being afraid of the Indians. 
He never was afraid and always got along well with them. He was 
also upset because the Indians of that area were taken advantage of 
by some of the white people. For instance, every Saturday afternoon 
or evening the wagon loads of Indians would come along our road 
and the wagons would be loaded with blankets and extra horses tied 
behind the wagons. There was a deep red rock canyon near us where 
there were very deep and dry caves and it was in these caves that 
people set up stills to manufacture whiskey and it was also in these 
caves that the Saturday night gambling games took place. I think the 
game they played was Euchre and by Sunday morning the Indians 
would stream past our house minus blankets and frequently minus 
the extra horses they had taken along on Saturday evening. This 
seemed most unfair and unprincipled to my father.

I cannot remember how long we lived in this house but it must 
have been no more than a year or so and we moved to another farm 
which my father had rented and I also do not remember how long 
we stayed there but perhaps another year or so. I do not remember 
much about that place but for the huge trees that shaded the yard so 
I doubt that we stayed there very long. We then moved to another 
farm and it was there that I started to school. I went to a small one 
room school with all eight grades in the same room and with one 
teacher. I think it was called Plain View School and it was about 2 to 
3 miles from where we lived. My mother used to bundle us up and 
drive us to school by buggy for she thought we were too young to 
walk by ourselves. Tom was six years old and I was five but we had 
been inseparable since we were born and therefore it was decided 
that we had to start school together.  

My first year of school was awful. Tom and I both took whooping 
cough and I had a terrible case and was out of school for about 9 weeks. 
There were no immunizations for childhood diseases at that time. I 
was back in school only a few weeks when I took measles and again 
had a terrible case. Altogether, I suppose I was in school only about 
three months of that first year, so I remained in the first grade the 

My father always made 
fun of us for being afraid 
of the Indians. He never 

was afraid and always got 
along well with them. He 
was also upset because the 
Indians of that area were 

taken advantage of by 
some of the white people.
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following year while Tom went on to the second grade. I remember 
the first year of school as being miserable. I did learn to read and I 
also remember sitting on the floor under my desk and listening to 
the older students when they had their lessons. I probably learned as 
much that way as any other. I still remember being fascinated with 
the History and Geography lessons. I also remember the older girls 
in the school looking after me and being very kind to me.

During my second year of school, the school house burned down 
and our nearest neighbors offered their house as a school. Someone 
got (or made) benches and we had desks (homemade) and we used 
the living room of their house as a school room. This meant that Tom 
and I had to walk only a quarter of a mile to go to school. 

We had a Christmas tree, 
the first I had ever seen, in that 
house. We all exchanged names 
and were each to bring a present 
for the name we had drawn. I 
came into the room the day we 
were to exchange gifts and saw 
a child’s iron hanging on the 
tree. I thought it was the most 
wonderful thing I had ever seen 
and I could think of nothing else 

the whole day. It was shiny and bright and had a jet black handle and 
I did not know that irons were ever made in small sizes for children. I 
was entranced and when the gifts were distributed, behold, my name 
was called to come up and get that iron. I was ecstatic and I still have 
the iron, which is now a paperweight on my desk.

During that time my mother had not been back to see her 
parents since we arrived in Oklahoma. I know that was hard since 
she was very close to them. It was decided that we would have our 
Christmas gifts at home and then my mother, Tom and I would go 
by train back to visit Grandma and Grandpa Perkins. 

 Aunt Willie and her children were to be there at the same time 
and I think Aunt Eber and her children. Grandpa Perkins lived in a 
small town in Love County, Oklahoma (Simpson, I believe it was), 
and ran a small grocery store. I think our crops must have been good 
that year for not only were we going to visit the Grandparents, but I 
received a doll carriage and sewing box lined with bright pink. The 
doll carriage came from Sears Roebuck and cost $1.25. Tom got so 
excited that he stepped on my sewing box and damaged it and he 
also whacked my carriage with a small hatchet he received and cut 
the top of it. My mother repaired the damage and all was well. We 
packed up a lunch and our clothes and set off and when we arrived 
at my Grandparents’ home there were lots of people.

My Grandfather had originally come from the south where it 
was customary to set off fireworks at Christmas (for the slaves) so 
he got a bunch of fireworks and set them off for his grandchildren. I 
was amazed and so were the neighbors who watched from the road 
in front of the house. I remember sleeping in the wide hall with 
the rest of the children and we slept on “pallets” on the floor which 
meant a folded quilt laid on 
the floor with no mattress or 
pillow. This was considered 
appropriate for children and 
I thought it was fun. 

The following spring 
my father got terribly ill 
with appendicitis. Our 
doctor came to the house to 
see him and finally decided 
he had to be taken to the 
hospital in El Reno (which 
was 40 miles away). He was 
taken by train, admitted 
to the hospital, and was 

Virginia and Tom 1924

Family photo, 1904 presidential election in Arkansa, supporting Parker/Davis
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operated on at once, where it was found he had a ruptured appendix 
and peritonitis and he was in critical condition for a long time. He 
was in the hospital for almost six weeks. My mother went over to 
be with him part of the time since we had a hired hand to help 
with the work. Cousins of mine, Jack and Ruth Darnell, and their 
two daughters, came to stay with Tom and me. These cousins were 
members of Aunt Annie’s family. They were with us the day my father 
came home from the hospital and the next day was Easter Sunday. 
Doris and Iora, the two daughters, and Tom and I had our usual 
Easter egg hunt, but for some reason Tom and I found lots more 
eggs than they did and I was made to give some of my eggs to Iora. I 
didn’t mind the giving but I minded that she got to select those that 
she wanted and I disliked her for years for doing that. Iora was the 
youngest of the four of us and I thought she was very spoiled and I 
really did not like her but Doris and I were good friends.

I also remember that day that my hair was washed and hung in 
long loose curls and I had new ribbons to tie back the curls. Usually 
I wore my hair in braids because it was fine and curly (and reddish) 
but this is a special occasion and I had the curls and ribbons. My 
father thought my hair was beautiful and he used to buy hair tonic 
with the picture of a lady with long rippling wavy hair on the front 
of the bottle and he would brush and apply the tonic to my hair each 
night and we both enjoyed this ritual. I also had a supply of ribbons 
to use on my hair and even though I do not remember anything 
about my clothes, I do remember the hair ribbons, which I loved.

To move ahead a bit. I had long hair until I was in the third 
grade and at that time it was down below my waist. Short hair was 
the “in” thing at that time and only the Pentecostal Holiness (or so 
called Holy Rollers) had long hair. In this church group the women 
wore their dresses longer than usual, and did not use makeup in 
any form nor did they cut their hair. The girls dressed in the same 
manner and wore their hair long also. I could hardly bear to have 
people think that I belonged to that religious group and I begged to 

have my hair cut. My father refused to have it cut and that caused 
a regular family row. Finally, my mother took things into her own 
hands and took me and had it cut     short. My braids were whacked 
off and my hair cut about to the bottom of my ears. Since I had curly 
hair, it was frizzy and I remember it was spring and I thought my 
head would fly off because it was so light. My father took one look 
at me and would not speak to me for several days. I still remember 
the conflicting emotions I felt over that incident. Perhaps because 
this made such an impression on me, in later years I never did make 
much of a fuss when my daughters wanted their hair done a certain 
way. I remembered how I felt and how hurt I was over my father’s 
reaction to something I wanted so much. I remember years later Ann 
disappearing into the basement one time in Rantoul and coming up 
with red hair and another time she had her hair cut off shorter than 
a boy’s hair. I remember Sharon coming home from her first year at 
the University of Oklahoma with her hair in such a bouffant style 
that it was amazing. I remember Janice with her long black hair that 
was well below her waistline. Hair is hair and it always will grow and 
change and I never got very excited about the hair styles.

To return to the time of my father’s illness, reminds me of the 
close relationship we had with the Darnell family and of how many 
times Jack and Ruth and their daughters were with us. Ruth finally 
developed a lung problem and they were told they would have to take 
her to Arizona or New Mexico where the dry desert air was supposed 
to effect a cure for her. We were sad and lonesome when they left and 
I saw them very little after that. They settled in Chandler, Arizona 
and I did visit them one time when we were stationed in Arizona. 
Doris was a beautiful woman who died of cancer at age 40. Iora may 
be still living but I have lost her completely. 

During the time my father was in the hospital, many of the 
neighbors helped to keep the farm going, as was the custom at that 
time. The hired hand and the neighbors put in the crops that spring 
and did whatever needed to be done to keep up with the work. My 

Sharon’s bouffant and Janice’s long 
black hair
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father’s birthday was June 24th and he decided we should have a 
big ice cream party to thank the people of the neighborhood for 
their help. He went into Lookeba and got huge blocks of ice and 
borrowed as many ice cream freezers as he needed and with some 
of the neighbors to help, he and my mother mixed and froze ice 
cream all afternoon and packed the freezers in ice and salt to save for 
the party. There were lots of cakes of different kinds and I am sure 
the neighbor women supplied a lot of them. The living room of the 
house was cleared of furniture for square dancing and since it was a 
warm and clear moonlight night it was a perfect time for a party. I 
remember running and playing and having a wonderful time. I felt a 
real sense of freedom and happiness that night.

As I mentioned earlier, there were several families whom my 
parents knew before they all moved to Oklahoma and they were at 
our house frequently. Aunt Annie and Uncle Henry Darnell were our 
closest relatives and their children and their families were all nearby 
so we had lots of contact with them. There were Jack Darnell, Kittie 
Weddle, Carrie Lanier, Collie Paxton and Cullen Darnell (the twins) 
and these cousins and families were frequent visitors. I mention the 
names for I am sure you will remember them well. Aunt Annie’s 
grandchildren were of about the same age as Tom and I were and we 
shared with these children in activities, in visiting back and forth and 
in going for our annual visits with Aunt Annie and Uncle Henry. We 
maintained a close relationship with these families during all of our 
growing up years. 

When Aunt Annie got older and I was about 12 or 13 years 
old, I used to go and stay perhaps a month with her and I helped 
her around the house. My job was to climb up on the flat roof or a 
storage shed and spread clean sheets and place the cut up fruit there 
to be dried in the sun. This meant collecting the fruit each evening 
and laying it out each morning until it would be completely dry so 
it could be stored for the winter. Aunt Annie made huge noontime 
dinners for the men working in the fields and she always canned 

many jars of fruit and vegetables and made jams and jellies of all 
sorts. I suppose she could not be on her feet so much as she got older 
so I did all the running and helped her. I learned a lot about doing 
such things as I stayed with her and I enjoyed it. We always kept 
busy during the morning and then after dinner was over we would lie 
down on the floor where the breeze would sweep through the house 
and we would read. 

Aunt Annie was a strong member of the Southern Baptist Church 
but she loved True Story6 and True Romance magazines, which were 
not really considered decent reading material at that time. 

Aunt Annie shared her magazines with me and I was astonished 
at what I read but I certainly got enough of that kind of reading 
material, for ever after that I could not stand those magazines. I 
have always wondered at the fact that she gave me such magazines 
to read at my age. I really loved this Aunt of mine and was saddened 
when she developed a tumor a short time after this and despite an 
operation to remove the tumor, she never recovered. My father took 
me to see her the day before she died and she seemed glad to see me, 
ill as she was. She is buried in the Sickles Cemetery near Lookeba.

We always had big family dinners on the Fourth of July and 
at Easter, Christmas and Thanksgiving and other special occasions, 
and I remember the mountains of food that would be prepared and 
brought by the relatives. The men were always served first, then the 
children would be served and finally the women would eat and then 
wash and dry the dishes and clear up the kitchen. A true southern 
way of doing things. I used to think it was too bad that we lived 
so far apart from your aunts and uncles and cousins for I thought 
you would have also enjoyed this type of a relationship. Then, in 
contemplating the situation, I realize that our close Air Force friends 
and their families probably provided a similar relationship for you 
children. We seemed to be in or near Oklahoma enough that you 
did have a close relationship with the Duff grandparents and less 

6 True Story Magazine 1921

True Story Magazine 1921

http://www.bernarrmacfadden.com/true%20story/truestory.html
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 When I was seven years old we moved to what we called the 
Hayes place and I presume this was the name of the man who 
actually owned the farm. My father never did own his farm    he 
was a sharecropper and moved wherever he felt the land was better 
or that he could make better crops. The Hayes place was two miles 
east of Lookeba and one mile north and then we turned down a dirt 
road that took us down into a canyon where the house was located. 
There was a creek that ran through the farm and Tom and I spent 
many happy hours during the summer playing in that creek. There 
was bottom land on this farm (acreage that bordered the creek) and 
also land up on the hill that was suitable for cotton and corn, which 
required less moisture.

The procedure for a farmer who sharecropped7 was to not pay 
cash rent for the land but to farm the land as if it were his own and 
then to sell the crops and to return a percent of the money to the 
landlord. I remember the term 3rd and 4th and I believe this meant 
a third of the corn and a fourth of the cotton would be allocated for 
the landlord in lieu of cash rent. I assume this per cent was arrived 
at because cotton required more work so a smaller percentage was 
given to the landlord. My father never bought his own land. I think 
he never believed he could get enough money together to buy a 
farm and he hated being in debt. I also think he was not really a 
good manager and probably was not proficient at handling money. 
He was generous to everyone and gave away farm products that 
probably should have been sold and he always fed his livestock more 
than anyone else did in the community. He always provided special 
“rations” for the animals on Christmas and other special occasions 
and he always had all sorts of animals on the farm. At one time or 
another we had ducks, geese, turkeys, dogs, cats, and we even had a 
goat that we raised and petted until it became such a nuisance that 
it was determined that the goat had to go and he was butchered. We 
children could not stand to eat that meat. We all took a lot of pleasure 

7 Tenant Farming and Sharecropping

frequent visits with the New York relatives and you had quite a lot 
of companionship with Elloween’s family when you were younger 
so perhaps you didn’t miss much after all. I also think you may have 
developed a mutually supportive relationship with each other, for 
every time we moved you had to depend on each other until such 
time as you could make new friends and acquaintances. I have never 
worried about it or felt that you were deprived although I do recognize 
the value of long term contact with close friends and relatives. My 
father liked company and liked lots of people around and he had the 
ability to make them welcome and to have a good time with them. 
My mother was much more retiring and would not have taken the 
lead in arranging the get-togethers but she made everyone welcome 
in a quieter way.

There are two other things I specifically remember about this 
farm where we lived. There were apple trees on the farm and we 
gathered the apples and packed a certain amount of them in straw to 
keep for the winter. As I remember it, a frame was made and filled 
with a layer of straw. Apples were placed on this straw and another 
layer of straw alternated with layers of apples until the frame was 
filled. I remember leaning over the frame box, balancing across it on 
my tummy and fishing an apple out to crunch and enjoy.

Another thing I remember, which also concerns the apples, is 
that my father obtained a cider press and made cider for us to drink. 
He also filled a barrel which was to be allowed to ferment into vinegar 
for use in making pickles, sliced peaches etc. We had a windmill and 
a well house was built around the base with troughs inside, through 
which the cold water ran, to keep the milk and butter cool. The 
barrel was in the well house and I remember my mother being really 
angry while at the same time my father was amused at a situation I 
did not understand. It turned out that the hired hand had got into 
the cider and kept drinking it until he was totally drunk. I know this 
hired hand worked for us for several years so the whole thing must 
have been forgiven. 

Tenant farmer’s house in eastern 
Oklahoma

http://www.okhistory.org/publications/enc/entry.php?entry=TE009
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in the animals but it certainly was not an economical venture.
We had, on the farm, all the butter, milk, cream and eggs we 

could use and always had a big garden, which supplied vegetables, 
and we canned many jars of produce for winter use. It seems to me 
we never had very much money and I am sure my father, like many 
others of his generation, borrowed money to buy seed to plant the 
crops and then when fall came and the crops were harvested and 
sold he paid off the loan and the next year started the same cycle 
over again. He learned farming with walking equipment and he used 
horses and mules and felt he was too old to make the change to 
riding equipment and later to the use of tractors and mechanized 
farm machinery. He had grown up on the small, diversified farm 
where the farmer was reasonably self-sufficient so he farmed this way 
all his life. Making money was not that big a problem because the 
farm would support the family and that was the aim anyway. The 
transition to farming that was more specialized and where making 
money to buy the things needed to take care of a family was a whole 

different lifestyle and my father could not make that 
change at his age.

We children were expected to work on the farm. 
We helped with the garden and the chickens and by the 
time I was seven years old I was expected to go to the 
field with my father and I chopped and hoed cotton for 
the biggest part of the day. I also picked cotton and we 
used to go out at sun up and stay until sun down with 
time off to eat our lunch at the field. I remember really 
working very hard but most of the children in that area 
of Oklahoma did the same thing so I did not feel that my 
lot was any different, or worse, than others.

Virginia- 4th from left top row

Thomas-top right
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My father was a real dreamer in some ways.  I mentioned 
previously that he was responsible for running, or helping to 

run, his family farm from the time he was 9 years old, so he was never 
free to do what he wanted to do.  Finally, when he was perhaps 25 
years old Grandma Duff “broke up housekeeping” and went to live 
with one of her older children and my father was (for the first time in 
his life) free of family responsibility.  I think he had a great time and 
he used to talk about this period of his life with real pleasure.  He and 
a friend, Will Quick, went off to Colorado and climbed to the top of 
Pike’s Peak and he kept for years some stones he picked up while at 
the peak of the mountain.  He went up into Oklahoma and worked 
on the railroad which was being constructed in the Oklahoma City 
area.  He lived in a room in what is now downtown Oklahoma City 
and worked there for quite a long time.  He went down into Arkansas 
to work in the timber, which I suppose meant clearing the land.  He 
had a story about that time spent in Arkansas that is interesting.  He 
said he had gone into a bank to cash a check and as he came out on 
the street a man called to him, “Duff, Duff, wait a minute,” and he 
stopped and a man came up to him who “looked enough like Pa to 

be Pa.”  The man said he thought he was a relative of my father and 
wanted to talk to him.  My father replied that he had no relatives in 
Arkansas and was not interested in meeting relatives.  Many years 
later Old Aunt Mary told him that Grandpa Duff had come home 
from the Civil War after having been away for at least two years.  He 
had left a wife and a small son and daughter and when he returned, 
his wife met him at the door with an infant in her arms.  He turned 
and left and never returned to the house.  He later on married my 
grandmother and they moved to Texas by covered wagon.  Grandpa 
never mentioned the son and daughter he had left and only after 
hearing the story was my father convinced that the man in Arkansas 
was his half-brother since he looked so much like “Pa.”

One of the sorrows of my father’s life was that he passed up the 
opportunity to talk to the man in Arkansas and find out if he really 
was a half-brother.  All of our lives, my father used to have this dream 
that he would go back to Arkansas where the “trees were so big and 
the wild grapes so plentiful.”  He used to get us all excited about 
finishing the crops in the fall and packing everything in the wagon 
and going to Arkansas    this was the usual place although there were 

Best friends, Will Quick and Ben Duff, circa 1910On the farm with baby Elloween
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other places that appealed to him now and then.  My mother could 
not stand the daydreaming and would be very upset.  I wonder if 
he knew he would never really move or perhaps if she had shown 
a spirit of adventure they might have made a change.  I remember 
being torn between believing my father was going to take us on 
this great adventure and being distressed because my mother was so 
obviously upset.

Well, I am digressing.  We lived on the Hayes place for three 
years.  It was great for Tom and me and we loved it.  We could pretty 
well go where we wanted to go and do what we liked when we had 
no chores to do.  We dammed up the creek and made water wheels 
and we had a deep spring and red sandstone bluffs to climb and it 
was fine for children.  In winter we had to walk to school and if we 
cut across the fields and creeks, it was probably over two miles.  We 
had to pass right by a huge Indian graveyard with the small houses 
over the graves and we used to be nervous about that.  It was very 
cold in winter and my father used to walk with us part way and 
come and meet us again in the afternoon for he worried about us 
being out alone.  He was always overprotective with all of us.  He 
would also accompany us anywhere we wanted to go and I had more 
freedom than most girls my age because he would take me lots of 
places.

When I was seven years old, Elloween was born.  I had not been 
told there was to be a new baby and I was sent to stay the night with 
a neighbor and when I came home the next morning, the baby was 
there.  She was a cute, blonde child and by the time she was a year 
old, it was my job to look after her while my mother worked in 
the garden or did other things.  When she was about 2 years old, I 
would have to look after her while my mother and Tom went down 
beside the creek and did the weekly washing.  This took at least half 
a day and I not only looked after Elloween but I had to bake the 
cornbread and fry the potatoes and do whatever else needed to be 
done to have lunch ready for the family.  I do remember scaring 

Elloween and teasing her because I hated looking after her so much.  
She was always getting my paper dolls and my toys and I don’t think 
I was very fond of her during that period of time.

While we lived on this place, my father had a terrible case of 
pneumonia which was called “black fever1.”  We children had to be 
very quiet and men in the neighborhood came to sit up with my 
father each night and everyone thought he would die.  He always 
coughed after that and was always subject to respiratory problems.

Another thing I remember during this time is an episode with 
quicksand on our little creek.  Tom and I were accustomed to taking 
fresh water to my father in the field about mid-morning and we 
sometimes stayed on with him until he came to the house for lunch.  
One day my mother gave us a little jug of fresh water and we set off, 
following the creek to the field and playing along the way.  There 
had been lots of rain and there was quicksand along the creek and 
suddenly Tom stepped into it.  As he struggled to get to dry ground 
the jug fell into the creek and he tried to retrieve it.  I, meanwhile, 
had stepped into the quicksand and then he attempted to help 
me.  He finally got a branch of a tree and extended it to me and I 
managed to get free.  We were mud covered and wet and frightened 
and we started home crying and calling to my mother, who finally 
heard us as we neared the house.  She found us nearly frozen from 
the wet clothes and she stripped us and bathed us and put us both 
to bed.  We were exhausted and hysterical.  I remember that my 
parents moved out beds into the room beside their bed and we slept 
there for several months for we would wake with nightmares for a 
long time.  We had a cow that was lost and drowned in the same 
bed of quicksand a few weeks later so I imagine it was a miracle that 
we got out safely.

There were many good times on that farm.  We had family 
dinners on holidays and we always had fireworks on the Fourth 
of July and Easter egg hunts and such things.  Tom and I were 

1  Black Fever from Wikipedia

Ben and Lillie Duff
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inseparable and were always best friends.  I could outrun and out 
climb him and I frequently proposed the games we would play but 
we truly loved each other.  I played boys’ games with him and he 
played girls’ games with me and I, unlike many girls of that age, had 
the same kind of clothing (overalls and straw hats) that Tom had and 
I was given a lot of freedom to run and play.  We maintained our 
close relationship as long as Tom lived.  As we became teenagers, we 
had learned very well that if we wanted to do anything, I should not 
ask my mother    the answer would probably be “no.”  Tom always 
asked for special favors from my mother since he was always the 
favored one as far as she was concerned.  He was beautiful, blonde as 
Patrick was, and blue eyed and fair skinned and my mother always 
pointed out that he was far more reasonable and easier to manage 
than I was.  The fact was that Tom was more diplomatic and he just 
did not tell anything that he felt would cause any disagreement so 
he rarely got into trouble.  My father always protected and favored 
me to a certain extent and always consoled me when I was in trouble 
with my mother, which was pretty often as I now remember it.  
Perhaps my remembering these things cause me to be more lenient 
with Ann in later years when she seemed to be in trouble so much.  I 
thought she surely needed to know what it meant to be loved as well 
as disciplined.

I learned to sew when I was pretty small.  I actually pieced a quilt 
the summer I was seven or eight years old.  Children learned early on 
to do the things it was assumed they would need to know when they 
grew up.  I helped iron clothes when I was so small I had to stand on 
a box to reach the ironing board.

I must have been about eight years old when my father bought 
a little two room house in Lookeba and my mother and we children 
used to live there from Monday to Friday so we would not have 
to walk to school from the farm.  It was like camping out and we 
enjoyed it.  I suppose he eventually sold this house but I do not 
remember why or when.  I must have been about 10 or 11 when we 

moved into Lookeba where my father was offered a job at the cotton 
gin.  He had been sick with pneumonia again and he thought this 
would be easier than farming.  We moved into a six room house that 
had originally been used by a fundamentalist group of people who 
belonged to a church commonly called Preacher Moore’s Church.  
Preacher Moore as I remember it, finally got involved with a female 
church member and had to leave town.  The church building was 
partitioned off into six rooms and we rented it and had a spacious 
and comfortable house, which was very close to school.

Tom and I had called each other Sister and Brother all this time 
but we were far enough along in school that everyone thought this 
was pretty strange so we decided to drop this practice.  I had been 
named Florence Virginia and most of my father’s family called me 
Florence but my strong minded Aunt Annie favored Virginia, so I 
don’t think anyone knew what name to use.  I suppose being called 
Sister solved the problem but I was finally listed as Virginia on my 
school records and that is what it remained. 

The same aunt arrived when Elloween was born and found that 
she had been named Mary Alice for two other aunts and she promptly 
announced that the baby would be called Mary Elloween and no one 
opposed her.  Years later Elloween found that her birth certificate 
registered her as Mary Alice so she had to submit a petition to have 
it corrected.  While we lived in this house in Lookeba, we had some 
good times.   Having a steady wage was a plus for us and we enjoyed 
participating in school and church affairs.  I remember one bad time 
when I had diphtheria and was very ill.  Our house was quarantined 
and since my mother had a bad case of flu at the same time, my 
father took care of all of us.  I remember his telling of sitting up all 
night with me and of not knowing if I would survive until morning.  
The doctor came to the house daily for quite a long time to look after 
me and my mother.

When summer came and we were all well again we went off on 
a real adventure.  My father decided to buy a car (a model T Ford) 

1925 Ford Roadster
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and to take us all back down to the area in Texas where many of the 
relatives lived.  He had never driven a car but the man who sold it 
to him told him how to start and stop it and he assumed that was 
all he needed to know.  He took it out for a trial run and started 
around the mile section to find out how to handle the car.  He got 
into a ditch and did not know how to back the car up so he finally 
managed to get out of the ditch and just progressed around the 
mile square and back home without ever learning how to back up 
the car.  With that experience we were set to go.  We loaded the car 
and started out.  By noon my father was exhausted so we stopped 
under a big tree beside the road, ate our lunch, plus a watermelon 
we had brought along, and we all took a nap to gain energy for 
continuing the trip.  We went on to Duncan, which was about 80 
miles from Lookeba and we stopped over to visit Aunt Willie and 
her family.  That house was amazing   no screens on the doors and 
flies and mosquitoes all over and dirty too.  Nothing like our house 
which was always neat and clean and I couldn’t figure out how my 
mother’s twin sister could be so different.

We went on to Texas and saw all the relatives in that area and 
had a fine time.  We returned to Oklahoma and my father decided 
he was going out to West Texas where he had been told there was 
very good farming land to be had.  He and two other men made 
the trip together, camping along the way.  They got into a bad wind 
storm and the wind tore the top off the car and it sailed away.  My 
father didn’t worry about this but thought it was really funny.  He 
came home and decided that moving to West Texas was not the 
thing to do so feeling that he had no use for the car after that, he 
sold it.  He saw no need to keep it and he never did drive again.

Before concluding this section, I am going to write about some 
incidents that may have no relationship to each other and I am 
making no effort to list them in chronological order.  After thinking 
over what I have written so far, I find that these things stand out in 
my mind so perhaps they will add to the understanding of the sort 

of family I came from, or of how I got to be the sort of person I am.
Little girls wore black sateen bloomers and always had to have 

a new supply to start school.  My mother let me go to town with 
my father one year and he was to bring the fabric home for the 
bloomers.  In the stack of fabric was a piece of bright purple sateen 
and I was entranced with it.  My father saw no reason why I could 
not have the color I wanted to he bought it    enough for six pair 
of bloomers.  My mother was outraged at the color but the fabric 
was bought and paid for and could not be returned so she made it 
up for me.  I was surely the only girl in the Lookeba school (or any 
other school) who wore bright purple bloomers.  The conclusion 
to the story was that the fabric faded to the most awful greyish 
streaked color and looked awful but wear the bloomers I did, until 
they wore out.

Another time my father took me to town to buy school shoes 
and there was a pair of grey suede high top shoes which I absolutely 
loved.  I insisted that they fit although I had such wide feet that my 
shoes had to be special ordered most of the time and I also insisted 
that I had to have the suede shoes.  Again, my father bought them 
for me and I don’t remember exactly but I am sure my mother was 
again irate.  I thought those shoes were gorgeous.  I am also sure I 
wore them but a very short time.

Tom and I were each given a pig one year and the agreement 
was that we would feed and care for the pigs and when they were 
big enough to sell, we could sell them and spend the money for 
whatever we wanted.  When the time came to sell the pigs, my 
mother assumed that we would spend the money for clothing for 
school.  Tom was agreeable and this is what he did with his money.  
I wanted a doll, a big one with black patent shoes that I had seen in 
the local department store.  She had been there for weeks and weeks 
and I coveted her and finally saw an opportunity to have her.  There 
was a row at home that shook the rafters but my father said that I 
had been told I could buy what I wanted and if I would not agree to 

grils bloomers circa 1925
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give up the doll, I should have her.  I loved that doll for years.  My 
mother made clothes for her at Christmas in later years and the doll 
finally had an extensive wardrobe.  She had a coat with a real fur 
collar and a pink organdie bonnet with blue satin ribbon ruffles and 
gingham dresses and many other things.  I must have been about 8 
years old when I got her and when I was about 15, my father asked 
me if I would be willing to give her to a neighbor girl who was 
retarded and who had nothing to play with.  At that time there was 
no educational program for retarded children and this girl spent all 
her time sitting at home.  I gathered up all of the clothes and gave 
them and my doll to this girl.  Much as I missed my beloved doll, I 
always felt good about giving her up.

My father was the most generous of men and always looked 
for a way of helping those with less than he had.  He always offered 
help in case of illness and many was the time he sat up all night 
with an ill person and then came home and worked in the field all 
day.  I remember a house of a neighbor catching fire and burning to 
the ground and only the mother and a baby escaped.  The mother 
jumped out the window with the baby in her arms and ran a half 
mile to the nearest house to beg for help.  My father spent all 
day long searching through the rubble to find the remains of the 
boy and girl, who burned to death in the house.  He offered help 
if needed, food if he had it, money when he had any at all and 
friendship to everyone, black, white, Indian, destitute or whatever.  
I never remember him saying a bad thing about anyone.  If he didn’t 
approve of the way a person behaved, he always had some excuse 
as to why they acted the way they did.  I don’t think it ever crossed 
his mind that there were people who were just bad or mean through 
and through.

We went to church almost all the time.  My mother’s family 
were all members of the Church of Christ, which was a very popular 
sect in the south and in the part of Texas where the families settled.  
There was no Church of Christ in the part of Oklahoma where we 

lived at that time, so we went wherever we chose or wherever the 
minister appealed to my father.  We went at times to the Pentecostal 
Holiness Church for the reason that the singing was loud and 
spirited although privately my parents thought the doctrine was 
pretty radical.  The Baptist minister was a good friend of my father 
and we went to that Church for some time and then we settled down 
to the Methodist Church for the most part because it was close by 
and we liked the people who attended it.  We were taught that the 
place one attends church is of no particular importance but the way 
one lives his or her life is of great importance.  I was brought up 
with a Bible Belt mentality as far as morality was concerned.  There 
was a right way and a wrong way to behave and woe unto us if we 
did not behave properly.  Honesty, truthfulness and fairness were 
expected of us and no excuse would do if we did not follow these 
precepts.  I learned about religious prejudice for the first time when 
I went to New York to visit the Cummings family.  

We learned to read early and there were always books and 
magazines at our house.  I also remember that many nights the 
doors to our rooms would be open and my mother would read 
aloud to us after we went to bed.  Some of the farm magazines and 
papers had continued stories in them and we always waited eagerly 
for the next installment.  Capper’s Weekly2 was one of the favorite 
papers. 

My mother found out that the Oklahoma State Library would 
send out books to farm families and they could be returned (postage 
free) for another set as often as we liked.  The names and ages of 
the members of the family were listed and either the library made 
the selection or we could ask for certain titles, subjects or authors.  
We read night after night and I could not even guess at the number 
of books that passed through our hands.  My father ordered a 
Standard Dictionary of Facts3, which was an encyclopedia of general 
knowledge and we used to eat our evening meal with this book, as 
2  Capper’s Weekly
3  Standard Dictionary of Facts

My father was the most 
generous of men and 

always looked for a way 
of helping those with less 
than he had.  He always 

offered help in case of 
illness and many was the 
time he sat up all night 
with an ill person and 
then came home and 

worked in the field all day. 

http://chroniclingamerica.loc.gov/lccn/sn78005745/
https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwihtbPM0abQAhUorFQKHU7xB74QjRwIBw&url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.etsy.com%2Flisting%2F205010359%2F1920-the-standard-dictionary-of-facts&psig=AFQjCNFdB1rJTXUbXUqZbX-l6xrelUQwzg&ust=1479157585027942
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well as a dictionary, on the end of the table and as we discussed news 
items or argued about things pertaining to geography or literature 
or history, we would look up the true facts in one of the books.  
Friends who visited us always thought we were a little peculiar and 
so did our relatives.  My parents took it for granted that we would 
do well in school    the theory being that more was expected of 
us because we were capable of more and this pertained to behavior, 
grades, achievement, etc.  We were also given to believe that we could 
do anything we wanted and probably could do it better than the 
average person.  I wonder how my parents would have managed with 
children who were unable to achieve.  Somehow we always did well 
in most things. 

My mother did her share of good works for others also.  I 
remember an infant dying at birth in our little town.  The family 
was very poor and the mother very ill.  My mother sat up almost the 
whole night and cut and sewed a white batiste dress and slip for the 
baby to be buried in.  This was no ordinary dress for she whipped 
yards of fine lace on the dress and finished it all by hand so she could 
have it ready to take over to the family the next morning, insuring 
that the baby could be buried in a proper garment.  People usually 
helped each other in those days but my parents certainly did more 
than their share and they taught us to do the same.

My mother baked delicious big vanilla cookies or tea cakes, as 
she called them, and she provided a big batch of them on weekends 
and she also made a big stone jar of lemonade and our house was 
open house for all our friends.  My parents preferred to have Tom 
and me at home so everyone came to our house.  My father was 
probably 50 years old at that time but he taught all of us to square 
dance out in the yard under the bright moonlit sky on warm summer 
evenings and he taught us games and generally entered into whatever 
activities we engaged in.  In my mother’s church it was considered 
wrong to dance or drink or to even play cards (playing cards led to 
gambling, which was sinful) so when Tom wanted to go to the home 

of his friends to play cards, my father announced that if cards were 
to be played, it would be at our house.  He went straight downtown, 
bought a deck of cards and the card games were at our house from 
then on.  He taught all the boys to play all sorts of games, including 
poker, and since I was always included, I learned to be a pretty good 
poker by the time I was 12.

When I was 13 years old, my brother John was born.  I was 
old enough to be enamored with him and I played with him and 
took care of him and mothered him.  He was a cute chubby blond 
and I really was attached to him and loved him and he reciprocated.  
At that time, Tom and I (who were best friends) had little time for 
Elloween and I think she must have been lonely.  She was the wrong 
age for us to pet and pamper as we did John and she was not old 
enough to be included in our activities, so I do not remember much 
about her during those years.

I know all the Christmas carols from memory because when I 
was still in grade school we had a Christmas pageant and four of 
us girls, who were about the same size were to be angels, complete 
with cheese cloth robes and tinsel haloes and we were to sing all the 
Christmas carols as the pageant was presented.  I could not sing very 
well but I consider that participation in the pageant one of the most 
valuable experiences I ever had.  All of my life I knew and loved those 
carols.  I even learned to sing Adestes Fidelas4 in Latin although at 
that time I certainly did not know what the words meant.

I remember the contact we had with the Indians in the area.  My 
father knew quite a few of them and so did I.  On summer nights, 
we would hear the tom toms sounding across the hills and you could 
hear the sound for miles.  We would speculate as to where they were 
located and would start off in the general direction, following the 
sound as we went.  When we got to where the Indian dance was 
being held, we would sit on the logs that were arranged in a circle 
around the area where the dancing took place and would watch for 

4  Adeste Fideles

Standard Dictionary of Facts

https://youtu.be/TbV3CrQ6Sa0
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hours.  I can never remember any other white people being there 
and I never remember Tom going along with us.  I was sometimes 
asked to dance with the Indian women and I thought that was pretty 
exciting.  Years later when I used to go to Anadarko, Indian people 
would speak to me and remember me and would remember that 
my father used to bring me to watch their dances.  One old Indian, 
Sam Wilson, was very fond of my father.  He used to come to our 
house and sit all evening and never say a word unless someone spoke 
directly to him. 

One evening as I was coming home about dusk, I thought 
someone was walking behind me and turned around but saw no 
one.  I kept going and became more and more nervous for I felt 
sure someone was following me.  I finally ran home as fast as I could 
and was completely out of breath.  Later on Sam told my father 
that I should not be out that late and he had followed me home to 
be sure nothing happened to me.  Well, something did happen--I 
was petrified with fear.  He finally got to where he would talk to me 
when no one was around and he told me he was sent to the Indian 
boarding school in Anadarko when he was about 8 or 9 years old.  
He had come from Minnesota or the Dakotas and he never returned 
home after being sent to school.  He took me, one day, to see his 
wife’s grave with a perfect little house built over the grave and he 
talked of his family although at that time he was the only one of 
them left.  We didn’t know how old he was when he died but he had 
looked the same for all the time I knew him.  We thought he was 
probably 90 years old   I missed him when he died.

If you want to know the facts about the so called “Great 
Depression,” I am sure there are many volumes that will tell you 
exactly why it happened, how the people in all parts of the United 
States were affected, and what was finally done to pull the country 
out of a most miserable situation.

Kiow Indians in Carnegie Oklahoma, 1922
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Chapter 3

College Years
Oklahoma
 •  Dustbowl

 •  Southwestern State at Weatherford

Franklin D. Roosevelt ran for President and his promise of a 
“New Deal” and his plans for a series of government programs 

to improve the economy of the country were an important part of 
his campaign platform.  This contributed to his landslide election 
because people were willing to listen and to have faith in any program 
that promised better times ahead.  Times certainly could not have 
been worse.

I was just starting high school and I will only try and convey 
a sense of what things were like in a small agricultural town (of no 
more than 285 people) in the middle of the state of Oklahoma...  
Up until this time, we had always seemed to have what we needed 
and probably got along as well as any of the other people in our 
community, but almost overnight, a great change came.  I am not 
sure it was that sudden but perhaps we had been less affected since 
we were a farming community and a lot of our living was derived 
from the products we raised on the farms.

At any rate, there seemed to be no money and no jobs at all.  
We had enough to eat because we always produced most of our 
food, but I still remember that there was absolutely no money for 
anything.  My father had been working at a local cotton gin and I 

do not remember whether he lost his job or whether there was no 
money to pay his wages.  Possibly it was because of the crop failures 
and the fact that there was no cotton to harvest and take to the gin.  
My father had the reputation of being a hard worker and a reliable 
employee so he did get another job and he worked at this job to 
make enough money to pay our rent.  He helped to clear “new” or 
un-cleared land and I must remind you that this involved cutting the 
trees with a hand axe, and using a pick axe to dig out the roots and 
dragging the debris to the side of the cleared area so the land could be 
plowed and farmed for the following year.  It was backbreaking work 
and he used to come home so tired he could hardly walk.

When this project was over he hired himself out to a farmer in 
the Sickles community, which was about five miles west of the place 
we lived.  We moved from Lookeba and Tom and I started school at 
Sickles.  I hated the whole thing.  I had attended school at Lookeba 
all of my life and knew everyone there and I certainly did not like 
the change to a new school.  I always tried to remember that time 
and to be sympathetic to you children when it fell your lot to change 
schools and go through the trauma of breaking into a new school 
system.

Franklin D Roosevelt
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We had to walk three miles to school and this was not easy.  Tom 
as six feet tall and he had very long legs and could walk faster than 
anyone I ever knew but I learned to keep up with him and we walked 
to school daily, no matter what the weather.  Elloween went to an 
elementary school nearby. 

I seem to recall that we lived on this place about a year or perhaps 
less and my father decided that, with the scarcity of work, he would 
be better off to farm again so he rented a farm north and east of 
Lookeba and we moved there in time for him to put in his crops.  
We children returned to the Lookeba school and felt right at home.  
I think the deciding factor in renting the farm was the hope that we 
could do subsistence farming again and the lack of jobs and money 
would not affect us as much since we could certainly raise enough to 
feed the family.

It was very strange but we would wake in the early morning 
when the whole country was still and quiet and peaceful.  We would 
do the laundry and hang it out early and water the garden and do 
whatever chores we needed to do for by 10 o’clock in the morning 
the wind would start blowing.  By 12 noon, it would be blowing a 
gale    so hard that you felt you could not stand up to walk across the 
yard or field.  With the wind came the dust and it would be so thick 
that one could not see across the road and the dust penetrated every 
crevice of the house.  We could not put the dishes on the table until 
minutes before we were to eat because the plates would be covered 
with grit and dust...  I also remember that if we had reason to set the 
table a short time before we ate, we turned the plates upside down on 
the table and left them until we were seated and we would turn them 
over at the last minute before serving the food.

We also slept with wet handkerchiefs or cloths over our faces to 
keep from breathing the dust.  The bedding was saturated with the 
dust and no matter how many times you put the bedding on the 
clothesline to air out or how many times you shook it out, it was 
the same the next day.  The wind would roar and wail around the 

house until about midnight and by them we would all be almost 
frantic for some relief.  Usually the wind would die down between 
midnight and one AM and it would be calm the rest of the night 
but it started all over again the following day.  I used to think I was 
living in Hell and that there would never be an end to it.  I really try 
not to think of that period of time and probably I have blocked out 
a lot of what I experienced because remembering how it was brings 
the whole experience back to me and it is not something that I like 
to contemplate. 

Good men, who wanted nothing more than a job or occupation 
that would allow them to support their families, were desperate 
because there were no jobs, so many simply left the country.  There 
were stories of people who had gone to California and had been 
able to find work of 
one kind or another 
and many families 
packed up what they 
could carry in their cars 
and walked off and left 
everything else.  They 
made the trip with 
great difficulty but with 
expectations of a better 
life for themselves and 
their families.  I believe 
my father felt that he 
was too old to give up 
everything (although we hadn’t much to give up) and to make the 
trek to California, and to start over again in a new place.  I remember 
that he was looking very old to me and the hardships he suffered 
during these years left a mark on him that was never erased.

I will say that of all the people who left our area and went to 
California, I do not know of one family who was not eventually 

Dustbowl, circa 1935
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successful.  
The expectation did not materialize because about this time we 

had a terrible drought all across the Midwest and Southwest part of 
the United States.  The crops that were planted received absolutely 
no rain for months.  I actually remember one period of time when 
not a drop of rain fell from nearly June until the last part of August.  
We watered our garden by carrying buckets of water from the well 
but the crops that had been planted and that had come up were 
standing in the fields, completely dried up.  It looked like the fall of 
the year after a killing frost.

That summer, also, we had days and days of temperatures over 
100 degrees and many days it was 107 to 110 degrees.  We had no air 
conditioning of any kind, of course, and we were used to hot weather 
but this was really unbelievable.  My father used to carry buckets of 
water and throw them up on the shady side of the house and also 
wet down the soil beside the house so it would cool the place off for 
a short period of time.

With the dry weather and the blistering heat, we also had high 
winds so the dust and sand would blow and blow, and roll across 
the country.  Prior to that time the farmers cleared the fields and 
cut all the trees and they also plowed the rows for planting in a nice 
straight line.  When the wind blew down those furrows in the fields, 
there was nothing to stop the soil from blowing across country and 
that is exactly what happened.  After that time, contour farming was 
practiced and never again would wind and lack of rain do so much 
damage.

This was an era of time described by Steinbeck in Grapes of 
Wrath and the hopelessness and despair of the people were probably 
described in an accurate manner. They had so little that anything they 
could do and any amount of money they could earn was better than 
they had in Oklahoma so they appreciated everything.  They also 
worked and scrimped and saved and were determined to succeed and 
they did just that.      The drought finally ended but the depression 

dragged on.  Prices for farm products were rock bottom and there 
was no money for anything.  I remember I was growing fast and I 
had nothing that fit me.  Obviously there was no money to buy fabric 
to make new clothes for me so my mother dyed her wedding gown 
and cut it up and made a dress 
for me.  At the same time she 
also ripped up my father’s old 
baseball uniform, which he had 
always treasured, and she made 
him a work shirt of it because 
his shirts were patched so many 
times they would hardly hold 
together.

My Grandmother Duff 
had died before I was born and 
her trunk was still stored at our 
house.  There were beautiful full 
length dresses of lovely material 
in this trunk and my Aunt Annie finally insisted that my mother take 
these dresses and rip them up and recut them to make clothes for me.  
Sentiment had no place in our lives at that time.  We simply used 
what we had and did the best we could.  I have always regretted that 
these dresses were not saved, for they were exquisite and all made by 
hand and of course I outgrew the ones that were made for me from 
this fabric before long.  My mother was an excellent seamstress and 
the clothes she made for me were beautiful.

We usually had but one pair of shoes and coats were hand me 
downs or whatever we had but that didn’t seem to worry any of us 
much for no one was much better off at that time.

There were families in our community who were not farming 
and there seemed to be a stream of people to our house to get any 
extra food we had which we didn’t need for ourselves.  My parents 
just gave it away.  I remember children coming in the morning or 

A family in Pittsburg County, Oklahoma is forced to leave their home due to a 
serious drought in the region. 1938
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evening, when we milked the cows, and buckets would be filled with 
milk for them to take home to the family.  I also remember one time 
when we had a big crop of field peas which were sometimes used 
for food but more often used for feed for the animals and my father 
would pick sacks full of these peas and carry them on his shoulder to 
leave for people who were hungry.  Whatever we had seemed to be 
shared in one way or the other.

I am convinced that the mark the depression left on all of us at 
that time had a bearing on how we lived the remainder of our lives.  
The economies we practiced and the habits of saving and making 
do were the key to our survival and not one of us was ever the same 
afterwards.  This explains a lot about how we view money and jobs 
as security now.  Economizing and using care in where we put every 
penny (and I do mean penny) became not only a necessity but a way 
of life.  That is why you see so many people of our age group who 
now have a sizable income and they still behave as if they were dirt 
poor.  Unless one lived through this period of time it is hard to realize 
how we were shaped and molded into patterns that we were never 
able to change.  We had but one thing in our minds forever after 
and that is that we would never be caught in such a situation again 
and whatever we had to do to make sure of this was not too much 
of a sacrifice.  I realize it is hard for you to understand how people 
of my generation view security since you have never faced such total 
insecurity.  There was no one to lean on and no one to help us for 
everyone was in essentially the same situation.

The drought finally eased somewhat but the depression did not. 
The year Tom was in the 11th grade and I was in the 10th, there was 
absolutely no money to buy clothes for school so we stayed out of 
school for at least six weeks during the fall and we picked cotton.  
This is hard, backbreaking work and we usually went to the field at 
sunup and stayed until sunset and we worked hard all the day long 
with time out to eat a lunch that we carried with us to the field.

This was not an unusual thing for young people of our 

community.  We were no worse off than most and I suppose we all 
just did what had to be done and didn’t complain about it.  It was 
hard to study at night and to keep up with our classwork but it never 
occurred to us to do otherwise.   Our grades had always been good 
and no one made any concessions to the fact that we were out of 
school for weeks at a time.

Probably as a result of so many students staying out of school 
and the real need to have these students help out with the cotton 
harvest, the school board eventually voted to start school the first 
of August, keep school in session for six weeks and then dismiss 
school for the following six weeks.  Accommodating the needs of 
the community kept the attendance at capacity while school was in 
session so it probably was a wise decision.

Roosevelt had been elected on the premise that he could 
straighten out the economy of the country and he started program 
after program designed to do just that.

We always discussed current events and the daily newspapers 
were scanned, with great interest, to see just what was planned to 
alleviate the terrible depression.  There were times that we felt there 
was a new scheme every week and some worked and some faded 
away.  Because the farm products were so low in price, one of the 
first programs was to pay the farmer to let the cotton remain in the 
field and to slaughter pigs and to pour the milk down the drain, 
thus creating a shortage that would force prices up.  My father was 
outraged.  The idea of destroying food products when there were 
hungry people about was a terrible thing for him to contemplate.  
He used to stare out the window at the cotton rotting in the fields 
and talk about the people who were cold because they had no quilts 
and mattresses and he just could not justify seeing this waste.  He 
hated Roosevelt for the evidence of such waste and never really 
changed his mind about the value of the programs.  He had no use 
for Mrs. Roosevelt and felt that she interfered too much with the 
running of the country - - pursuits better left to the men.  However, 

I am convinced that the 
mark the depression left 
on all of us at that time 

had a bearing on how we 
lived the remainder of our 

lives. 
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when my father heard that there was to be a WPA (Works Project 
Administration) program at Lookeba and all who needed jobs were 
asked to apply, he went at once.  I presume that those who had no 
income at all were eligible.  At any rate, he was accepted and for all 
winter long he got up at 4 AM, walked the three miles to Lookeba, 
worked 8 hours a day, outside, in the cold, helping build roads, 
culverts, etc.  The equipment was a shovel and a pickaxe, and when 
he finished the day’s work, he walked the three miles home in the 
dark.  I am sure he had no warm clothing and he got a terrible cold 
that winter and coughed until I used to lie awake and be afraid he 
was going to die.  Somehow we managed.  My mother and Tom 
milked the cows and did the chores and I cooked the evening meal 
and looked after John in the evenings.

Tom graduated from high school and he and several boys his age 
went off job hunting that summer.  They rode freight cars and went 
down into southern Texas and Tom worked in the rice fields for a 
time.  The depression was so bad that there were probably no stable 
jobs anywhere but there was always the hope and expectation that 
things might be better another place.  Tom finally came home late 
in the summer and heard about another Roosevelt program called 
the CCC, which was the Civilian Conservation Corp.  This was a 
work program that utilized young men in building trails in national 
forests, in firefighting, in construction work, etc.  I believe the men 
were given room and board and $25 a month and possibly $25 was 
sent home to help the families.  Tom signed up for this and was sent 
to northern California to work in a national forest near Redding and 
he was up in that area for a year or so.  I do not remember exactly 
how long, but he loved the area and for a farm boy from Oklahoma 
it was constantly exciting and amazing to see the Redwood forests 
and the beauty of the place.  His letters home were enthusiastic and 
happy, and he made many good friends.

I suppose Tom signed up for a certain period of time and it 
may have been two years but he finally came home and decided to 

go out to Uncle Henry Darnell’s farm and help gather the crops for 
that year.  I do not remember the sequence of events that made him 
decide to join the Navy but he did join up and went off to basic 
training in California.

Before Tom went into the Navy, I remember that we spent a long 
day together and I tried to talk him into going to college.  I felt sure 
he could manage to do this because jobs were easier for boys to 
obtain than they were for girls.  He agreed that he wanted to go but 
did not want to go on a shoestring.  He felt that he should do 
something first to earn some money and then he would consider 
going.  He was extremely bright and learning was very easy for him, 
but nothing I could say would persuade him to just go to Weatherford 
and start college, even if it meant taking it one day at a time.  Actually, 
that is the last really close time I had with him.  He was killed before 
I was out of school and I always considered his death a real waste of 
talent.  As to why he decided to go into the Navy, I am not all that 
clear.  I suppose there were rumors of war coming and our family 
(and indeed most of the people from our area of the country) were 
all patriotic, flag waving Americans, so it is pretty obvious that Tom 
would be one of the first to join the Armed Services. 

My father was quite pleased about Tom’s decision to go into the 
Navy and felt that he was in for some real adventures.   He was 
certainly proud of the fact that Tom’s test scores were very high and 
he was qualified for a technical school as soon as his Basic Training 
was over.  There was also the factor that technical training of some 
sort would translate into a better job opportunity in the future when 
his tour in the Navy was over.  So with all these considerations, we 
felt the Navy option was not a bad thing.

Tom and I had been inseparable up until the time he went to 
northern California to do his stint in the CCC but of course when he 
joined the Navy and went again to California to do his training, we 
saw each other infrequently.  He did come home after basic training 
but he had applied for (and been accepted for) the Naval Electronics 

Bridge at Osage Hills State Park was 
built demonstrates the pride that 
the Civilian Conservation Corps 
took in their work as they built state 
park infrastructure during the Great 
Depression.
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School and from that school he went next to be trained as a radio 
operator so he was away from home most of the time.  He liked the 
Navy and in the letters I received from him, he was very enthusiastic 
about what he was doing and the new things he was seeing.  He 
was very bright and had little trouble with the technical courses he 
took in the Navy.  He always seemed to have time for exploring 
and sightseeing and he wrote many letters home concerning these 
adventures.

I, meanwhile, was out of high school and there was absolutely no 
future for any of us in our community.  If girls could have gone into 
the armed services at that time I’m sure I’d have been first in line.  
Going to college was impossible for there was certainly no money to 
spare to pay the fees.

I stayed home during the summer and helped with the regular 
work on the farm and that fall a neighbor came to ask if I would 
come and stay at their house and do the housework and child care 
while his wife was having a new baby.  I stayed there for perhaps 6 
weeks and I worked hard since there were three older children and 
lots of washing, cooking, etc., to do.  I felt very strange away from 
home.  From there I went to another family who lived in a small 
town about 7 miles from us and I did the housework and took care 
of a small child while the mother helped run the family store.  What 
stands out in my mind for that period of time is the fact that we had 
a smallpox epidemic in an adjoining county and everyone had to be 
vaccinated for smallpox.  I had a terrible reaction and was really ill.  
I also remember that I was cold all winter.  There was no heat in my 
bedroom and I never remember being warm the whole time.  From 
that place I went to a farm near Sickles to help do the work for a 
man and wife and one small child.  She had always helped with the 
farm work so after the child was born, they needed someone to do 
the housework and child care while she resumed her field work.  I 
was expected to do all the housework, cooking, baby care, washing, 
etc.  I didn’t mind the work, but the man was a disgusting person 

and he was always trying to waylay me in the hall or pantry, etc.  I 
had no experience to aid me in handling this sort of situation and 
it never occurred to me to tell anyone about what was going on.  
One night, during a terrible thunderstorm, he came up the stairs, 
under the guise of waking me so we could go to the storm cellar, 
and I woke to find him unbuttoning my pajama top.  I screamed 
for him to get out of my room and for some reason (who knows 
what) he left.  That was the end of that job and I went home and 
never went back.  About this time I had been out of high school 
for a full year and it appeared that the next year was going to be 
no better.  Another government program was started and money 
provided which allowed the public schools to set up a program of 
typing, bookkeeping, etc.  These courses were designed to give job 
skills that might lead to employment and students who had finished 
high school were encouraged to return to school and sign up for the 
courses.  Larger schools probably already had such courses but our 
small high school did not.  Our high school principal and his wife 
had a new baby and since she was also teaching they asked me to live 
at their house, help one half day with the baby and with housework 
and to enroll in the business classes for the other half of the day.  I 
was thrilled to do that and it all worked out satisfactorily.  I loved 
the classes and did well in them, and it was nice to be back in school.  
Several of my friends who had also graduated returned at the same 
time so we enjoyed being together. 

The Principal and his wife were very nice people and I had 
known them for several years so our relationship was good.  Their 
baby daughter was adorable and a breeze to care for and after the 
sort of work I had been doing, the whole arrangement seemed ideal.  
I had barely finished school and was trying to decide what the next 
step was going to be when I started a long relationship with Mr. and 
Mrs. Smith.  The former is the person who was always “Man” to all 
of you children and since he played a large part in your lives for many 
years, it seems appropriate to digress a bit and to tell you something 

If girls could have gone 
into the armed services at 
that time I’m sure I’d have 

been first in line.  
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about the Smiths.
Mr. Smith was a native of Iowa and had intended to study 

medicine but he had a terrible case of typhoid and was unable to go 
to medical school.  He had an older brother, Fred, who had left Iowa 
and moved to Enid, Oklahoma and started a bank during the early 
days of the Oklahoma settlement.  Mr. Smith joined the brother 
in Enid and continued on in the banking business.  Eventually, 
Fred started a bank in Bridgeport, Oklahoma and later in Lookeba.  
Another brother, Bill moved to Duncan, Oklahoma and started a 
bank in that town.  Finally they sold the Bridgeport Bank and kept 
the Duncan bank, which was operated by Bill Smith, and Fred and 
Jack (Man) were joined by a fourth brother, Charles, in the bank in 
Lookeba.  The Smith brothers, as they were called, operated the bank 
for many years and of course that was the bank where we did all of 
our business as far back as I can remember.

Mrs. Smith (Inez) was the daughter of an early day settler in 
Oklahoma’s land rush days.  Her mother died, leaving three little 
girls.  The father remarried and Mrs. Smith lived part time with an 
uncle, Dr. Dalby, in Ramona, Oklahoma, and part time in a sod 
dugout in northern Oklahoma, near Enid.  There she met and 
married Mr. Smith.  They subsequently moved to Lookeba and lived 
there for most of their life in the same house that I think the four 
older ones of you remember well.

The other sisters lived in Tulsa, Oklahoma, one having married 
an oral surgeon and the other having married a production 
superintendent of the Sinclair Prairie Oil Company.  My first taste 
of real wealth and of how people live who have everything they need 
or desire came in visits to these two homes when the Smiths used to 
invite me to accompany them on trips to Tulsa.

Mr. and Mrs. Smith had two children, a daughter, Margaret, 
and a younger son, Phillip.  Margaret was about 14 when she went 
swimming in a pond and got an infected sinus as a result.  The tragic 
thing was that despite excellent medical attention by a Dr. Myers, 

who was both competent and concerned (he was a personal friend of 
the Smiths), Margaret died 6 weeks later.  One series of antibiotics 
or a course of penicillin treatment would have saved her but we had 
nothing of the sort at that time.  She had numerous surgeries to drain 
the sinus cavities and spent 6 weeks in the hospital but there was no 
way to control the infection.

Margaret was blonde and chubby as a child and many years later, 
when Sharon was born, Mrs. Smith adored her.  She used to spend 
hours with Sharon, calling her Margaret half the time.

The son, Phillip, went to Kemper Military Academy  in Missouri 
and later finished the University of Oklahoma and the Oklahoma 
Medical School.  He went into the Army and while interning at 
Walter Reed Hospital he met his future wife (also an Inez).  They 
were married on the East coast and the Smiths were not able to 
attend the wedding because Mrs. Smith had very high blood pressure 
and had a stroke just prior to the wedding.

When Phil wrote that he was bringing his wife to Oklahoma to 
meet his parents, Mrs. Smith was still recovering from the effects of 
the stroke and they asked me if I would come to their home and help 
with the work while Phil and Inez were there.  I had known them for 
all of my life and we got along well so after Phil and Inez left, I stayed 
on that summer.  Mrs. Smith’s health was so precarious that she was 
not really well enough to be left alone and I used to read to her for 
hours while she stayed in bed.  I remember I read Anthony Adverse  
in its entirety that summer.  My parents certainly did not need my 
help and perhaps it was easier for them to have one less to support.

Mrs. Smith used to talk to me for hours and she taught me a lot.  
She loved people and had the ability to make everyone welcome in 
her home.  She adored children and always told me, with sadness, 
that she had only two children (through choice) and after she lost 
Margaret she tried to have another but was unable to do so.  I 
remember her saying, after Sharon was born, that I should certainly 
have more than one child - - her term was that everyone needed a 
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“spare” and she said she could not have survived the loss of Margaret 
if she had not had Phil.

All of Margaret’s possessions were still in the attic that many 
years after her death.  There were music books and clothes and toys 
and no one could bear to sort or dispose of them.      Mr. Smith 
had a policy of helping young people through college, although 
very few people knew about this.  He made it his business to know 
those students from Lookeba who did well and had the potential to 
continue to college and he used to encourage them to go and to loan 
them money to pay their school bills.  The only thing he required 
was that they pay the money back (interest free) when they finished 
and that they keep a record of what they spent and he usually helped 
set up a simple account book to show them how to list debits and 
credits.  He never asked to see the account book but he thought 
keeping up with their money was good training.  I think he told me 
at one time that he had helped between 15 and 20 people through 
college and had never lost a cent.  He was a kind and loving man and 
no one ever knew how many people he assisted for he certainly never 
made any public statements about his activities. 

He was also one of the smartest men I ever knew.  After I was in 
college, I was amazed at how much better educated Man was than 
my professors.  He had studied with a lawyer in Enid for several years 
and knew a lot about law.  He learned accounting and he studied 
economics and learned the ins and outs of the stock market when 
most of us hardly knew what the stock market was.  He subscribed 
to and read magazines such as Time and National Geographic and 
also devoured books of all sorts.

So that will give you some background on the relationship with 
the Smiths and will bring you up to the next phase of my life.  I was 
staying on at the Smiths because of Mrs. Smith’s bad health and we 
found that a Methodist minister from Lookeba was going to sign 
up for classes at Southwestern State Teacher’s college at Weatherford 
and he intended driving the 35 miles daily.  The Smiths encouraged 

me to drive to Weatherford with him and to sign up for classes.  We 
talked it over and our thought was that I should take something that 
would give me a job skill that would translate into a paying job of 
some sort.

In order to keep the colleges and universities open and 
functioning, during the depression, some of the college presidents 
were trying new programs to increase the enrollment.  Southwestern’s 
president (Boren) set up several technical training courses, changed 
the name of the school to Southwestern Technical Institute or 
Southwestern Tech as it was called and worked very hard to increase 
enrollment by using students to do every possible job that they could 
do on the campus and, of course, paying them for that work.  Pay 
was low but the expenses were low too and many students earned 
enough money to stay in school.  Enrollment was about 1,200 which 
was smaller than the high schools you children attended.

As I recall the management of this school, I realize how 
innovative some of the plans were.  Those in the technical courses 
were required to take a certain amount of regular college courses and 
many of them worked at jobs in the school that related to the training 
they were offered.  It had to take planning and good management 
for a school to survive and even grow during the depression years.  
The arrangement was that I would stay on with the Smiths, drive to 
school each day and I would continue to do the housework evenings 
and weekends and this would give me enough money to pay for 
my classes.  I enrolled in a cosmetology course and the reason for 
this terrible decision escapes me now but I think it was because the 
course was short and my reasoning was that I could then get a job 
and work part time while continuing my college classes.  I hated that 
cosmetology course and that is probably why I never talked about 
it.  I am about as unlikely a candidate for being a beauty operator as 
anyone I know, but along with these courses, I enrolled in English 
and some related subjects.  How I loved these classes!   In fact, 
because of my entrance exams, and my high grades in high school, I 
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was allowed to take almost a full load of college courses. 
The cosmetology class was headed by the most terrible old 

woman.  She looked like a madam from a house of prostitution (at 
least what my conception of a madam should look like) and she was 
very crude.  She looked upon the girls in her class as her personal 
servants and she ruled the class with an iron hand.  I was terrible at 
doing hair for anyone.  I hated it and did poorly and she knew it.  
However, I didn’t really fit in with that class and was always studying 
when we had breaks and finally she came to see that the college 
classes meant a lot more to me than what I was doing and I think 
she developed a certain respect for me.  Time came when I got into 
chemistry and other classes that required a lot of work and she used 
to let me take an hour or so off to study.  The people on whom we 
worked were other students and we worked on each other also.

I could not stand to have my hair done in the fussy styles and I 
hated trying to achieve such styles on other people.  I should have 
just given it up and quit that course but I had this “whatever I start 
I finish” mentality and I still thought my original idea was good and 
that I should finish the course, get a part time job and continue in 
school part time.  Our fees were all cut to rock bottom in order to 
keep the school operating so not much money had to be expended 
for fees. 

We had a terrible winter that year with temperatures below 
freezing for over a month at a time and there was no heater in the 
car.  I used to set the alarm for 5:30, grab a bite of breakfast and run 
down the hill to catch my ride to school so I could be in class at 8:00.  
It was so cold and dark and I used to forever have my knees skinned 
and bruised from falling flat on my face as I raced down the hill in 
the pitch black.  By the time I got to school I was so stiff with cold 
that I could hardly walk up the 25 or so steps that took me to my 
first class in Science Hall.

Nothing was bad enough (not the cold or the cosmetology) to 
keep me from loving being on the campus for part of each day.  I 

finally finished the cosmetology course, went to Oklahoma City, and 
in the ballroom of one of the big hotels, I (along with probably 300 
others from all over the state) took the State Board Exams.  I passed 
the exam and have, somewhere, the license to prove it.  This was 
probably a year from the time I had started. 

I never really worked a day in this field.  Now I really wonder 
why I thought I had to finish something I disliked so much but 
somehow we had been trained that we could not quit a thing because 
we found it unpleasant but had to finish what we started so I did 
just that.  After I completed this course, I kept on with some regular 
college classes and my grades were above average.  I had continued to 
drive to Weatherford daily during this time, but Mr. and Mrs. Smith 
talked to me about what I was doing and what I planned to do and 
they proposed that I move into the dormitory and continue with full 
time courses.  The plan was that I would come home each weekend 
and continue to do the housework and they would pay me for this 
and if I could get a job during the week on campus, this would pay 
dorm fees.  They also told me that if I hadn’t money enough to pay 
fees and living expenses, they would loan it to me.  Columbus setting 
out for the new world did so with no more apprehension nor with 
more excitement than I as I embarked on this course of action.  I 
know this changed the course of my whole life.

I made application for a dormitory room and moved into it in 
early September.  This dorm was a real showplace and had been in 
use but two years I believe.  The reason we had such a luxurious 
dorm during the height of the depression was interesting.  The 
president of our college, President Boren, was a personal friend of 
the Governor of the State of Oklahoma and had somehow been able 
to obtain grants to make improvements on campus.  Two of the big 
improvements were construction of a boys’ dorm, Neff Hall, and 
two blocks away a girls’ dorm, which was called Stewart Hall.  The 
girls’ dorm contained room for about 300 girls and in addition had 
a large cafeteria which was in the basement.  This served all students 
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on campus.
Students were encouraged to fill the dorms and were given room 

rates cheaper than most of the rooms in town and at the same time 
were given jobs on campus to allow them to pay the room rent.  
All cleaning, food preparation, serving, etc., was done by students 
with a minimum number of adults supervising.      Our dorm was 
really lovely with spacious rooms with large closets for each girl, 
sinks in each room, and to top it off, we had fine quality maple 
furniture in every room.  Many years later when you children went 
off to college I thought your rooms (as compared to min) were really 
poor.  I decided time had dimmed my memory but I was back in 
Weatherford in 1976 and went down the hall to my old room and 
peeked in and it was still far superior to any room, in any dormitory, 
that you children occupied.

As far as I was concerned, given my background, I thought the 
whole place was palatial.  We had a very large living room, furnished 
with lovely overstuffed furniture, beautiful pictures, a grand piano, 
small card rooms off to each side and the dorm hostess, Mrs. 
Wheeler, had an apartment in the dorm and resided there at all 
times.  The place was always spotless and beautifully decorated with 
fresh flowers for the entire year.  I am sure the fact that Mrs. Wheeler 
had unlimited student help made much of this possible. 

I moved into a corner room and because the dorm was 
overflowing for that September, we had three students in each of the 
larger corner rooms.  My good friend, Jackie Marshal, and I were 
fast friends from the start.  Our other roommate was a real pain so 
for the next semester we requested a room for two and moved next 
door to room 101 and we stayed in that same room for the whole 
time we lived there.  Dorothy Royal lived in that same hall, as did 
Myra Hunt, Helen Sellers, Merle Holly, Wanda Pierce, and several 
more who were good friends of ours.   We all got along so well that 
we requested the same rooms in the same hall each year and we lived 
there until the last semester of our senior year.  This was the same 

group with whom I share a Round Robin letter these 45 years later.
This might interest you - - we not only had to be in the dorm 

on time, but the door was locked and the house mother was the one 
who unlocked the door to let you in if you did the unpardonable and 
dared come in late.  We had to be in the dorm at 10:30 Sunday until 
Friday.  We could stay out until 11:00 on Friday and until 12:00 on 
Saturday night.  Would you believe that we not only had to be in 
the dorm at 10:30 on school nights, but had to actually be in our 
room and quiet at 11:00 o’clock?  We also observed a quiet time in 
the evening for study.  Our rooms were checked daily for cleanliness 
and neatness.

Getting in on time was not all that much of a handicap because 
the little town was dead after hours anyway and there was no reason 
to stay out.  The boys had hours too, but 30 minutes later than 
we did.  Almost all of our activities centered on campus but we 
learned to love the town of Weatherford while we were there.  The 
relationship between the college and the town was cordial and the 
town was very pretty, with many trees and flowers and charming, 
well-kept homes.  There were also lilacs all over the town and I still 
think of Weatherford when I see the first spring lilacs. The whole 
town used to be permeated with the smell of lilacs for a month in the 
spring.  The odor was heavenly.

I got a job typing and grading papers for the head of the Home 
Economics Department, since I had elected Home Ec. as my major.  
My plan was to finish the degree and to transfer to Stillwater, 
Oklahoma, where I could do an additional course in Vocational 
Home Ec.  I also signed up for a certain number of teacher training 
courses. 

The Home Ec. professor was the product of a private school and 
she had a certain contempt for all of the public school people who 
hadn’t her “advantages.”  She was also about ready to retire and she 
was not particularly interested in her work at that time.  However, 
she did teach me a lot.  She taught me to appreciate and care for good 

Round Robin Club
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china and fine silver and to recognize good fabrics and to understand 
how to prepare good food and to serve it nicely. 

Our Home Economics Department prepared and served dinners 
and teas and luncheons as part of our training and all must be done 
exactly right.  Woe to the one who did not behave properly or serve 
the meals correctly.  I learned enough that in late years in the Air 
Force I knew how to do these things and I know my life was made 
easier as a result. 

When this professor found out that I could satisfactorily do the 
work for her, she turned more and more of it over to me.  I used to 
make out the tests for the lower level classes, grade the tests, and 
enter the grades and she rarely even checked them over.  She was glad 
to have it off her hands and I imagine I did about as well as she would 
have done and I certainly learned a lot that way.

Besides working for the head of the Home Economics 
Department, I got a babysitting job for a couple who lived two 
blocks off the campus and I used to go there a lot.  They were with a 
seismograph outfit that traveled from area to area (as a group) and all 
the crew members were fast friends and did a lot of partying.  Their 
child was young and slept each afternoon and went to bed early in 
the evening so I used to do my studying while watching him.

On Friday afternoons, I walked 8 blocks to the bus station, 
went back to Lookeba and did all the laundry, ironing (I learned to 
iron starched shirts in 10 minutes per shirt), cleaning, and all the 
housework, which took about the whole weekend.  Then I would 
take the bus back to Weatherford on Sunday afternoon or sometimes 
Mr. and Mrs. Smith would drive me back.

As far as money was concerned, none of us had much money 
and what I had from my three jobs was used to pay for room rent 
and for my food.  Prices for food in our cafeteria were cut as low as 
possible and I remember that we paid 3 cents for a salad or vegetable 
serving and 2 cents for the most delicious bread that was baked by 
the student helpers.  Dessert and meat dishes cost 3 cents a serving 

so my roommate and I seldom had any of those things.  We did not 
eat breakfast but might have a glass of milk and if we were really 
starving we would walk the 8 blocks to a bakery downtown, knock 
on the back door and the baker would hand out wonderful rolls hot 
from the oven which cost 2 cents each.  We ate them on the way 
back to our first class at 8:00.  One time we decided to economize 
and got a popcorn popper somewhere and sometimes we would buy 
Kraft dinner and prepare it and eat the whole thing, dividing it in 
half.  One time we decided the cheapest thing in the store was a huge 
can of spinach.  Did you ever eat spinach with nothing on it but a 
sprinkle of salt?  A whole half can I mean.  Ugh    but we had bought 
it and we ate it until not a drop remained.  I don’t think I could eat 
spinach for a long time after that.

The Home Ec. teacher had overstocked the department with a 
huge amount of rice and no one could even remember why there 
was so much.  Her buying for the department was always pretty 
haphazard anyway, but I used to stay after school to grade papers, 
type, etc., and I finally decided that all of that rice could be put to 
some good use so I used to lock the door while I worked because the 
building was pretty well vacated and sometimes cooked a big pot of 
rice and ate that.  It filled me up and even now I think rice with a bit 
of milk and sugar is delicious.  I am sure no one ever missed that rice 
and it kept me going for many a month.

You have to realize that this was during the depression and money 
was so short that most of us were in the same situation.  Jackie had 
an uncle who owned a cleaning shop and he used to clean the few 
clothes she had and would usually send her a few dollars when he 
sent the clothes back.  Jackie worked in the library and she used to 
hunt up and check out all the books I needed for reports, papers, 
etc., and unfortunately I never learned to make good use of a library.  
I had so little time and Jackie was there anyway.  I, in turn, mended 
her clothes and I remember knitting her a sweater one time.  We all 
looked after each other.  The chance of getting through school and 

Home Economic 
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perhaps having some occupation that would insure a better future is 
a pretty good incentive to keep going.  Think “depression” and this 
will not sound so spartan.

One bad thing that happened to me is that I got strep throat over 
and over.  I am sure I was overworked and run down and I seemed to 
be always getting another sore throat, and was plagued with throat 
trouble for many years.  Our health department had huge jars of 
sulfa pills and they dispensed them by the handful and only much 
later did we find that prolonged use of sulfa caused a lowered blood 
count so I was also troubled with anemia for many years after that 
time.

I absolutely loved being in school and enjoyed the dorm meetings 
and activities and the close companionship we all experienced was a 
real joy.  Jackie and I were very different but we were good friends.

I always hoped you children would find the pleasure in living in 
a college dorm and being a part of a college community that I did.  
Clothes were no big problem for me because I could sew and one 
time Mrs. Smith’s sister brought over a lot of her discarded clothes 
which were of beautiful material so I ripped them up, recut and made 
the clothes I wore to school.  I even made a grey tweed coat over and 
I wore it the whole time I attended school.

I don’t know where my mother got the fabric but she made me 
a green and white striped blouse and skirt at one time and it was the 
envy of my friends.  She also sent me a yellow skirt and blouse one 
time and a pair of green corduroy pants and jacket another time.  
She also pieced a patchwork skirt for me that was very unusual and 
I wore it a lot.

As far as socializing was concerned, I participated in whatever 
went on in the dorm and I was elected to Alpha Phi Sigma, a 
scholastic honorary society.  I joined a social club, Forensia, and also 
belonged to the Home Ec club.  Forensia was the club of choice on 
campus because prospective members had to be voted in and one 
vote against the person disqualified the girl for membership.  I was 

voted into the club in my second year at school and I was thrilled.  
Now, I do not approve of such an organization at all because I think 
this method of selecting members is cruel and wrong.  I cannot 
remember what we did that was of any importance but one thing 
that the club sponsored each spring sounds silly to me now, but I 
will tell you about it.  The Club sponsored a mock wedding which 
joined Miss Forensia to Mr. Southwestern and it was always held 
at a student assembly and the auditorium was always full for this 
event.  We selected the bride by vote from among the membership 
and I really do not know how the groom was selected.  I remember 
that names of these two were always kept secret until the day of the 
“wedding.”  Different members of the club were bridesmaids and the 
whole thing was coordinated with flowers, with matching dresses, 
flower girls, music, decorations, etc.  It was a really big campus affair 
and I was selected two times as bridesmaid and made the long dresses 
I wore.  I have to say that this was an exciting time for me although 
in writing it now, the whole episode sounds very frivolous. 
The year I graduated I was selected for Who’s Who in American 
Colleges and Universities and I am told that my name and sketch of 
my biography is in the volume for that year but for some reason I 
have never seen it.

I never had the time to go to football games nor was I ever free to 
attend the school dances, etc., that usually took place on weekends.

I had a superior history and western civilization teacher.  This 
man was later in the Air Force and when the war was over he remained 
in Germany and was the military governor of Nuremburg, Germany, 
while the Nuremburg trials were going on.  That always made me feel 
good that such a brilliant man was representing the US Government.

My English classes were pure pleasure and my educational 
classes were terrible and I suffered through them.  Chemistry almost 
did me in.  Our department in our small high school was very 
inadequate and when I found myself in a class of 40 (most of whom 
were pharmacy majors) I was lost from the first.  I finally adopted 
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a system that saved me.   I took good notes every class and two or 
three days prior to an exam I memorized those notes word for word.  
I passed the exams every time, made my first C on that course and 
the minute I finished the course the chemistry facts vanished from 
my head never to return again.

There is one thing that still amuses me when I think of it, even 
this many years later.  Every student was required to take a Personal 
Hygiene class which was taught by the Dean of Women (we had a 
Dean of Women and a Dean of Men instead of a Dean of Students 
as colleges have now).  I am sure the Dean of Women taught this 
class in order to painlessly convey her ideas of how young men and 
women should behave.

Wonder of wonders, it was a co ed class and she discussed sex 
education and I don’t think I had ever heard that word spoken aloud 
before.  The main thought on this subject was that one did not 
indulge.  The reasons given were that one might have to face an 
unwanted pregnancy.   Smoking was a terrible thing because it was 
Unladylike, Unhealthy and Expensive.  I can’t remember whether 
she emphasized the fact that it was equally bad for the boys.  She 
discussed cleanliness and good study habits and informed us that if 
we were not in our dorm at 10:30 p.m. and in our rooms at 11:00 
p.m. on school nights and 12:00 on weekends, we would be notified 
to appear in her office and it was implied that the sky would fall 
in and furthermore if we were called to her office three times, the 
parents would be notified and we would possibly be asked to leave 
school in disgrace.  Good manners were stressed and we had to act 
like ladies and gentlemen at all costs.  Her name was Mrs. Phoebe 
Addison and the fact that I remember her name and her appearance 
is proof positive that she made a mighty impression on me.

Rumor had it that the Dean of Men took the boys aside at 
separate meetings and told them whatever it was that boys were 
supposed to know, although what that was we could only speculate 
on.  I never thought to ask.  The college acted in place of our parents 

and we did not question the fact.  Frankly, the rules were so much 
less rigid than we were accustomed to in high school and at home 
that there seemed to be a lot of freedom to most of us.

You will note, I think, that I use the terms “boys” and “girls” and 
this was correct at this time.  It was only many years later that we 
designated college students as men and women.  Interesting to think 
of what caused this change in terminology.

Time rushed along and we all kept so busy with jobs and school 
and probably we were so involved with our own little world that we 
had little time to think of anything else.

My family lived on the farm at this time and the drought 
had eased so the crops were more successful but the longtime of 
depression (plus drought) left its mark on most of the people of my 
parents’ age.  I don’t think they ever had a feeling of real security after 
such an experience.

Tom wrote frequent letters home about his Navy experience, 
and came home on leave after training schools were finished and he 
seemed to be enjoying his tour of duty and was doing well.  Elloween 
was in high school and I was so busy that I did not see her very much 
and I am afraid I know very little about her at this time of her life.  
John was progressing along in grade school and he and I were still 
very involved with each other when I had the time to see him.

I never expected any help from my family as far as school expenses 
were concerned because it was obvious that supporting and keeping 
John and Elloween in school was enough of a burden for them.  
When I had too little money to pay for books or for school fees, Mr. 
and Mrs. Smith loaned it to me, but I generally had to borrow very 
little and could stretch the small amount I made from my jobs to 
cover most of my expenses.  Without the Smiths to encourage me 
and to assist me, I am sure I could never have continued in school.  
It was reassuring to know they were willing to help me if I needed 
the help.

As I was contemplating the time just prior to Pearl Harbor, I 
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found it hard to believe that we appeared to know so little about what 
was going on in Europe, so I called my friend, Myra, in Pensacola, 
Florida, and asked her how we could have been so unaware of the 
world situation and the impending war.  After some conversation 
about this matter, we concluded that there were several factors 
involved.  Our media was slow at that time so we certainly were not 
as well informed as we are now.  We were all terribly busy too and 
most of us at Southwestern had at least two jobs plus classes to think 
about. 

There was another thing that I had forgotten until she reminded 
me of it.  The United States had sent troops to Europe to help our 
allies in World War I and especially to help England and had received 
little thanks for that endeavor.   England also still owed us a huge 
debt, the money having been loaned during World War I and it 
was evident that she had no intention of ever paying it back.  For 
people of my parents’ generation that was an outrageous situation 
since such an obligation was always honored.  My father always was 
contemptuous of the English and his feelings stemmed from this 
failure to pay their debt to us.  He felt the English were arrogant and 
dishonorable or they would have paid back the money they owed.  
Years later when we were on our way to England, his parting words 
to Patrick were “Go over there and beat up on an Englishman for 
me.”  And he meant every word too!

The Duff family... only photo all together
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Myra’s opinion was that our parents were probably as 
uninformed as we were as to international affairs and 

probably as disinterested.  Europe seemed so far away at that time.  
I don’t think I even knew anyone who had ever been to Europe and 
since we had no TV and our radio news reports were not extensive, 
we depended on daily newspapers to keep us informed.  We were 
so insular and although our papers did contain United Press and 
Associated Press reports, for the most part, our news concerned what 
was going on in our own country and our own small area.  This 
brings us up to December 7, 1941.

Everyone always says “I remember Pearl Harbor,” just as in later 
times they frequently say “I remember the day Kennedy was shot.”  
I think events of such a shocking and emotional nature tend to stay 
with people for years after and perhaps forever.

The lives of most of the people of the United States were changed 
drastically by the bombing of our installations at Pearl Harbor.  
Your father told me later on that he was at a football game and was 
watching the New York Giants play when an announcement was 
made over the loudspeaker that all military people were to report for 

duty at once and they all streamed out of the stadium in minutes.  He 
said that after the game he and his friends left the stadium and pulled 
the car over to the side of the road (as had many other people) and he 
listened to the news from the car radio and knew with certainty that 
the course of his life was changed.

I will tell you what I remember of that time and will also try 
to convey some sense of how we felt and how this event affected us 
personally.

As for me, I had gone home to Lookeba to do my weekly 
housecleaning for the Smiths and on a Sunday morning Mrs. Charles 
Smith came busting into the house and said “The Japs have bombed 
Pearl Harbor..”  Mr. Smith sort of looked at her and in a calm voice 
said “Corinne, why don’t you get your facts straight?”  Corinne was 
always very high strung and Mr. Smith tended to believe she was just 
excitable and didn’t know what she was talking about.  He turned on 
the radio and the news filled the room and went on and on with all 
of us sitting there stunned by the news.  It all seemed so impossible 
that such a thing had happened.  We sat the whole day until it was 
time for me to go back to school and as the Smiths drove me back to 

USS West Virginia and  Tennessee burn on Dec. 7, 1941, after 
Japanese aircraft attacked - The Japan Times
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school we were all in a state of shock.
The Smith’s son, Phil, and his wife, Inez, and their infant 

daughter, Barbara, were stationed at that time at Schofield Barracks 
in Hawaii, which was considered a plum of an assignment.  Of course 
with the many news items coming over the radio and the hysterical 
reporting that was going on, there was no way of telling whether that 
family was dead or alive.

Perhaps I should tell you what really happened to Phil and Inez 
as it was told to me when Inez and Barbara finally got home.  It was 
early morning in Hawaii and Phil saw planes coming in over the 
quarters at Schofield and they were very low.  Almost at once he 
heard the shells exploding and within a very short time he was called 
to report to the hospital to care for the wounded.

School busses with Military Policemen on board were circulated 
throughout the housing area and all dependents left their homes at 
once with a small amount of clothing and food for the children, to be 
taken to a safer place.  As they drove, the bus stopped frequently and 
the women and children ran to the ditches and crawled in them to 
escape the bombs being dropped and shells being exploded.  Japanese 
planes were overhead making passes over the area constantly.  I was 
also told that not a Japanese servant had reported for work that 
Sunday morning.  They all knew what was planned ahead of time 
and stayed away from the American military installations.

The families were driven into downtown Honolulu and 
quartered in a schoolhouse with armed MPs to guard them for no 
one knew whether the Japanese would attack the civilians and of 
course everyone was in a state of shock and frightened out of their 
wits.  I remember her (Inez) telling about not being able to go to 
the bathroom without a guard standing outside the door.  It sounds 
unreasonable now but these were not reasonable times.  After 6 
weeks the Smiths received a postcard saying only “We are well” and 
it finally was cleared through the Red Cross.  This was their first 
inkling that all three were alive. 

 
Our transportation was in such a state of chaos with the situation 
in Pearl Harbor and there was no way to get the families of the men 
who were stationed in that area home, so Inez and Barbara remained 
on the post in Hawaii for about a year after the attack.  That was 
an anxiety filled time for the Smiths since we looked upon the 
Japanese as monsters who were capable of doing terrible things to 
any American who might be in their path.

On Monday morning (December 8th) a compulsory assembly 
was called at Southwestern and we all filed into the auditorium.  The 
place was packed that morning at 10:00 o’clock and we all sat quietly.  
On the stage, right in the center front, a radio had been placed and 
a loudspeaker was hooked up and ready for the President’s speech to 
the American people1.  Prior to the time for the speech, the President 
of our college came on stage and read the names of the students who 
had already left the campus and had enlisted in some branch of the 
service.  I seem to remember that there were between 20 and 25    for 
some reason the number 22 sticks in my mind but that may not be 
accurate. 

One of the first names to be read was Albert De Fere, a blond tall 
boy from Corn, Oklahoma.  We were usually seated alphabetically 
in classes so we had sat beside each other in numerous classes for the 
past two years or so.  He was one of the first to be trained as a flyer 
and was killed very early in the war.  Since our school had only about 
2,000 students we knew all of the people who had enlisted.

To show you how unrealistic the whole thing seemed to us, we 
were assured, in all seriousness that those who had enlisted would 
not lose credits but would be given incompletes and could pick up 
their classes when they came back.  I think it was inconceivable to us 
that the whole thing would not be settled very soon.  I really do not 
know what we thought, but it did seem as if our whole little world 
had been blown apart.

1 Day of Infamy

Roosevelt delivers the speech to 
Congress,December 8, 1941

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Infamy_Speech
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The radio was turned on and we sat and heard the President’s 
speech which, as you probably remember, spoke of “the day of 
Infamy” and also of the fact that a state of war existed between our 
country and Japan.  The assembly concluded with the playing of the 
National Anthem and we filed out of the auditorium. 

Jackie and I talked the whole thing over and decided that since 
we had such a short time left until we would graduate, we would 
stay on in school.  We felt we would be able to make more of a 
contribution to our country with a degree than without although we 
were not sure what that might be.  However, the following semester 
we petitioned for and took as many hours as we could.  I remember 
taking 20 and finally 21 hours a semester, which was a very heavy 
load when you consider that the average student takes 15 or 16 at the 
most.  Our aim was to finish school as fast as possible, even if we had 
no clear cut idea of what we would do then.

I am not sure that the events of the next few months will be in 
continuity but I would like to recount some of the changes that took 
place before very much time had elapsed.

My brother, Tom, was assigned as a radio operator on a Catalina 
bomber almost at once, and he and his crew were sent to fly patrol 
and bombing missions out of the Aleutian Chain2.  We actually did 
not know where he was since letters were censored at once and he 
could not say where he was.  We only learned his location much 
later.  He stayed in Alaska a year and came home on leave and he 
did tell me then where he was stationed and that he was flying patrol 
missions out as far as the Hawaiian Islands.  Their plane carried 
the Norton Bomb site, which was one of our most technical and 
secret instruments, and considered of real value in achieving accurate 
bombing.  He also told me the bomb site would self-destruct if the 
plane went down or that they were to throw it overboard if they were 
likely to be captured or forced down behind enemy lines.  It was all 
so strange to me that I found it hard to comprehend what he was 

2 Aleutian World War II

talking about.  I suppose you remember from your 
history that the Japanese were entrenched in some 
of the Aleutian Islands and the attempt was made 
to bomb them and clear them out of the Islands.  
This was one of the things Tom’s crew was doing, in 
addition to the routine patrol duty.

Our country was gearing up for war at a mighty 
speed.  You can read the facts and dates of the events 
of the war years in any history book but it was an 
amazing thing to be living through the making of this 
history.   Once in a while I read something on TV that brings back 
to me the feeling of that period of time.

I have also had each of you at times ask about how I met Daddy 
and how I could marry someone on such short acquaintance or 
someone I had never known before, and I have always evaded the 
answers because I felt hopeless to try and convey a sense of our 
feelings at that time.  You have to remember that we were almost all 
small townish or country people and very unsophisticated plus being 
extremely conservative.  So how do I explain to you that even though 
our actions at that time sound so out of character, the times we 
were living through somehow put a tentative stamp of approval on 
behavior that would have been unthinkable in other circumstances.  
This is my attempt to finally try and explain some of these things to 
you.  I may bog down in the telling but perhaps trying to recall the 
events that took place will piece together a patchwork that will give 
a clearer picture to you.

Of course we began to get news very soon of those who were 
killed or missing.  This came from the Navy accounts of the sinking 
of the Oklahoma and the Arizona and the loss of the whole crew of 
each of these ships.  Also there were the casualties that we suffered in 
Pearl Harbor during the first days of the war.  Everyone seemed to 
know someone or to have someone in their family who was affected.  
Students were dropping out of school daily and the training was 

Consolidated PBY-5 Catalina over 
Aleutian Islands, 1943

https://www.nps.gov/aleu/index.htm
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stepped up at once.  Talk of rationing and of shortages of certain 
products came soon, because everything that could be diverted to the 
war effort was earmarked for that purpose.

One of the things that hit our area of the country first was the 
mobilization of the 45th Division.  This was a National Guard Unit 
that was made up of Oklahoma, Texas, New Mexico and Arizona 
boys (we did still use the term `boys’ at this time).  The members of 
the 45th were sent, almost at once, to a training area in Arkansas, 
I think, and then went on to Camp Polk, Louisiana.  Joining the 
National Guard was a big lark for most of the boys from the small 
towns.  They met one night a week and mostly had fun and games 
although they were (in theory) training and maintaining proficiency 
in certain areas of military tactics.  No one took the whole thing very 
seriously and the two week training period during the summer, when 
they went away somewhere for their summer camp, was looked upon 
as a big fraternity type exercise. 

Suddenly the whole thing was changed.  We were at war and the 
mobilization that took place at once was the real thing.  Men who 
had jobs, wives, and families, were gone almost overnight with no 
excuses and no consideration given to family needs.  The dependents 
(we were learning this word too) of the National Guard members 
behaved as women have always behaved in times of crises.  Some 
fell apart and wept and wailed while others did what needed to be 
done to keep their families together and to manage to take care of 
them alone.  We were learning very fast that whatever it took for our 
country to gear up for war was what would be done and it seems 
to me we were divided from the very first between those (like my 
family) who were really flag waving Americans and who believed 
“our country right or wrong” and were willing to do anything that 
was asked and those who were weak enough to fall apart at the first 
sign of separation and anxiety.

Most of us truly believed that this war had to be fought and were 
in favor of assisting our allies overseas.  We also felt very fortunate 

that the war was not being fought in our own country, and that we 
had to sacrifice whatever we could to insure that the enemy was kept 
outside our borders.  There was a lot of concern about what the Japs 
(as we called them) would do and very real fears that they would 
invade our borders and do terrible things to our people.  I was told 
later, by those who lived on the west coast, that there was constant 
worry about whether the Japanese people who lived on the west coast 
would practice the same kind of sabotage that their counterparts had 
inflicted on the Pearl Harbor installations.  This was probably our first 
experience in being welded together by propaganda and patriotism 
to the point where we were a unified Nation.  I do not think it could 
ever happen again in that way but as I said before, we were actually a 
pretty unsophisticated population and had been concerned up until 
this time only with what went on in our own backyards.  I believe 
we would be more critical now and less likely to accept 
whatever information we were given.

As I mentioned before, the 45th Division, or the 
Thunderbird Division3, as it was called, trained at 
Camp Polk, Louisiana and this was a miserable place 
with swamps and mosquitoes and few facilities for a 
comfortable existence.  Tent living was the norm.  
The Daily Oklahoman carried daily accounts of this 
training and the progress that was made in learning 
to handle tanks, guns, jeeps, etc., and we read every 
word since we all knew members of that outfit.  The 
group was called the Thunderbird Division because their 
shoulder patches showed a Thunderbird from the Indian art of New 
Mexico and Arizona.  The Division was sent to North Africa and 
finally fought its way up through Europe, saw much action, and lost 
many men before the surrender.

This is not a history book, so if you want to know anything of 
the dates of certain events or the order in which things happened, 

3 Thunderbird Divison

45th Infantry Division Louisiana maneuvers 1941

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/45th_Infantry_Division_(United_States)
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this is a matter of record in any library.  My intention is to let you 
know how life seemed to me during that period of time.

The thing you have to remember is that the men who were first 
mobilized were our own people from our small community and we 
felt as close to them as you children used to feel about friends with 
whom we were stationed or with whom you attended school.  Later 
on, when these hometown men went to another part of the country 
for training, some other group came to us and we accepted them 
and welcomed them in the same manner.  The uniform was a great 
leveler and made everyone seem the same to us.  No one would pass a 
serviceman on the road without stopping and picking him up and the 
servicemen were also welcome in our homes and treated as friends.  
People used to justify this attention to strangers by saying they hoped 
someone in some other part of the country was treating their sons 
and brothers and husbands in the same way and it was expected that 
this was true.  All men were in uniform and no one ever wore civilian 
clothes.  In fact, the first time I ever saw your father out of uniform 
was after the war when we went downtown in Hobart, Oklahoma to 
buy a suit and some shirts so he could wear them on weekends (when 
he was off duty) and I remember thinking he looked very strange.

We wrote reams of letters to family members who were in the 
services, and also wrote letters to friends and friends of friends.  
We were convinced that this was a morale factor and a real help 
to our particular serviceman.  We had propaganda in newspapers, 
magazines, and posters to reinforce us in our belief that letter writing 
helped to encourage the men to do their best.

We had, at this time, the first of the women putting on coveralls 
or pants (shocking thought!) and tying up their hair in scarfs and 
going into defense factories to replace the men who had been called 
into service.  The song Rosie, The Riveter4, was popular at this time.  
We revived the songs of World War I and soon had a whole new 
set of current songs to reflect the times we were living in.  Some of 

4 Rosie The Riveter

those I remember are Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree5, Stage Door 
Canteen6, I Came Here to Talk for Joe7, Praise the Lord and Pass the 
Ammunition8, The White Cliffs of Dover9, Red Sails in the Sunset10  
and of course He Wears a Pair of Silver Wings11.  There was a feeling 
of everything rushing along too fast and that one had to live for the 
moment since there was no guarantee of what the future would hold.  
This probably contributed to the feeling that one should reach for 
whatever happiness was available and not do too much considering 
about what was to happen later on down the road.  I am trying but I 
am not sure that I can make you feel what we felt then.  I can capture 
the feeling right now as I write, but I find it very hard to express.

We did have fun and we did do crazy things.  Someone we 
knew would get a weekend or three day pass from two or three states 
away and would hitch hike or ride a bus or train and arrive back at 
Southwestern with no money and perhaps only a few hours to see 
someone they thought they could not live without.  Whoever the 
recipient of that visit was would spend the whole weekend talking 
and laughing and crowding as much activity as possible into the 
visit.  Then the serviceman would return to the training area and the 
student to classes and this was not considered unusual.  There had 
to be some sex, but probably little since this had less to do with sex 
and more to do with romance and romantic ideas.  I am not saying 
there was no immorality but I think, under the circumstances, there 
was not much.  Probably this was the most romantic period that 
any of us ever experienced before or after.  Every serviceman was the 
knight on the white horse and every girl his lady fair.  I am sure this 
all sounds silly to you for it sounds silly to me now, but at that time 
it did not seem silly.   Can you understand that?  Rudyard Kipling 

5 Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree
6 Stage Door Canteen
7 I Came Here to Talk for Joe
8 Praise the Lord and Pass the Ammunition
9 The White Cliffs of Dover
10 Red Sails in the Sunset
11 He Wears a Pair of Silver Wings

The uniform was a great 
leveler and made everyone 

seem the same to us.

https://youtu.be/55NCElsbjeQ
https://youtu.be/l7J4i8pNzbA
https://youtu.be/ZfuFV7SNkxM
https://youtu.be/EH-JmSkA68
https://youtu.be/BHUFiG1YBwc
https://youtu.be/Hqtaoz4QFX8
https://youtu.be/9EkKXl67348
https://youtu.be/5YPDwRGj42I
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probably expressed it best in his poem from which the following 
lines are taken.

Oh its “Tommy this and Tommy that and Tommy go 
away;”

But its “Thank you, Mister Adkins
When the band begins to play.”

Perhaps this is the way people have felt during all wars.  As I have 
said before, the people in our area were all very patriotic so not very 
many people waited to be drafted.  The men were dropping out of 
school daily to join one branch of service or another so by the time 
the following September rolled around, we had practically no male 
students left at Southwestern.

Prior to returning to school in September I remember that Mrs. 
Smith had another stroke and I was with her every day all summer, 
which was the means of making money to go to school the following 
fall.  My father encouraged me in every way in my working and in 
my going to school and never made me feel I was neglecting my 
family in any way by being away from home.  I can never remember 
feeling guilty that I spent so much time with the Smiths rather than at 
home.  I think I reasoned that there was nothing for me to contribute 
for they certainly did not need me and I thought it was a help to my 
family that I could be self-sufficient.  I also wanted desperately to 
continue on in school and realized that my parents could not spare 
a cent to help me for John and Elloween and themselves were all 
they could manage to care for.  As I think of it now, it seems a queer 
situation to me but at that time it seemed the thing to do.  I saw my 
family some on weekends and I wrote weekly letters and I was well 
aware that my mother and father were proud of my grades and my 
accomplishments.

The colleges all became involved with the war effort and I 
sometimes wonder who decided which school would handle what 

phase of the military training programs.  The logistics of involving 
the institutions of higher education through the whole country 
in training the military must have been amazing.  Our school was 
assigned two training programs.  The first was Engine Mechanics 
(airplane engines) and since our school had a certain amount of 
technical courses, it was natural that we do this.  The soldiers, as we 
called them, were quartered in our men’s dorm since the men were 
almost all gone anyway.  The program worked like this    the course 
was 16 weeks of intensive training.  A class consisting of 25 men 
came in each two weeks    and at the end of the 16 weeks we had 200 
in training.  Then as 25 left, 25 more started.  Our campus resounded 
with the sounds of the men singing as they marched from dorm 
to cafeteria to classes.  The classes of 25 were always in formation 
and they sang songs such as I’ve Got Sixpence12 and Around Her 
Neck She Wore a Yellow Ribbon13 and we all learned these melodies.  
We also became accustomed to having our days punctuated by the 
songs and marching of the men to and from their regular activities.  
The men did classwork, drill, PE, etc... but ate at our cafeteria and 
generally had the run of the campus and it should be obvious that 
the romances flourished.  Here were all these young men from Lord 
knows where and all these girls whose brothers, friends, etc. were 
Lord knows where and I must admit it was exciting and fun and 
interesting for all.  We heard accents we had never heard    we saw 
men who were Italian and Jewish and Polish and who had queer 
sounding names and who were of different religions and who came 
from city streets and had never been west of Pennsylvania.  Our 
students on campus were the hosts and the men who came to us 
were the guests and were treated as such.  We had sing alongs in the 
dorm and picnics and we wandered about the campus and talked 
and talked and learned of people and things and places we had only 
read of in books and not been much interested in at that. 

Sometimes I think the fun we were able to find was to hide the 
12 I’ve Got Sixpence
13 Around Her Neck She Wore a Yellow Ribbon

https://youtu.be/Khog5m_N9o
https://youtu.be/36KPBgteHH
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pain we were feeling.  Our news was generally censored and we had 
to read every paper, line by line, to get news that made any sense.  
Names of Divisions were mentioned as to general locations and 
letters did come through but they were censored so we never really 
knew where anyone was or what they were doing.  We listened to 
the news and read the papers and speculated and worried when it all 
became too much, we were happy and gay and lived for the moment.  
At least it seems to me that way now as I think of it.  We sent pictures 
to the current serviceman in whom we were interested and perhaps 
to several at a time.  This was a time of lockets and bracelets engraved 
with initials    yours or those of the young man who had sent the 
item and we received souvenirs from everywhere such as typical BX 
stationary with insignia on it, pillows, handkerchiefs and all sorts 
of junk and we treasured it all because it was something tangible to 
remind us of the one who had sent it.

Bill Mauldin became famous for his cartoons of the two soldiers 
from the 45th Division, named Willie and Joe14, who slogged it out 
through Europe and were always frustrating the Brass and managing 
to endure and to survive. 

Ernie Pyle15 was a famous war correspondent who also followed 
our troops all through Africa and Europe and sent dispatches home 
which appeared (if I remember correctly) either daily or weekly.  He 
went on into the Pacific Theatre of operations after the war was over 
in Europe and was finally killed and was buried in Hawaii.  He was 
much loved by all Americans.

We had War Bond drives and many famous actors and actresses 
toured the United States participating in rallies that sold millions of 
dollars of bonds to help the war effort.  Children were encouraged to 
buy war stamps and would arrive at school each week with dimes in 
hand with which to buy the war stamps which were pasted in little 
booklets to be saved until they had collected enough stamps equal 
the cost of a war bond.
14 Willie and Joe
15 Ernie Pyle

The Stage Door canteen was a huge USO (United Services 
Organization) that was operated by the greats of the silver screen 
in Hollywood, California.  There were USOs in all the major cities 
of the United States and they were operated by almost all volunteer 
help and were designed to act as a home away from home for any 
US serviceman.  I remember also that women from small towns on 
the railroad lines would go to the stations at all hours of the day or 
night to pass out homemade cookies or goodies to the men on the 
troop trains who were passing through the towns.  We had news reels 
which were always shown in every movie theatre before the main 
feature was shown and we had some information in our daily papers 
and on the radio although much of it was censored.

We had the missing in action and the killed in action and of 
course the notifications of those who were prisoners of war, but 
it was probably a blessing that we really did not know how badly 
our prisoners were treated when they were captured.  I suppose we 
thought they were treated according to the Geneva conventions but 
that was certainly not true, as we learned when some of the prisoners 
began to come home after the war.  My cousin was captured in 
Germany and later told us that he survived only because he was a 
farm boy and he observed what the farm animals ate and he did the 
same thing when he was in the POW camp.  He said he ate roots and 
leaves and grass and anything he could stand to swallow and he did 
survive 2 1/2 years under terrible conditions.

The first one to be killed from Lookeba was a Negro boy and 
the white people of the community went to the black schoolhouse 
to attend his funeral and this was a first for our segregated world.  
My brother had come home on leave after a year in the Aleutian 
chain and was due to be reassigned somewhere else since this was 
considered a hardship tour but the Navy was so short of qualified 
people in his field that was sent back for a second tour.  My father 
told Tom goodbye and then remarked to the rest of the family that 
he knew he would never see Tom again and this proved to be true.  I 

Willie and Joe drawn by Bill Mauldin 
from 1940

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Willie_and_Joe
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ernie_Pyle
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don’t know whether he had a premonition of doom or whether it was 
because Tom was so gaunt and looked so worn.  He was so thin and 
so weary and I had never seen him look so bad.

There was terror at times as to how things were going to end 
and resignation at the lists coming back of men killed or injured or 
missing.  There was patriotism too, everywhere, and there was all 
kinds of volunteer work to be done.  I learned to knit by making 
sweaters for the Red Cross.  No job was too hard or too menial if it 
was felt it would help the war effort.  We saved tin cans and bacon fat 
and aluminum and anything that it was suggested could be useful in 
some way.  Supplies of many goods were scarce and we made do with 
whatever we had.  Rationing came into effect    gasoline and tires and 
later on sugar, butter, meat, cheese, shoes and all sorts of things.  We 
were irate if someone obtained more than he was supposed to have, 
by graft or through the black market.  Being the kind of people we 
were, there was very little of this going on in our part of the country. 

We had ration books and used ration stamps for the items we 
were allowed but many things that were not actually rationed were 
in very short supply and we learned to do without and to utilize what 
we had.  Our experiences during the depression made it easier for us 
to do without during the war years.  We had learned that lesson well 
ahead of time.

There was no separate Air Force but we had the Army, the Navy, 
the Coast Guard and the Marine Corps.  Those who were in the 
Air Force were enlisted in the Army Air Corps but wore the same 
uniform as the Army and only in later years did they go into the 
blue uniforms.  There were no black men in service except for those 
in separate units and there was complete segregation until after the 
war when President Truman ordered that these rules be changed.  It 
did not seem strange to us at this time for of course there were no 
black students in our school and we lived in a segregated world in 
Oklahoma and many other parts of the US.  It is a part of the history 
of our country that these black troops served in many combat areas 

and did very well and brought honor to their race.
Of course you realize that the war in Europe had been going on 

prior to our getting involved after Pearl Harbor and even though 
we were all nervous about what was going on, it had seemed so far 
removed from us.  Some American men had gone to Canada to enlist 
in the Canadian forces because of the events in Europe, but there 
were not many that I knew so we were not all that involved until we 
were attacked by the Japanese. 

This brings us up to late 1942 when our school was operating 
with about half the students gone and Jackie and I were so close to 
graduation that we decided to stay and finish.  We were still in Stewart 
Hall and trying to evaluate our credits so we would not take a single 
hour more than we needed for our degrees.  We were desperate to 
get out of school and of course we were always very short of money 
to pay fees and room and board even though we were both working.

As the war progressed, we had almost the same amount of 
women students still at Southwestern but there were so few men that 
the men’s dorm was cleared of students completely and the whole 
building occupied by men who were training in engine mechanics 
(airplane engines) and the classes were coming and going each two 
weeks.  A clerk typist training program was started and this section 
also consisted of 200 men.  The program was handled in the same 
manner as the mechanics school.  I remember that there was a feeling 
that the men in the clerk typist classes were somewhat inferior and I 
really do not know why.  Perhaps it was because there were those who 
were less capable and those who were not able to do the hard work 
or the technical work that was required in the mechanics classes.  
The curriculum in the mechanics section required hard study and 
classes were frequently held until late at night.  I suppose the reason 
this class was pushed along was to get the men out and into the 
areas where keeping the planes in the air was a critical factor in our 
winning the war.

I had a hard course that first semester and was taking 21 hours 
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and I was also working off the last of my math requirements.  In my 
small town high school I had a minimum number of math classes 
and I arrived in college as lacking in math skills as in science skills.  
I was always in class at 8:00 a.m. and I had classes straight through 
until 11:30 when I went back to the dorm to hit the math books 
until time to go to lunch.  This gave me an hour of quiet time to 
work and I found that I could keep up with the math by following 
this schedule. 
 It was in late October and I was in my dorm room which 
overlooked the area where the soldiers assembled prior to going into 
the cafeteria for lunch.  They came early and were seated and fed first 
and the students took the second shift.  As I sat at my desk, I realized, 
from the sounds below, that a new class had come in.  Different, 
these were    chattering like magpies and in strange accents    totally 
different from the mid-western manner of speaking.  I stood watching 
from the window and someone looked up at the dorm windows and 
I had my first glimpse of your father.  He was dark and slender and 
had a happy smile and seemed to be enjoying himself completely and 
my thought was that he looked really interesting.  Everyone moved 
on into the cafeteria and I went back to the books.  I think I saw 
him next when I went over to a coffee shop off campus that was the 
student hang out and was commonly referred to as “Dad’s Cafe.”  It 
was a tiny little hole in the wall and always crowded.  I suppose I 
should say that skyrockets went off and we knew instantly that we 
were meant for each other but it was nothing like that.  Actually 
the whole relationship was pretty casual.  I do know we watched 
the candlelight Christmas service from the lawn of Stewart Hall 
together.  This was our dorm’s present to the townspeople each year 
at Christmas time.  All dormitory lights were turned out and one girl 
stood in each front facing window holding a lighted candle while all 
the other residents of the dorm stood outside and sang Christmas 
Carols.  It was all quite impressive since Stewart Hall was positioned 
up on a hill and clearly visible from several blocks away.  We used to 

have hundreds of people from the town come 
to see the ceremony each year.

I went home for Christmas and I seem 
to remember that I received a Christmas card 
from your father.  I never knew how he found 
out my home address.

After I came back from the Christmas 
vacation we started meeting here and there on 
campus, when he had time off, or when I did 
not have to work or to study.  As I recall we 
were both very, very busy.  Perhaps I should 
tell you what I remember of those early days 
in our relationship.  It all seems a mighty long time ago but I do 
recall Daddy talking about how much he missed New York and he 
did a lot of talking about his mother.  It was like conversing in a 
foreign language for I knew absolutely nothing about the life he had 
lived nor did he have any way of relating to the way I had lived.  
The miracle is that we had a great time and had much conversation 
every time we were together.  I do remember one thing about the 
difference in accents.  Face to face we could communicate but a 
telephone conversation was next to useless.  I could not understand 
him nor could he understand me.  The time we spent together was 
on campus since there was no place else in that small town to go 
unless we attended a movie downtown occasionally.   No one had 
cars and we were used to confining our activities to the campus so 
we continued that practice.  I think of this time we spent together 
in Weatherford as a special time when nothing was demanded of us 
but classes and homework and we seemed to be living in a state of 
suspended animation.  Our past life was completely changed and no 
one knew what the future would bring.  To all appearances, life on 
our campus was exactly the same but we all knew that when we left 
that place, things would be completely different.

In January, at the beginning of our last semester in school, we 

Girls Dormotory Southwestern State Teachers’ College, 
Weatherford Oklahoma
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I received a letter from Tom.  He had dropped it in 
the mail just prior to taking that final flight and I 
remember standing with the letter in my hand and 
being absolutely stunned.  I could not see how he could 
be missing when he had written me such a few days 
before.

However, I did not leave school to go home nor did 
I miss any classes.  I remember going to my afternoon 
English class and we were studying the Alan Seegar 
poem (among others) with the title I Have a Rendezvous 

With Death16.  Suddenly, as the discussion was going 
along, the teacher closed the book and dismissed the 
class.  Someone had told her about the message I had 
received and she realized that this particular lesson was 
better postponed.  No one said anything to me nor 
did I expect it.  Painful occurrences of this sort were 
becoming more and more frequent as time went on.  
One became numb to tragedy with enough exposure 
I believe.  I never saw my mother shed a tear over my 
16 “I Have a Rendezvous with Death” poem by 
Alan Seeger

Telegram that was sent to my parents regarding Tom

brother’s status as Missing in Action but she lost about 
20 pounds that one year and my father told me that she 
cried many nights for half the night.  My father aged a 
lot that year also and never seemed really well after that.

We always had in our mind that Tom might be a 
prisoner and we could imagine terrible things being 
done to him or we thought he might have been forced 
down in some awful place and that he could be injured 
or hungry or frightened.  Those facts were with us 
always, and whether we discussed it or not, I am sure 

https://www.jfklibrary.org/Research/Research-Aids/Ready-Reference/JFK-Fast-Facts/I-Have-a-Rendezvous-with-Death.aspx
https://www.jfklibrary.org/Research/Research-Aids/Ready-Reference/JFK-Fast-Facts/I-Have-a-Rendezvous-with-Death.aspx


Chapter: 4  Weddings and War (11)

we all spent many sleepless nights considering the implications of 
what the Missing in Action might mean.  After the year had elapsed, 
we had no ease of mind because we still did not know what had 
happened.  I am sure it was a great relief to all of us when the plane 
was finally found and at least we knew for certain that Tom had died 
instantly when the plane crashed.

He was buried in a cemetery in the Aleutians  and my parents 
intended leaving him there.  However, in 1947, they were notified 
that since he was buried in a temporary cemetery, his body and those 
of all others at this site were to be removed.  There was a National 
Cemetery at McAlester, Oklahoma and my parents elected to have 
Tom moved there.  Janice was a small infant so I stayed home and Joe 
took my parents to McAlester where Tom was laid to rest with full 
military honors.  I have never seen this gravesite.

Tom had written to me that he had made a 25 dollar a month 
allotment to me to help me finish school but he was missing three 
months after this was done and the allotment stopped at once.  At 
that time it made little difference because I was almost ready for 
graduation anyway.

Elloween finished high school and decided to go into Oklahoma 
City to get work in a defense plant and I was sad because she was 
not going on to college and I was frustrated because she was making 
a very good salary with only a high school education and Jackie and 
I (who were almost through college) were still struggling to stay on 
until graduation and were barely earning enough to pay school bills 
and buy our food.  It was a very unsettling time for both of us.

Jackie and I graduated in May, as did several of our close friends.  
On the graduation program my name was listed as Summa Cum 
Laude and Dorothy’s name as Magna Cum Laude.  She was one 
of my best friends and we were both ecstatic over these honors.  
Snapshots of Jackie and me show us in cap and gown, happy and 
laughing and we were certainly that.  It seemed such a miracle that 
we finally had those degrees in our hands.  I do think there were 

many mixed emotions as is probably true 
any time an era ends.  We all went to the bus 
station that last day at Weatherford to scatter to 
the different parts of Oklahoma and we were 
all sad to have the college days end.  We had 
loved Weatherford and had left a good part of 
our lives in that little town.  I could not walk 
across the campus in later years when I visited 
Oklahoma without remembering how much I 
loved being there and loved being a part of that 
community.   I think the determination that 
my children (when and if I had them) would 
experience the same thing was instilled in me 
at that time. 

My home economics teacher had insisted 
that I select a pattern of sterling flat wear and 
her graduation gift to me was a knife, fork and 
spoon in the Gorham Buttercup pattern that I 
chose.  I had no use for the silver at that time 
but I was thrilled because it was a symbol of 
what I hoped to eventually have.  My silver is still my favorite thing 
that I now possess.

I left Weatherford and brought everything back to my room at 
the Smiths and announced that I was going to San Antonio to visit 
Daddy before settling down for the summer.

Mrs. Smith was becoming more frail and less able to manage 
alone and the Smiths came to depend on me more and more to assist 
her and to keep the house going.  Phil and Inez were still in Hawaii 
and the Smiths had no one else.  I should mention here that I only 
finished college because of the help they gave me and I did pay back 
every cent they loaned me and was eternally grateful to be able to 
do so.

When I graduated, I found there was a position available to 

Tom with his parents
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had to vacate the girl’s dorm to make room for more trainees who 
were arriving on our campus.  The people in the town opened their 
homes to accommodate the students so Jackie and I, along with 
Helen and Jeanne, moved to a house on 8th street that was owned 
by a Mrs. Armstrong.  This was about four or five blocks off campus 
and we occupied the upper floor of the house and walked back to the 
campus for classes and still took our meals in the college cafeteria.  
We hated leaving our dormitory where we had lived so long.  

One of our friends, Mildred, was married to an Italian man, 
Dominick Zuchini from Pennsylvania and we all thought this was 
pretty exciting but a bit strange too.  She is one of my Round Robin 
friends and despite the differences in the two of them, they have had a 
long and happy marriage.  Jackie started going out with a Polish man 
from New Jersey whose name was Henry Modliszewski.  We could 
not even pronounce the name.  Their romance was stormy from 
the start and he finally went on to San Angelo, Texas for additional 
training.  Jackie went to San Angelo to visit him one weekend but 
they had a horrendous fight and she returned home vowing never to 
speak to him again.  Their telephone calls usually ended with one or 
the other hanging up but the eventual outcome was that they finally 
decided they could not live without each other so they were married 
about six months after we graduated and after the war was over they 
settled down in New Jersey.  They still live there and perhaps have 
had a far more stable and happier marriage than most.  Myra married 
Harold (Red) Springer who was a big campus football star and they 
went to another college in Oklahoma to finish his degree.  Myra is 
another of my good friends with whom I share our Round Robin 
letter.  Our close associations were being altered rapidly.

I mention these war time marriages between people who had 
totally different backgrounds, who were of different religious faiths 
and nationalities and as I write I am aware of the fact that they should 
never have worked as well as they did.  Perhaps it is a reflection of 
the feelings we had for marriage and family that transcended the 

problems and created strong and lasting marriages.
Joe finished his training in February and was due to go to San 

Antonio, Texas, for advanced training, but someone came down with 
the measles and the whole class was quarantined on our campus.  
That was like an extra present.  Training was finished and there 
was nothing for the men to do so we spent as much time together 
as possible taking into consideration my classes and job.  Mrs. 
Armstrong took her house mother responsibilities very lightly and 
we could come and go as we pleased and stay out as late as we liked.

One project that we had during the two weeks was to manage 
some way to ship a puppy back to New York to Joe’s father and 
mother.  There were two or three big dogs that followed the soldiers 
everywhere in Weatherford and eventually the female dog had 
puppies.  The men were very possessive of these puppies and claimed 
them as their own.  We had a crate of sorts built and after Joe left 
on the train for San Antonio, I managed to get dog and crate to the 
station and to ship “our” puppy back to New York.  He arrived in 
New York after days on the train and was half starved and had an 
injured leg but the family kept that dog (whom we called Techie) 
and he grew and grew and in later years when we were in New York 
he was a huge and beautiful dog.  They named him Okie and he was 
called that until he was finally lost or was stolen many years later.

My brother Tom and his crew spent several months in Alaska on 
their second tour of duty and were scheduled to be rotated back to 
the States for additional training but on March 10, 1983, my parents 
received a report that Tom was “Missing in Action.”  We found out 
several years later that his whole plane and crew flew into the side 
of a mountain and everyone was killed.  Identification was made by 
using dental charts of the men.  According to the rules of that time, 
a person was declared missing and after a year had elapsed, with no 
further information, he was then listed as “Presumed Dead.” 

I had a call from my mother telling me that the Navy had sent 
a telegram to them that Tom was missing and that same afternoon 

“soldier dog”
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teach English and Home Economics in the Lookeba High School.  I 
was offered the job and Mrs. Smith encouraged me to take it because 
the school was next door to their house and she wanted me to remain 
with her.  It seemed a good arrangement to me because I certainly 
needed a job and this whole scheme seemed ideal.

I made plans to go to San Antonio.  Joe and I had been writing 
to each other and discussing the trip and it sounded like a great 
adventure.  I used the last bit of money I had earned, while working 
in the Home Economics Department, to buy the train ticket from El 
Reno to San Antonio and I was off.  Despite the conservative attitude 
that prevailed in our small town, this was not such an unusual thing 
to do.  I was one of probably hundreds who were going here and there 
to visit friends who were in service at various locations throughout 
the country.  It did not seem that strange to me at that time, although 
in thinking of it now, it seems pretty daring and unconventional.  
Our value system was turned upside down and I do believe the rules 
of proper behavior were largely ignored by everyone.

I don’t think I even told my parents I was going to San Antonio 
nor do I think anyone suggested that it was not proper for me to do 
so.  Possibly I would have gone anyway.  I can’t remember that I even 
considered not going so I doubt that I would have listened to any 
objections.

Joe had gone on leave to New York to visit his family just prior 
tomy making the trip to San Antonio and I had a telegram that he 
was back from New York and expecting me down.  I packed a small 
bag, intending to stay only for the weekend and started off on my 
big adventure.  

Joe was then stationed at Kelly Field, near San Antonio, and he 
had gone into the USO in town to get a listing of rooms and had 
found a small hotel where I could stay.  San Antonio was bulging with 
military people, because of the proximity of all the training bases and 
finding a room was somewhat like looking for a needle in a haystack.  
The local USO acted as a clearinghouse for obtaining housing.  Every 

major city had a USO which served as a lounge and information 
center for military people, and in reality served somewhat as a home 
away from home for all of us.  Volunteers staffed the place on almost 
a 24 hour a day basis and these volunteers were usually older women 
who served coffee, cookies, and milk, furnished writing materials and 
mailed letters, sewed on buttons and new insignia, and helped find 
rooms for friends, girlfriends and families when they came to visit 
their particular serviceman.  It also gave us a place to meet, rest, read 
and exchange messages.  Wherever we were, we always felt the USO 
was available to furnish whatever assistance we needed.  It also served 
as a sort of social center and there were frequent entertainments 
planned at the USO and of course all of this was free.  Donations 
were the main source of support for these organizations.

So, I arrived in San Antonio after perhaps 18 hours or more 
of traveling by train and went to the USO where we had arranged 
to meet.  It was probably about the 10th of May 1943 although I 
do not remember the exact date.  Joe came into the USO within 
a short time, wearing a suntan uniform that was already wet with 
perspiration, for the place was very hot in early May and there was 
little air conditioning anywhere.  He was tan and smiling and happy 
to see me, and we were sure the weekend was going to be a real 
adventure.  The following is an excerpt from a letter I wrote home 
concerning the trip.

“I am sending two pictures which are views of a Church 
we attended on Sunday.  I will start at the beginning.  As I 
was coming down here to San Antonio by train, I sat by a 
man who was Father Salvadore, a Spanish priest, who spent 
most of his time telling me about his beautiful Church in 
San Antonio.  He referred to it as `The Little Flower Shrine.’  
He also told me that he was the organist for the Church and 
he invited us to come out to visit him.  [He also reminded 
me that I had soot on my face because the windows were 



Chapter: 4  Weddings and War (14)

open on the train and the dirt and soot kept blowing back 
into the train and right in our faces.  In fact he gave me his 
handkerchief so I could get my face clean before we got to San 
Antonio.]  

We found that the Church was about a 30 minute bus 
ride and we went out there Sunday and it is surely the most 
beautiful Church I have ever seen.  Father Salvadore took 
us up in the choir loft and seated us beside the organ which 
he played for the services.  Then he took us on a tour of his 
Church.  Most of the decorations come from Europe and many 
from Spain and Italy.  The pictures will show you the interior 
of the Church.  I would like them back later if you do not 
mind sending them to me.”

[I have thought many times of this priest and this jewel of a 
Church of his.  Perhaps it is still there and we will visit it again 
sometime.]

I don’t know when we talked of marriage    I do know that 
Joe had told me that his mother had a diamond ring that she had 
promised him for an engagement ring since he was the oldest son, 
and he had gone home on leave (furlough we called it then) to New 
York after leaving Weatherford and before reporting to San Antonio 
and had intended asking for the ring.  I don’t know if he did ask but 
at any rate, if he did, she would not let him have it so he had bought 
a lovely garnet ring which he gave to me.  It fitted perfectly and I 
thought it was amazingly beautiful.  I wondered who could possibly 
care about a diamond with such a lovely substitute.  I never did like 
diamonds anyway, nor do I like them now.

San Antonio was a magic city to us.  There were beautiful tropical 
flowers and flower peddlers were selling real gardenias on the street 
for 10 cents each.  I had never seen gardenias outside a flower shop 
before.  The San Antonio River meandered through the heart of San 
Antonio and there were cool tree shaded walkways along each side of 

the river.  One could also rent canoes to paddle up and down in the 
evening.  It was romantic and fun and exciting and we walked miles 
and rode busses and were sightseeing for hours each day.

I would like to digress a bit to make you aware of how your 
father appeared to me at that time.  He was fun and always wildly 
enthusiastic about anything new or interesting.  He was good 
looking and happy and gay and cheerful and I never met him from 
that day to this that he did not greet me with a big happy smile and 
his enthusiasm always managed to convey to me that seeing me and 
being with me was just the most exciting and gratifying thing he had 
ever done.  Even now when I am away, he always greets me in the 
same manner.  It is a special quality that I have always treasured in 
him.

Given the times and the romantic appeal of San Antonio and the 
fact that half the population of the US of our age group was being 
married I suppose it is only to be expected that our conversation 
changed from some future plan for marriage to being married at 
once.  I am sure it only seemed as natural as breathing to me.  I did 
not think anything about the difference in religion    that did not 
concern me for I had known only about 3 
Catholics in my whole life and I had grown 
up with no religious prejudice anyway so 
religion did not enter into it.  I did not worry 
about my family having not met Joe nor I his 
family - - this did not seem to concern me 
for I felt that we were doing was of concern 
only to us.

I suppose we, at that period in time, 
had a feeling that marriage was forever and 
there was no thought of it not working out 
despite all the negative aspects.  The lack of 
a common background, religion, culture, 
etc., did not bother us either.  What we were The Basilica of the National Shrine of the Little Flower
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doing was for here and now and some day when the war was over, we 
would create a Utopia somewhere and everything would work.  The 
war being over seemed so far away and our living was concentrated 
only on the present.  I don’t know how our parents accepted this 
situation but we really gave them no chance to object.  And whether 
you believe it or not, what we were doing was not all that unusual.  I 
have tried to tell you about this era of time before and I cannot do so 
for you have no frame of reference to judge it.  You have to take my 
word for it that your good old conservative mother was not doing 
anything so far out, after all, considering that the year was 1943.

Joe said we had to be married by a Catholic Priest and it was 
necessary to do this to be really married, from his point of view.  I 
was agreeable although it made no real difference to me.  We went 
into the nearest Catholic Church and asked to see the priest.  This 
crotchety old man was outraged.  Not only would he not perform a 
marriage between a good Catholic boy and a Protestant girl but he 
did not approve of the whole crazy idea at all.  He spent some time 
telling us why he thought it was a bad thing and during a pause in 
the conversation he evidently thought he had made his point and he 
asked Joe what he was going to do.  Joe simply said “We are going 
to be married.”  This precipitated another lecture which was a little 
more emphatic than the last and again a pause and the question 
“What are you going to do?”  Joe said only, “We are going to be 
married.”  Well, there was then a third lecture and this Priest was 
getting more angry and outraged by the minute but he finally ran 
down again and then came the same question “What are you going 
to do?” and again the same answer “We are going to be married.”

The Priest’s parting shot was that he would never be a party to 
such a marriage but even if he would, he was not permitted to do so 
for Joe was under the jurisdiction of the Catholic Chaplain at Kelly 
Field.  Obviously, the old Priest wanted nothing more to do with the 
whole affair.  He dismissed us by saying we should go out and have a 
conference with the military Chaplain.

We made our escape from this conservative rectory and saw the 
last of this priest.  I believe this was at St. Mary’s Church which was 
a huge and elaborate church in downtown San Antonio, right on the 
river.  It must still be there.  We took the bus out to Kelly Field and 
met the Air Force Chaplain who was a Father McMullen.  He didn’t 
seem to think there was anything that unusual about our plans to be 
married and after chatting with us for a short time he explained to 
us that Joe would have to obtain a copy of his baptismal certificate 
from his parish Church, which was St. Saviors in Brooklyn, New 
York.  I had never been baptized and I suppose he felt I was OK and 
that I would eventually come into the fold.  I was asked if I would 
promise two things only.  I was to promise not to interfere with Joe’s 
religion and that any children would be brought up Catholic.  This 
presented no problem with me so the Chaplain said he would send 
to the Bishop for a dispensation so Joe could be married to a “non 
Catholic” (as I was labeled) as soon as he had a copy of the baptismal 
certificate.  He was a kind and caring man and it was certainly a 
pleasure to deal with him after our wild experience at St. Marys.

Joe was positive that Grandmother Cummings would never 
send the baptismal certificate if he told her that he was going to 
be married, so he made up some sort of story about his need for 
the certificate at once.  I can’t believe that she accepted as valid his 
explanation as to why he had to have the certificate but within about 
three days we had the certificate, a license and an appointment with 
Father McMullen for Friday afternoon, May 19th.

I meanwhile, wrote a letter home saying that I would not be 
coming back to Oklahoma after the weekend as I had planned 
because I was being married.  I got no protest from anyone, strangely 
enough.  I have always wondered what sort of conversation went on 
at home when my letter arrived.  I did not give the matter a second 
thought   of that I am sure.

No cameras were allowed on the Field so we have no pictures of 
our wedding and I had to obtain a special pass to even go through 
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the gate.  Another sign of the times was the fact that no one, who 
was not Catholic, was allowed to be married in a Catholic Church 
but had to be married in an anti-room or the Priest’s office.  You 
only have to remember some of these things to realize how much the 
Catholic Church has changed over the years.

We arrived on the Field, and went to one of the typical Air Force 
Chapels, that all of you have known most of your life, and attended 
the 4:30 Mass (my first time to attend a Catholic Service).  I could 
not figure out what was going on since the service was all in Latin.  
We were married in a brief ceremony following the mass.  This was 
a single ring ceremony since very few men wore wedding rings then.  
Joe had gone downtown the previous day and selected my wedding 
ring.  It was very unusual at that time, when everyone else I knew 
had the slim little gold band and matching thin engagement ring 
with tiny diamond.  Everyone commented on how unusual my ring 
was and if the truth was known, they probably thought it was a bit 
peculiar but I loved it and still do. 

I found another excerpt from a letter to Grandmother Cummings 
in which I wrote,

“I wonder if Joe has told you anything about our 
wedding?  We were married at the Kelly Field Chapel with 
Lt. McMullen reading the service.   Two of the boys who 
were at Weatherford, Joe Dunn from Philadelphia and Bob 
Kuzminski from Buffalo, New York, acted as witnesses and 
several others from the old class at Weatherford were there.

I wore a blue and white printed dress with white 
accessories (this meant white hat and gloves, of course) and I 
had a corsage of white gardenias (everyone wore corsages for 
special occasions then).

I am sorry we have no pictures but no cameras were 
allowed on Kelly Field.  We do have snapshots which were 
made the following week which I will send when I can get 

prints.  Joe had a three day pass and we consider ourselves 
lucky to have that much time.”

After the wedding, we went back to San Antonio and went to 
dinner that evening at the Old South Cafe which was a downstairs 
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restaurant in the heart of San Antonio.  It was a lovely place, air 
conditioned and quiet, and we sat for hours, talking and trying to 
plan for the uncertain future.

In retrospect, I think there probably was not widespread 
disapproval of our marriage.  At any rate we received many lovely 
wedding gifts.  When I returned to Oklahoma, my mother’s club 
gave a shower for me and that was certainly appreciated.  My mother 
gave me the hand crocheted bedspread that she had spent four years 
in making and it is really exquisite, even now.  Joe’s family sent 
service for 12 in lovely silver plate and we made good use of it for 
years and years.  Mrs. Smith gave a tea for me and all of the Lookeba 
people who had known me for all of my life brought gifts of all sorts.  
I also received pieces of the Buttercup silver and we had enough for 
the two of us plus some extras.  We had few possessions of our own 
so these things were indeed welcome.

I have to honestly say that I never had one word of disapproval 
expressed to me at any time.  Everyone seemed to share in our 
happiness.  That is amazing as I think of it now.

I have never once felt deprived because of our simple wedding.  
Indeed, as I saw each of you married with all the planning and 
worries and clothes and attendants and the numerous things that 
go into carrying out a formal wedding, I think that mine was really 
preferable.  We had each other and our dreams and no one to distract 
us or create problems.  San Antonio still seems to me the most 
romantic of places and each time I have returned there, I have felt 
the old excitement and romance of the place.

We were married on a Friday and on Monday, Joe had to go back 
to work full time at Kelly.  He was able to get off in the evenings and 
I used to wander around San Antonio in the daytime and then meet 
him at the bus stop when he came in from the Field.  San Antonio 
was lovely, with flowers and tropical type trees, and it was totally 
different from anything I had ever seen before.  Frankly, I had seen 
little of any other area but the one I grew up in so this was a real 

experience for me.
After about two weeks, we decided I had to return to Oklahoma.  

We had almost no money, my things from school were all stacked in 
a heap in my room at the Smiths and I had to make sure my teaching 
contract was in order and Joe had little time off anyway and was 
slated to start working nights.  We decided I would return to San 
Antonio when he was able to find an apartment or something to live 
in besides the hotel and when I had done the things I needed to do 
at home.  I did return a few weeks later    the USO had found a room 
in a big old house that we could rent.  I got in late in the afternoon 
and we went out to the house.  It was a mammoth old southern 
type house with rooms and rooms which had been rented out to 
servicemen and their wives.  I remember the huge stairway going up 
to the 2nd floor and to this day I can see the big old Mexican hat 
affixed to the upper stairway wall.

Our room was filthy and had not been cleaned at all since the 
last occupants left.  It was about 25 by 25 feet and had only a bed 
and one chair and little else.  The one bathroom was down the hall 
and was shared by everyone in the house.  In the middle of the 
night I woke and realized I was being eaten by something and we 
discovered the place was infested with bed bugs.  We walked out the 
next morning and went back to the small hotel (the Lomita where 
we had stayed in the first weeks we were in San Antonio) and they 
had no vacant rooms, but when we told our story, they moved their 
son out of his room and gave it to us until such time as there should 
be a vacancy.  So even if there were bad things, there were also good 
things.  These people were so good to all of us who stayed with them 
and made us feel as if someone cared about us.

The blessing was that the place was also spotlessly clean.  We 
never did go back to the other place and did not even ask for the 
remainder of the first week’s rent.  By this time it was so hot that we 
had to leave the doors to our rooms open in order to get a bit of a 
cross breeze in the rooms.  We used to walk downtown in the late 
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evening and stop off in the lobby of the Crockett Hotel, which was 
air conditioned, and we would sit in the lobby and cool off a bit 
before going back to our non-air conditioned room.  The Crockett 
seemed so plush to us that we vowed we would eventually stay there 
and we did just that years later when we were again stationed in San 
Antonio.  In 1943, if one were able to get a room in one of the better 
hotels, one’s stay was limited to three days.  People used to make 
reservations at one hotel for three days and go at once and make 
reservations for another hotel and so on.  If they were lucky, they 
might get reservations at the first hotel, then a second and perhaps a 
third so they just progressed from hotel to hotel or in between times.  
If nothing was available, they slept in the USO or in the bus or train 
station.

During the time I was in Oklahoma after we were married, I 
began to suspect that I might be pregnant.  I couldn’t think of a worse 
time to make that discovery but I went to a doctor who confirmed 
the fact.  It was pretty evident that Sharon had been conceived the 
first week we were married.  You might have thought we would have 
done some research on birth control and have determined what we 
were going to do about it but it is evident that we didn’t get very 
serious minded about the whole subject.  I had intended to tell you 
exactly how we found ourselves in the position of being prospective 
parents before the ink was dry on our wedding certificate for there is, 
indeed, an explanation.  But on second thought I don’t think I will 
reveal that tidbit of information.  It shall remain our secret from this 
time on as it has for the past forty five years.  It is an interesting story    
too bad you will never know it.

The initial shock I felt when I realized I was pregnant is probably 
mild compared to what Joe must have felt.  However, we were of the 
school of thought that says one accepts an accomplished fact and I 
don’t think it ever occurred to us to wail or protest the unfairness of 
what life had handed us.  Babies were generally expected to be a vital 
part of marriage and if they came earlier than one had planned, they 

were accepted with love and caring.  After the initial shock and after 
I was able to overcome the 24 hours a day of being so ill, I never had 
a doubt but that our baby was going to be a real treasure and I have 
never wavered in that conviction to this day.

We decided I would stay on in San Antonio until the time for 
me to start teaching.  It was logical for me to return to teach that fall 
because we knew that Joe was due to be shipped out with his squadron 
at any time.  Their training was intensive and it was inevitable that he 
would be sent overseas where the need for an Aircraft Maintenance 
crew was critical.  In fact, we never knew from day to day how much 
longer he would be at Kelly Field.

About this time Joe found that his application had been 
accepted for Cadet training, which meant he would be trained to 
fly (and to become a pilot, he hoped).  The Air Force also needed 
bombardiers and navigators, but he certainly did not expect to be 
trained for anything but a pilot.  He filled out all the papers and 
submitted all information needed for a complete investigation and 
background check and we were waiting daily to hear when he would 
be accepted for this training or if he would simply be reassigned with 
his squadron.

Suddenly he was told that his Aircraft Maintenance Squadron 
was to be shipped out at once.  He came in from the Field to take 
me down to the train station so I could return to Oklahoma.  On the 
way to the station we passed a little shop which had, in the window, 
two small three dimensional pictures of sailing ships.  We used our 
last bit of money to buy them but we bought them to use in our 
home when we ever had a home.  They did hang in our home for 
years and always reminded me of the day we bought them.

I went on to Oklahoma and a few days later received a letter 
from Joe that his squadron had left but that he had been retained at 
Kelly Field, since his orders for cadet training had just come through.  
It was only a short time later that we heard that his old maintenance 
squadron went to North Africa.  They sustained a direct bomb hit on 
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the barracks soon after their arrival and all of the men were killed.  So 
that is the reason that Sharon had a father when she was born    that 
fact hinged on two short days between her father going to North 
Africa with his squadron and being assigned to cadet training.

Our lives were governed by changes in orders that sometimes 
came on an hour’s notice and we were forced to be flexible enough 
to adapt.  Rumors were always flying but we adapted the well-known 
Air Force policy:  “Make no plans until the orders are in your hand.”  
With orders in our hand, our decisions had to be made at once or 
changed at a moment’s notice if need be.

In September, I was back in Lookeba, staying with the Smiths 
and teaching high school Home Economics, English, and one class 
in American History.  I did not find the work difficult because the 
classes were fairly small and there were no particular discipline 
problems.  I had taken the place of another service wife who had 
quit to have her first child and after I decided that I would be able to 
teach only until the end of the first semester, the two of us arranged 
that she would then return to teaching and would take my place.  
Between the two of us, with the principal’s approval, we covered the 
school year.  She turned her maternity clothes over to me at mid-
term and I gave her my gradebook, lesson plans and class schedules.  
She came in once a week and we consulted on lesson plans, etc., so 
we made a smooth transition when she took over from me.  No one 
objected to this arrangement for our schools had to be as flexible as 
the general population during the wartime years.  We all adapted to 
the situation as best we could.

I went into El Reno to a Dr. Myers, a friend of the Smiths, 
for routine checkups.  All the younger doctors were gone and the 
older ones were working terribly long hours.  To find a competent 
doctor who could and would look after the civilian population was 
really quite difficult but Dr. Myers made room for me in his crowded 
schedule because of the Smiths. 
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Chapter 5

Child and Wings
Utah
 •  Cedar City- finishing school

California
 •  Santa Anna-Classificaion

Arizona
 •  Kingman - gunnery school

Texas
 •  Hondo - navigation school

Oklahoma
 •  Lookeba- baby Sharonl

New York
 •  Brooklyn-visit Cummingl

Indiana
 •  Ft. Wayne - base assignment

Joe was sent to Cedar City, Utah to what was referred to as CCD 
and this probably meant College Cadet Detachment.  The classes 

were handled by Southern Utah State College and the men were 
quartered in a big ski resort hotel nearby.  Obviously, people were 
not indulging in ski holidays during the middle of the war, so the 
hotel was used for housing the troops.  This was Joe’s first mile on 
the road to the long one of eventually getting his Air Force wings and 
his commission.  The men had a full schedule of class work, PT, and 
all sorts of indoctrination for their future training.  Joe’s excellent 
school background in Catholic elementary school and at Brooklyn 
Tech High School1 gave him an advantage and he was able to do very 
well in all the courses.

Cedar City was a tiny little town and no provision was made 
for housing families of the men.  Actually, this was not even a 
consideration for there were almost no married cadets.  Joe’s 
application had been (fortunately) in the processing stage before we 
were married.  It was the policy to reject any person for cadet training 
who was married, as it was generally felt that the training was too 
difficult and too intense for a man to accomplish this while being 
1 Brooklyn Tech High School

worried about a family at the same time.
During this time of which I have been writing, Inez and Barbara 

were still in Hawaii with no way of getting home.  All transportation 
was reserved for troop movements so they remained on at Schofield 
Barracks and Phil continued his duties at the Army hospital.

Finally, Phil found out that there was to be a convoy of ships 
sent back to the States and it was to be used in part to transport the 
dependents back home.  He also found out 
that there was space for Inez and Barbara on a 
ship that was positioned in the middle of the 
convoy, which he considered a safer spot for 
them than the ships on the outside perimeter 
of the convoy.  The sailing was scheduled in 
two hours so they boarded with only the few 
things they could carry in their hands.  Inez 
later said that she left clothes hanging on 
the lines, food in the refrigerator, etc. and 
grabbed only a few supplies and clothes for 
Barbara and they were on board in less than 

Sharon in christening gown

Navigator Wings

Brooklyn Technical High School (1935)

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brooklyn_Technical_High_School
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two hours time.  Their household goods were eventually packed up 
and arrived back in the States months later.

Total blackout conditions were imposed during the voyage 
and the passengers were not allowed to bathe, undress or change 
clothes.  The ship was so crowded there was not enough space or even 
water for either.  The convoy zig zagged across the Pacific and took 
almost two weeks to arrive in San Francisco.  Inez was given one life 
preserver, which she was required to wear at all times so she slept on 
a narrow bunk with Barbara secured inside the life preserver, lying 
on her mother’s abdomen.  They had to be prepared to abandon ship 
at a moment’s notice.  It was a terrible trip and they finally arrived in 
San Francisco in mid-winter with no clothes but their tropical type 
garments which they were wearing as they got on board the ship.  
The convoy was met by the Red Cross and the children were given 
sweaters (knitted by volunteers like myself ) and they were taken to 
a hotel where they could get a bath and rest a bit before taking the 
train home; wherever home was for the many passengers.

Inez called Mr. Smith and asked him to wire her some money 
for she had almost none.  There had been no time to check out extra 
money before going on board the ship.

She soaked Barbara for hours to erase the grime that had 
accumulated and called a store in San Francisco to send out an 
assortment of clothing so she could select some that would be 
suitable for winter wear and she and Barbara finally boarded a train 
for El Reno, Oklahoma.  The trip took another six days.

When they finally arrived in El Reno, Barbara was skinny and 
sick and terrified and so nervous that she could hardly sleep.  When 
she was brought off the train in her mother’s arms, she caught her 
first sight of Mr. Smith and she must have seen something in him 
that reminded her of her father for she reached out to him crying and 
wailing “Man, Man” and from that time on Mr. Smith was “Man” to 
Barbara and in turn was “Man” to all of you children.  If a plane went 
over the house, Barbara screamed and in our first thunderstorm, 

after she came home, she was hysterical.  She would scream “Boom, 
boom” and whoever was nearest her would pick her up and hold her 
until the noise was over and she could calm down.  I think when 
you read of Pearl Harbor, you do not realize what it did to people 
individually.  Perhaps this is why we saw nothing wrong with the 
internment of the Japanese in the camps in the Western part of the 
United States.  Our own people had suffered a lot too, and for no 
good reason that anyone of us could see.  It is especially hard to see 
a small child so deeply affected by happenings that none of us could 
control or prevent.

Joe was due some few days off at Christmastime, so we decided 
I would go out to Cedar City and spend Christmas there with him.  
Dr. Myers agreed that I could make the trip if I would be home 
again two months before the baby was due and since the due date 
was February 26 I bought a train ticket for Utah, intending to return 
home the last of December.  The trip was a full three days so I bought 
a first class ticket with berth and I bought the tickets a month ahead 
of time so I would be sure and get the reservations.  I was to go from 
Oklahoma City to Kansas City, where I would take a through train 
to Salt Lake City and then another small train down to southeastern 
Utah and Cedar City.  Everything worked out fine until I got to 
Kansas City and there the place was utter chaos.  Trains were hours 
late or being shunted to the side tracks for troop trains that were 
coming and going and there was no guarantee that one could even 
get on a train when it finally arrived.  I have never, in all my life since, 
seen anything that was the nightmare that huge Kansas City station 
was at that time.  It was absolute bedlam with people waiting all over 
the station for hours and even days while troop trains went through 
and other trains sat on the tracks.  There were droves of servicemen, 
and so many families with and without small children that it looked 
like the whole world was on the move.

Because the trains were so limited on available seats, people 
would flock to a gate to wait for a train and suddenly it would be 

Kansas City Train Station (1940s)
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announced that the train was arriving at another gate so the crowd 
would surge to the other gate.  I surmised that this method was used 
to try and disperse the crowds that packed the corridors at certain 
train gates.  I had the Pullman reservations but I found out I would 
probably not even get on the train, much less a Pullman car.

Information was impossible to obtain and no one knew when 
the next train would arrive or go out.  I watched this commotion and 
knew I would never get on the train so I gave a porter some money 
and asked him if he could get me on the train going west.  He told 
me to sit in a certain place and I realized I was one of five or six people 
sitting together on the same bench.  The train was announced and 
we sat and did nothing until finally the porter raced up and grabbed 
my bag and told us to follow him.  We went in a roundabout way to 
the train which was on a siding somewhere quite a distance from the 
station.  He took my ticket and asked a serviceman who was with our 
group to say that I was his wife and traveling with him.  That is what 
we did and that is how I got on the train.  I found that there was no 
berth or sleeping car on the train so I sat in the club car for the three 
days and nights to Utah.  We stopped for hours at a time frequently, 
and it seemed we would never get there.  All troop trains or supply 
trains had priority and the passenger trains waited.

Another thing that happened on this trip sticks in my mind.  I 
had grown up in a completely segregated society and I had heard 
it stated that when one took a train into Kansas (which was an 
integrated state), the Negroes would move into the cars where the 
white people sat.  That sounded pretty strange to me but the first 
morning we were somewhere in Western Kansas when I went into 
the restroom to brush my teeth and I opened the door and there 
stood a black woman at the sink brushing her teeth.  I was sure I had 
opened the door to the wrong restroom so I apologized and backed 
out the door and again looked at the sign on the door, but it only 
said “Ladies”    not “Whites Only” or “Blacks Only.”  Actually I was 
probably looking for a sign that said “Negroes Only” for that was 

the term used then.  Finally it dawned on me that I had seen the last 
of the segregated bathrooms and it was true that both colors were 
expected to use the same bathrooms.  My horizons enlarged right 
then.

I finally arrived in Cedar City and I thought it was the loveliest 
of places.  There was snow on the mountains surrounding the town 
and clear, rushing streams ran down through the town.  It was clean 
and quiet and a delightful area.  We tried to forget that we would 
be together only about two weeks and would again go our separate 
ways.  One of my fondest memories is of that first Christmas which 
we spent together in Cedar City.  The Mormon people opened their 
homes to the relatives of the servicemen who were stationed in their 
little town and we were invited to the Christmas programs at their 
churches and generally made welcome in all ways.  I had a warm spot 
in my heart for these people for years because of their kindness to us.

A Mormon family, a Mr. and Mrs. Rulon Knell, moved their 
daughter out of her bedroom in order to let us occupy it, rented the 
room to us at some minimum cost, invited us for Christmas dinner, 
and while Joe was in classes, they made me a part of their family 
and gave me lunch and breakfast when I was at the house.       I had 
brought fabric with me to make a baptismal gown and slip and I 
spent many hours sewing on those garments.  All fabrics were scarce 
and baby clothes were in very short supply but the small general 
store in Lookeba had stacks of things that had probably been on the 
shelves for years.  One of the women who worked in the store had 
unearthed some very fine cotton batiste and found yards of exquisite 
French lace that had been there for at least 25 years.  I drew a sketch 
of an expensive Christening gown which I saw in a store and set 
about copying it and while I was in Utah I sewed every bit of the 
dress and slip by hand.  This is the same dress and slip worn by 
each of you children when you were baptized and by some of the 
grandchildren as well.  The people in this little store saved diapers 
and shirts and necessary baby clothing for those of us who lived in 

Sharon’s christening gown
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Lookeba and by the time Sharon Mary was born, I had an adequate 
layette.  Many people were not so fortunate and had a very difficult 
time collecting the necessary baby clothes.

But for a miracle, Sharon would have been born in Cedar City.  
On two occasions, I had contractions for hours but I assumed 
everyone had a certain amount of pain while carrying a baby so I did 
nothing about it and they finally went away.  I knew when she was 
due and never once thought about the fact that she could have been 
premature or that a difficult three day train trip could have any effect 
on her early arrival.

The days flew by and Joe was due to leave on January 1st to go 
to Santa Anna, California, to what was referred to as Classification 
which meant the final decision would be made as to whether the 
Cadet would be accepted for flight training and if so whether he 
would be trained as a pilot, a navigator or a bombardier.  Besides a 
full schedule of classes, PT and drill, there was an intensive testing 
program (both mental, physical, and psychological) to determine how 
a man would perform in his eventual assignment.  The government 
could not afford to put the months of training into a person who 
could not do the job when he was ready for combat.  This phase 
of the training was probably the most stressful of all the months 
of Cadet training.  I went down to the train New Year’s Day and 
said goodbye to Joe and I prepared to leave the following day.  The 
Mormon family put me on the train for Oklahoma loaded down 
with enough lunch to last me all the way home, gifts for the baby, 
reading materials, and many admonitions to take care of myself and 
to let them know when the baby arrived.  They had a family of three 
girls and were hoping for a girl for us too.

Copies of the first pictures of Sharon Mary went back to the 
Knells in Cedar City and we kept in touch with them for many years 
afterward.  I always think of them as very kind and loving people.

I remember putting on my first maternity dress prior to getting 
on that train which made my total maternity dress wearing time just 

about a month.  The trip home was relatively easy for I had a berth 
and the train did not seem as crowded as when I went out so the 
trip went well.  Inez and Barbara had arrived in Lookeba and were 
staying with the Smiths until they could get their household goods 
sent to them and could decide just where they would live.  When I 
came back from Utah, they all insisted that I stay there also which I 
did.  I recall going to bed the night of January 25 and thinking that 
the baby would be born in exactly a month but sometime during 
the night I woke having contractions.  With the experience I had in 
Cedar City, I was sure they would again go away and they did for a 
time.  When I woke at about 5 o’clock with the same contractions, 
but much harder this time, Inez, who was a registered nurse, checked 
me and decided we had better get to the hospital.  I kept protesting 
that it was simply not time for the baby to be born and the whole 
idea was crazy but no one paid the slightest attention to me and we 
made the 35 mile trip to the hospital at El Reno in record time.

Sharon Mary was born at 1:14 PM and she reflected the effects 
of a difficult birth.  She had lots of jet black hair, but no eyebrows or 
eyelashes and she was quite small and rather unfinished looking and 
in addition to this she had some ugly marks on her head and forehead 
from the instruments used to help in the delivery.  I presume there 
was no time for the doctors to wait around to have nature take its time 
and so the birth was helped along by the busy people in the hospital.  
Grandad Duff later said that he took one look at Sharon Mary and 
decided he was not going to allow himself to become attached to her 
for he was sure she was not going to survive.  There was an old wives’ 
tale that babies born at 8 months had a very hard time surviving.  I 
do not know the basis for this belief but it was generally accepted as 
fact.  I was expected to stay in the hospital and in bed for the most 
part for at least 10 days and I came home weak and tired from so 
much inactivity.  I was nursing and soon developed an abscess in my 
breast and despite ice packs and all sorts of treatment, it took a long 
time to heal.  Sharon was not gaining properly and I was terrified 

Santa Anna, CA (1944)
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that she would not survive.  I remember sleeping with my hand on 
her to be sure she would not stop breathing in the night.  

Dr. Myers was far too busy to give me any assistance for he was 
working day and night because of the terrible shortage of doctors.  
Inez finally suggested that I try the formula that she had used with 
Barbara and I mixed the first of hundreds of quarts of Carnation 
milk formula.  Sharon Mary was so starved that she consumed the 
bottle of formula in minutes and slept hours.  She started eating and 
sleeping instead of crying and that was certainly a blessed relief.  I 
was a nervous wreck over her well-being anyway and I imagine I 
needed the sleep and freedom from worry as much as she needed the 
food.  Evaporated milk was another item that was in short supply 
but again, the people in our local store determined how many cans of 
milk those of us who had small babies would need and they stockpiled 
enough and stored it for us so we had no trouble obtaining milk for 
our babies.  This was another worry that was erased by our living in 
a small town where everyone knew us.

I think now that I had to be obsessed about that baby of mine.  
Every bottle, nipple and spoon was boiled, as was the water used 
to mix the formula.  I was so germ conscious that I was meticulous 
about everything the baby touched.  I continued the use of the 
formula and even boiled every drop of water Sharon Mary consumed 
until she was a year old.  She also had daily vitamins, orange juice 
(fresh squeezed and strained) and only baby food from the Gerber 
Company.  Proof that this policy paid off is the fact that some 12 
months later and with many, many miles of travel behind us, Sharon 
Mary had never had an upset stomach or any other sort of illness.  I 
washed diapers by hand and boiled bottles and formula in dozens of 
hotel rooms wherever I went.  I carried a small electric hot plate and 
the equipment I needed to provide safe sterile food at all times and I 
was so used to doing it that it didn’t seem particularly hard.

I know it sounds pretty silly now but I was so paranoid about 
that precious child of mine that I set the alarm, woke her and fed 

her every four hours day and night.  Finally, when she was 6 months 
old, someone informed me that this was totally unnecessary and I 
finally let her wake me when she needed to be fed.  By then she was 
a gorgeous baby and not only did she have big blue eyes and blond 
curls but she was the picture of health.  I was entranced with her.

Joe received the news of his daughter’s birth while still at Santa 
Ana and he went straight to the Chaplain’s office to find out how he 
could get home for a few days to see her.  The Chaplain  informed Joe 
that if he even applied for leave, he would find himself washed out 
of the program at once.  Training was so intense there was no time 
to miss a single day.

During this classification period, Joe had passed all testing (with 
a high score) for pilot training and had also qualified with an equally 
high score for Navigational training.  To his great disappointment, 
he was told that Navigators were needed so badly that he was going 
to be assigned to Navigational school.  I am sure this was one of the 
lowest points in his Air Force career.  He had been determined that 
he would make pilot training.

I remember Man taking time to write Joe a long letter pointing 
out the merits of Navigational training over that of pilot training.  
Man’s viewpoint was that the technical training Joe would receive 
would be far more valuable in the future when the war was over.  
Without the sophisticated navigational equipment that our planes 
now carry, the work of a navigator was, indeed, very technical and 
required knowledge of mathematics, astronomy, map reading, and 
other related subjects.  I concentrated on baby care in Oklahoma 
and Joe concentrated on surviving Cadet training in California.  I 
suppose we both just muddled along and did the best we could.

Joe’s next assignment was a gunnery school in Kingman, Arizona.  
There was just time to go directly to Arizona from Santa Ana and of 
course there was no dependent housing in Kingman.  The men lived 
in barracks and did hours of daily training and gunnery practice out 
across the barren Arizona desert.  There Joe won his first gunnery 
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wings after several weeks of hard work.
I sent many pictures of Sharon Mary to give him a chance to 

follow her progress.  We could not get film in Lookeba, but Joe found 
a supply of film at the BX and bought 10 or 12 rolls and mailed them 
back to me so I was able to keep the pictures current.  

I forgot to mention that I also took Sharon Mary up to the little 
Catholic Church in Hinton, Oklahoma, which was 9 miles from 
where we lived, and she was baptized wearing the dress and slip I had 
made in Cedar City.  Her godparents were Harry Gaffney and Sally 
Snider, who served by proxy.  They were Joe’s long time friends from 
New York.  The Church was a tiny mission church called The Sacred 
Heart Church, and it is still there at the present time. 

Joe’s next assignment was for Advanced Navigational School at 
Hondo, Texas, which was scheduled to last six months.  At the end of 
that school, if one completed it, the coveted wings and commission 
waited.  I don’t think we considered the fact that combat duty also 
waited.  Getting through the day to day training was about all we 
had time to think about, grueling as it was.

By this time Sharon Mary was 5 1/2 months old and her father 
had still not seen her.  However, we found out that he would have 
a few days delay in route while going from Kingman, Arizona to 
Hondo, Texas.  This gave him just enough time to come by Oklahoma 
and see us.  He left Kingman by train but got off the train when he 
found it was more expensive than he thought he could afford and 
he decided to hitch hike on to Oklahoma.  About this time a Navy 
wife with a mother in law and three children came along and they 
were driving to the East Coast.  The woman was doing all the driving 
and she was exhausted so she asked if Joe could drive and when she 
found he could, she turned the keys over to him so she could get 
some sleep and he drove all night until he got to Amarillo, Texas.  He 
then caught a bus the rest of the way to Oklahoma.  I mention these 
things to let you know some of the difficulties we faced, but I don’t 
remember that we complained or even found these happenings all 

that unusual.
I don’t know where my former roommate, Jackie, had found 

it but she had sent a beautiful little sun dress with intricate blue 
embroidery on it so I dressed chubby, cute Sharon Mary in this, put 
her in the back seat of the car to nap on the way and drove up to 
Bridgeport to meet Joe, who was due in at 10:00 a.m. by bus.

Joe came bouncing off the bus, brown as an Indian after the time 
spent in California and Arizona.  He picked Sharon up and she gave 
him a big happy smile.  He was utterly astonished and he often said 
he thought that he had never seen such a beautiful baby.  Of course 
he has felt the same way about each of you in turn, but I have to say 
this was a very touching and special time for all three of us.

The three or four days in Oklahoma flew by and gave us just 
time to decide what we would do next.  Our plans were that Joe 
would go to Hondo, which was about forty miles from San Antonio, 
and would try to find some sort of housing and Sharon Mary and 
I would join him there for the remaining and final phase of his 
training.  This was scheduled to last about five months.

Hondo was a little German farming community with a sizable 
population of Mexicans who worked on the farms.  These people 
did not like strangers, did not like the military and certainly did 
not like the military dependents who overran their little town.  For 
this advanced phase of training the men were permitted to have 
their families join them provided they could find housing of some 
sort.  This proved to be a difficult problem in such a community and 
every room, every hole in the wall, and indeed even some remodeled 
chicken coops were hastily turned into living quarters.  Everyone 
in the town had dollar signs in his eyes and although the civilians 
wished we would go away, they were not adverse to making as much 
money from the situation as they could.

Joe sent me a letter that he had found a single room in a private 
home where Sharon Mary and I could stay so I packed up hot 
plate, supply of Carnation milk, bottles, diapers and all the things I 

Sharon Mary 6 months
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needed in order to care for the baby.  Fortunately I knew the weather 
would be hot so I needed only a small supply of summer clothes for 
myself.  I took a set of sheets and a few towels and a bare minimum 
of household equipment.

Sharon and I took the train to Texas and the weather was already 
very hot.  The train had no air conditioning and again, we were 
sidetracked all the way down by any troop train coming through 
so the whole trip was very long.  The train was filthy so I spread a 
blanket on the seat for Sharon Mary’s naps and otherwise I held her 
in my arms for the entire 24 hours.  I still remember how tricky it 
was to try and go to the bathroom on that train as it swayed and 
bumped along and not being able to let that baby out of my arms for 
a second.  I could not let her down on the floor and I certainly would 
have never trusted a stranger to hold her.

I arrived really tired.  Remember there were no disposable 
diapers, no waterproof pants, all bottles had to be boiled, and all 
water boiled.  I had boiled enough bottles and water to do for the 
trip and carried small cans of Carnation milk so I added the required 
amount of milk to each bottle and discarded the balance because the 
heat made it spoil almost at once.

We got into San Antonio finally and Joe was there to meet us and 
the three of us took a bus out to Hondo, which was 40 miles away.  
The room we had was not bad, but when I went into the kitchen to 
prepare the formula, it was a different story.  I had never seen such 
a filthy place, so I finally spread newspapers on the cupboard before 
putting anything down.  I am sure I was more germ conscious than 
I needed to be, but I was still a pretty nervous mother and I wasn’t 
taking any chances with my child’s health.  When I looked out at the 
backyard and realized that pigs, chickens and goats shared the yard 
with rotten melon rinds, kitchen garbage, etc., and the whole thing 
was a bare three feet from our unscreened bedroom window, I knew 
I had to do something fast.

Joe, of course, was on the base and started his classes on Monday 

morning after we arrived on Saturday so I had to figure out the 
situation by myself.  I picked up cute, chubby Sharon Mary, all 18 
pounds of her, and went tramping around the little town trying to 
find some leads on housing that might be more satisfactory.  I had no 
stroller, because they were not available during the war, and no one 
had as yet invented the back pack so I simply carried Sharon Mary 
everywhere. 

Hondo was a miserable place.  I think the local people were of 
two minds about the military.  On the one hand we were a terrible 
nuisance to them but on the other hand, they were determined to 
supplement their income at our expense in any way possible.  I can 
honestly say that I was never aware of what discrimination meant 
until I arrived in Hondo.  At least I had never had it directed at me 
up until that time.  I remember the first week I was there going into 
a restaurant to get some lunch and being told they would not serve 
me without my husband being present.  We were really treated badly 
and in thinking of it now I suppose our speech, manners, clothes 
(skimpy sun dresses or short shorts) really were too strange and 
different for them to tolerate.  At that time I did not consider why 
we were so disliked but I hated that little town with a passion.  For 
years afterward, when we met someone who had been at Hondo we 
discussed the place and we all had a secret ambition to return and to 
destroy or burn down the whole town.  We all commonly referred to 
Hondo as the “Hell Hole of the Air Force” and I do not remember 
hearing it spoken of in any other way for years afterwards.  I cannot 
think of anything to compare it to so you have to take my word that 
it was pretty bad.

I think this was one of the places where the Air Force used an 
ingenious method to show the people of the community just what 
a contribution (monetarily) the service people and their families 
made to the economy of the town.  The men were paid in cash on 
the last day of the month so on one payday they were paid in two 
dollar bills instead of the more usual currency.  These two dollar bills 

Honda 1944
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in the cash registers and pockets of the townspeople were supposed 
to make them conscious of just how much the presence of the Air 
Force helped the local economy.  Actually this method was used in 
various places throughout the United States from time to time when 
resentment against the presence of the Armed forces was a problem.

The Air Force had one other method of combating unsatisfactory 
treatment.  They could, and did, declare certain businesses “off limits” 
which meant that no serviceman was allowed on the premises.  With 
the loss of business from the armed forces, this usually, effectively, 
caused a correction of the problems.

To return to my house hunting, I finally came upon a trailer 
park of sorts in the middle of the little town.  There were small 
trailers of all makes and states of disrepair set up in rows with a 
central bathroom and showers to serve all the residents.  One plus 
was that there were many big shade trees in the trailer park so it was 
actually rather pleasant if one did not inspect the place too closely.  
Another plus was that only Air Force personnel lived there so we 
were somewhat isolated from the townspeople, which suited us all 
very well and meant we did not have to deal with them on a daily 
basis.  I found one tiny little trailer vacant and rented it at once. 

Let me describe the place.   There were dirt streets between the 
trailers and not a blade of grass or a flower to be seen.  There were 
cold water faucets outside most of the trailers and the space between 
the trailers was about ten feet at the most.  The trailer I rented was on 
a corner so I had a bit more space.  This trailer was a worn out circus 
wagon from the dim past and had the words “Miss Galveston” across 
the side of the trailer in red and silver paint.  This inscription had 
been smeared over with some sort of paint which partly obliterated 
the words.  The trailer was just as wide as a bed and the back third 
held a double bed, the middle part held a small closet and there was 
barely room to squeeze in a crib which I was able to rent from the 
person who ran the trailer park.  The front third held a two burner 
kerosene stove with no oven, a card table and two small chairs and 

a shelf which served as a cupboard.  There was 
also a 25 pound icebox which very conveniently 
drained through a hole in the floor as the ice 
melted.  The procedure was to fold up the card 
table and prepare the food and then to either 
eat outside or to unfold the card table long 
enough to eat our meals.  By holding in one’s 
tummy and inching past the crib, one could just barely go from the 
front of the trailer to the back.  Cozy!

My first stop after renting this place was the local store where I 
bought a bottle of Lysol and I proceeded to wash every inch of the 
crib and the trailer, including the ceiling of the trailer.  Small as the 
place was, it didn’t take all that long.  After several trips with Sharon 
Mary in one arm and my possessions in the other, I moved in.

I made one final trip to the grocery store, found a cab and asked 
the driver to take us to the trailer but he declined.  He did not carry 
packages in his cab so I walked home.

You cannot imagine how good that little trailer looked to me 
when I had finished everything and settled in.  Behold, we had a 
clean place to live and we were all three to be together as a family 
for the first time and that was a real joy.  I still remember what a 
miserable little place Hondo was but I also remember how happy we 
were to be settled and how many good times we had with our friends 
as we sat outside under the big shade trees on weekends during that 
hot Texas summer.  We were always aware of the fact that as soon 
as this training was finished, Joe would be overseas and so would all 
of the other young men whom we had come to know and like.  I 
think we appreciated the time we were given more because of that 
knowledge. 

Our next door neighbor was Hazel Travis from Bowling Green, 
Kentucky.  She had a baby boy named Gary, who was exactly Sharon 
Mary’s age and we spent hours together with the two children while 
the men were at the base.  She was a wonderful friend to me and 
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I was grateful to have her near me.  Hazel had been given a used 
playpen and a stroller by family members from bowling green so we 
shared baby equipment and care and supervision of the two children 
and this made life easier for both of us.  I think her husband was a 
cook at the base and they had been there for quite some time and 
expected to stay on a more or less permanent basis.  We worked 
out an arrangement which allowed us to shop or do errands minus 
husband or car and it certainly made life easier for both us.  I have 
a warm spot in my heart yet for Hazel.  She was the first of many 
women I met in the Air Force whom I really loved and cherished.

Our lives were punctuated by our weekends when Joe was 
allowed to leave the base.  He was in class or doing training of some 
sort five days a week and usually until 10 o’clock every night.  He was 
allowed off on weekends unless he had to study or had an inspection 
or had to walk tours which were assigned for some real or imagined 
infraction of the many rules by which the Cadets lived.   There was 
usually a big parade on Saturday morning and we used to go out 
to the base and sit on the wide porch of the Cadet club and watch 
the parade and then we would usually stay on at the club for lunch 
and visiting with friends.  Sometimes we took Sharon Mary into the 
library to nap and we commonly referred to this small room as “the 
Nursery” for all the children napped there where it was cool and 
quiet.  Actually there were not many married cadets and I think there 
were possibly only about three or four children among the whole 
class.

All the men loved Sharon Mary but she was especially dear 
to our friends from Worchester, Massachusetts, Henry and Violet 
Cheverette.  They had been married longer than we had and the 
sorrow of their lives was that they had no children.  They adored 
Sharon Mary and spent lots of time with her and with us.  Poor 
Henry had a terrible time in his flying training.  He was violently 
air sick every time he flew and we worried that he would be washed 
out but he simply would not give up and finally made it through the 

training and graduated on schedule.
I remember one incident that strikes me as amusing even now.  

You remember I told you we could not buy waterproof pants for 
babies so we put doubles diapers on Sharon and hoped for the best.  
One Saturday, just before our big parade, Joe was holding Sharon 
Mary and she absolutely saturated his freshly starched and ironed 
uniform.  With a very short time before the parade something had to 
be done fast.  We finally decided if we would take ourselves outside 
in the bright hot sun, he might be dried out enough to be decent at 
parade time so that is what we did and within minutes there was no 
sign of the disaster. 

Joe was required to have a fresh suntan uniform every day and I 
don’t think there was a laundry in that tiny little town.  Even if there 
had been, I certainly could not carry the clothes plus Sharon Mary 
so I carried hot water from the shower room and washed all uniforms 
as well as diapers and other clothing using a washboard and tub.  I 
also starched and ironed the uniforms and they had to be perfect.  
Since everyone else was doing the same thing, I never thought about 
whether it was hard or not.  Drying clothes was easy in that hot 
weather so it wasn’t all that much of a problem.  Weekends usually 
found us out under the big trees just being lazy.  Hondo did have one 
lovely little public park and we frequently spent time there.  We still 
have many pictures of the three of us taken in that little park.

The specter of “washing out” hung over our heads constantly.  
Each week successfully completed was a plus and we rejoiced at each 
test passed or at each check ride accomplished.  The class became 
smaller with each passing week as men were eliminated and we were 
always nervous about the possibility of being dropped from the 
program.

One phase of the training included Celestial Navigation2 and Joe 
was finding it difficult to orient himself with the star charts he was 
expected memorize so I finally took a piece of chalk and transposed 

2 Celestial Navigation

https://sites.google.com/site/fredienoonan/other-flight-navigation-information/in-flight-celestial-navigation
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the star chart on the ceiling of the trailer.  This meant Joe could lie 
on the bed and study the position of the stars as they appeared in 
the sky.  Every Cadet who came into that trailer used to see the chart 
and immediately lie on his back on the bed and study those charts.  
When we left I did not remove the chart but I thought that some 
other Cadet who was struggling through Celestial Navigation would 
find it useful.  I often wondered how many potential navigators used 
that same chart which decorated the ceiling of that trailer in Hondo.  
Joe eventually finished the Celestial Navigation course with the top 
score in the class so perhaps my star chart made a difference.

I have mentioned how hot and dry it was in Hondo but I 
remember one deluge of rain which came at the most inopportune 
time.  Joe was supposed to be back on base late Sunday night but 
he decided that he could stay over on this particular Sunday night 
if he got up at 4:30 a.m. and got out to the base before time to start 
his daily routine.  Our next door neighbor, Hazel’s husband, had 
offered to let Joe use his bicycle to get out to the base early Monday 
morning.  We set the alarm and when it went off it was raining so 
hard we couldn’t believe what we were seeing.  No matter, the Cadet 
training waits for no one so Joe got on that bike and headed off 
the four miles with the rain and wind so wild he could hardly see 
two inches in front of him.  He made it on time and I have always 
thought that one can do anything that one has to do.  Certainly he 
was not going to see all that training lost just because the storm of 
the century hit the night he chose to stay off base for an extra few 
hours.  We had no telephone but Hazel’s husband picked up his bike 
on base on Monday and came over to let me know that Joe made it 
on time.  Eureka, another disaster averted!

The summer slipped by and Joe was doing well in his classes so 
we finally arrived at the time when we could be fairly certain that 
he was going to graduate on schedule.  In fact, we were confident 
enough that we ordered the uniforms which he would need when 
he received his wings and commission.  There was a uniform shop in 

San Antonio called Sol Franks and they had a branch store in Hondo 
to take advantage of all the graduating cadets and their need for 
uniforms.  We had the uniforms tailored and they were beautiful.  At 
that time the men wore the so called “Pinks and Greens,” meaning a 
dark green blouse or jacket and a light tannish, pinkish pair of pants.  
They were a stunning combination and used as a dress uniform and 
worn with green cap and tie and with a shirt of a color similar to the 
pants.  We also ordered extra green shirts and pants for everyday wear 
and a beautiful tan trench coat.  I remember that the whole thing 
cost so much that we borrowed some money from my parents to pay 
for all the things that were needed.  The end of the story was that Joe 
went to the South Pacific where he could only wear suntan cotton 
uniforms and, as a matter of fact, continued to be stationed in a hot 
enough climate that he never did wear the expensive trench coat.  
However, he did wear the “Pinks and Greens” until the Air Force was 
made a separate branch of service and given their own blue uniforms 
to distinguish them from the old Army Air Corps.  I thought Joe 
looked amazingly handsome in those new uniforms as did all the 
other Cadets who were completing the Advanced Navigational 
school with him.

Graduation was scheduled for October and we went through a 
very frustrating time about then.  Joe was found to have a deviated 
septum in his nose and was told he had to check into the hospital 
at Kelly Field and have this corrected before he could graduate.  We 
had reservations to fly back to New York to meet Joe’s family and to 
let them see their first granddaughter and from day to day, we didn’t 
know what our schedule was to be.  I found a letter which I wrote 
home to my family which expresses the uncertainty of the time.  It 
also describes the graduation and excitement upon completion of the 
course which finally earned those coveted Air Force Wings.  

The letter follows.

Weatherford OK training
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Here I am again and still writing from Hondo.  I have 
no news about leaving at all.  This Medical Corps can do 
some dumb things..  Joe has passed dozens of physicals in his 
Cadet training and even the 64 physical which is a difficult 
one but at the last minute someone decided he must have a 
nose operation to correct an injury he received years ago and 
has never noticed since.  Joe and about 12 more Cadets with 
minor nasal obstructions were put in the hospital for a ten day 
stay to have the surgery although it is not supposed to be all 
that serious.

It doesn’t actually make any difference except we had to 
cancel our plane reservations and haven’t an idea when we 
will leave now.  Joe’s orders may be waiting when he gets out 
of the hospital but there is the possibility that he will go out 
with the next graduating class.  In that case we may get leave 
within the next month.  Oh well, the Army moves in strange 
ways, its wonders to perform.

Anyway this period of training is finally over and Joe 
made it through.  I pinned those silver Navigator’s wings on 
him myself, and don’t know who was more thrilled, Joe or I.  
We can’t figure out what Joe is now    not an officer until his 
medical record is clear and his orders and commission came 
through but he has his Cadet patches off his shirts now and has 
turned in all Cadet uniforms too.  However he is not supposed 
to wear the Officer’s uniforms.  Maybe it is as well that he will 
be in the hospital or he might have to wear a blanket.  No, 
really, he wears the suntans, minus Cadet patch but you can 
bet he wears the wings.

There is lots to tell you.  Let’s see where to start.
We had the graduation dinner dance on Thursday but go 

to back a day, Henry was off on Wednesday so he and Violet 
(our friends from Mass.) kept Sharon Mary and I went out to 

the field to have dinner with Joe and we ended up at  the club.  
Fun too!  Then on Thursday I had my hair done and starched 
and ironed the white formal, since the velvet one I had was too 
hot.  Violet and I got dressed and felt beautiful.  We met the 
boys at the Field and got to the club in time to have a choice 
table close to the orchestra and on the edge of the dance floor.  
We had a good dinner but there were so many present that we 
were famished before we were served.  Everyone had his orders 
by then and that is what we were interested in.  Most seem to 
be going to Lincoln, Nebraska, which is a sort of stopping off 
place where crews are assembled.  My friend, whom I met in 
Cedar City, goes there.  I wonder if I will ever see her again.

Henry was made Flight Officer instead of Lt. and felt 
terrible but got no sympathy.  There is practically no difference 
anyway.

We had a wonderful time and enjoyed every minute up 
to the end of “Oh Say Can You See” which is the last thing 
played at every dance, with all the boys at rigid attention and 
almost too tired to even stand after their long days.

Violet and I came home to find Sharon Mary so upset.  
I had left her fast asleep with a perfectly reliable girl but a 
neighbor came in and she woke and two strangers were too 
much, especially when they tried to get her back to sleep with 
two people in the room and all the lights on.  I got her settled 
down pretty soon but I was certainly disgusted to have her so 
upset.  I had intended leaving her again while I went out to 
graduation but changed my mind fast.

On Saturday, Violet and I were up early because 
graduation was at 9 AM.  I wore my purple dress and gold 
bag and hat.  No coat because it was far too hot.  Sharon 
Mary wore her pink linen dress, blue sweater and cap and 
looked sweet enough to eat.  She was very good and at the last 
of the exercises she got tired so I gave gum to chew and she was 
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fine.  She can chew that gum and does not swallow it at all.
Brig. General Eaker3 gave the address to some 650 men 

and of course there were lots of families and relatives.  It was 
quite an impressive graduation and I will tell you more about 
it when I see you.  Afterwards came the pinning of the wings.  
I did Joe’s and then he pinned a miniature pair on me    he 
said he thought I had more than earned them.  (This is the 
same pair that is in the shadow box along with the medals.)  I 
felt sorry for those who had no one there for they looked pretty 
forlorn.

There was a big parade and we then stopped in at the club 
awhile.  It was jammed with relatives and most of the poor 
souls were sweltering in heavy winter clothes, probably bought 
new for the occasion.  Joe was given a weekend pass and we 
came home to fix lemonade and cokes for I don’t know how 
many friends, who came to visit awhile and to say good bye 
before leaving for all points of the compass.  We hated to see 
them go since we like some so very much.  One who was also 
held over, stayed for dinner so we put Sharon Mary to bed at 
6 at usual and moved the table outside and had a long lazy 
evening.  We were all so exhausted it was a pleasure not to be 
going anywhere.  We intended going to a football game but 
were just too tired.  Joe and Danny were sitting and talking 
when Danny remarked that this was a tough way to fight a 
war by sitting around Hondo on a moonlight night.

 When we do get our orders, the leaving will be easier 
for we will be going alone instead of trying to get out along 
with 600 other families.  On Sunday we sorted and repacked 
all Joe’s things so they are ready for wherever he will be 
sent.  Today I finished the last of the uniforms by sewing the 
remaining insignia on them.

Sharon Mary is now sound asleep.  She stands alone now 

3 General Eaker

and does so many new things.  She is so alert and bright and 
very happy and healthy.  She cried this morning when Joe left 
so that tells you what sort of terms those two are on.

If we have long enough leave we plan on stopping 
in Oklahoma a few days before going on to New York.  
Everything is very uncertain right now. 

PS.  On the final test, Joe scored a 94 which was the 
highest in the class by several points.  Smart husband I have.

I included this letter in its entirety and just as it was written 
because I think it conveys a good picture of what our lives were like 
in the fall of 1944 in Hondo, Texas.  Joe did go into the hospital for 
10 days and had the deviated septum corrected and returned to help 
me pack up to leave.  Our orders came through and we found he 
was to go to Ft. Wayne, Indiana to “crew up” preparatory to going 
overseas.  The men were instructed to not bring their dependents 
to Ft. Wayne and they were also given a delay en route of 10 days.  
Since we were going to New York and since Ft. Wayne was on a more 
or less direct route to Oklahoma where I would return with Sharon 
Mary, we decided I would go along to Ft. Wayne despite instructions 
to the contrary.  We packed the few things we needed and shipped 
my possessions back to Lookeba.  Joe had to carry his uniforms and 
equipment along with him.  When I moved into the trailer I had 
bought a dishpan of assorted dishes and pots and pans because I 
had brought none with me.  I boxed them up and sold them to the 
person who was renting the trailer we had occupied.  I imagine those 
things changed hands several times during the next year or so.

Graduation time in Hondo still stands out in my mind as a 
time of tremendous importance and the pictures we took on that 
day remind me of how much our lives changed after that time.  The 
Cadet training was hard and there were many anxious moments but 
it was a happy and fulfilling time and the successful conclusion gave 
us a great feeling of accomplishment.

General Eaker commanded U.S. Air 
Forces in Europe in WWII, helped 
establish USAF as separate service.

http://www.arlingtoncemetery.net/iraeaker.htm
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We were finally free to leave Hondo in early November so we 
flew from San Antonio to New York.  It was my first time to fly and 
I felt pretty unsettled when we hit rough pockets of air but Sharon 
Mary loved it and squealed with glee when we hit a big bump.  Joe 
had bought her a big white teddy bear which we had to carry along 
with us since there was no other place to put it.  That bear was a pain 
and the white fuzz rubbed off on my new brown suit which I had 
bought to wear back to New York.  The bear was almost as big as 
Sharon Mary, herself, but she loved that toy and we had it for many 
years afterwards. 

Grandmother and Grandad Cummings and David met us at the 
airport and I don’t know what they thought of me but they were 
charmed by Sharon Mary.  We stayed on for Thanksgiving and I 
met the whole family but for Edward who was in the Marine Corps 
somewhere in the Pacific and Billy who was with The Coast Guard.  
David was about 15 and Tom was also still living at home after 
having been deferred from service to work in the shipyard.  I met 
Ceil also when we went to the races with Tom one day and I could 
not believe her coloring.  Her hair was black as midnight and her 
eyes pure blue.  I thought she was a fast woman who dyed her hair 
but found out later that she was a true blue eyed, black haired, fair 
skinned Irish woman and used nary a drop of hair dye.  Again my 
horizons expanded.  I had thought all Irish were red haired and fair 
skinned as those in my family were.   New York was an amazement 
to me.  Dirty and busy and big and certainly unlike anything I had 
ever seen before.

Grandmother Cummings had a big party for us and there were 
perhaps 60 people who came to see Joe and to meet me.  They all did 
everything they could to welcome me and make me feel comfortable 
Grandad Cummings decided his son’s wife had to have a fur coat, 
although that was the last thing I ever thought I needed.  He took 
us to a furrier he knew and loaned us the money to buy the most 
beautiful coat.  It was a dark brown beaver and really gorgeous.  The 

story of the fur coat is about like that of the lovely trench coat we 
ordered for Joe.  We were almost ever after stationed in a climate 
where I could wear the coat for only a short time each winter.  Years 
later, when we left England to go to Tennessee, I simply could not 
face the process of putting that coat in storage for 9 months of the 
year and wearing it very little so I gave it to Molly Madden, Carol’s 
godmother, and she wore it for many years afterwards.  We also went 
shopping and got new shoes for Sharon Mary and we bought her 
first winter outfit which consisted of a soft blue coat with leggings 
and a little matching blue hat that was edged in white angora.  She 
looked absolutely gorgeous and we were so proud of her.

I am positive that the fact that I was not Catholic gave 
Grandmother and Grandad some very anxious moments.  When I 
got to New York and they found out that I had never been baptized 
I think that was really too much.  I am not sure how the subject was 
broached but I agreed to go down to their local Church, 
St. Saviors, and discuss the whole thing with their local 
priest.  I had no bias against the Catholic Church and had 
no problem in joining Joe in attending Catholic Church so 
when the priest proposed I take instructions in the Church 
and consider being baptized, I had no objections.  The only 
problem was that we were leaving in 5 days so whatever had 
to be done had to be done fast.  The Priest proceeded to 
give me a Baltimore Catechism for first graders and told me 
I was to read it and be prepared to give the correct responses 
to the questions.  Our sessions went something like this.  
He would ask me a question and I would give back the 
simple answers he required, but if I dared ask a question he 
brushed me off and assured me that we hadn’t time to discuss 
that particular subject.  I finally decided that it was easier 
to go along with the program than to argue so I was duly 
baptized into the Catholic Church without knowing much 
of anything about it at all.  Under different circumstances, 

Grandmother Cummings with grand-
kids

Ft. Wayne, Indiana (Dec. 1944)
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I would have never been accepted into the Church with my sketchy 
knowledge of Catholicism but at least when I left New York, my in 
laws were assured that I was no longer a non-Catholic, which was 
the term used for those of us who did not belong.  I often wondered 
what would happen if I had referred to them as non-Protestant, but 
I only wondered.  Obviously I never said such a thing for Joe’s family 
were really very loving and kind to me and I certainly intended to 
make every effort to get along with them.

The family lived at 525 9th St. in Brooklyn4 in one of the big 
old brownstone houses which was really very lovely.  It was just a 
block from the entrance to Prospect Park and they had bought this 
house when the boys were small because of the proximity to the park.  
The house had beautiful lace curtains, green velvet draperies, lovely 
woodwork and floors and was really a very impressive place.

We had Thanksgiving dinner with Joe’s family and left a day or 
so later to take the train to Ft. Wayne, Indiana.  Something happened 
when we left that pointed up the difference between my mother and 
Joe’s mother.  Tom was to drive us to the train and Grandmother 
Cummings was absolutely distraught as it came time for us to leave.  
As we turned the corner leaving the house that evening, we could 
still hear her crying and screaming because we were leaving.  I 
was completely amazed since I had never seen my mother display 
emotion of that sort in my whole life.

We took the train overnight and it was really nice because we 
had a berth and so were very comfortable.  We checked into a hotel 
at Ft. Wayne but we later found that we were at least eight blocks 
from an area where there was a restaurant or a store where I could 
get any food.  Again Joe had to report to the base the day after we 
arrived so I carried that “heavier than ever” baby eight blocks each 
day in order to get food for myself and to buy what food and milk 
I needed for her.  I still had my trusty hot plate and the equipment 
to prepare Sharon Mary’s food and I did not give her a bite of food 

4 Realtor.com 525 9th St.in Brooklyn

that did not come out of a sealed jar or a drop of 
water that had not been boiled.  I also kept her on 
the Carnation milk formula until I finally settled 
down in Oklahoma and by that time she was nearly 
a year old.  She had never had an upset stomach so 
I presume my method of caring for her was good.

Ft. Wayne in late November was bitterly cold 
and the wind blew a gale.  The fur coat was a blessing 
but by the time I left Ft. Wayne, the fur was worn 
off the inner sleeve of the right arm where I had 
carried Sharon Mary, who was thoroughly bundled 
up in many blankets, as well as coat and cap and 
mittens.

Joe was confined to the base for much of the time but he did 
get in now and then and we stayed on since we knew that when 
his crew was assembled he would be immediately going overseas.  
The telephone calls from the base were monitored at all times so the 
men could not say anything about the progress of their “crewing 
up” or the possibilities of leaving or staying.  Anything but general 
conversation and the line was simply disconnected.

That was our first specific indoctrination in never gossiping or in 
never conveying any information about our husbands’ activities or 
their work.  It still makes me nervous to hear people discuss aspects 
of what is going on at the base or at their husband’s place of work.  
We had big posters saying things like “Loose lips sink ships” or “The 
Enemy is listening” etc.  These were all designed to impress upon us 
that we simply never said a word about assignments or occupation or 
anything to do with location of a particular squadron.  We devised 
a code that was to let me know when Joe finally had his orders to 
leave.   We had always called our daughter Sharon Mary and so did 
everyone else that we knew.  We decided that if Joe said over the 
telephone, “How is Sharon Mary?”  that was the signal that all was as 
usual and he would probably be coming in within a few hours or a 

Cummings brownstone in Brooklyn

The fur coat

http://www.realtor.com/realestateandhomes-detail/525-9th-St_Brooklyn_NY_11215_M46204-48006
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few days.  However if he said “How is Sharon today?” I would know 
he was leaving at once.  One morning he called about ten o’clock 
and the first thing I heard was “How is Sharon today?” and I knew.  
I did not ask any questions or say anything but I started packing 
and called the station for train schedules going back to Oklahoma.  
We were at the train station about noon and waiting for a train to 
Oklahoma when Joe walked in.  He had managed a few hours off 
and had come straight down to the station to put us on the train and 
to say goodbye.

We were to take a train to Chicago and were to change there to 
go from Chicago to Kansas City and there we would change again 
for the small train going on to Oklahoma City.  The segment of the 
journey to Chicago was fine but when I got there it was absolute 
bedlam.  Trains were crowded and people were sitting on the floors 
or in the aisles.  One had to fight to get aboard and there was no 
room for half the people who were traveling.  A serviceman helped 
me on the train and stowed away my luggage and then gave me 
his seat so I could manage to hold Sharon Mary while he happily 
found a place on the floor where he could sit.  Hard as traveling was, 
everyone tried to help each other and there were many kindnesses 
expressed toward others.  The train from Kansas City to Oklahoma 
was not so crowded and I got home in time to have Christmas with 
my family in Oklahoma City.

I want to drop back a bit and clarify some things that were 
happening to my family and to some of the people with whom we 
were closely involved.

My father had found he needed some rather complicated 
prostate surgery and he was referred to a specialist in that field in 
Oklahoma City.  The doctor asked my father to be prepared to 
remain in Oklahoma City for several weeks after the surgery so he 
could monitor his recovery closely.  Consequently, my parents rented 
a small furnished apartment and they, along with John, who was 
starting junior high school, left the farm near Lookeba and prepared 

to remain in Oklahoma City as long as was necessary.  The plan was 
that they would return to the farm as soon as my father was able 
to handle his usual activities.  The surgery was difficult but it was 
entirely successful.  By the time my father was fully recovered, he 
found that people were desperately needed to do defense work at 
Tinker Field5 and patriotic American that he was, he felt he could 
make a vital contribution to the war effort so he went right out to 
Tinker Field and was hired at once.  He loved the job because he felt 
he was finally doing something that directly aided his country.  My 
mother had obviously been busy all of her married life and had never 
known what it meant to have free time on her hands.  The small 
apartment certainly did not keep her busy so she also applied for a 
job at Tinker Field and for the first time in her life entered into paid 
employment and worked outside 
her home.  My parents knew 
nothing but hard work and I am 
positive that they were valuable 
employees.

My mother continued to 
worry constantly about Tom’s 
status as “missing” and grieved 
over the fact that no one knew 
what had happened to him so 
I think it was a great help to 
her to be occupied and to have 
something else to think about.

John enrolled in school and 
the family settled down to city 
living after having been on a farm 
for the better part of their lives.  
They eventually had a farm sale and sold all the equipment and the 
extra household items they felt they would not use and they bought 

5 Tinker Field

Aerial View of Tinker Field, circa 1944
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a house at 729 N.E. 7th Street in Oklahoma City and they remained 
in this house for several years.  Eventually the predominately black 
area of Oklahoma City shifted in their direction and they found 
themselves engulfed by blacks (the proper term was Negroes then) 
who bought up the single family houses, turned them into small 
apartments or boarding houses and changed the whole street from 
owner occupied, single family homes to a less than desirable area.  
The neighbors were all concerned with the reduction of property 
values and felt that their covenants protected them from such a 
situation so they each contributed a certain sum of money to hire a 
lawyer to go to court to try and enforce the zoning laws, which they 
hoped would prevent the total deterioration of the neighborhood.  
The lawyer found that the new laws abolishing segregation were 
very specific and it was useless to contest them so he returned their 
money because there was really no recourse.  As the neighborhood 
changed for the worse and my father became afraid for my mother 
to walk from the bus stop to their home and he was also afraid for 
our small girls to be outside the house alone to play, he gave up and 
sold the house, taking a loss of several thousand dollars.  Strangely 
enough, my father did not object to the sale of houses in the block to 
negro families who maintained the places but at that time there were 
funds available from the NAACP (the National Association for the 
Advancement of the Colored) to buy property in an all-white section 
to break the “color line.”  These houses were then usually occupied 
by many black families of the worst sort and the street turned into 
a slum in a very short time.  Possibly this was the only way to break 
down the segregation in an area like Oklahoma City but it was hard 
on people like my parents who had worked very hard to acquire a 
home that they expected to live in for the rest of their lives.

After selling this place they bought the house you all refer to 
as “Grandmother’s house” which was at 11 S.W. 26th Street in the 
Capitol Hill section of Oklahoma City6.  The reason for buying in this 

6 Trulia handout 11 SW 26th

particular location was that there were no black schools and no black 
churches in southwest Oklahoma City and my father reasoned there 
would be little chance of a repeat of the situation he had encountered 
in the first location.  That proved to be completely untrue and it was 
not very long before the entire Oklahoma City school system was 
desegregated and housing was also integrated.  The second house was 
probably a poor choice both as to location and age of the house but 
it was very similar to the one they had sold and my Father fell in love 
with the high ceilings, the wide front porch and the big yard.  We 
saw this neighborhood deteriorate in much the same way the first 
one had as the years passed.

I bring this up because I think it is interesting to see how our 
social mores changed in such a short time.

My sister, Elloween, had met AB while they were both working 
at the Douglas Aircraft Company and they had been married in 
1944 shortly after Sharon Mary was born so I had attended their 
wedding and served as Matron of Honor.  When I returned home in 
late 1944, they were living and working in Oklahoma City and by 
then Elloween was expecting their first child.  I was actually present 
at Allen’s birth on April 3, 1945.

I had kept in close touch with my roommate Jackie, and she was 
also in Oklahoma City.  She had been brought up by her grandmother 
who was an elderly woman when she took on the task of raising 
Jackie upon the death of Jackie’s father.  By the time Jackie graduated 
and started job hunting the grandmother needed assistance so Jackie 
rented a small house and moved her grandmother into the house so 
she could care for her.  Jackie loved her grandmother and never felt 
that the care of this little old lady was a burden.

Myra had given birth to a little girl whom she names Shannon 
and this child was just six months older than Sharon Mary.  Myra’s 
husband was a Marine lieutenant who commanded a rifle platoon 
that eventually ended up in some of the worst fighting of the war on 
one of the islands in the Pacific.  Myra was living in Albuquerque 

Grandmother’s house
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with her family. 
It was a strange time to be living and there were occasions when 

we felt the war would go on forever and things would never be 
normal again.

The Smith family had experienced a terrible tragedy.  I believe 
I told you that the bank was owned and managed by the three 
Smith brothers:  Fred, the oldest; Man, the second; and Charles, the 
younger.  Fred had some health problems and went into Oklahoma 
City to try and find out what was wrong with him.  Apparently 
he was told that he had some sort of neurological problem which 
would get progressively worse and for which there was no cure.  I 
really never did know what the problem was but he was instructed 
to return the following week to check into the hospital where a 
determination as to the extent of the involvement could be made.  
He closed up the bank at the usual time, went home to prepare to 
go to Oklahoma City and decided he had to go back to the bank to 
pick up some extra cash before starting to Oklahoma City.  When 
he had not returned home an hour late his wife called Charles to go 
and check on him.  Charles went to the bank and there he found 
Fred, who had put a shotgun in his mouth and pulled the trigger.      
Fred always delighted in telling about his early days on the western 
frontier where he had been a cowpuncher, had ridden the range, 
and had lived a free outdoor life.  I am positive the thought of being 
impaired in any way was more than he could stand so he simply 
guaranteed that he would never face being a helpless invalid.  This 
suicide occurred in the room where all the accounts were kept and I 
do not need to tell you what that involved in order to try and clean 
up and redo the account books.  Charles was a quiet and mild man 
and he simply could not deal with this trauma.  He had been plagued 
for much of his life with kidney problems but the situation was never 
considered serious.  However about three days after Fred’s death, 
Charles had a flare-up of the chronic kidney trouble.  Dr. Myers, 
who had always treated him, began to realize that Charles was not 

responding to the medication and decided to put him in the hospital 
at El Reno so his care could be monitored closely.  The situation 
became more serious by the hour and Dr. Myers called in the best 
urologist he could find but Charles died about 4 days later.  I think 
the two funerals were less than a week apart.  Charles died simply 
because he did not want to live.  There was no medical reason for his 
death as far as the doctors were concerned.  This left Man to try and 
settle the estates, assist the two widows, run the bank, separate assets 
that were held jointly by the brothers and to look after  Mrs. Smith 
who was far from well herself.

When I came back from Ft. Wayne I remained in Oklahoma 
City until after Christmas and I then took Sharon Mary out to see 
the Smiths.  I had decided I did not want to live in Oklahoma City 
for my parents were both working, I had no car, I was not familiar 
with Oklahoma City and it just did not seem the right place for us 
to live.

When I got to Lookeba, I found that Charles Smith’s wife had 
decided to go back to teaching and had accepted a job in Anadarko 
which was 25 miles from Lookeba.  She really did not know what she 
wanted to do with her house and felt that she did not want to make 
any fast decisions so she offered to rent the house to me, with all 
furniture in place, for a minimum amount.  I moved in with Sharon 
Mary and we settled down to wait out the war.  I was close enough to 
go into Oklahoma City to visit my family and I was two blocks from 
the Smiths so I saw them daily. 

I often think that Man got through the terrible ordeal of settling 
everything to do with the death of his brothers and the running of 
the bank only because he had Sharon Mary to distract him.  Many 
days he would come home from work and would pick her up and 
rock her or walk the floor with her for hours.  It seemed to comfort 
him to have that small girl to whom he could devote his time and 
attention.   Mrs. Smith adored Sharon Mary and if I had not brought 
that little miss over to the Smiths by 2 P.M. I always knew there 

Sister, Elloween
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would be a knock on my door and Mrs. Smith would be there eagerly 
waiting to play with Sharon.  The Smith’s daughter, Margaret, had 
been a blond, blue eyed child and I think they saw her in Sharon.  I 
used to hear Mrs. Smith talking and chattering to Sharon Mary and 
suddenly I would realize she was calling her Margaret constantly.

Man continued to try to run the bank with very little help, and it 
finally became apparent that he could not continue.  He had several 
other terrible things to contend with and all within about a year.  
Dr. Myers, whom Man loved better than a brother, died of a heart 
attack.  At almost the same time, Man’s brother in law, Fred Walker, 
died at Enid, Oklahoma and Man assisted in settling that estate and 
advising his sister about her affairs.  Then Mrs. Smith’s brother in 
law, Johnnie Wolf, died in Tulsa and this was a terrible blow.  Man 
loved and respected these men and it was a heartbreaking loss to see 
them go at about the same time.  He finally decided to sell the bank 
and had several offers from all over the county because this bank was 
known to be a very sound operation.  He finally decided to sell to a 
Mr. Savage, who ran the rank in Binger, Oklahoma, which was close 
to Lookeba.  He felt that Mr. Savage would continue to serve the 
longtime customers in much the same way and he knew Mr. Savage 
to be an honest and honorable man.  So the red brick Lookeba 
State Bank building on the corner which had been a landmark in 
Lookeba since I could remember ceased to exist and the building 
stood vacant.  Much later, when a new post office was needed, this 
building was taken over by the postal department and I suppose is 
still the Lookeba Post Office at this time.

Settling into the house in Lookeba was simple for everything 
was left in the house and I was free to use kitchen equipment and 
anything else I needed.  It was a pleasure to be so well situated.  I 
was frantic for news from Joe and was anxious to know where he was 
and when he would finally be checking in at his new assignment.  I 
began to receive letters which were written along the way and I read 
them over and over.  I finally received a telephone call from Seattle, 

Washington so I knew for a certainty that he would be going to the 
Pacific area of operations.  He had told me when he called that he 
was leaving but could not say where or when.  He remembers that he 
was at Ft. Lewis, Washington for a few days but the security was tight 
and he was never allowed to leave the post.  He had been assigned to 
his crew at Ft. Wayne and I presumed they were traveling together to 
their next assignment.

We had known that Joe would not be able to tell me where he 
was going nor where he was located when he reported in to his next 
station so we had devised a code that would let me know these facts.  
We also knew the code had to be pretty obscure since the mail would 
certainly be censored.  We decided that we would use next to the 
last paragraph in the letter for our code and we would use the last 
sentence in the paragraph as the key one.  Taking the first letter of 
each word and reading the sentence backward would give the exact 
location.  Now I wonder why it was too imperative that I should 
know exactly where he was located but at that time I thought I could 
not stand not to know.  I often wonder if everyone else devised these 
complicated plans to inform families as to their location.  Probably 
so.

Meanwhile, my life fell into a sort of routine which revolved 
around Sharon Mary.  I had a next door neighbor whose husband 
was also overseas and her daughter was a few months older than mine 
so we spent much time together.  Man put up a swing and installed 
a sandbox on the wide front porch so the children spent many happy 
times there.  There were several other young women with children 
who had come back to Lookeba to live and we got together often and 
we all gathered at the post office each day to wait for letters.  It was 
frustrating for the letters seemed to arrive in bunches and my letters 
to Joe arrived the same way although I wrote each day.  We sorrowed 
when someone from our community was taken prisoner, as several 
were, or when the terrible message arrived that someone was missing 
or was killed.  There were children as old as three years of age who 
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had never seen their fathers and this time extended until 4 years for 
some whose husbands had been sent to Europe at the onset of the 
war.

I spent hours with Sharon and sewed for her and constructed 
a whole set of toddler dresses as she grew and started walking and I 
wrote letters to Joe and sent many pictures.  I also read the papers in 
detail and listened to the radio and tried to figure out what was going 
on but actually knew very little since news was highly censored.

We had ration books and as time went on we were rationed on 
more and more things.  Gasoline and tires were rationed and this 
posed a hardship for those of us who lived in a sparsely settled area 
and who had no public transportation.  We were also rationed on 
food and especially sugar, meat, fats, cheese, and all sorts of things 
and even if many items were not rationed, they were frequently not 
available.  Many things were in short supply but our little local store 
used to save back and sell to those of us who had small children the 
fabric and clothing we needed for them.  Fabric was very scarce as 
were stockings, underwear, etc.  We had stamps for shoes but I used 
both mine and Sharon’s to keep her in shoes and I made do with 
what I had.  Since we lived in an agricultural community, we could 
always obtain enough milk, eggs and butter so we managed well.  
I can’t remember that anyone complained about the rationing and 
there was no black market activity in our area although I think it was 
a problem in some places.

I tried to keep in touch with those we knew.  Our friends from 
Hondo, Henry and Violet Cheverette, had left Hondo ahead of us 
and Henry was sent to Lincoln, Nebraska and from there to Iowa 
where he joined his crew.  He was sent soon after to England, where 
he was assigned to the 8th Air Force and he was flying missions 
before Joe ever left the States. 

Henry and Violet were one of the very few couples who had a car 
and they decided that they would drive together to Lincoln and on to 

Iowa and when Henry left, Violet would drive back to Massachusetts 
alone.  About this time Violet discovered she was pregnant, to their 
absolute delight.  However, besides being pregnant she was probably 
suffering through the worst case of morning sickness anyone ever 
encountered and she could hardly hold her head up when Henry left.  
To complicate matters, we were having a terrible blizzard across the 
upper part of the United States and the driving was very hazardous.  
I always admired Violet’s solution to the problem.  She went down 
to the railway station and arranged for the car to be put on a flat car 
and shipped back to Massachusetts and she bought a train ticket and 
arrived safely home, with car, still very miserable and stick but still 
pregnant.  I had a letter from Henry written from England.  The 
parentheses are mine.

Feb. 24, 1945
Here I am over in England and hope like Hell to get 

back home again.  I will be there with a little luck in a very 
few months.  (The members of the 8th Air Force had to fly 25 
missions before being allowed to return to the States.  The limit 
was 25 because the flying was so dangerous.)  When I got here 
I thought of that poem Joe had you recite to me and I thought 
of how true he was in his opinion of these people (reference to 
The White Cliffs by Miller). 

England is not too bad but the damn weather!
I hope by this time you have heard from Joe so I would 

like to have his address so I can write and find out how he is 
making out.  How is my little girl (Sharon Mary, obviously).  
I read in your last letter that she was beginning to walk and 
I would sure like to see that.  From the last I heard from Vi 
which was over a month ago, she was still certain that we were 
going to have an addition to our family so here is hoping that 
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everything is going OK.  I had just about given up hope.
I met Sully (a friend from Hondo named Sullivan) and a 

lot of the boys from our class while in Lincoln.  Best of luck. 
Henry.

FO J.A. Cheverette   T 13572
490 Bom Group (H)    APO 559 New York, NY.
849 Bomb. Sqdn.

In early May, 1945, the war was over in Europe and there were 
great celebrations in some places over VE Day (Victory in Europe).  
As far as I remember it made very little impact on me personally 
since Joe was in the Pacific Theatre of Operations.  Even with our 
censored and limited news, we knew that our troops were fighting 
bitterly from Island to Island and that we were suffering very heavy 
losses.  It amazes me even now to think of how little we actually knew 
about what was going on though we devoured the newspapers and 
listened to the radio daily.  Numbers of the men who had been in 
Europe were being sent directly to the Pacific to replace those who 
were killed or wounded, so as far as many of us were concerned, 
there was no real change in our situation.  We did have some men 
returning home who had been German prisoners of War and one or 
two returned to Lookeba.  I also had a cousin who was a prisoner of 
war for over two years and he finally came home.  In every instance 
the men had received terrible treatment and were all half-starved and 
emaciated.

About this time the first news of the concentration camps began 
to filter back to us and these reports reinforced our viewpoint that 
the Germans were true barbarians.  You remember we all thought we 
were fighting a necessary and just war and with this news we were 
more convinced than ever that this was true.

Men who had received Purple Hearts for having been wounded 
in action and those who, for one reason or another, were not 

considered needed or were unfit for additional combat duty were 
sent home also.

We had news that Billy Cummings was returning home.  He 
was just past 18 when he was about to be drafted so at Grandad 
Cummings’ urging, Billy went into the Coast Guard.  It was presumed 
that he would be kept somewhere along the coast of the Continental 
US which would be a relatively safe spot for him, but instead he was 
trained and sent to Europe to serve as a coxswain on an LST that 
ferried men into the beaches when there was a landing assault on the 
enemy positions.  I believe he saw duty at Anzio, at Salerno and again 
at Normandy.      Billy had some terrible experiences and I was told 
that he had three boats shot out from under him.  Their boat also 
evacuated American wounded from the beaches and at one point 
they had taken German prisoners to bring back to England when 
they had to make a decision as to whether to carry the prisoners or to 
take on more American wounded.  Billy told us much later that he 
saw all the prisoners shot and dumped over the side to make room 
for evacuating the wounded.  Billy suffered no physical wounds but 
mentally and emotionally, his terrible combat experiences did him 
great damage.  

A new term “Combat Fatigue” was coined to denote a condition 
caused by stress and an inability to deal with the conditions one 
experienced during the war. 

In World War I veterans were spoken of as being “Shell Shocked” 
and in World War II the term was “Combat Fatigue.”  Now we have 
the term “Post Viet Nam Syndrome.”  I doubt that there is any 
difference in the condition even though the name may be different.  
I suspect that all of these three terms indicated an overload of stress 
that kept a person from being able to function in war time or to 
integrate effectively in society after the war was over.

I had one exciting thing to look forward to as the weeks in 
Lookeba moved along.  Grandmother and Grandad Cummings had 
asked me to bring Sharon Mary up to Shelter Island to visit them 
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during the summer.  I decided to go in late June and to remain two 
months, which was their suggestion, and Joe was delighted to have 
us go for he has always felt that Shelter Island is the ideal summer 
vacation spot.  The Cummings family always left Brooklyn and went 
down to the big house on Shelter Island the day school was out and 
they stayed the whole summer, leaving just in time to get back to the 
City and start school in the fall.  They bought this house when Joe 
was less than two years old and this had been the routine for all of his 
life.  I do not know how they organized the treks back and forth but 
the “Woodbine,” as the house was called, was completely furnished 
and was a very large 16 room Victorian home with 3 floors, several 
bedrooms, big front porch, large dining room that seemed to expand 
to accommodate the many people who came and went and it did not 
seem to cause anyone any concern that I was coming to stay for the 
biggest part of the summer.

I made plane reservations several months ahead to be sure I 
would get a flight and all went well until I got to Chicago where I 
was to change for a plane to New York.  There I was “bumped” or 
put off the plane because of a priority passenger.  The one who took 
my place was a young woman whose husband had just been killed 
and whose father in law had suffered a serious heart attack upon 
receiving the news of his son’s death.  The young woman was flying 
back East to care for her father in law.  I could not argue the fairness 
of being made to give up my seat for such an emergency but I was 
pretty frantic about what I was going to do.  Our military people 
had first priority and people flying because of emergency or necessity 
came next and that left ordinary passengers like me at the bottom of 
the list.  There I was at 10 o’clock at night in an airport at Chicago 
with a ticket in my hand that was probably going to do me no good 
and with a child who was accustomed to being put to bed regularly 
at 6 PM each evening.

The airline clerks assured me that I would be put on the next 
available flight but when I kept insisting on some estimate of when 

that might be, they finally admitted that it could be hours or even 
days.  They suggested that there might be a train from Chicago to 
New York and I might be able to get on it.  I called the railroad 
station, found there was a train leaving in an hour, asked for and got 
a refund on my airline ticket, and caught a cab to the station.  We 
had this wild ride across town with the cab driver assuring me we 
would make it in time and we did, just barely.

There was a long line at the ticket counter but when someone 
found how little time I had, he moved me to the head of the line 
and with ticket procured, a serviceman grabbed my luggage, another 
serviceman who was trying to get on the same train reached for 
Sharon Mary and we fairly flew on the train just as it started moving.  
Everyone offered help in those days and it was hard for me to learn 
that one must be cautious with strangers.  We felt that we could (and 
did) trust everyone in those days.

The trip was interesting after it became daylight and for a south 
westerner, I found the countryside very different from what I was 
used to.  I remember the spectacular sight of the sun setting across 
the Hudson as we passed West Point as being one of the high points 
of the trip.  I read The Three Little Kittens and Goldilocks and the 
Three Bears over and over and Sharon Mary would sit quietly for 
hours as long as I read to her.  I think I still know every word of those 
books now after having read them so many times.  I presume Sharon 
acquired her love of reading on that trip.

Aunt Kitts (Gangaware) who was Grandad Cummings favorite 
sister, met us at the train, took us to her house to remain overnight 
and put us on the train for Greenport and Shelter Island the following 
morning.  I though, when I took that little ferry boat across from 
Greenport to Shelter Island and saw the big houses up the hillside 
and the expanse of water and trees before me that it had to be the 
most charming of places.  Even though I have seen many beautiful 
places since, I still feel that same way when I approach Shelter Island 
on that small ferry.
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The first thing I saw as I walked up to the porch at the  house on 
Shelter Island was a large slab of concrete with handprints and the 
names Joe, Tom, and Edward scratched out beside the prints.  For 
the first time I felt that Joe was really connected with some place.  
Edward’s wife, Irene, was at Shelter Island with their daughter, Mary 
Lou, while Ed was with the Marine Corps in the South Pacific.  Tom 
had also brought Ceil down along with their oldest daughter, Joanne.  
Sharon Mary was 18 months, Mary Lou was 9 months and Joanne 
was 3 months old.  We all stayed on at Shelter Island for about two 
months with the three babies and Grandmother Cummings was so 
patient and tolerant of those babies that I think of it in awe, even 
this many years later.  She managed the big meals and the constant 
coming and going and confusion and always seemed to enjoy the 
children and to relish the activity.  We all helped with the chores and 
did the dishwashing and each of us took care of our own laundry 
and our own children but the logistics of managing that household 
sounds overwhelming to me.

Irene and I got along but never were able to achieve a very 
close relationship.  Mary Lou was a fussy baby while Sharon Mary 
was a happy child who loved everyone so the contrast was hard for 
Irene.  We did spend a lot of time at the Shelter Island Beach Club 
that summer and the children played happily in the sand while we 
supervised, but other than the two children, we had little in common.

Tom came down to Shelter Island while he was on vacation from 
his job at Todd’s Shipyard (he was exempt from the draft because he 
was doing necessary war work).

Grandad Cummings and I had a good summer together since 
I could drive and he could not so we took the car and with him 
directing, we did the shopping and then we proceeded to whatever 
spot he had selected for our excursion of the day.  We explored 
Shelter Island thoroughly that summer and we used to sit up on his 
favorite viewpoints and talk as we looked out over the lovely view.  I 
had a chance to learn to know him quite well during my two months 

at Shelter Island. 
Billy came home and was at Shelter Island too and he was quite 

nervous but otherwise seemed to be fine.  He was very excited about 
a plan to go out to Colorado with a buddy to attend the Colorado 
School of Mines in the fall.  The GI bill had been passed to provide 
allowances for tuition and books as well as a certain sum of money 
to enable the returning servicemen an opportunity to attend college.  
Billy talked to me about his plans a lot but Grandmother Cummings 
was absolutely opposed to the idea and even became irritated at me 
because I encouraged Billy to go ahead and attend this fine school.  
Grandmother could not abide the thought of him going away from 
home again and insisted he should remain at home and attend school 
in New York if he wanted to make use of his GI bill.  Billy eventually 
gave up the whole idea and did remain at home and I have wondered 
if his life would have been different had he gone on to Colorado as 
he planned.

As I think of that summer these many years later, I have 
conflicting feelings.  It was interesting and exciting to be at Shelter 
Island and to get to know the large Cummings family by myself and 
there were good times around the big old dining room table and 
relaxing afternoons at the Beach Club and on the beach with the 
three babies but there was certainly anxiety in full measure.  The war 
in Europe was ended but the war in the Pacific seemed endless and 
we were all in a state of suspension.

No one knew when the war would be over and when we would 
be able to get on with our lives again.  There was some news about 
what was transpiring but censorship was strict.  I remember that 
Grandad Cummings listened to every news broadcast on the radio 
and was constantly trying to analyze and figure out what was going 
on.

Our letters came in bunches and there were long intervals when 
there were no letters at all.  Efforts were made to speed up the mail by 
microfilming the letters and sending the small canister of film back 
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to the States to be reprinted and mailed on.  Perhaps this did move 
the letters a bit faster but the mail situation was frustrating no matter 
what the effort.  The letters which were microfilmed and reprinted 
first came on small sheets of paper that resembled a print of a photo 
and later we received them on light blue paper.  They were referred 
to as V mail or V letters.  However nothing was written of any 
importance about the war or about the activities of the servicemen 
and we were all starved for news.

Finally, in August, the first Atomic bomb was dropped on Japan 
and there was much discussion and excitement about the effects of 
this bomb although we really had few facts on which to base our 
speculation.  We only knew that our country had the capability of 
using a bomb that was much more powerful than any one that had 
ever been used before.  Later years when the controversy over the use 
of the Atomic bomb became a popular cause, I wondered if these 
activists had any idea of what it was like to wait months and months 
for the war to be over or if they could imagine going to bed each 
night wondering if the following day would bring news of a loved 
one being killed or wounded.  We were all praying that the war would 
be over and not really believing that it would ever be over.  Had they 
lived through this time in history, it might have made a difference 
in their viewpoint.  I can certainly acknowledge the horrors of the 
Atomic bomb but I remember the horrors of the war which seemed 
to go on forever.  When the last bomb was dropped and the Japanese 
surrendered, we felt nothing but elation.  The Japanese civilians who 
were killed or injured were so far away and after all Japan was our 
enemy and we had lost thousands of men to the Japanese so we could 
not stir up much sympathy for the victims of the bombing.  We were 
not given much information anyway and probably did not realize the 
facts of the damage until much later.  We only knew that the Enola 
Gay, the plane full of American flyers and technicians, had done an 
amazing thing.  They had dropped a powerful bomb with absolute 
precision and had all got back safely to their base in the Pacific and 

by a miracle the war was almost over.
As an aside to this let me state that it was only in later years 

that I could feel any sympathy for the Japanese Americans who were 
rounded up and sent to internment camps.  
We had no idea of what these people were 
capable of after our experience at Pearl 
Harbor and I think if anyone had asked my 
opinion I would have said that I was relieved 
to have these people in a place where they 
could do no damage. 

To get back to the end of the war   after 
we had the news of the dropping of the 
second Atomic bomb, we spent most of the 
day listening to the radio and hoping the 
negotiations would be complete to herald the end of the war.  I was 
upstairs at about 5:30 PM and was rocking Sharon Mary and reading 
to her prior to putting her to bed when all the Church bells on the 
Island began to ring and at the same time I could hear people calling 
to each other up and down the street and I knew it was finally over.  
The small Catholic Church, Our Lady of the Isle, which was just 
up the street from the house, was open and within a few minutes it 
began to fill up with people.  I put Sharon Mary to bed and Grandad 
Cummings and I went up there too, and got down on our knees and 
said prayers of Thanksgiving that the war was finally over.  There was 
no formal service but just a church full of people joined in thanks 
that the long wait for peace was finished and done with.

Of course the utmost thing on all our minds was when our 
particular serviceman would be returning home.  The mechanics of 
transferring all the thousands of men back home was time consuming 
and complicated.  Someone devised a point system to help determine 
the order or rotation back to the States.  I do not remember exactly 
what counted but number of missions counted and Joe had 96 
combat missions and I know the DFC (Distinguished Flying Cross) 

August 6, 1945 Atomic bomb dropped on Hiroshima 
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7counted and possibly the Air Medal with the Oak Leaf Clusters 
were also added to the total number of points.  Having a child was a 
plus and I remember everyone was totaling up the points and trying 
to figure out how their points compared to those of the next person.  
The men who had been in Europe and who were on orders to go to 
the Pacific were sent home right away.  I had called Violet Cheverette 
in Worchester and found that Henry was due home very soon and 
that their baby was also due any time so I decided to go up by train 
to see Violet before I returned to Oklahoma.  The morning I arrived, 
Henry met us at the train.  He had got home the night before, a few 
short hours after his son, Bruce, was born.

7 Distinguished Flying Cross

Distinguished Flying Cross

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Distinguished_Flying_Cross_(United_States)
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It was wonderful to see Henry again for the first time since we 
separated in Hondo.  He was tall and dark and was wearing his sun 

tan uniform and Sharon Mary took one look and reached for him 
and held on to him as if she would never let go.  I think she thought 
it was her father, who had finally come home.  I was able to see Violet 
and the new baby and to have a good visit with Henry before I took 
the train to New York and caught the plane back to Oklahoma.  

I have always remembered a story that Henry told me upon 
his return from England.  As we all know the 8th Air Force, which 
was based in England, sustained very heavy losses and flew under 
extremely hazardous conditions due to the terrible weather as well as 
the heavy resistance by the German Army and Air Force.  Henry was 
assigned to a bomber squadron and he said they would load up their 
bombs, take off and fly across Germany, dropping their bomb load, 
proceed on to Russia where they refueled and loaded more bombs 
and then would hit the targets enroute back to England.  I think the 
knowledge of the utter destruction they caused bothered some of 
the men although they certainly had no choice, given the wartime 
conditions.

However, about three days before the end of the war, it was a 
well-publicized fact that the people of Holland were starving.  Their 
country had been occupied by the Germans since the onset of the 
war and the Germans collected and sent back to Germany every bit 
of food they could find, leaving the civilian population of Holland 
absolutely destitute.

Knowing the situation, the 8th Air Force asked permission a few 
days before the end of the war, to make a food drop in Holland1.  
The Red Cross was to be the distributing agent and this organization 
had painted a huge red cross on the ground in an open area to mark 
the spot for the food drop.  The 8th Air Force offered to file a flight 
plan with the Germans and to follow this corridor exactly as they 
dropped the food at the site of the Red Cross.  Permission to fly this 
mercy mission was refused by the Germans.  The request was made 
the second day and again was met by refusal. 

In the third day, the Germans were informed that the mission 
would be flown, with or without permission.  Many thousands of 
pounds of food (C rations, K rations and nonperishable items) were 
loaded into the bomb bay area of the planes and some one hundred 
1Operation Manna and Chowhound
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8th Air Force planes took off to cross the English Channel and to 
make the pass across Holland, flying low and dropping the food in 
the designated area.

Henry said they made their pass and one bomb bay door on 
their plane did not open so he informed the pilot they would have 
to circle around and fall in behind the lines of planes which were 
already in the flight pattern.  Instead, Henry’s pilot chose to make a 
tight turn and to slip in the line in their original position, although it 
was a tricky bit of flying.  They successfully dropped the second half 
of the load and took off at such a low level that Henry said as they 
recrossed the Channel to return to England, the plane made a wake 
on the water like a power boat which scared Henry half out of his 
wits.  Making that food drop on Holland left Henry with the feeling 
that he had done one thing in the war that perhaps compensated for 
all the bombing missions he had flown.  Years later, when I again 
discussed this episode with Henry, he still remembered it vividly and 
still felt good about his part in this exercise.

When I got back to Oklahoma, I had some very unsettling 
news from Myra.  She and Shannon had gone to Albuquerque to 
stay with her mother while her husband, Harold, had gone with 
his rifle platoon to the South Pacific.  He was a Marine Lieutenant 
in command of the platoon and had trained with these men and 
worked with them since early in the war.  They were trying to make 
an assault on one of the islands held by the Japanese when they met 
with terrible resistance and almost all of Harold’s men were killed.  
His responsibility was to pack up the belongings of his men and to 
write the letters to the families informing them of the death of their 
sons and husbands.  Harold was finally put on a hospital ship and 
sent back to San Francisco as being unfit for further duty at that 
time.   Myra’s daughter became very ill and Myra nursed her through 
this undiagnosed illness and as the child recovered, Myra’s mother 
had a heart attack and Myra spent day and night caring for her 
mother.  In her rundown condition, Myra became desperately ill and 

was finally diagnosed as having polio.  It was presumed that Shannon 
contracted polio and recovered but that Myra was so exhausted that 
she had a very bad case.

Harold arrived in San Francisco and was met by a Red Cross 
representative who had arranged transportation for him to 
Albuquerque and who also told him his wife was critically ill.  When 
Harold got to Albuquerque he found that the hospital where Myra 
was taken had no specific department to deal with polio patients 
and that in the absence of any treatment, Myra was paralysed from 
her waist down, and that nothing was really being done for her.  He 
also knew that the Crippled Children’s Hospital in Oklahoma City 
was noted for its work with polio patients so he checked Myra out 
of the hospital, picked her up in his arms and carried her on a train 
and took her by himself to Oklahoma City and checked her into the 
Crippled Children’s Hospital where she received weeks of intensive 
therapy to try and help her regain the use of her legs.  Harold was 
transferred to the Naval Hospital at Norman, Oklahoma, so he could 
be near her while he and she recuperated.

When Myra was able to leave the hospital Harold brought her 
out to Lookeba to stay with me until such time as he could be released 
from the Naval Hospital and she remained 
with me for about two months.  She had been 
fitted with heavy braces on both legs and 
used crutches but it was difficult for her to 
get around.  Despite this terrible experience, 
Myra had never wasted time in complaining 
but she went on to care for her daughter, 
give birth to a son and to care for him also.  
She finished her degree and finally retired 
from teaching Honors English classes in the 
Florida Public Schools.  She is an amazingly 
courageous woman and she and Harold have 
had a long and lasting relationship.  I still 

Many Thanks spelt-out in tulips after food drop operation

Ground crew loading food supplies 
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bay
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count her as one of my best friends.
After Harold took Myra back to Albuquerque, I settled down to 

get through the next months of waiting and it was a very unsettling 
time because no one really knew how long it would be until the 
bulk of the men were returned home.  Those who were stationed in 
the continental U.S. were released quite soon and those who were 
on orders to go to the Pacific also came on home within a short 
time.  The mechanics of getting all the thousands of men home from 
the overseas areas presented an incredible task.  I finally had word 
from Joe that he would be returning from 
the South Pacific on a troop ship and he 
was going to be in charge of a troop train 
coming from the west coast to somewhere 
in Kansas.  He was due in El Reno and I 
was to meet him there.  (I do not remember 
the actual date but it was late in December 
1945.)  It had been so long since I had 
seen him that I wondered all the way to El 
Reno if I would actually know him.  The 
time that had elapsed was not all that great 
but so much had happened and we had gone through so many and 
varied experiences that it seemed like years instead of the 13 months 
since we parted in Ft. Wayne. 

Suddenly the train pulled in and there he was very thin and 
extremely tanned from the South Pacific sun, but there was no 
question of my knowing him.  He had, in his hand, the Japanese 
sword he had acquired in Saipan and that sword became the bane of 
our lives.  It was too long to fit into anything and had to be carried 
by hand on many later moves.

At this time I am going to depart from my usual method of 
reciting the events that highlight the years of our life together.  I still 
have many letters from Joe which cover the months from December 
12, 1945 to November 19, 1946.  As my writing elsewhere indicated, 

this encompassed the time from my departure, with Sharon Mary, 
to return to Oklahoma and Joe’s departure for his overseas station, 
to the time the war was over and Joe was embarking from Saipan by 
ship to return home.

It seems to me one can get a better “feel” for this part of our 
history by reading an account on a day to day basis rather than 
having the information diluted by being scattered throughout many 
accounts of other events.

I have simply lifted paragraphs from the almost daily letters as I 
felt they were able to transmit information 
on Joe’s tour in the South Pacific during 
the height of the War. 

Joe and I had fallen madly in love 
(passionately might be a more descriptive 
term) very soon after meeting and we 
moved toward total commitment in our 
marriage with absolute conviction that 
we were doing what was right for us.  
Our devotion to each other was reflected 
in the many letters that we wrote to each 

other during our frequent separations.  I wrote daily and Joe did the 
same unless he was flying or was away from his home base.

Joe wrote the most romantic and sensitive love letters but my 
sense of privacy would never allow me to record these portions of 
the letters that were meant for me alone.  The affirmation of love 
and commitment ran like a bright thread through the fabric of our 
frequent letters to each other.

This is obviously not exhibited in the excerpts I have selected.  
In some instances I have added my own explanations to make some 
things clearer as the account continues.  I think this tells us something 
about a time in history that is hard to explain to those who did not 
live through it.  The following are paragraphs from the letters in the 
order in which I received them.  At times I have added explanations 
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of terms or abbreviations in parenthesis to clarify them and I have 
also commented on certain letters.

December 12, 1944
Baer Field Officers’ Club
Fort Wayne, Indiana

Nothing very exciting is happening except that it was 
pretty cold out    down to six degrees.  Now aren’t you glad that 
you left?

I saw a good movie “Meet Me in St. Louis” and the 
scenery and technicolor area beautiful.

That is about all the news that I can tell you.  I never 
realized how tough it is to write a letter when you know 
someone is going to read and censor it.  You are afraid of 
giving away military secrets and so far I don’t know what they 
consider a military secret.

I am sending my foot locker home in a couple of days.  I’ve 
been hoarding cigarettes for your father and Mr. Smith for a 
Christmas present.  Will you divide them and wrap them for 
Christmas?

*****

December 18, 1944

I sure hope you had a good trip home and that our baby 
wasn’t too much trouble.  I wish I could tell you what our 
future plans are but, as you know, our letters are censored.  All 
we have been doing lately is going to training films and taking 
PT.

*****

(I had left Ft. Wayne with Sharon to return to Oklahoma for we 

knew that Joe would be leaving at any time.  As these letters indicate, 
all mail was censored so the news of the men shipping out would 
not be conveyed to anyone.  The following letter was written from 
the downtown USO and mailed in the local post office so it was not 
censored.)

December 18, 1944

This is against the rules to be writing this letter but I 
am going to send it along anyway.  I was put on an alert last 
week and wasn’t allowed to write to anyone.  Right now I am 
downtown in the Pennsylvania Station USO.  You remember 
where we stopped to find out about the hotel room.  Same 
place.

It seems I am leaving tomorrow for Seattle, Washington 
POE (this meant Port of Embarkation).  It will, I believe, 
only be a couple of days before I’ll be shipped overseas.  My 
APO is APO #16833, ENL c/o Postmaster, San Francisco, 
California.  When I get overseas, that might change.  It looks 
very much like the Pacific theatre to me although I did not 
get a complete issue of tropical equipment which is what most 
of the fellows get when they leave here.  I am sending you my 
footlocker tomorrow.  I have quite a few cigarettes for your 
Dad and for Mr. Smith and also a little teddy bear for Sharon 
Mary that I won at the Officers’ Club last week.

You may not hear from me for a few weeks    could be 
longer but don’t worry about it.  I will write the first chance I 
get.

*****

 (I had forgotten until I read this letter but cigarettes were very 
hard to get some places and Joe evidently knew this and saved what 
he could obtain to send along.)
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December 19, 1944

Here I am waiting for my Seattle train in our same little 
USO spot.  I have about 20 minutes so thought I would drop 
you a note.  This morning I cleared the field and compared 
to Hondo this was a picnic.  I was all through in about 25 
minutes.  Also sent the footlocker.  It should reach you in about 
four days from now.  I’ll send the key in this letter.

I am so anxious to hear from you about how your trip 
went, what you are doing now and of course all about Sharon 
Mary.  But I probably won’t know anything until I am 
overseas.  I will try and call you somewhere along the way if I 
have time.  Gotta go now.  Can’t find the key    you will have 
to break it open.

*****

January 5, 1945

At long last I am finally at a place where I can get a letter 
off to you.  Arrived here by boat after being 10 days on the 
ocean and what a trip!  We must have hit every storm that was 
invented but outside of being a little sea sick [I didn’t actually 
get sick but it was pretty close and at least I admit it and 
wouldn’t Henry Cheverette like to hear that) it was a pretty 
nice trip.

*****

(Henry was air sick most of the time they were flying together 
in Hondo and Joe was never sick.  We admired Henry for refusing 
to quit and finally making it through Cadet training despite having 
such a terrible time.)

It was a pretty nice trip and I got to know some of the 

fellows real well.  I met a Capt. in the Field Artillery and from 
all signs I am being shipped to the same place he is stationed.  
He has been stationed in this part of the country for over three 
years and really knows the ropes.

I am not allowed to tell you where I am but if Phil was 
over here he would find quite a change in the place.

*****

(I knew Joe was in Hawaii, of course, for this was where Phil 
Smith was stationed when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.)

I am leaving here tomorrow, though where, I don’t know.  
It will probably be over a week before I will be able to write 
again.  So far I haven’t even got an APO address but the next 
letter should tell you about where I am.

You should get this about Sharon Mary’s birthday.  Offer 
her my congratulations and give her a big kiss from me.  I 
hope by her next birthday I am around in person to do that.  I 
hope I stay put long enough for some of your letters to catch up 
with me.

I just found out you can use this APO and your letters 
should reach me OK. 

Hg. Air Combat replacement CenterAPO 966c/o 
PostmasterSan Francisco, California

****

(The next two letters were the so called V mail2 which meant 
that the letters were opened, put on microfilm and transmitted to 

2V Mail Wikipedia

example of V mail
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the states that way.  They were about 4 by 5 inches and looked like 
a print of a photo negative.  They were designed to save space and 
weight in getting mail back and forth.)

January 10, 1945

After a little trip of a few hundred miles, I am back 
where I started from.  It seems my crew, after having waited 
for a navigator for two months, shipped out without me I 
am now waiting for transportation which should be here this 
afternoon and I will be off again    where, I don’t know.  In 
the meantime I wouldn’t write to that last APO address I 
gave you, although I will eventually get your letters, it will 
be months before I do.  I sure am anxious to hear from you.  
It has been over a month now and will probably be another 
month before I will.  All this running around is getting me 
down.  (Continued on the next V Mail)

I hope you get these letters at the same time.  It is really 
beautiful over on this little Island.  The climate and the food 
are excellent and I hate the thought of leaving for that reason.  
I will write as soon as I am able to get a letter off to you.  
*****

(The comment about the crew having waited for a Navigator so 
long indicated the scarcity of navigators at that time.  The war in the 
Pacific required long flights and this, in turn, meant a need for extra 
navigators.)

January 15, 1945Marianas

 At long last.  A place where I can finally hang my hat for 
a while.  It took about six days for me to get here and believe 
me I am not sorry.  I am on one of the Islands in the Marianas 

[I think that is how you spell it] but I 
am not allowed to tell you what one.  
You will just have to figure that one out 
yourself.

I came down in a B 24 from 
Hawaii and had quite a trip.  You 
really have to stay on the ball if you 
ever hope to come close to one of these 
Islands.  That is, as far as navigation 
is concerned.  From all accounts, I’ll be 
flying quite a lot.  They are very short 
of Navigators here and the average 
navigator flies about 115 hours a 
month which is about 35 more hours 
that you are supposed to fly.  I do not 
know too much about the group I 
am with but they seem to be a nice crew.  Incidentally, I am 
attached to the 9th Troop Carrier command and from all 
accounts it seems to be the best of all the groups over here.  The 
only trouble is you have to stay over here 16 months while the 
boys in the bomber command, after they fly 40 missions, get to 
go home.  They might have something like that for us later on 
I hope.

I was also told I am up for a promotion and will probably 
get it next month.

About the V mail letters I sent you after seeing them I 
realize you must have had quite a job reading them with the 
writing being so small.  Forget about sending letters by V mail.  
The boys told me the air mail letters get here twice as fast.

By the way, your letters are not censored so you can write 
pretty much what you please.  About the weather here    it 
reminds me quite a lot of Hondo but not quite as hot.  No 
place could beat that spot.

B 24 Liberator
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Saw kind of a vulgar movie last night; it got so disgusting 
I walked out.  Naturally a pretty interesting amount stayed.  
Permanent address now is 9th Troop Carrier Sqdn.

APO 244c/o Postmaster San Francisco,California
*****

(According to the code we had devised, the last sentence in the 
next to last paragraph of the letter was to give the name of the place 
Joe was stationed.  The sentence above was the key one and taking 
the first letter of the words in the sentence and going backwards 
gave us SAIPAN.   No one knew there was a place by that name and 
it took a bit of searching in an atlas to find that tiny dot out in the 
Pacific where I knew Joe was assigned.  I have included a bit of the 
contents of these letters to indicate how uncertain we were about 
everything that was going on.  Things changed on a daily basis, as the 
remarks about the addresses indicate.  It was a very confusing time 
for all of us.  From the time Joe arrived on Saipan, until the war was 
over, he wrote very often but much of the content of the letters was 
repetition because with the censorship, there were many things that 
one could not mention.  I will sift through the letters and include 
anything I think might give the feeling of the way things were during 
that following year.)

January 20, 1945

You didn’t know you married a hot rock navigator did 
you?  Just got back from a two day mission on which I did 
most of the navigation and it kind of restores my faith in the 
stuff.  You really have to be on the ball to hit these islands for 
they are so dog gone small.  One good thing was that we had 
good weather and you can see them twenty miles away.  I’d 
hate the thought of sweating out my ETA when we run into 
a front or something.  Incidentally, the first ETA I handed up 
to the pilot was right on the money.  The second was about 
18 minutes off due to some pretty bad weather we ran into.  
However, we got to destination OK    a little left of course but 
we still got there.

Now for the most important things that have happened 
since I have been here.  Thirteen of your letters finally caught 
up to me.  They were in the mail room when I got here and 
that is all I have been doing since    going over and over 
them.  They are the first news I have had from you in over two 
months.  You can’t imagine what a thrill it was to get them.

This squadron is mighty short of navigators and from the 
looks of things we are going to do a heck of a lot of flying in the 
next few months.

I wish I could tell you where I went but I doubt that it 
would go through.  Something rather exciting happened but it 
will have to wait.

*****

January 21, 1945

I will tell you something of this place.  It is quite a spot 
compared to some of the places I have been to.  It is nice in 
the fact that you more or less know that you are stationed 

Air Force Bases in Marianas Islands

The sentence above was 
the key one and taking 

the first letter of the 
words in the sentence and 
going backwards gave us 

SAIPAN. 
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here permanently so you can fix it up for some sort of comfort 
without having to worry about having to move the next day.  
Another thing I like is how the water changes from a pale 
green to a yellow, red, blue and other colors in between.  They 
should call this Rainbow Island.  It is really pretty and I wish 
you could see it.  Maybe after the war we can come back some 
time.

Five more days and it will be Miss Cummings birthday.  
I’d give anything to be there then.  It wasn’t so bad before I 
ever saw her but having been with her so much the last few 
months, why she just grows on you, I guess.  I like her so much 
and without a doubt she is the prettiest baby there is.  I would 
say our child raising is a complete success.

*****

 January 25, 1945

Just back from one of those two day flights and the 
weather was perfect and navigation right on the head.  You 
can’t help but get a little satisfaction from a mission like that.  
It makes me feel just like I was back in Hondo after a good 
flight    even better because this is the place where it pays off.

I thought I would have letters from you when I got back 
but I guess it is going to take a little time before I start getting 
mail on a regular basis.  All the mail you sent has to go to 
all the places where I have been and finally, if I am lucky, I 
will get it.  Once I get a few letters from you with APO 244 
on them it will be OK.  Remember I was going to tell you 
something that happened last week.  Well, I finally can tell 
you.  You are not allowed to say anything about raids etc. out 
here until Headquarters releases the story, which they finally 
did a few days ago.  Anyway, back to my story.  We were sent 
out on a regular mission and stayed overnight on one of the 

Islands close to (this portion was marked out) I forgot I cannot 
mention that.   During the night a bunch of Japs landed on 
a couple of barges and started a small revolution.  Honest, it 
reminded me of a Fourth of July with tracers going on all over 
the place.  We were supposed to go into our fox holes but there 
were no shells landing where we were [I was told later on there 
was danger of flack] but we had a grandstand seat.  It lasted 
about an hour and a half.

We took off early in the morning so I didn’t know the 
score until now.  It seems there were only 76 Japs who got 
ashore.  At the time I thought there must have been 7,600.  
Incidentally, they were all killed except 6 who were taken 
prisoner.  I used to think I would be scared stiff in a situation 
like that but I really wasn’t I was just excited but I bet if 
those shells had been anywhere near me it would have been a 
different story.

  I have not been paid in two months and I was 
wondering if your allotment got to you.  I didn’t stay in 
one place long enough for getting paid.  If you haven’t your 
allotment, let me know right away and I will send you some 
money.

*****

(Having pay records straight was a constant aggravation since 
this was long before the time of automated deposits.  A person 
transferring from place to place usually carried a pay record with 
him but the mechanics of paying a person (in cash) and making a 
notation on his records sometimes worked and sometimes did not.  
It was fairly efficient when one was stationed at a place for some time 
but a frustration when one moved a lot.)
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January 26, 1944

I only have a few minute as I have to get my equipment 
ready to go off on another mission.  I just had to send a short 
note to wish SM many happy returns of the day.  Golly, one 
year old.  It doesn’t seem possible but we will probably be 
saying that same thing when she is 21.

 I hope you are settled in your new house and that it 
wasn’t too much work for you.

*****

(This refers to the fact that Sharon and I had moved into Mrs. 
Charles Smith’s house in Lookeba.)

January 30, 1945

Went on a mission and came back and started building a 
house and if I do say so myself, it is coming along pretty well.  
Where I am living now is OK but it is pretty crowded so two 
of my buddies and I decided to build a permanent house.  At 
first we had quite a job getting all the lumber, nails, etc., but 
after seeing the right parties and after a little trading back and 
forth we finally have everything we need.

(Barter, trade and scrounging was a way of life when the men 
needed something they did not have for supplies were certainly not 
sent out to them from the States.)

The two fellows I am living with are Ed and Henry and 
I will be telling you more about them.  Henry comes from 
Mississippi and has an accent you could cut with a knife.  He 
is a quiet fellow and is going to be a nice one to room with.  
Ed comes from Iowa and you might say he is the brains of the 
outfit.  He moved to California and talks of that place like a 
true Californian.

(These two men who lived with Joe have remained friends with 
him all these years and in October of 1987 we met them and their 
wives in California for a week long house party.)

Last night before going to bed I was thinking of what a 
laugh we got out of SM when she used to wake up down in 
Hondo at 6 AM and bang on her crib.  She sure looked cute 
in her long nightgown and she never cried at all.

*****
January 31, 1945

Still no letters.  I am beginning to think they have 
forgotten APO 244.  I have to take a series of plague shots 
sometime this week and I do not look forward to it.

(Everyone carried his shot records with him at all times.  If a 
series of shots were required and one could not produce a record that 
showed he had taken the shots, he was simply given the whole series 
over again.)

I finally got paid today ($307.00) which was two months 
pay plus the flying pay I never received plus the travel pay and 
per diem that finally caught up with me.  I am going to send 
you a money order and later I will send some more.  I think I 
have to send the money directly to the bank as I was just told 
we are not allowed to send any personal money orders.  You 
gave me the name of the bank some time ago.  I think it was 
the Anadarko Bank and Trust Co.  Is that right?

*****

February 5, 1945

Just got back from one of those long flights ¬¬ same place 
we have been flying to for the last couple of weeks.  It is a place 

Joe and roomate, Henry
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we have been having a tough time taking.
*****

(The fighting in the Islands of the Pacific was very intense and 
although we did have some general news in our papers about this 
push, we got no specific news.)

February 8, 1945

I just finished listening to the news.  Reds are driving to 
Berlin [35 miles] Yanks are in Manila, and with all these 
raids it sure does sound good.  I only hope it keeps up.

I just realized I am getting to be an old man ¬¬ 28 years 
old today.  I hope we are together by the time the next one rolls 
around.

I expect a letter soon with APO 244 on it.  Ed got his 
first today and it took 13 days for his letter to reach home and 
another 13 for a reply.

*****
February 11, 1945

Three letters from you today and best of all they were sent 
directly here.  They were postmarked January 26 and 27 and 
only took 13 days to get here.

It doesn’t seem that you received my letters from Hickam 
Field (Pearl Harbor).  I stayed there five days before coming 
here.  They will no doubt catch up to you within the next 
month or so.

I am enclosing some Jap post cards that were taken from a 
dead Jap.  I have my eye out for one of those Jap swords.  They 
are pretty hard to get but there are plenty of Jap rifles here and 
we could hang one over the fireplace.

*****

(Since the letters were censored they were repetitious and as 
you can see by the above excerpts, the primary emphasis was on the 
receiving or sending of mail.)

February 14, 1945

About that mission I just came back from.  We ran into 
some of the worst weather I’ve ever been in and that is one 
thing a navigator dreads.  The funny thing was I wasn’t 
afraid.  I guess I was too busy to even think about it.  You 
never saw such lightening and rain 

in all your life and were we tossed around!  We had a 
Navy Captain and 6 Marine flyers who were shot down over 
Luzon, as passengers.  Later they said they didn’t know what 
scared them the most ¬¬ parachuting over Jap territory or 
their plan ride.  However, we got back OK which, after all, 
the main thing.  I wish I could tell you more about that ride 
but it will have to wait.  It was quite thrilling.  I didn’t think 
so at the time but I do now.

Just listening to Tokyo Rose on the radio and guess what 
she is playing?  “Ave Maria.”  It is funny to hear that coming 
from her.

*****

(Tokyo Rose was an English speaking, Japanese woman who 
broadcast daily from the Japanese stations.  Her program was 
designed to feed propaganda to the American troops as to their 
losses and their defeats in certain campaigns, and to encourage a 
loss of morale.  It really had the opposite effect for everyone among 
the servicemen made fun of the program, and generally believed the 
information to be completely untrue.  Germany had the equivalent 
in an English speaking, German announcer called Axis Sally who did 
the same thing in the European theatre.)

Japaneese bomber flying in forma-
tion
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February 16, 1945

You should be getting my mail pretty regularly now for I 
try to write every day that I am not flying.

I received the picture of you and Sharon Mary taken at 
Hondo and I like it very much.  I can’t wait until I receive 
the one you took on her birthday.  I can hardly believe she 
is walking already and that she has curls.  It hardly seems 
possible that she is running all over the place.

Time to listen to Tokyo Rose3.  I am going to like the way 
she is going to try and wiggle out of that plastering Tokyo got 
today from our warships and planes.  The news sounds good.  
Sure hope it keeps up.  Incidentally, keep your eye peeled on 
this theatre [that is all I can say].

*****

 February 19, 1945

Have just finished listening to the news broadcast and it 
seems they are having a pretty rough time taking Iwo Jima.  
The commentator compared it to Tarawa and Palieu and if 
that is the case the casualties must be high.  What makes me 
feel so bad about it, [that is, more than usual], is the fact that 
the Marines who are taking that place lived only a quarter 
of a mile from our camp.  Although we didn’t have much to 
do with them, we saw them marching and drilling along the 
road and they seemed so young and to think that maybe half of 
them    I don’t even like to think of it.  All I know is that they 
are the boys who are winning the war.

Last night just as I was about to start your letter one 
of the fellows came in and asked if I wanted to join a small 
poker game.  I thought I would play for an hour or so.  I also 

3Tokyo Rose boadcast

thought it would be small as far as stakes go but, my gosh, 
Jeanna, those guys play for big money.  I came in expecting 
to play for a nickel or dime and was I surprised to find them 
playing for one and two dollars!  I thought I would stay in as 
long as ten dollars held out [that would be about one pot] and 
five more than I intended losing.  We played until three o’clock 
and I won the first pot and when it was finally over I had won 
$197.00.  I never had so much money stacked up in front of 
me in all my life.

I am going to send some money back to you when I can.  I 
found out I can send back money orders for $100.00 at a time 
so you will get four of them.  If you have any left

over after paying your father and mine you might buy a 
war bond. 

Our tent is finished and it is great.
*****
February 26, 1945

I have so many things to tell you that I hardly know 
where to begin.  First, my mission.  It was one of the best 
Navigational jobs I’ve ever turned in and a good thing too 
because I was the only navigator for 12 ships.  We had to take 
11 fighters back from    can’t  tell you.  It was about an 800 
mile trip with one stop and the biggest thrill I’ve experienced 
since I’ve been over here, and I guess since I have been flying, 
was to come in with those eleven fighters on our tail with our 
destination right in front of us and my ETA not a minute off.  
I don’t think I have mentioned anything about the crew I am 
flying with.  I was only assigned with them about two weeks 
ago and they are to be my permanent crew members; that 
is the pilot and copilot are but the radio and crew chief are 
temporary.  The first pilot’s name is Casswell and the copilot is 
O’Mara.

Iva Toguri (Tokyo Rose),Sugamo 
Prison - March 7, 1946

https://youtu.be/Qf7rPYAczSk
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Now here is some news.  I found out from an admiral 
who was a passenger on our last mission that I’ll be able to see 
my brother Ed, within the next two weeks.  I had a feeling 
he was around here someplace.  He is about 400 miles away 
from here but I will be able to go down to see him.  Sure am 
anxious to see the old boy.  I might even be able to get a pass 
and be allowed to stay a few days.  Flying again tomorrow.  
We are off on another two day affair.  If you read the 
newspapers you will know why we are flying so much lately.

*****

(This referred to the attempt to take the territory held by the 
Japanese and this was accomplished by bitter fighting, Island by 
Island.)

March 4, 1945

It has been three or four days since I wrote you and hope 
it will not be that long again.  Here is the story    that is as 
much as I can tell you.  We have been flying every day now up 
to an Island that they are having quite a lot of trouble taking.  
It sure is an interesting hop, that is for the first two or three 
times that you make it but after that it gets pretty monotonous, 
especially if you fly as much as I have been doing lately.  Have 
I got things to tell you when this WIO (war is over).  Things 
I have seen and one in the past week    not dangerous but 
interesting as all get out.

The way you describe Sharon Mary’s antics, it’s almost as 
if I was back and saw her myself.  She must be a lot of fun 
and I would give anything to see her now.  Maybe when I get 
back we could “buy” another one and I could see her grow like 
Sharon is doing now.  Think we could?

*****

March 8, 1945

Here is some news.  A Sgt. just came by and said my 
application for a pass to see Ed went through and I’ll be able 
to leave tomorrow.  I never expected that the way we have been 
flying lately.  It is going to be great to see him.  I can hardly 
wait.  You know I haven’t seen him in almost two years.

This war news sounds good even to a pessimist like 
me.  The sooner it gets over with won’t be too soon for me.  I 
wonder what it is to live a kind of normal life again.

****

March 12, 1945

So much to tell you I hardly know where to start.  The day 
before yesterday I received my two day pass and flew down to 
see Ed.  I arrived and was told his boat had gone on a three 
day cruise.  You can’t imagine how disappointed I felt.  I was 
all set to go home when I heard a naval officer say he thought 
that was Ed’s ship coming into the harbor and it was!  There 
was a little delay and a few amusing incidents before I got out 
there.  However one thing that was quite funny    I went out 
to the ship on one of these Higgins boats that you hear so much 
about and when we pulled alongside they must have thought 
I was an Admiral or something because they put about 10 
searchlights on our boat and had three high ranking officers 
[Commanders] waiting for me when I got aboard.  Were they 
surprised to see me climb up the gangplank.  I saluted the flag, 
then the Officer of the deck [was told before going out there to 
be sure I did that] then told him I would like to see Ed [after 
asking permission first].  He put in a call for Ed on the ship’s 
loudspeaker and when Ed came down to put it mildly, he was 
kind of  surprised to see me.  We talked until two o’clock and I 
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met all of his buddies and his officers.  It was a shame I could 
stay with him only a few hours because we didn’t half finish 
our talk but there might be another time.

 If all goes well I receive my promotion before the week is 
out.  I got that news just before I went to see Ed.

I have some things to tell you about our mission to Iwo 
Jima [we are allowed to tell that according to our censor] but I 
will postpone that for another time.

****

(I asked Joe to write an account of his meeting with Ed in the 
South Pacific.  His account follows.)

This is to elaborate on some of the points I was not able to 
tell in March, 1945.

My brother Ed was stationed on a large aircraft carrier 
named the USS Randolph which, at the time of my visit, 
was located in the Harbor of Ulithi.  Ed’s ship was one of at 
least a thousand anchored there and all were to be used in an 
invasion of Okinawa and then Japan if it became necessary.

In order to get out to the Randolph I had (after landing 
on the island of Ulithi) to get a small boat to take me to 
the Navy recreation island called Mau Mau.  Beer was not 
allowed on any of the Navy ships but the sailors were allowed 
to go out to Mau Mau and drink all the beer they wanted.  
Needless to say, some of the sailors had consumed quite a lot by 
the time they got ready to go back to their ships.

From Mau Mau I had to wait for a boat which shuttled 
from the island to the ships delivering the crew members.

After a few hours wait, a boat which was taking about 
fifty sailors out to their various ships took me aboard.

By the time the men were delivered to their ships it was 
dark and we finally arrived at this immense carrier called the 

USS Randolph which,  was one of the largest in the US Navy.  
The Coxswain, a Petty officer in charge of our small boat, and 
I were the only ones left when we approached the Randolph.  
The Coxswain gave the wrong message to the Officer of the 
Day who was on duty.  When asked who was coming aboard 
he said “Air Force, Saipan.”  I found out later this was Navy 
parlance to mean the top Air Force General from Saipan was 
coming aboard.

As we laid by, the OD told us to stand by.  Soon this 
fancy ladder came down and search lights also came on.  As I 
climbed this beautiful ladder and got on board I saluted the 
American flag at the stern end, then the OD as I had been 
instructed.  Lo and behold, there were eight sailors all in white 
uniforms and another was blowing his whistle.  When the OD 
saw me, a 2nd Lt. with my fifty mission crush hat, he almost 
died.  Even the sailors went into a fit of laughter. 

The visit with Ed went great.  We stayed near the stern 
of the ship along with his buddies and talked and drank 
lemonade.  When it came time for me 
to leave, Ed wanted me to stay over 
another day.  Thank God I did not.  
Two hours after I left a Jap Betty two 
engine bomber carrying a load of bombs 
crash dived and took on the bow of the 
ship and was not hurt.  I believe over 
eighty were killed.

I found this out when I landed 
about five hours later at Saipan.  The 
next day I flew back to Ulithi and 
found out that Ed was not one of the 
casualties.

**** USS Randolph after attach
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(In addition to the account which Joe wrote of the attack on the 
Randolph, Edward Cummings has a book containing the history of 
the ship’s first year at sea which covered the period from October 
1944 to October 1945.  He sent me a copy of the account of the 
incident which I am including.)

On the night of the 21st of February 1945, enemy planes 
attempted, for the first time, to close in on us and that night 
we fired our guns for the first time in our own defense.  The 
enemy planes withdrew without attacking.

Our Task Group was detached from the main force and 
we returned to Ulithi, arriving there March 1st.  Through the 
10th of March we stayed at Ulithi replenishing and refueling 
except for a two day period which we devoted to flight and 
gunnery exercises.

The next night there was a movie on the hangar deck 
called “A Song to Remember.”  We may have forgotten the song 
but we will always remember that night, March 11, 1945.

At seven minutes past eight a twin engine Japanese 
bomber, of a type called Frances, which had slipped past the 
radar net and interceptor patrols, roared out of the night and 
crashed, loaded with bombs, at the edge of the flight deck, 
starboard side, aft.  At this moment, one showing of the movie 
was over and the other one was about to begin.  Men were 
getting up from their seats and others were moving in.  The 
explosion was terrific, a great hole was torn in the flight deck, 
a column of flame shot into the night air, smoke billowed, hot 
ammunition began to detonate, planes burned like torches and 
wounded and bleeding men lay on the hangar deck.  We had 
never faced an emergency like this before, but somehow we met 
it.

The fires were put out and the wounded carried to the sick 
bay.  Our casualties that night were 26 killed, 3 missing and 

105 wounded.  It was fortunate that we were at the movie in 
the forward part of the ship; otherwise the death toll would 
have been higher still. 

A huge repair job lay ahead.  Damage to the flight deck 
was only part of it.  Workshops and living spaces had been 
demolished, the hangar deck was buckled and there were 
shrapnel holes and flooding on both the second and third 
decks.  Previously most of the big ships had gone back to 
Pearl Harbor for major repairs but the ship’s force pitched in, 
working day and night with the personnel of a repair ship, 
the Jason, and by March 28, only 16 days later, the ship was 
repaired to the extent that she could again operate in combat.

*****

March 13, 1945

The fighting on Iwo Jima is going fairly well now but 
for a time there it was pretty rugged.   We went up there a 
few days after D Day and dropped ammunition and a few 
medical supplies by parachute and about a week ago we 
landed on the captured airfield.  Incidentally, being the first to 
land we had a photographer along and he took a lot of pictures 
of us dropping the parachutes.  You might see my picture in 
“Newsweek.”

*****

(These pictures were later published in “Brief,” the magazine 
published for the South Pacific military people.)

I was the censor officer today.  I keep telling myself it is 
something that has to be done but how would you feel if you 
read someone else’s mail.

*****



Chapter: 6  Love and Letters (15)

March 18, 1945

Your morning glories are coming up.  They are not 
blooming yet but we only planted them a week ago.  I did not 
think they would grow that fast.

(I had sent packets of seeds of flowers and vegetables.)

The other day when I took that long flight I ran into 
Admiral Nimitz.  I stood about five feet away from him.  
It seems he was just coming back from a conference in 
Washington and all the big shots were down at the field 
welcoming him back.  Admiral Kenny and General Hale were 
there and I didn’t have a camera along.

I am enclosing another money order.  This makes the fifth 
one. 

*****

March 24, 1945

Now for the most important bit of news.  Up to now I 
was not allowed to mention about it but now it is OK.  You 
remember when I visited Ed a couple of weeks ago    well a 
few hours after I left, a Jap plane made a suicide dive on his 
ship.  I can’t tell you the damage it did but it hit Ed’s gun 
position.  Luckily Ed and most of the crew were at the movies 
when it happened.  There is more to the story which I am not 
allowed to tell at this time.

*****

March 25, 1945

I started this letter and it is now the following day.  While 

I was writing, the CO got on the public address system and 
announced that the war with Germany was over and that it 
was confirmed at Pearl Harbor Headquarters.  Well, you can 
imagine the excitement that caused.  I immediately dropped 
everything to get near a radio but after waiting until nearly 
12 o’clock and no confirmation of it from the states I went 
to bed.  Got up this morning and found that some teletype 
operator, one of these practical jokers, had sent in that false 
report.  Disappointed is hardly a word to describe how I felt.

Well, there is one consolation.  It can’t last much longer.  
The way our boys are plugging along over there is really 
something. 

*****
 April 4, 1945

It seems ages since I have written to you but we have been 
flying every day for the past few days now, bringing special 
equipment up to different places and I haven’t had a chance to 
write.

I got back from Iwo Jima a few hours ago and there sure 
is a change in that place since I was last up there.  You just 
can’t realize the battle our fellows put up to take that place 
except maybe if you saw it from the air.  The shell holes, graves, 
etc.!  There is one large grave that seems to cover a third of the 
Island built in the shape of a cross and you can see it almost 
twenty miles away from the island.  I came back expecting a 
lot of mail but no good.  Every time there is an invasion it is 
held up.

*****

 April 5, 1945

I got woke up at 4:30 AM and told I was to go on a 

Brief magazine May 1945
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special mission and it was scheduled to be two days but the 
weather was so bad we stayed an extra day.

*****

 April 6, 1945

I came back from a trip to Iwo and came down with a 
case of Dengue Fever, but I am better now.  I am going on a 
rest leave to Hawaii sometime next month.  To get some decent 
food for a change will be a great.

*****

(The men were sent into Hawaii for R&R (rest and recuperation) 
leave after a certain number of missions.)

 April 7, 1945

I haven’t done much since coming back from that Iwo 
mission.  It was quite an exciting trip.  On the way up there 
we ran into a storm and started to fly on instruments.  That 
was all right only the radio compass went out and not being 
able to see the sun, I couldn’t use celestial and had to depend 
on my dead reckoning.  Well, let me tell you I started to really 
sweat it out and so did my pilot.  Just as my ETA was running 
out there was a break in the clouds and there was Iwo right 
under the wing tip.  I said more grateful “Hail Marys” than I 
have ever done in my life.

You should see our morning glories.  They really do grow 3 
to 5 inches a night.  You should see them right now    big blue 
flowers all over the place and now we have muskmelons too.  
We have about 15 and they are over three inches in diameter, 
with a lot more coming.

*****

April 13, 1945

It came on the radio that President Roosevelt had died.  It 
is the 13th over here but in the States it is the 12th.  A lot of 
people will probably think we are in for tough luck.  I hate to 
think of Harry Truman as President.  If only they had a man 
who knows what to do in a war time situation like this    a 
good General, for instance, would be my choice.

 *****

April 18, 1945

I think I will have more hours flying time this month 
than at any other time since I have been here.  You asked how 
many missions I have been on since I have been here.  Well, 
anything over four hours is considered a mission and in that 
case I have close to fifty and everyone has been 7 hours or 
more.  Mostly over.

Coming back tonight and just as we were about an hour 
out of the base I looked out and there was this small sub, half 
submerged and heading directly for a Jap held island.  We 
circled and watched it for a few minutes and then went in 
and reported it, not able to do anything else.

You should see our garden.  The morning glories are three 
and a half feet high.  The watermelons are spreading all over 
the place and the muskmelons are too.  There are flowers that 
are going great and the tomatoes need stakes to hold them up.  
As soon as I get some film I will show you.

*****

 April 29, 1945

Today we had another rumor that Germany had 
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surrendered.  You probably had the same report as it came 
from San Francisco.  After thinking it over I don’t care 
whether Germany surrenders or not.  They are licked now 
anyway and we can concentrate on Japan which is a very good 
thing.  Maybe now Russia will give them a taste of their own 
medicine which they are so good at handing out.  After all the 
misery they have caused I can’t help feeling that way.

 Here is some optimistic news.  The B 29 boys here have a 
pool up.  They are betting $20,000 dollars that the war with 
Germany and Japan will be over in 90 days.  I hope they are 
right but I doubt it.

*****

May 7, 1945

My month of being grounded is up so I expect a flight 
any day.  I only hope they don’t try to make up for all this 
time on the ground and fly me ragged.  My pilot had another 
navigator with him the other day and got lost    not really lost 
but they were over 150 miles off course.  He said he wouldn’t 
fly

another long mission until I come back.  I
only hope I can keep his confidence in me.
*****
May 8, 1945

No doubt by the time you get this the excitement of the 
Armistance will have worn off a little.  That is the newness of 
it but not over here.  Three fourths of the men are drunk and 
raising cain and the others are trying to get that way.

Isn’t it great to have that over with.  It will mean that 
they can get down to work now on the Pacific business and the 
sooner that is finished with the sooner I will be back with you 
and SM.

*****

May 13, 1945

I am finally on my way to Hawaii on the rest leave I 
was telling you about.  I think I told you I had a slight case 
of Dengue, didn’t I?  Well, after two days off I told the flight 
surgeon I was OK and I really was, I thought, so the following 
day I was put back on flying status.  I came back from a 
trip and really got myself a good case of the stuff.  I am now 
grounded for a month [so the Doctor says] but maybe I can cut 
it down to two weeks.

It will take four or five days to get to Hawaii with the low 

Navigators table inside a B 29.
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priority we have and it may be longer so if you don’t hear from 
me, you will know the reason why.

*****

May 16, 1945 Hawaii

Finally arrived after a hectic three day trip.  Came by 
ATC (Air Transport Command) and I can tell you it was 
really a pleasure just to sit in a plane and not worry about the 
navigation.

We are staying at a place called “Seventh Haven” a rest 
camp for combat crews and it is a beautiful place, Jeanna, but 
I guess any place that looked half civilized would look good to 
me after being on an island for the past four months.  Tonight 
I am heading into town and the first thing I am going to do is 
get myself a thick, juicy steak with french fries and onions.  I 
can almost taste it. 

Also in town I am going to try and call you and I will try 
to get it scheduled for the 19th of May.  No I haven’t forgotten 
that date.

*****

May 19, 1945Hawaii

I am so thrilled at hearing your voice again.  It was 
wonderful but it did make me homesick.

The rest camp where I am staying sure is doing wonders 
for me.  I felt sort of down when I arrived, no doubt due to 
the Dengue Fever but with all the rest and good food I am 
feeling fine.  You can do anything you like here, riding, tennis, 
surfing, golf and all sorts of things.  I am sending you some 
presents that I bought here and I hope you like them.

*****

(Joe did call on our anniversary and when he called I had a 
terrible case of flu and at the same time Sharon was sick with infected 
throat and ears.  The two of us managed for several days and by then 
it was apparent that we needed some help so Grandmother Duff 
came out for a few days until I could get over the flu and be up and 
taking care of Sharon again.  Although I did not tell him I was ill, the 
telephone call was a real blur to me with the high temperature I had 
at the time.  The gifts arrived and were lovely.  Joe sent a white shorts 
and top that was so stylish and I wore it while I was at Shelter Island 
later on that summer and it was a real pleasure to have.  He also sent 
two blouses and some things for Sharon Mary.)

 May 29, 1945

We got back from Hawaii this morning after a rather 
hectic four day trip.  We were held up because of poor weather 
on some atoll and had to wait until it cleared.  I did a lot of 
shopping and bought a beautiful radio which I hope I can 
take home with me.  Also got a small stove, some shoes, some 
new uniforms and my new bars.  When I got back I found out 
the papers for my promotion had been here almost a week.

With this war going on as it is, Japan being bombed etc. 
I can’t help but think and hope maybe they will give up soon 
and then we can spend all our time together again.

*****
May 30, 1945

I have been looking at the picture of you and our daughter 
all day and I just can’t put them down.  I can’t believe she is 
that big and I love the bow in her hair and those beautiful 
curls.  She is so pretty.  Has anyone told you that she is going 
to look like you?  I don’t blame everyone for raving about her.  
Typical parents, aren’t we?
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I forgot to say I stayed in the barracks at Hickam in 
Hawaii where so many were killed on December 7, 1941.

You should see our garden now.  The fellows tell me they 
have been eating muskmelons ever since I left and from the 
looks of it we should have lots more.  The flowers are coming 
along well and are blooming now.  The tomatoes are growing 
like crazy too.

 *****

(We were selling our house in Novato, California many years 
later.  A former Navy Captain who had been in charge of Saipan as 
Governor a few years earlier came to see our house with hopes of 
buying it.  As we were discussing Saipan he told us that the whole 
Island was beautiful and that it was covered with gorgeous blue 
morning glories that bloomed profusely every morning.  My one 
packet of seeds, which I sent to Joe in 1945, probably started that 
whole infestation of morning glories on that Island.)

June 9, 1945

Got back from a mission to Iwo Jima and for a change 
the weather was perfect.  They sure have gone to work on that 
place.  You would hardly know it was the same place that was 
full of bomb craters and shell holes a month ago.

*****

June 10, 1945

How is our 12 point little lady?  I told you some day she 
would be worth all that $2.00 a bottle cod liver oil we gave 
her, didn’t I.  Who would think she would be paying us back 
so fast?

*****

(This comment referred to the fact 
that the men were slated to return home 
on a point system and several things were 
assigned a numerical value.  For instance 
months spent overseas counted for a certain 
number, Air medal counted, as well as battle 
stars and a child counted for 12 points.  
Everyone was always totaling up points to 
see how many would count for rotation to 
the States.)

June 13, 1945

Just got back from a trip to Purlieu 
and after flying 13 hours and 10 minutes I am dog tired and 
this will be a quick letter.  The trip for the most part was 
uneventful.  We ran into a little weather but on the whole the 
trip was pretty nice.  We RON (remained overnight) at a place 
called Anguar    did you ever hear of that?

I thought I would have letters from you when I got back 
but it seems no one has been getting any lately.  I guess there is 
a war on or something.

*****

June 14, 1945

Henry just brought in a rumor that all 2nd and 1st Lts. 
who have over forty points will go back on rotation.  That 
is the phoniest one I have heard since I’ve been over here.  
Incidentally I now have 46 points and what I wouldn’t give to 
have that rumor come true.  I am supposed to take a couple of 
plague shots but had them postponed until next month when 
the whole squadron will get them.

*****

Tending the garden in Siapan
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(Mail, rumors, points and flying made up the content of most of 
the letters as you can see.)

June 18, 1945

This will be short tonight because of a little excitement we 
just had.  I won’t be able to write about it for a few days.

*****

June 19, 1945

The reason for that short letter was on account of an Air 
Raid and tonight I think maybe this will be short too. 

Went to a boxing match last night and when we got home 
we had no lights because after 10:30 at night the generators all 
go off and we have no lights.

I have just listened to Radio Tokyo.  According to them 
we might just as well give up now.  I will tell you about those 
broadcasts when I get home.

You asked what I thought about when the war will be 
over.  Well you know I am a pessimist but I believe this war 
will be over in 75 days (that is before September 7th).  Ed and 
Henry think I’m crazy with that prediction but here are my 
reasons.  The Japs have always been known to be a wonderful 
bargaining people and when the time is right I am sure they 
will throw in the towel.  I don’t think the time is right now 
for they know it will take a little time for us to get all the men 
and equipment over here from the ETO (European theatre 
of operations) to start an invasion of Japan and I think if 
they wait until the eve of the invasion of Japan they could get 
concessions on the peace terms and save a little “face” to have 
it prolonged that long.  Another indication that they know 
the war is lost is the fact that we have been taking so many 
prisoners lately.  I should say that is one of the best signs so far. 

You must remember that they haven’t a large secret police 
like the German Gestapo to make them fight to the end.  And 
if their Emperor Hirohito, or whatever his name is says to give 
up, why that is all they need.  The more I think of it the more 
I think it can’t last much longer.

*****

June 26, 1945

Your husband is a bloomin hero.  Just got back from the 
mail room with three letters from you and and order for the 
Air Medal.  I will send you a copy of the orders but I have only 
one copy and I need it when the General gives them out next 
week sometime.  There will be only 11 of us who got them (8 
officers and 3 enlisted men).  I will send you the medal as soon 
as I get it.  I will quote some of the order.  It looks good on 
paper.  “Award of AM by direction of the Pres. etc., etc.  The 
Air Medal is awarded to the following named Officers and 
EM, Air Corps, U.S. Army for meritorious achievement in 
flight from 1 January 1945 to 30 April 1945.  During this 
period the following named Officers and EM, each as a crew 
member, participated in many long over water flights across 
enemy held territory.  The men were in aircraft containing no 
defensive armament and in areas where enemy interception 
was probable and expected and despite adversities of weather 
and operating conditions etc., etc.

There is more to it but I will send you the orders in a few 
days.  Incidentally, you no doubt know that this gives me an 
additional 5 points don’t you?

I had a letter from Mother today and it seems some of my 
old buddies from the ETO area are already down at Shelter 
Island.  She is anxious to have you down there.

*****

Morning Glorys from Saipan
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(This was Joe’s first Air Medal.  He subsequently received three 
more Air Medals but these were given in the form of an oak leaf 
which was attached to the ribbon of the Air Medal.  The proper term 
was that he had an Air Medal with three oak leaf clusters.)

June 30, 1945

I will send this letter to Shelter Island as you should be 
down there about the time it arrives.

Surprisingly we did not run into much weather today on 
the flight.  The new fellows are just about broken in now and 
the old boys are going home so it looks like it is going to be 
back to the old schedule again as far as flying is concerned.  I 
got a letter today confirming the fact that you got the things I 
sent from Hawaii.

*****

 July 5, 1945

I am glad to hear about Henry C. coming home.
(Henry Cheverette had done his flying in the European theatre 

and came home when Germany surrendered.)

I bet he is tickled pink.  Imagine how it would be if I 
were on my way.

*****

July 6, 1945

At long last we had some rain to cool us off today and I 
must say they don’t do things half way out here for when it 
rains, it rains.  For a minute there I didn’t know Saipan from 
the Pacific.

I got my semiannual pay report from Uncle Sam today 
and I am going to owe him a small fortune in income tax 
when this is over.  I am not going to worry about that now.

*****

(All income tax was deferred while the men were overseas.)

I have an early morning flight to Iwo Jima and I will 
write as soon as I get back.

*****

July 8, 1945

That short flight I told you I was going on turned out to 
be longer than I expected.  We went up to Iwo and had to stay 
there overnight due to some rough weather.

Those fellows have it rough up there, Iwo I mean, food 
is terrible and the water rationed, rain, and this ash you 
probably have heard about that the island is made up of.  
They still have some Japs up there in caves who come down 
every once in a while and pay the boys a visit.  I can tell you 
that I was glad to get away from there.  I am enclosing a 7th 
Air Force patch that you can put in our scrap book.  We are 
attached to the Seventh.

*****

July 9, 1945

By the time you receive this you should have been 
down at Shelter Island for over a week.  I hope you are not 
disappointed but I think you couldn’t be.  It is still my favorite 
place and I still think it is beautiful.

A bunch of my good friends are going home tomorrow 
Air Metal
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after being over here 16 months.  I’d give a million dollars 
to be in their shoes.  In my case I have only 10 months to 
go and I hope it goes as fast as the last seven has.  One good 
thing about all this flying we have been doing lately is that the 
time goes faster.  I am off to Iwo again the first thing in the 
morning.

Let me know if you can get film at SI.  If not I can send 
you a few rolls    that is if I can get it past the censor.

*****

July 11, 1945

I flew again today    three days straight and believe me I 
am tired.

I have some news.  When I got back tonight the Adjutant 
(a Capt.) said he received an order yesterday to classify all 
flying officer personnel in the squadron.  Flight officers who 
have 38 points would be up for re classification, 2nd Lts. need 
42 points, a 1st Lt. 50 and so on.  These points have to have 
been received before May 1st.  I didn’t have the Air Medal 
then but I did have over 42 so it looks like I am in    if anyone 
goes back home on that system or if there is anything to it.  I 
will get the details tomorrow and I will let you know.

*****

 July 12, 1945

 Off on a two day mission tomorrow    that is five our of 
six days of continuous flying.

I found out today that the new plan I wrote you about is 
definitely official but as to knowing how it is going to affect 
anybody in this squadron, is still anyone’s guess.  Personally 
I doubt that I’ll get to go home any sooner as we are deemed 

essential, especially with the amount of flying we have been 
doing lately.  Everyone else feels the same way.  There is a 
possibility that they may come down to a year instead of the 
16 months that we have to stay here.  But I wouldn’t bank on 
that either.

Haven’t heard from you in three days.  The mail is slowing 
up again for some reason.  Maybe when I come back there will 
be some letters.  I hope.

*****

July 15, 1945

This has been the first day I have had off in almost a 
week and a half of steady flying.  Outside of going to Church I 
didn’t do a thing but hang around the house and read.

The weather has been terrible out this way lately and 
especially the flying conditions.  The last two missions we flew 
on instruments half the time and that doesn’t make for good 
navigation.  However I have had a little luck and have hit the 
target pretty well but it was just luck.  I haven’t been around 
here for the past few days and when I came back I had four 
letters from you.

About our bankroll.  As long as we have it we might 
as well enjoy it and besides I want you to have everything 
you need plus some extras.  Remember how we lived on a 
shoestring down in San Antonio and Hondo.  Let’s just live for 
today and worry about when tomorrow comes.  Of course we 
have Sharon Mary but she is so healthy she is no problem. 

Another early flight tomorrow.  I will write when I get 
back.

*****

(The mention of having luck in navigation was certainly not true.  
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Joe had an uncanny knack for navigation and was always in great 
demand among the pilots when they needed a navigator.  His ability 
at reading wind drift and navigating over water was far superior to 
almost any of the navigators.  He also graduated 1st in his class at 
Advance Navigation School at Hondo, Texas.)

July 18, 1945

The pictures of Sharon Mary came.  They are swell and 
she looks so big.  Just like a little lady too.  That hair and the 
bow are sweet.  Every time I look at the pictures it seems I 
just can’t stand being over here another 10 months.  I keep 
thinking of you and Sharon Mary and of how long it has 
been since I have seen you and how slowly the time is going.  
However lately we have been flying so much you can hardly 
have time to think.  I was supposed to fly today but the flight 
was called off because of bad weather.  However I am flying 
the same mission tomorrow.  That makes 10 out of the last 12 
days that I have flown so it gives you an idea of how busy we 
have been.

*****
July 21, 1945

I am writing this at 10,000 feet high above the clouds.  
We are on our way to Iwo Jima and as there is very little wind 
there is not much I can do except give the pilot a course and 
let him hold it until we run into some weather or have a wind 
shift.  Every once in a while as I am writing I will check the 
drift and check up on things.  Incidentally, there is a plane 
reported down between here and Iwo and when we near the 
spot we are going to fly a search to see if we can spot him.  We 
are the first plane to take off on this course this morning and if 
he is on our course we have a good chance of picking him up.  
I am anxious to see how this is going to work out.  I figure I 

am about eight miles off course so when we get about an hour 
out of Iwo I will give the pilot a correction.

 We just finished flying the search for 30 minutes and 
there is no sign of the plane.  Maybe they were picked up by a 
ship.  I hope so.

*****

(This was one of several letters 
I received that was written on the 
Navigator’s Log and Joe sometimes wrote 
on these if he had a few minutes to write 
a letter while he was flying on a routine 
mission that did not require constant 
attention to detail.)

July 25, 1945

I had intended writing you a long 
letter but Ed and I went off in a jeep 
this morning and took a long ride 
around the island, and when I got 
back I was told we were taking off on an emergency flight in a 
half hour.  All the navigators were up on the line and I had to 
rush to make it.  I don’t think I am allowed to tell you what 
the reason was.  By the way the crew that we were looking for 
the other day were (censored) by a destroyer.

I am so glad you like Shelter Island.  It is a beautiful place 
isn’t it?

*****

July 28, 1945

Here I am on another two day flight.  One of these days 
I am going to put some stationary in so I won’t be writing 

This photo’ taken 13 April 1945. B-29’s of the 874th (T-square) Squad-
ron based on Saipan, Marianas, passing north of Mt. Fuji.  
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on logs.  It is a beautiful day out and a pleasure to fly for a 
change.  The weather we have been having lately hasn’t been 
good but today you couldn’t ask for anything better.

Your letters have been coming in lately just fine.  I have 
been getting one each day for the past week which is better 
than having them come in bunches.  Hope it stays that way.

You sound as if you like Shelter Island and I am so glad.  
The way I talked about it to you, I thought I could have been 
prejudiced and you might not like it as much as I did.

I am so glad to know that Pop is feeling fine and enjoying 
himself.  Mother wrote that he was 100 per cent improved but 
I thought she was just making me feel good.  He is a grand 
person.  Best Dad a guy could have.  Of course I don’t ever tell 
him that or it might go to his head.  Right now he is probably 
in seventh Heaven having you there to talk to.

*****

(I did think Shelter Island was a beautiful place.  I was absolutely 
entranced with it as I think I mentioned in the account of that 
summer’s activities.  Joe’s father and I had many companionable 
hours that summer and I learned to admire him a lot.)

July 29, 1945

We are returned to Saipan now while I am writing.  
Before we made this trip we were given a Chinese flag to sew 
on our flying suit and Chinese money.  The money is worth 
about $28 dollars in American currency.  If I can get an extra 
set when I get back I will send them to you.  It will be nice to 
put in our scrap book.

(The flag was Chinese and the inscription promised a reward 
and money if a downed American was turned over to the American 

government unharmed.  I do not know where this flight destination 
was.)

This war news sounds good.  It is about time they 
announced some definite surrender terms.  I am only hoping 
they can talk the Japs into them.  Remember my prediction 
of September 6th.  Only I don’t feel too optimistic about that 
date now.

Back home at Saipan now and I will include the flag and 
money in the letter and a picture in the next.

*****

August 3, 1945

I am off again.  I got up this morning at 4:45 AM and 
with a long trip ahead of me I thought I would drop you a 
line in between my navigational duties.  It may not be a long 
trip after all as we have a terrific tail wind and a ground 
speed of 210 MPH.  Yesterday I traded some stuff for a Jap 
sword.  Pretty nice one too, I never use the stuff anyway so 
what better thing could I do with it.  I am not allowed to say 
what I traded but I imagine you can guess.

*****

(Each flyer was allowed a ration of liquor but since Joe did not 
use his he used it for trade and barter when he went to the different 
islands.  The sword is still with us.)

August 6, 1945

It looks as if my prediction of the war being over in 
September may come through after all.  I have just listened to 
a radio broadcast telling about this new atom bomb.  If it is 

He is a grand person.  
Best Dad a guy could 

have.  Of course I don’t 
ever tell him that or it 
might go to his head.
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only half as effective as they say it is why there won’t be a Jap 
left.  Not only that but think of the possibilities in the post war 
period if they can only harness that power.  We won’t need coal 
engines etc. at all.  You only need a little bitty atom.  Seriously 
though, and as Dad said in his letter, this war is a lot nearer 
over than a lot of people care to admit.  It wouldn’t surprise 
me at all to have them [the Japs] ask for an armistance.  Won’t 
that be the day though?

*****
August 10, 1945

I have been flying every day for the past eight days now.  
The war news sounds wonderful, doesn’t it?  I wouldn’t be 
surprised if it is over by the time you get this letter.

I’ve missed you so much lately.  Thinking of you on Shelter 
Island and me on Saipan makes it that way.

Before I forget, don’t get your hopes up about me coming 
home soon even if the war does end.  We will have to take 
everybody out of these Islands before we think of getting home 
ourselves.

(Referring to flying all supplies and personnel back to the States.)

It is a sorry state of affairs but that is how it is. 
The old boy in the weather office is right    we are going to 

hit a storm from the looks of things.
We are flying in new ships    C46s instead of 47s.  The 

navigator’s compartment is fixed up like a small office    
beautiful desk, radio equipment on the side of it so I do not 
have to use the pilot’s radio and there is a large window to look 
out of.  What more could a guy ask for.

*****

August 11, 1945

After sending you the letter yesterday saying the war might 
be over soon, I heard today that the Japs offered to surrender.  
It is funny but I can’t get too excited over it because you see I 
am going to have to stay over here for Lord knows how long.  
The best I can hope for is to be home for Christmas and even 
then it is a slim chance.

*****August 12, 1945

It looks like today or tomorrow will tell the story of the 
war being over.  Every hour we tune in the radio to hear the 
news broadcast and we expect to hear it end every time.  So far 
we haven’t been told what the status is    as far as going home 
is concerned but that will come as soon as it is definitely over.  
I hope.

It is going to be wonderful to be with you again.  I don’t 
know whether I could have lasted another 8 months out here.  
I am so glad you are having such a good time down at Shelter 
Island.  And that David is taking such good care of you and 
Sharon Mary.  Billy and David were always my favorite 
brothers anyway.

*****

August 15, 1945

Well, honey, this nasty war is finally over.  It makes you 
feel so thankful and good.  Right now practically the whole 
squadron is celebrating.  I can see where we are in for a hectic 
night.  I will save my celebration for when we can be together 
and you and I will have our own private party.

We have no idea when we will be going home.  Probably 
it won’t be less than six months through.  You see we have to 

“Blood Chit” issued in war. It states: 
“This foreign person has come to 
China to help in the war effort. Sol-
diers and civilians, one and all, should 
rescue, protect, and provide him 
medical care.”
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stay here and ferry personnel from Island to island and Lord 
knows how long that will take.  The only decent thing I have 
to look forward to is that they might start to work on that 
point system.  I have 65 points now    a lot more than I need.  
There is also the possibility that I might decide to stay in the 
Army    that would probably mean I would have to stay over 
here a little longer.

There were very few flights today but tomorrow’s schedule 
more than makes up for it.  I am off on a two day flight 
tomorrow.

*****

 August 16, 1945

It really is a red letter day isn’t it?  The Japs, surrender, a 
possibility that I might get home sooner than I expected and 
especially all those lives that will be saved by having it over 
rather than having an invasion.  For a while there it looked 
pretty bad.  You begin to wonder if it was ever going to end.  
Now the only thing to sweat out is how soon the Army will let 
me go home.

While down at Peleliu I picked up two monkeys, just tiny 
ones for $45 dollars.  I think I will keep one and sell one.  I 
call them Gib and Stella after Mother and Dad.

*****

(These monkeys offered much entertainment for all of the men 
in Joe’s outfit and eventually one was brought back  to Jackson, 
Mississippi by Henry Fuller and donated to the zoo in that city.  The 
letters for the next few weeks gave detailed accounts of the antics of 
these two monkeys.)

August 19, 1945

Some congressman just came on the radio advocating 
that all married men be allowed to go home soon.  About this 
rotation business    we have nothing but rumors.  How they 
do fly.  The latest is that we are going home within forty days.  
What a laugh!  Here is something that is true however.  We 
are to be issued the Presidential Citation this week sometime.  
No one seems to know whether it counts 5 points more or not.  
Speaking of points, I made a mistake when I told you I have 
76 for it is really 67.  I counted 18 for overseas and it should 
have been only 9.  However it is still plenty to get out of here.

*****

 September 1, 1945

The CO got a telegram today asking how many men we 
had overseas who had been here over a year and how many 
men we would need to replace those in the squadron if they 
were to leave.  There have been no orders issued but it looks 
like we are to stay here at least a year before we are allowed to 
go back.  If this is true looks like I might be home sometime in 
January.  The best part of it is that they are working on some 
plan and have not forgotten us.

Last night for some reason I couldn’t sleep and I kept 
thinking of all sorts of things    whether I should stay in the 
Army or of what we should do.  When I got up this morning 
I went over to see the Colonel about the regular Army.  He 
told me about the directive showing that the men who join the 
regular Army will not stay here any longer than those who are 
not interested.  I signed the application saying I was interested 
in having a regular commission.  He said about three quarters 
of the officers have asked to stay in so far.

*****

Curtiss C-46 Commando 
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(This was not the first time we had discussed staying on in the 
service and it had appealed to us for various reason any time we 
talked about it.)

September 3, 1945

Nothing new to report today except the War Department 
lowered the point system to 80 for enlisted men plus 8 more 
one can add for the time since May 12th.  Up to this month 
I have 76 with 10 more expected within a month or so.  I 
have two battle stars for Okinawa and Iwo Jima.  Here is how 
they add up.  36 points for 3 years in service, 18 for 9 months 
overseas, 12 for Sharon Mary, 5 for the Air Medal, 5 for the 
Saipan battle star and that is 76 with a potential 86.  As soon 
as I get those 10 I am putting in for a leave.  I don’t expect it 
to go through but I won’t lose anything by trying.  Incidentally 
my 86 will be the highest in the squadron with all the older 
men going home.  One other thing, we got another ribbon too.  
It is the Philippine Liberation ribbon.  It is red and black and 
looks like the DFC (Distinguished Flying Cross).

*****

September 15, 1945

You have probably wondered what happened to me the 
last four days.  Remember I told you we were going down to 
Pelelui a few days ago.  Well the going down part was OK 
but the next day when we were half way back they told us 
to proceed back to our base as there was a cyclone hitting 
Saipan and Guam.  Turned around and went back to Peleliu 
thinking we would be able to take off in the morning but it 
just wasn’t to be.  We had to stay two extra days.  This morning 
we talked to the operations officer into clearing us and I was 
sorry we did for awhile because the weather was pretty bad.  

However it looks like we are through the worst of it.
We are bringing a bunch of high point men to Saipan, 

then they are getting a ship to the States.  I just eat my heart 
out every time I look at their happy faces.  We have been away 
from Saipan so long that I hope we have good news for us 
when I get back.

As I am writing this you should be on the plane heading 
back to Oklahoma.  Hope it goes well and that you had a nice 
trip.

*****

September 16, 1945

I am on my way to Tokyo!  I have often thought to 
myself that to make this overseas business complete I would 
like to have a trip to Japan and here I am on my way.  Last 
night about five o’clock I was writing you a letter when the 
operations officer came in and asked if I would like to be 
his navigator on a trip to Tokyo.  I had about a half hour to 
change my uniform and get my equipment in order before we 
left.  I brought along about $100 dollars and hope I have some 
time to do some shopping.  Before we took off we were briefed 
as to what airfield we are to land and this old boy said the 
Japs would give the shirt of their backs for American cigarettes 
so we stopped to buy some.  All I could get were 7 cartons.  I 
should be able to trade them for some silk hose for you.

This is the first time I have flown this course and it is over 
1,600 miles so I have to stay on the ball.

Big rumor is going around this plane that we have been 
requested to go home.  The copilot swears the whole squadron 
will be processed within the next few weeks.  If it could only be 
true!

*****

Stella, the pet monkey

Henry Fuller  and Stella
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September 10, 1945

We are on our way back after the most exciting trip I 
think I have been on since I have been over here and that 
included Iwo Jima too.  We stayed over at Kisarza for 4 
days due to bad weather and in the meantime visited Tokyo, 
Yokahama, Choisi, Yokosuka and several other cities.  Got a 
lot of presents for you and for the folks.

It has been about five hours since I started this letter but 
we ran into some weather and I had to stay right with the 
navigation.  This run takes about 9 hours and it is not bad 
when it is clear but when you are socked in    Gad!

We took pictures of the Imperial Palace, the Grand Hotel 
and of all the Japs.  We also did a lot of shopping but I am not 
sure what I will have until we divide it all up.

There were so many interesting things that happened but 
meeting those people was an experience in itself.

*****

September 21, 1945

On my last trip to Iwo, we brought back some US 
prisoners of war.  They sure did look terrible.  When you hear 
those stories of how the Japs treated our men, believe them for 
they are all true.  This one old boy was on the Death March 
from Bataan and he told me just what they did to them.  I 
will tell you about it someday.  Here is an interesting thing 
that he mentioned.  He said that the fellows between the ages 
of 20 to 24 gave out on the march and died along the way but 
men between 24 and 36 held up best.  The ones over 36 didn’t 
fare so well.  I wonder why?

*****

September 25, 1945

I was called into the orderly room and told that I was 
going to be the transportation officer for the group.  It seems 
that while I was away on the last trip the orders came through 
for Lt. Lester, the Trans. officer to leave for home (98 points 
and 30 months overseas).  I told the CO I didn’t think I knew 
enough to do the job and I was flying a lot but he said he was 
going to get me an assistant and for me to do the best I could.  
Last night I got the whole motor pool together and explained 
the new set up.  There are about thirty men under me and I 
hope it continues to run smoothly.

*****
 

September 28, 1945

I am on my way to Ulithi.  It is a pretty fair hop because 
it only takes a day but the bad thing about it is that you have 
to get up at 4:30 in the morning.

That last rumor about us getting 25 new crews happens 
to be true.  We were told last night at our officer’s meeting 
that they will be here in a day or two.  On account of the new 
crews coming in our CO is putting the names of the fellows 
who have spent a year or more here in for rotation.  If that 
goes through I suppose the earliest possible time I could be 
home would be three or four months from now.  We had a 
bunch of the old guys leave two months ago and they are still 
in Hawaii waiting for a ship to take them back to the states.  
It gives you an idea of how short they are for transportation.  
I hope when the time comes for me to leave that situation is 
cleared up.  

Outside of my navigation I have never had a job I enjoy 
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more than this transportation officer job.  I was over there all 
day yesterday and really had a good time.

*****

September 30, 1945

The reason you haven’t been getting my letters lately is 
on account of all the transports being grounded due to the 
occupation of Japan.  We are on the alert now to bring out the 
Allied prisoners.  I am anxious to see that place and I hope I 
go.

*****

September 30, 1945

We are on the way back from a two day trip and Ed is my 
pilot.  So far all my ETAs have been right on the money and I 
hope it keeps up for the rest of the trip.  So far the weather has 
been terrible but it looks like it might clear up ahead.

 Just before taking off from our last (Ulithi) we saw a 
Curtis Helldiver crash into the sea.  The pilot got out all right 
but we sure did sweat him out for awhile.  It seemed ages until 
we saw him inflate his life raft.  No sooner did he do that than 
the ship went under.  We waited around for a few minutes 
until a crash boat came out and got him.

*****

October 8, 1945

After have some RONs (remain overnight) and a few 
cyclones we had this past week addition to my being the 

transportation officer, I have been kept busy.  The motor pool 
really took it on the chin because of the cyclone.  You probably 
read in the papers how it hit us without any warning and 
it damaged or destroyed all of our planes except three.  Took 
about 90 per cent of our tents out to sea but our stood up.  
Almost all the trees are down and it more or less wrecked the 
place so you would not recognize it.  I was taken off flying to 
see if we could get our trucks and Jeeps going and we are just 
catching up now.

*****

October 8, 1945

Here is a rumor I heard a few days ago.  One of the Sgts. 
who works on the line said he was in operations and he said 
he saw a list of five Lts. who were on orders for promotion to 
1st.  He said my name was on it.  It sounds like a phony story 
for the rule is that you have to be in grade 18 months before a 
promotion.

The rumors are still floating back and forth about when 
we will go home.  As far as I can see I doubt that it will be 
before Sharon Mary’s birthday, much as I hate to say it.

*****

October 10, 1945

This is the first time I have flown in a long time and I 
am just as glad.  Now that the war is over, the less flying I do 
the better I like it.  I think I told you that we got 11 more 
navigators in the Squadron.  Now they can take over but one 
thing is that they will never fly as much as we did the past 
three or four months.

The latest rumor is that the CO is going back to Hawaii 

Toyko Japan 1945
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to see if he can fold up this Squadron and send us all home.  
We are losing so many enlisted men that if we don’t get 
replacements soon it will fold up by itself.  Practically all of 
them who have been with the Squadron originally have over 
60 points and that is all the enlisted men need to get out 
this month.  Before the end of the month I should have some 
definite information.

Last night after the flight Ed told me that the adjutant 
confirmed that rumor that I was on the 1st Lt.  The orders 
went in two days ago.  They have to go to Hawaii where they 
send them on to Washington, then back here.  It might be a 
month or so until they are back.

*****

October 15, 1945

I flew Saturday and Sunday and did not have a chance 
to write you.  The old navigators are checking out the new 
navigators who have just come in the squadron and you don’t 
have much time to yourself.  Something came over the teletype 
that is good news as far as I am concerned.  It said that all 
rotation is out and that the men will go home on points alone.  
I think I am about the 3rd highest officer in the squadron 
with high points too.  What put me so far ahead of the others 
is my air medal, battle stars and most of all Sharon Mary.  
You see she is good for something after all.  Remember how we 
used to give her all the expensive cod liver oil and wonder if 
she would ever be worth it.

I won’t be home right away.  If my orders came tomorrow 
I would still have to wait for transportation.  Our CO left for 
Hawaii to find out just what Headquarters intends to do with 
this squadron.  He should be back in another week or two and 
we will have some definite information as to when I will get 
out of here.

*****

October 22, 1945

First of all I will tell you the good news.  We are to go 
back to Hawaii within the following month.  I am sorry to 
say it is not to go home.  We are to fly inter island missions but 
here is good news.  We got the Okinawa medal today which 
means I have 5 more points and right now we need 75 points 
and I have 72.  I hope by the time you get this letter they have 
reduced it.

Sunday
I gotback from an unexpected flight to Ulithi a half hour 

ago.  I guess this was my last flight today.  When I came back 
today we were told we were definitely going to Wheeler Field 
sometime next month.  There is also a rumor going around 
that we were also recommended to go back to the States.  I 
haven’t been back long enough to check that out.  The way 
these rumors have been flying lately are unbelievable.  I figure 
my chances of getting back by Xmas are getting slimmer by 
the hour.  However I also believe it won’t be much longer after 
that.  They are bound to lower the officers’ points pretty soon.  
I keep telling myself.  We had some bad weather on this last 
trip so I am glad this flying is over.  I can tell you it sure was a 
relief to step out of that ship today and say to myself that that 
finishes my work here on Saipan.

*****

(This mission made the total missions flown in the South Pacific 
ninety, totaling 650 combat hours.)

October 23, 1945

I have lots of news for you.  Last night the CO came back 
and we had a staff meeting this morning.  He said that the 
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Squadron probably will move to Wheeler Field sometime next 
month.  Also he said as far as officers are concerned no one 
will go home on rotation [16 months] but will have to go on 
points.  Right now I need 75 and I have 73.  I am hoping the 
number comes down because if I get up there in Hawaii it will 
be tough to get out, points or no points.  There is a possibility 
that we may get the Iwo Jima Battle star sometime this week.  
If you ever prayed before, pray for that star.  It will mean the 
difference in my going home now or waiting at least 3 or 4 
months more.  We are waiting for a teletype now and by the 
time you get this letter we should know.

*****
October 23, 1945

Every time I think of you and Sharon Mary I get so 
homesick I don’t feel like doing a thing.  Of course this new job 
of mine keeps me busy and the time goes faster but even that 
is getting on my nerves.  It wouldn’t be so bad if the war was 
still on but with it over and the officers with 75 points leaving 
this morning and here I am with 73 it is a little too much!  
There is a hope though and that is we still haven’t heard about 
the Iwo Jima battle star.  No news is good news I hope.  That 
promotion of mine came through yesterday.  I saw the orders 
myself and it is no rumor.  I am tickled.

We are still planning on being in Hawaii by the 15th of 
next month.  We will probably fly up there.  If we don’t and 
take a ship it will take us at least two weeks.  Gad, I hate to 
think of being on a boat that long.

*****

November 4, 1945

I think this day will go down in history.  I know I will 

never forget it.   Word came in today that we were awarded 
the Iwo Jima battle star which gives me enough points to go 
home!!!!!

It will be a little time before I leave this place but the 
main thing is the wheels are in motion for that good old 
promised land.  There is a good possibility of me getting home 
before Xmas.  Out of 122 officers there are only eleven of 
us who have the required number of points.  [Who said she 
wasn’t good for something after all] 

We got some bad news yesterday.  The teletype said that 
because of the 9th Troop Carriers’ good record the squadron 
will stay out here in the Western Pacific and run a sort of 
air line between Saipan, the Philippines and Japan.  That 
business about going back to Hawaii is out for the squadron as 
a whole.  If you think I felt bad you should see some of the boys 
with the low points.

Another telegram just came in and we were awarded 
another couple of medals.  It is the World War II victory 
medal [no points] and the Philippine Liberation medal [still 
no points].  That means I can wear the World War II, Phil. 
Liberation, American Theatre, Air

medal, Navy commendation [don’t laugh now    the Good 
Conduct] and I guess that is all.

*****

November 11, 1945

This will be short but it is to confirm that last letter I 
wrote.  It is true and I am off to the States.  Well, not yet 
exactly but I will be soon.  It just happened that we were lucky 
enough to get up to the shipping area when there were not too 
many officers waiting so instead of waiting two or three weeks, 
we will get off right away.
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The last two days I have been really busy.  I shipped two 
foot lockers to Lookeba    Lord knows when they will get there.

From all accounts I am to be shipped directly to Ft. Dix, 
NJ.  I will call you as soon as I get to the states and I will try 
to get routed through Oklahoma but I doubt that I can.

If you care to, you could come with me to New York and 
then we could go back to Oklahoma after my discharge or if I 
get leave and stay in the Army we could do the same.

One other thing    you can have my uniforms ready too for 
all I have are these cotton ones and not a winter one.

If things go according to schedule, I will be here two or 
three more days and then add 16 to 20 for the trip to the 
coast.  Another 4 or 5 days for the trip to Oklahoma or New 
York.  I will send you more information before I leave.  If you 
do not hear from me you will know I am off to the States.

*****

November 10, 1945

I am still sweating out a ship.  It doesn’t look as if we will 
get out of here before Monday or Tuesday but considering the 
length

of time the other officers have spent up here we are very 
lucky.

*****

November 13, 1945

I thought we would leave this place yesterday but it doesn’t 
look as if we are going to get out before the end of the week.  
We have a ship coming in tomorrow and I am hoping.  I will 
drop you a note just before we board one.  It will give you an 
idea just how soon you can expect me.

Just in case the other letter I wrote you got lost, I will 
repeat some of the plans I suggested to you.  First, as you know, 
I am ordered directly to Ft. Dix, New Jersey.  I wondered if 
you could pack up and send everything to New York that you 
need and I could meet you up there. 

I expect to arrive there about the beginning of December.  
If there is any reason why you can’t go, why just forget the 
whole idea and I will come back to Oklahoma.

*****

November 18, 1945

I have put off writing you the past few days because I 
thought I would be on a ship by now.  In fact, I thought I 
would be half way across the ocean but now I am a little 
uneasy that I won’t be home for Christmas.  If things go all 
right I hope to be out of here this week sometime and that 
might be in time to make it.  The reason for the delay is that 
there are so few officers and so many enlisted men.  Where they 
used to ship 80 to 100 officers at a time, on a ship, now they 
only send 6 or 8 on them now.

I have been thinking of my suggestion that I meet you 
in New York but what do you say we change that and I go to 
Lookeba.  Meeting you in New York would be the logical thing 
to do but lets be a little crazy.  We have more fun that way.  
Besides I could be there to help you pack.

 I thought I could go to New York and if I get my 
discharge at Ft. Dix, I could fly or take a train to Lookeba.  
If I sign up for the regular Army it still wouldn’t make any 
difference in our plans.  What do you think?  Whatever you 
want to do is all right with me.  I will call you as soon as I 
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arrive and you can tell me what you plans are then.
I sent two footlockers to Lookeba.  There is a radio and a 

bunch of dirty clothes in one.  Should have washed them but 
there are no facilities [not even a tub] here to do them.

Speaking of clothes    you better get my uniforms out, for I 
will need them.

There is a rumor that there are to be four ships coming in 
tomorrow.  If that is true I should make it.  I don’t expect it to 
be more than a week at the most.

*****

November 19, 1945

I am so excited!  I got my orders tonight [about five 
minutes ago] that I am sailing tomorrow night on an APA 
which is a pretty fast ship.  It is supposed to take about 14 days 
to get to the coast.  We are taking over 1,100 enlisted men 
with us and I am the assistant adjutant.  I just got the news.  
I am assigned to take about 300 men back to Camp Shelby, 
Mississippi before I head back to Ft. Dix.  I guess it will be 
best to call you when I reach the coast and we can make some 
plans from then on. 

 I have to pack now and get ready for tomorrow.  The next 
time you hear from me will be by telephone from L.A.

(Joe actually arrived in San Francisco.)

As you can see by the last few letters, we were not sure what to do 
when Joe arrived on the west coast.  However, he found out when he 
landed that he was (as he had indicated in his letters) slated to go to 
Ft. Dix which was the Army post adjacent to New York, his so called 
“home of record.”  Upon inquiring, he also found out that he could 

change his home of record to any other place he chose as long as it 
was closer to his re entry port than Ft. Dix.  He designated Oklahoma 
as his “home” and that is the reason the plans were changed and he 
came straight to Oklahoma.  I remained in Lookeba until he arrived 
about mid-January in 1946.

WW II bunker on Saipan beach
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This was the first time I 
had ever left my daughter 

and I was not sure she 
would survive without me.

Chapter 7

Adding Some Kids
Virginia
 •  Fort Lee

Arizona
 •  Chandler- Williams Field

 •  Florence- German POW cam

Texas
 •  San Antonio-Randolph Field, 

Oklahoma
 •  Durant, Clinton and Hobart

Texas
 •  Pasedena, Ellington AFB

South Carolina
 •  Shaw AFB

With that break in the commentary, I will continue, although 
I realize many things are going to seem repetitious after 

reading the portions of the letters.  Perhaps this will serve to give a 
different viewpoint on the same occurrences that Joe was recounting 
in his letters from Saipan and I was recounting from a small town in 
Oklahoma where Sharon Mary and I lived.

As I think of it now, this was a pretty confusing time for all of 
us.  Joe had written with a suggestion that I meet him in New York 
but that made no sense in view of the fact that he was coming from 
the west coast and straight across the US so we gave up that plan.  
He was given 30 days leave and was told to report to San Antonio 
to pick up his orders for his future assignment.  Grandmother Duff 
agreed to keep Sharon Mary while we went to San Antonio to collect 
the orders at the reassignment center which was probably at Kelly 
Field.  This was the first time I had ever left my daughter and I was 
not sure she would survive without me.  However, we went down to 
San Antonio by train and stayed on a few days and had a marvelous 
time visiting all our old haunts that we had explored when we were 
first married.  That city is really lovely and every time I have visited 

it, I have felt like I was coming home.  Joe’s orders were for him 
to report to Ft. Lee, Virginia, where he was assigned to the Army 
Supply and Quartermaster school.  The attempt was made to assign 
the men who indicated a desire to stay in the service to a School that 
would train them for a job in the peace time Air Force.  It was the 
attendance at this school that eventually caused Joe to be assigned 
to the Commissary Field.  Grandmother Cummings was pressuring 
Joe to come back to New York to see the family and I suppose she 
finally decided he was  not coming at that time so she came down to 
Oklahoma to see him.

She had traveled up and down the east coast from New York to 
Florida many times but had never been west of New York City at 
all and she really thought she was going to find a wild and rugged 
country when she made the decision to come to Oklahoma by train.  
I remember she arrived with diamond rings secured in a pouch 
fastened to her bra because she was sure that someone was going to 
rob her en route.  She was amazed to find that we lived in a fairly 
comfortable home and that the Indians were no longer raiding the 
towns.  While she was visiting I gave a dinner party for her, with 

Road trip with new Jeep The family grows
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bridge afterwards, so she could meet some of my friends and she 
really decided that she was not out of civilization after all.  It amuses 
me now to think of what sort of conversation went on among her 
friends when Joe announced that he had married this Oklahoma 
girl when Oklahoma was certainly the wild frontier as far as she was 
concerned.

When it came time for her to return to New York, she insisted 
that Joe go back with her to see his father.  I don’t think she could 
believe that he did not intend getting out of the service and returning 
to New York to live.  Frankly, I do not think she ever forgave us for 
our decision to not return to New York.

We had lots of conversation about where we would live and what 
we would do and our conclusions made it evident that Oklahoma 
would be a poor choice because there was nothing about that place 
that was familiar to Joe nor not much of an occupation that he could 
pursue that would enable us to make a living there.  We discussed 
his going to school under the GI bill and that sounded attractive but 
by this time the colleges and universities were already crowded with 
returning servicemen so we decided to wait awhile to consider that 

option.  New York was completely foreign to me and the idea of 
going back there to live in the City sounded like a terrible plan.  
Employment on Shelter Island, which was essentially a summer 
resort, was pretty well nonexistent so finally we decided to try 
remaining in the service and to see what that brought about.

Sharon Mary and I stayed on in Oklahoma while Joe attended 
the school at Ft. Lee and at the conclusion of that school he had 
orders for Williams Field near Chandler, Arizona.  He returned to 
Oklahoma and we made plans to go to Arizona.  We had no car and 
certainly could not buy one then for they were just not available at 
any price.  All consumer goods were in short supply or nonexistent 
and the factories had not yet made the transition from war time to 
peace time manufacture.  We were on a bus going to Oklahoma City 
to visit Grandmother and Granddad Duff when we saw this light 
green Jeep in a showroom window as we passed through El Reno.  I 
suppose every serviceman who had any experience with the Jeep was 
enamored with the performance of that vehicle.  Joe went back to 
El Reno the next day and found that this particular Jeep was for sale 
so he bought it on the spot.  I think we paid $1,3001 for it.  Finally 
we had transportation and orders and we proceeded to pack up and 
head for Arizona.  It amazes me to think that we packed crib, small 
chest of drawers, high chair, toys, clothing, dishes, linens, books, and 
etc. all in that Jeep and started out on our big adventure.  We had an 
absolutely wonderful trip.  We had lots of time and could stop and 
start as we saw fit and Sharon Mary was a good traveler.  We were 
covering an area of the country we had not seen before so it was all 
very exciting.  We followed route 66, which was made famous by 
Steinbeck’s book, Grapes of Wrath, all the way to Arizona.

Roads were narrow and two lane and the towns very far apart.  
Motels were miserable affairs and scarce and restaurants few but we 
meandered along and did exactly what we liked and had a good time.  
I remember one terrible but amusing experience.  We had stopped 

1 $17,431 in 2016 dollars

Joe and mother January 1946, 
Brooklyn

Route 66 picture of Native Americians in New Mexico on road 
trip to Arizona, 1946

First car, Willys Jeep
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on the edge of a gully or canyon and decided to walk out across the 
desert and see what it looked like.  Joe was carrying Sharon Mary on 
his shoulders.  Somehow he stepped on a bit of gravel or soft dirt and 
slipped and started to fall.  He held on to Sharon for dear life and 
managed to keep her upright but he fell right on a huge cactus.  It 
was really painful and it took days for us to pick all the thorns and 
small cactus barbs out of his thigh and seat.

My cousins, Jack and Ruth Darnell, had friends in Chandler 
who offered to rent us a room in their home so that worked out very 
well.  This was quite a large house near the base and there were other 
young Air Force couples who also lived there.  Williams Field was a 
beautiful base and we had a pretty easy schedule so we explored all of 
that area of Arizona.  We were also able to visit my cousins whom I 
had known for all of my life so that was pleasant.

We were at Williams Field only about a month when a 
requirement came in to the base for an officer who had a supply MOS 
(military occupational specialty) to go down to Florence, Arizona to 
run a laundry at a former German Prisoner of War camp.  This was 
an interesting situation.  The German POW camp was located right 
out on the desert near Florence and had been in operation since 
early in the war.  It was administered by the Army and the prisoners 
who were confined there were kept busy by running a bakery and 
operating a laundry.  The POW camp was half way between Williams 
Field and Davis Monthan AFB at Tucson, Arizona which meant that 
the bakery products and the clean laundry could be taken by truck 
to serve the needs of both of the bases.  The Army was vacating the 
POW camp and turning the equipment over to the Air Force.  The 
plan was to hire civilians to replace the prisoners and these people 
would then operate the facility and would continue to supply the 
two bases with services.  The need was for two officers who had the 
required MOS to go down to Florence, to sign over all supplies and 
equipment from the Army and to hire civilian workers as soon as the 
remaining prisoners left.

This was a far cry from flying full time as a Navigator but we had 
been well indoctrinated in following orders so we packed ourselves 
up and drove across the desert to Florence.  Another Lt. and his 
wife went at the same time to fill the other needed slot.  There was 
housing on the POW camp grounds but we had no furniture and 
the houses were larger than we needed and besides that we could rent 
a place in town for less than the amount of our housing allowance 
which we would have given up had we 
lived in government quarters.

We rented a small, furnished, two 
bedroom house, which was certainly 
all we needed and we settled in.  I 
remember that Sharon Mary had been 
a terrible sleeper and I had never gone 
through a night since she had been 
born without being up two or three 
times to calm her down, cover her up or to comfort her when she was 
restless.  The first night in our new house, I slept through the night 
and woke at about 7 AM to realize that I had not heard Sharon at all 
through the night.  I leaped up and raced into her room, thinking 
something terrible had happened to her but there she was sleeping 
soundly.  I could not believe I had finally reached a point in my life 
as a parent (after 2 years) where I could sleep through the night again 
without being disturbed.

We had been at Florence but a short time when Joe signed for all 
of the equipment and supplies and the Army, under the command of 
a Colonel Lee, made plans to vacate the camp.  They had a big party 
before leaving and we were invited.  It was quite an affair with all 
cooking and serving done by the German prisoners.  I took Sharon 
Mary, of course, and at one point one of the German prisoners asked 
if he could take her and hold her awhile.  The prisoners were so 
enamored with that blonde blue eyed child that they could not leave 
her alone.  I had a few qualms about letting them get their hands on 

Florence’s prisoner of war camp
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her but it was obvious that they adored her so I finally relaxed and 
they played with her and passed her from one to the other half the 
evening.

We used to go out to the bakery quite a bit and the German 
prisoners showed me pictures of their families, asked me to mail 
letters home for them, which I did (against all rules).  They were very 
anxious to know which zone of occupation they would be in and 
usually had no information on this so I also took newspapers and 
magazines out to them (again, against the rules) and it became hard 
to remember that these young men had any connection with the 
Germany army we had fought so long.  They seemed no different, 
individually, than our own servicemen and they were just as homesick 
and just as anxious to have word of their families and friends as our 
own people were.

The POW camp was a miserable place, with watch towers and 
barbed wire fences, and Arizona was so hot that I wondered how 
they survived during the summer.  They certainly could not escape 
because to do so, they would have had to traverse miles of desert and 
that would have been impossible with no map and no knowledge of 
the country.

I remember one story about those prisoners.  Some of them 
were sent out to pick cotton and this they refused to do because, 
according to the Geneva Convention, which was supposed to govern 
the treatment of POWs, they did not have to do anything that would 
aid the war effort.  The ones who refused to pick the cotton were 
taken out on the desert, put in a tent with flaps down and the guards 
were told that if anyone showed his head, he was to be shot.  With 
the temperature at about 110 degrees, the protest was soon over.  I 
think there is a certain amount of cruel treatment of Prisoners of 
War no matter how civilized the country may be and our actions 
in this case bear this out.  However I also do not think our German 
prisoners were subjected to the starvation and sadistic treatment that 
our own people suffered at the hands of the Germans and of the 

Japanese.
We were in Arizona about two months more and we enjoyed 

being there.  We used to drive out on the desert and watch the 
amazingly beautiful sunsets and we joined forces with some neighbors 
one weekend and went miles up a dry canyon to have a picnic where 
we located the site of the first saloon in Arizona, which had been set 
up in a cave in the mountains.

We spent many evenings after the sun had gone down and the 
day had cooled off sitting out in front of the houses and chatting, 
with our neighbors and we had all sorts of interesting stories.  It 
was there I heard the details of the Death March on Battaan, from 
a man who was a prisoner for 48 months.  He told us that when 
he was captured he estimated it would be at least 2 years before he 
was released but that if he had known the time would stretch to 
four years, he simply could not have faced it.  He also told us that 
the younger men who were on that march frequently gave up and 
died but that the men who had wives and families would not quit 
and persisted against all odds, so determined were they to get back 
home to their families.  This man could sit for hours, oriental style, 
by squatting back on his heels.  He had learned to do this because 
the encampment area where he was held was so filthy that the men 
could not sit on the ground for fear of contamination, infections and 
disease.      It was in Arizona that we realized that Sharon was past 
two years old and unless we had another child soon, there would be 
too much space between the children, so we ordered another baby.  
Simple, we thought, so we just put our finger on a date and Janice 
was surely conceived on the most gorgeous moonlit night Arizona 
had ever seen.  I always thought there had to be a special blessing for 
a child conceived with so much love and at such a beautiful time.

A week later I was suffering with morning sickness and I knew 
our system had worked only too well.  Unfortunately, about the 
same time we got orders for a move to San Antonio and I became 
more miserable by the day.  I packed personal things in between 
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entertaining Sharon and lying on the bed wondering if I would 
survive.  The Air Force came to pack up household goods and we 
loaded the Jeep with luggage for the trip and were off.  It was already 
very hot and that trip was not one of my best.  By this time there 
were so many people on the move across the country that the few 
motels were booked by 3 PM in the afternoon and it was frequently 
impossible to find accommodations of any kind.  I suppose the 
reason for so many travelers was that servicemen were returning 
home, getting discharged, and seeking new locations, jobs etc.  I 
am not all that sure of the reason but the roads were certainly more 
crowded than when we had driven to Arizona a few months earlier.

We did a really dumb thing on that trip too, which we never 
repeated in all our subsequent moves.  We had saved quite a lot of 
money while we were out on the desert because we were so isolated 
that there was little to spend money on anyway, so before we left 
Arizona we withdrew all the money and carried it with us in cash.  
I remember on the first night we drove in to Showlow, Arizona 
which was a lovely cool spot up in the mountains.  The motel we 
found was really spartan but we were so tired we thought that was 
all right and then we discovered that there was no lock on the door.  
In addition to having no good way to secure the door, there were 
people tramping around and past the cabin all night and we were 
really nervous about that.  We found out the following morning that 
Showlow was hosting a big regional rodeo and the people tramping 
around our cabin were probably a pretty harmless bunch who had 
assembled for the event.  Nevertheless, with that thick packet of 
money, we were not very comfortable with the idea that any of those 
people could have walked into the cabin any time during the night.  
We were glad to be on our way the following morning.  As we drove 
through Albuquerque, it was shortly after lunch so we decided it was 
too early to stop and that was another mistake.  There was simply no 
place with a vacancy sign and we drove and drove and finally pulled 
off the road at about 10 PM and decided we had to rest awhile.  We 

had put Sharon’s mattress from her crib into the back of the Jeep so 
she could nap and rest there so I slept beside her but Joe was very 
nervous about the fact that the Jeep had only canvas curtains and no 
way of locking the vehicle.  He decided to lie across the front seats 
and rest awhile before we drove on.  We were miles from civilization 
but there were people walking up and down all night and others 
pulling off the road to rest awhile too so again we did not feel all 
that safe with that packet of money (all we had) in our possession.  
At barely sunup the following morning I peeked over the front seat 
to find Joe sprawled out across the seats, sound asleep, but with his 
unsheathed Japanese sword clutched in his hand.  (When the men 
came to pack our household goods, it would not fit in the footlockers, 
which was what they used for packing 
our possessions.)  Had anyone 
approached that Jeep, I am not sure 
who would have been hurt worse, Joe 
or the approaching stranger.

We drove on into Oklahoma to 
visit a few days before going on to 
San Antonio.  While I was there Man 
gave me the best present I think I 
ever received.  He had found that one 
could sign up on a list for purchasing 
the Singer sewing machines that the 
company intended putting on the 
market as soon as possible.  He put his 
name on the list and when we arrived 
in Oklahoma, he had waiting for me the little Featherweight Singer 
sewing machine that I used for years and years.  I never had anything 
that was of more value to me and it was only one of the many things 
that Man bought for me when he decided an item would make my 
life easier or more pleasant.

Our orders were for Randolph Field, which was about 25 miles 

Randolph Field, San Antonio, Texas 1945
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out of San Antonio, and this was considered one of the best bases in 
the Air Force.  In fact, it vied with Hamilton Air Force Base near San 
Francisco for the title “The Country Club of the Air Force.”  We were 
thrilled to be going to this assignment and pleased to be going back 
to the San Antonio area.We remained a few days in Oklahoma and 
then drove on to San Antonio and we found that place absolutely 
crowded beyond belief and housing almost nonexistent.  With all 
the military installations around that area and the fact that the newer 
bases had no housing for their personnel, the whole situation was 
terrible.  Many people were pouring into San Antonio, having been 
reassigned there, and of course with the long separations finally over, 
they brought wives and families along.  Joe reported in to the base 
and was out house hunting in all his spare time and I was doing the 
same thing during the daytime while he was at work.  We were living 
in a hotel but even there we were limited to staying but 7 days at a 
time.  Joe went out one afternoon to try and rent a room that had 
been advertised but the woman refused to rent to people with a child 
and let it be known that she much preferred to rent to a man without 
family    her reasoning being that he would be out of the house all 
day and would use the room only for sleeping.  Joe was so angry that 
he listened to her story and finally his parting shot was “Frankly, 
lady, we aren’t even married!” and he turned on his heel and left her 
with mouth hanging open.  Finally Sharon got an infected throat 
and we were no nearer finding a place to live than at the beginning.  
I had to remain in the hotel because I could not take a sick child out 
house hunting so I too her by train to Oklahoma City until such 
time as she was well and Joe had been able to find housing.

The solution to our housing problem was to buy a small house 
trailer which was parked in a larger trailer park about 4 miles out of 
San Antonio.  The trailer was quite new, clean and convenient and 
we felt it was going to be completely satisfactory, so I returned by 
train with Sharon and we settled in quite happily.

The one drawback to the place was that the trailer park was 

located right on one of the busiest highways in the vicinity and this 
required constant supervision of Sharon and even so we were always 
nervous that she might get away from us and get to the busy highway.  
We finally found a farm yard out near Randolph that had spaces for 
8 trailers so we made arrangements to move the trailer out there.  We 
were about a mile from the base and we parked the trailer under a 
big pecan tree which afforded a spot for a swing and a sandbox for 
Sharon.  The showers were spotless and the other people who lived 
there were congenial so we thought we were very fortunate to find 
such a choice spot.  Our address was Schertz, Texas.  This was a 
tiny little town adjacent 
to the farm where we 
settled our trailer.

There was one 
very amusing thing 
that happened.  We 
had just barely got the 
trailer set up and were  
unpacking our things 
and congratulating 
ourselves on finding 
such a choice spot then 
it sounded like all Hell 
broke loose.  There was 
a horrendous racket and 
we realized that above us 
WA a right of way for the 
railroad and this railroad 
had about 20 trains a day 
roaring past.  They all 
blew their whistles and clanged their bells at the exact spot where 
they passed our trailer.  It was so crazy that we dissolved into gales 
of laughter and decided that if others lived there we could too and 

Trailer in San Antonio, November 1946
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we certainly did not intend trying to find another place to live.  As 
it happened, we got used to the trains and learned to suspend all 
conversation until the trains passed and we ignored the rattling of 
the dishes and all the noise.   It even got so we could sleep through 
it all.

We had a small medical clinic at Randolph but the OB patients 
were sent in to Ft. Sam Houston hospital where a whole floor of that 
huge Army Medical Center was devoted to maternity care.  This was 
a model program for the military and the staff was doing some very 
successful work with a new type of anesthetic for childbirth resulting 
in an impressive record for trouble free deliveries and healthy babies.  
It was considered the best in the service   so we felt fortunate to have 
such excellent care while I was expecting the new baby.

It has always seemed to me that any time we felt that life was 
routine and uneventful, something happened to dispel this notion.  
In our case, we had made the decision to remain in the Air Force and 
felt we would be settled for quite some time but suddenly the Air 
Force announced that there was no need for the many officers, who 
had served as Pilots and Navigators, in the Peace Time Air Force so 
there was to be a big reduction of people in this category.  A plan 
was devised whereby officers who chose to stay on in the Service, 
could relinquish their commission and reenlist in the Air Force for a 
specified length of time with the rank of Master Sergeant, which was 
the top grade in enlisted status.

Again, we were faced with an important decision.  After much 
conversation, we took 6 weeks leave and went to Oklahoma to join 
Elloween and AB at my parents’ home for Christmas.  I remember 
that Christmas as a very happy time but we were pretty unsettled 
as to what we were going to do.  It took very little time before we 
realized we really missed the comradeship of the Air Force life and 
we did not see much that appealed to us in civilian life.  I think one 
of the things that has always made the Air Force attractive to us is 
the variety of fine people we have been privileged to know.  There is 

great diversity but there has always been concern and loyalty and true 
friendship from so many people along our paths as we moved from 
place to place.  At any rate, we were in Oklahoma but about two 
weeks when we gave up any thought of getting out of the Air Force.  
We went straight back to Randolph and Joe enlisted in the Air Force 
as a Master Sergeant.  It was customary for a man to be transferred 
upon making the transition from Officer to Enlisted status but we 
were determined to remain there until the baby was born so I could 
have the advantage of care at Brooks General Hospital.  Joe asked 
for a waiver to remain at Randolph and this was granted.  He was 
assigned to a supply section and our lives settled down to a somewhat 
normal routine.

Fabric and baby clothes were still in short supply but we found 
out that there was a mill at New Braumfels and we used to go over 
there and buy mill ends of fabric and I was able to use my new 
sewing machine to make the baby clothes and also to make new 
clothing for Sharon as she needed them.

I checked into the hospital early one morning and after several 
hours it became evident that the baby’s arrival was going to be a 
very slow process.  Joe stayed at the hospital much of the time, 
running back home to check on Sharon who was being cared for 
by our neighbors.  Finally the second day had elapsed and Joe was 
sent home by the doctor who felt that labor had almost stopped 
and that nothing was going to happen any time soon.  Joe was 
probably not out of the hospital parking lot when I went into hard 
labor and I was taken straight to the delivery room.  An amusing 
thing happened there.  I realized there were three men lined up along 
one wall, watching all proceedings.  Not only were they in full dress 
uniform but they even had their hats on.  I had been assigned to a 
Colonel Zimmerman, the head of the OB section, when my records 
showed that my first pregnancy and delivery were difficult and he 
was demonstrating the use of the caudle anesthetic to these visiting 
doctors from other hospitals while giving me and them a running 
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commentary about what was going on.
Suddenly Colonel Zimmerman asked me how I was feeling and 

I was disgusted for I thought all the contractions had stopped.  Not 
so, the pain was completely gone, which I thought was a miracle, 
and Janice was born just before midnight on March 16, 1947.  
She was worth the time I had spent in the hospital for she was a 
beautiful baby with hair longer and blacker than any other baby in 
the hospital, including the little Mexican babies.  The nurses always 
had her hair combed into a curl on top of her head and a pink ribbon 
tied firmly in place when they handed her to me for feeding.  I made 
the discovery that Janice was just as beloved as Sharon had been and 
I also, to my amazement, found that there is always enough love to 
go around and you do not deprive one child by extending that love 
to another child.

We had our new daughter baptized Janice Lynn in the Randolph 
Base Chapel with our friends, and neighbors, Glen and Ann Nesbit, 
as Godparents.  She wore the same christening dress that Sharon had 
been baptized in three years earlier.  As to the name, we decided on 
a first name with a J sound and somehow Janice sounded fine with 
Cummings.  We tried all sorts of middle names and the day after 
she was born, someone in the hospital ward mentioned Lynn and it 
suddenly seemed to fit as a simple and easy to spell middle name.  I 
always thought it was a good choice.

So many of the lower grade enlisted men had been discharged 
from the service when the war was over that there was a need to 
fill these positions and an active recruitment program was begun.  
Men, who met certain requirements, were encouraged to apply for 
recruiting duty and had some choice as to location.  Joe found that he 
qualified so applied for this duty and asked for Oklahoma, thinking 
it would be nice to be located close to my family, and Janice was but 
2 weeks old when his orders and assignment came through.  He was 
to go to Durant, Oklahoma, which was down in the Southeastern 
corner of Oklahoma.  He had to report within a few days to take over 

the recruiting office in that location.  Man and Mrs. Smith were so 
anxious to see Sharon and also to see the new baby that they offered 
to drive down to San Antonio and to help me make the move to 
Oklahoma.  They arrived when Janice was just past two weeks old 
and when they saw her it was love at first sight.  They stayed on 
and Man helped me sell the trailer, deal with the base transportation 
office to have our household goods packed and shipped and they 
drove us back to Oklahoma.  I had been nursing Janice but with 
the move and all the related stress, I had nothing to feed her so I 
provided her with the same formula that I had used with Sharon 
and this was a good solution to her unhappiness.   She turned into a 
happy and placid baby overnight.

We rented the upper floor of a big house in Durant and bought 
our first items of furniture other than baby furniture.  This consisted 
of bedroom furniture, dinette set, and a bed for Sharon and as far as I 
remember, that was about all.  We had a huge living room but simply 
left it unfurnished.  The rooms were large and there were lots of big 
windows so this was a pleasant and attractive place. 

We had one worrisome thing happen when Janice developed 
a severe cold and I was worried sick about her.  I finally installed 
her in a sunny bedroom and kept her there where the temperature 
was constant and did not take her out of that room for nearly two 
weeks until all signs of her cold were gone.  Probably she would have 
recovered without this sort of care but I doubt that I would. 

While we were at Durant, we had a call from Man that Mrs. 
Smith had died of a stroke so we went up to Lookeba for the funeral.  
We were there several days and I was able to help run the house and 
handle a lot of the details and to assist Man in many ways.  Mrs. 
Smith was buried in the Lookeba Cemetery beside her daughter 
Margaret.  It was a sad time for Mrs. Smith had been a loving friend 
to me for many years.

We returned to Durant and I decided to take some of the fabric 
I had bought at the mill at New Braumfels, to make curtains for the 

Janice 4 months old
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house.  I measured those big windows and cut and sewed yards of 
ruffled curtains and they looked beautiful.  I had just climbed down 
off the ladder, after hanging the last curtain, to answer the telephone 
and it was Joe telling me he was to be moved to Hobart, Oklahoma, 
to take over the recruiting office there.  He had been extremely 
successful in his recruitment in Durant and his commanding officer 
wanted someone in the office at Hobart who could possibly do as 
well there.      The curtains came down and the household goods got 
packed up and we went to Hobart.  I was back in a more familiar part 
of the state since we were about 80 miles from Oklahoma City and 
perhaps 40 from Weatherford.  We were also probably 40 miles from 
Lookeba and being near Man was nice for all of us so we viewed this 
move as a real plus.  We rented a small three room apartment and 
when we settled into the apartment it was fine but as the summer 
progressed, the temperature began to exceed 100 degrees every day 
and the apartment was on the west side of the building.  I used to put 
the playpen out under the big shade trees and we spent much of the 
afternoon and evening outside because the apartment was stifling.  
We had no air conditioner and the two small fans we had did little 
to make us more comfortable.  However, there was one plus in that 
summer.  Joe was finally able to procure a washing machine for us.  
Consumer goods and all appliances were still in short supply and 
the procedure was to sign up on a list for any item that was wanted.  
Joe decided there had to be a way of handling that situation in a 
more expedient manner so he went up to the appliance store and 
offered to pay cash for a washing machine and in addition he agreed 
to buy an automatic ironer as well as an electric blanket, which was 
a completely new item on the market.  That was too much of a 
temptation for the appliance dealer so the items were delivered at 
once.  I finally had a washing machine after having washed every 
item we had used, by hand, since we were first married.  This was a 
wringer type Maytag but I did not care what it was.  It worked and 
my life was certainly made easier from that day onward.  Months 

later we decided to try the electric blanket, which had been gathering 
dust on the closet shelf and to our amazement, it turned out to be a 
wonderful item to use.

Joe was running the recruiting office in Hobart and he was very 
successful in his work.  He was under the jurisdiction of the main 
office in Oklahoma City and he consistently recruited more men for 
the Air Force than any other recruiter in the state.  We were, for all 
purposes, living as civilians since we were 45 miles from the nearest 
military installation which was at Ft. Sill, Oklahoma.  We did go 
there about every month or so to buy large amounts of groceries 
from the Army Commissary but that is about all the contact we had 
with active duty military people.  We made some good friends in 
Hobart and it was there we met Modena Palmer Owens, Ed and 
Clara Bivins, Lorena and Lonnie Eales, Clara Neal and several other 
people you will probably remember.

Man was very lonely and got in the habit of driving over to see 
us frequently and used to end up staying several days at a time.  We 
loved having him visit and we sometimes went to Lookeba to spend 
the weekend with him, at which time I usually managed to clean 
the house and get things in order for him.  He certainly had enough 
money to afford to have someone clean his house but he had such a 
strong sense of privacy that he did not want a stranger there.  Mrs. 
Smith’s possessions remained pretty well as they were while she was 
living until I sorted and packed some of them away and finally Phil 
and Inez came home and took care of others.

When Janice was 9 months old I had a miscarriage that was 
frightening.  We had gone over to Uncle Henry Darnell’s farm to 
see my cousin Collie Darnell Paxton because she was in the last 
stages of cancer and while we were there, I began feeling wretched 
so we came straight back to Hobart.  Sometime during the night, 
when I got out of bed, I fainted and fell on the floor so Joe got me 
back to the bed and called the doctor who sent an ambulance out to 
take me to the hospital.  Sharon had been born a month premature 

Joe recruiting in Hobart, OK



Chapter: 7  Adding Some Kids (10)

and I had experienced some trouble when I was three and a half 
months pregnant with Janice and had spent several days flat in bed, 
so I was not surprised that this pregnancy presented difficulties also.  
However, besides losing the baby, I hemorrhaged so heavily that I 
was very weak and Grandmother Duff came out for a few days until 
I could be released from the hospital.  We were notified that my 
cousin had died but I was not able to go to the funeral.  In fact, I 
was so anemic and weak all that winter that I think every germ that 
passed by lit on my head so it was a long time before I began to feel 
strong and well again.  I used to put Sharon beside me on the bed 
and gave her a big stack of books which she looked at or I read to 
her, and I put Janice in the playpen beside my bed so I could talk to 
her or hand her toys and we three spent many days in that manner.  
I remember that as a difficult winter but by spring I was fine again.

The lower floor of a big house across the street became vacant 
and we moved from our small apartment to this place.  This gave us 

huge rooms with high ceilings which were always cool in summer, a 
front porch and a very large yard for the children.  There were many 
shade trees and a sidewalk where Sharon and Janice could safely ride 
their tricycles and push their doll carriages.  It was a good move for 
us and we bought enough furniture to finish furnishing a bedroom 
for the two children as well as the living room.

We joined a square dance group and tried that awhile and we 
learned how to cope with the tornado warnings that came with the 
spring storms.  Janice was so frightened whenever she heard the sirens 
blowing that we used to run full speed to find her and to pick her up 
and comfort her at the first blast of the siren.  I was certainly a lot 
more concerned about what these alarms were doing to my children 
than what the tornado was going to do to us.

We took some leave and went to New York in October to visit 
the Cummings grandparents and we had a wonderful trip.  We went 
up to Massachusetts to see Henry and Violet and I remember that 
trip as being very beautiful.  I had never seen New England in her fall 
colors and I was entranced.

After his discharge from the Coast Guard, Billy Cummings had 
remained on in New York, living at home and working at some sort 
of job.  He became more and more nervous and finally checked 
himself into the VA hospital on Long Island to ask for some help.  
He had been there for several months when we arrived in New York.  
We went out to see him and he seemed to be doing well and when we 
saw Billy’s doctor, he seemed to think the progress was encouraging.  
We talked about the possibility of having Billy return to Oklahoma 
with us, thinking a change might be good for him but with two small 
children in the house and with our lack of knowledge as to how to 
cope with mental problems, we decided against checking him out of 
the hospital.  We have both felt we really missed an opportunity to 
help Billy by not taking him to Oklahoma with us.

We saw Jackie and Henry and their daughter Heneretta in New 
Jersey and had a good visit with them.  They had just bought the first 

Billy Cummings

Shelter Island, working on the farm in WWI, Stella, Joe Sr. and David
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TV set that had been put on the market and Joe was amazed at this 
new appliance and was counting the days until TV sets would be 
available throughout the country.

When we left New York, we took a leisurely trip home, stopping 
off in Washington DC for some sightseeing.  I still remember my first 
sight of the Lincoln Memorial and of how impressed I was with it.  
We made our way down the Skyline Drive through the Blue Ridge 
Mountains and that route was amazingly beautiful in late October.  I 
remember one charming country inn where we spent the night and 
although we still remember it as being in Virginia, neither of us has 
ever been able to remember the small town where it was located.  
Every time we have made a trip across country through that area, we 
have hoped to find it again but have never done so.

David Cummings accompanied us back to Oklahoma and he 
was astonished at his first trip away from the East Coast.  It was fun 
to see this part of the country through his eyes.  The reason for David 
coming back with us is not clear to me but I think the draft was 
being reinstated and Grandmother Cummings was determined that 
David would not go into service.  Her plan was that if he received his 
draft notice, she would return it with the notation that he no longer 
resided at 9th St.  I presume that Joe and his parents discussed the 
situation and decided that he should come back to Oklahoma with 
us.  I am sure I took no part in the decision and I had no idea why 
David did not enroll in one of the many schools in New York nor 
did I know who came up with the plan that he would return with 
us and enroll in a college in Oklahoma.  He stayed with us until 
the beginning of the second semester and enrolled at Southwestern 
at Weatherford, finished out the school term, and returned to New 
York for the summer.  During the two and a half months until the 
second semester started, David drove me crazy with teasing Sharon 
and Janice and generally acting like an irresponsible teenager.  One 
day I got so aggravated with him that I told him that I hoped he 
would be married some day and that he would have one child right 

after the other and then perhaps he would understand how to deal 
with children.  This became known in the family as “the Curse” and 
David finally did just what I told him I hoped he would do.  He was 
married to Marie and they produced five girls and four boys in about 
ten and a half years. 

It was good to be back in Hobart after our long trip and life 
settled into a simple routine with Joe, busy in the recruiting office 
and my days filled with caring for my two daughters.

Janice was a real delight and she was a precocious child in every 
way but for talking.  She understood everything that was said to 
her and she completely toilet trained herself when she was about 14 
months old.  She could hum a tune when she was much less than 
two, but she talked almost none.  Finally one day she found out 
what her voice was for and she started talking in a strange deep bass 
voice and within a very few days, she had progressed from words to 
phrases to sentences.  She was so intoxicated with her ability to talk 
that she woke early and talked nonstop until nap time and by then I 
was exhausted at the constant chatter.  She was certainly making up 
for the months she did not talk.  She had gorgeous black curls which 
contrasted with Sharon’s long blond hair. 

Sharon had been plagued with upper respiratory infections 
all her life and Janice seemed to have more than her share of ear 
infections.  While we were in Hobart, both children became ill at the 
same time.  Sharon had pneumonia and Janice had another terrible 
ear infection.  Our doctor felt that Sharon should be hospitalized so 
we called the Ft. Sill hospital and they made arrangements to admit 
both children.  I was expected to stay in the room with them which 
was the policy in that hospital and of course this is what I wanted to 
do.  The pediatrician advised that Sharon’s tonsils come out as soon 
as she was over the pneumonia.  They recommended X ray therapy 
to shrink Janice’s tonsils, which was a new method of dealing with 
a child who was considered too young to have the tonsils out.  We 
did not have the broad spectrum of antibiotics as we have now, so 

The Skirvin Hotel at the corner of 1st 
Street and Broadway in downtown 
Oklahoma City is the city’s oldest 
hotel
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treating the children was not quite as simple as it is today.  I will be 
eternally thankful that I did not agree to the X ray therapy for it was 
only in later years that it was found that children so treated had a 
very high incidence of thyroid cancer. 

I think we were in the hospital for a week or perhaps more and 
finally both children were much improved and were dismissed.  We 
took them into Oklahoma City for a consultation with another 
pediatrician who thought that the X ray treatment was not the proper 
thing but that Janice and Sharon should both have the tonsils out.  
When we got back to Hobart, our own doctor agreed and Sharon 
was operated on at once and got along very well at 5 years of age.  
Janice was barely two and it was a terrible decision to let a child 
that small go in for surgery but we felt we had no choice since all 
three doctors anticipated that she would have a permanent hearing 
loss until something was done soon.  A friend of ours, who was a 
registered nurse, came to the hospital with us and when the doctor 
came out of the operating room carrying Janice in his arms, still 
unconscious, I was reassured by having Evelyn Darby, a good friend 
and very competent nurse, there to help supervise her recovery.  As I 
think of that time, I do not think I was ever more frightened.  Janice 
recovered rapidly so the bad time was over soon.

Sharon started Kindergarten at a little private school called Mrs. 
Fergerson’s School.  She loved going but I missed her so much.  She 
and I had gone through a lot together in her short life.

Joe and I had to go into Oklahoma to a statewide banquet and 
meeting for all recruiting personnel and I had been asked to give a 
speech to the group which would present the wife’s viewpoint on an 
assignment to the recruiting service.  We had the huge ballroom at 
the Skrivin Tower Hotel in downtown Oklahoma City, which was 
the most elegant hotel in the city, and there were perhaps 400 people 
present.  I did the speech but by the time the evening was over I had 
another of the terrible sore throats I had been troubled with since 
I had been in college.  When we got back home, Dr. Braun, who 

was our friend as well as our doctor, told 
me I had to have my tonsils out also, 
but he warned that it was a very painful 
operation for an adult.  At that stage, 
I was ready to do whatever I could to 
be rid of the sore throats so I had the 
surgery.  Dr. Braun did not exaggerate 
about the discomfort but I survived and 
was glad to have that problem solved.  I 
am fairly certain that I probably infected 
the children many times over with my 
chronic sore throats and probably if I 
had had the first tonsillectomy, they 
might not have had theirs at all.

We had always felt that three 
children made up the perfect family so 
we decided to try for another.  Dr. Braun 
told me that a new medication had 
come out that was supposed to be very 
effective for preventing miscarriages and 
he started me on this medication, DES, 
before I ever got pregnant and continued 
it for several months afterwards.  Like 
the X ray therapy that was proposed 
for Janice, I found out to my horror, in later years, that daughters 
of women who took DES2 had to be very concerned about a high 
incidence of cervical cancer.  Of course, had anyone known these 
facts, the medication would never have been used.

Things seemed to go along pretty well when I became pregnant, 
but for my usual morning sickness which seemed to extend all day 
and to last the entire nine months but despite all this we were thrilled 
to be having a new baby.  Grandad Cummings died when I was 

2 DES American Cancer Society

Joseph B. Cummings, Senior, 1943 at the Burns Cottage, Shelter Island, NY

http://www.cancer.org/cancer/cancercauses/othercarcinogens/medicaltreatments/des-exposure
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about 4 months pregnant and we decided I could not go to New 
York with Joe but I did drive into Oklahoma City to pick him up at 
the airport when he returned from the funeral.  That evening I was 
rushed off to the hospital by ambulance with a threatened miscarriage 
and I remained in the hospital for almost a week.  By then the doctor 
allowed me to go back to Hobart but I was very limited in what I 
could do.  We managed somehow for we were determined to have 
that baby.  Joe used to go off to work after locking the doors securely 
and I would spend much of the time on a day bed in the dining room 
where I had a clear view of the entire house.  I could supervise Sharon 
and Janice from that spot and the children could bring clothing etc. 
to me as I needed the items to care for them.  I could always read 
to them and did for hours at a time.  When I reached 7 months I 
relaxed for I presumed a baby born at 7 months had a good chance of 
survival and probably my peace of mind contributed to my getting 
through the next months with little trouble.

Joe had been told that he was going to be moved up to the 
recruiting office at Clinton, Oklahoma, which was 40 miles from 
Hobart.  This was a larger office and it was felt that the opportunity 
for recruiting men for the Air Force would be better in a larger place, 
so we not only had a new baby to look forward to but we had a move 
coming up.

I knew Ann was due close to Sharon’s sixth birthday so I had 
an early birthday party for Sharon and when January 26th came it 
seemed an appropriate birthday present for Sharon that she had a 
new little sister.  I had gone into the hospital at about eight o’clock 
in the evening and Ann was finally born about 6 AM the following 
morning.  I had probably been given too much anesthetic and Ann 
had a great deal of difficulty in breathing and it was years later that 
I learned enough about minimum brain damage to know that the 
anesthetic that I had been given during that birth probably had a 
bearing on Ann’s hyperactivity and unpredictable behavior.

I looked at Ann and thought she was just as beautiful as her sisters.  

It is amazing that one is as entranced with each succeeding baby as 
with the first.  The birth of a child is eternally new and exciting and 
fulfilling.  Ann was baptized in St. Peter and Paul Catholic Church 
in Hobart with June and Vince Schegel as Godparents. 

We had known we were going to move to Clinton so we rented 
a house in a new section of town and moved when Ann was two 
weeks old.  This house was up on a hill “with nothing between us 
and the North Pole but a barbed wire fence” as a common expression 
described the situation.  The wind seemed to blow incessantly that 
winter and it was so cold.  I had no dryer, of course, so all diapers 
had to be hung outside and they used to be absolutely horizontal to 
the ground with the wind blowing from the south one day and the 
north the next.  I hated the wind.

In Clinton we were associated closely with Carl and Betty Stow 
since Carl was the recruiter for the Navy and we were able to see my 
friend Helen from Stewart Hall days.  She had married Bob Sellers 
and they lived near Clinton.  There were others whom we had known 
at Weatherford who were in Clinton and we renewed contact with 
them.  Life settled down to a simple routine.

We made a big garden and raised more vegetables than we could 
use so we gave them away.  We acquired a cat for the children and 
had baby kittens.  Sharon was given her first two wheel bike and she 
also prepared to start first grade.  We lived next door to Mr. and Mrs. 
Frederich and they became good neighbors, as well as fast friends, 
and their daughter, Margaret Ann was Sharon’s constant companion.  
Sharon also went through her Catechism classes and made her First 
Communion wearing a lovely white organdie dress and short veil.  
Janice served as flower girl for the occasion and had a floor length 
yellow dress.  Both Sharon and Janice started dancing lessons and 
participated in the recitals.

My parents visited us often and we were able to go into Oklahoma 
City to see them on weekends.  Man continued to come often and he 
loved Ann as much as he had the other two children.  He was very 

I used to say that God 
sent Ann to me to prove 
to me that I was not as 

smart as I thought I was.  
.......  I adored Ann but 

I spent many nights lying 
awake trying to figure out 
how to best manage her.
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indulgent with the children and provided Ann’s first trike.  He also 
took her along with him, when she was not over a year and a half old 
and he would have her red shoes shined when he had his own shoes 
shined.  Ann loved that little excursion.  He found out that the first 
Toni dolls were on the market so provided a blond one for Sharon 
and a brunette one for Janice.  In fact, he spoiled us all.  He bought 
me a typewriter and he was always turning up with something he had 
decided I needed or should have.

Ann was a difficult child who was smart and beautiful but 
who seemed to be forever in some sort of trouble.  She walked at 9 
months, climbed like a monkey, got into everything and generally 
kept me running constantly to get her out of one thing or another.  I 
could not understand why I had been able to bring up two daughters 
who were easy to discipline and who generally did just as they were 
told and suddenly I had one who pretty well did what she liked, 
despite my best efforts.  You have to remember that the thinking in 
that era of time was that the parent was completely responsible for a 

child’s behavior in 
all ways.  If a child 
did not behave 
properly, then it 
was obviously the 
parent’s fault and 
in some way the 
parent had not 
done the “right” 
thing whatever the 
right thing might 
be.  I am so glad 
to know that this 
theory fell into 
disfavor in later 
years.  It was a 

terrible burden for a parent to assume or to have thrust upon her.  I 
used to say that God sent Ann to me to prove to me that I was not 
as smart as I thought I was.  I am sure that had I not gone through 
this experience with Ann I would have been totally intolerant of any 
child who did not behave in a perfect manner.  I adored Ann but 
I spent many nights lying awake trying to figure out how to best 
manage her.

When Ann was but nine months old I was pregnant again despite 
no premeditation or planning.  I cannot recall that this caused either 
of us any particular anxiety or regrets.  We thought the three children 
we had were exceptional in all ways and we presumed the fourth 
would be no different.  Fortunately, I seemed to get along much 
better during this pregnancy and perhaps I was too busy to notice it 
but I did not seem to suffer as much with nausea as I had in the past.

I realize it sounds as if this period of our life was rather 
uneventful and even dull at times but was certainly a pleasure to 
have it this way after the hectic times we had lived through early in 
our marriage.  However, even during this period of relative peace and 
quiet, there were more and more rumors of trouble in Korea and it 
seemed apparent that our country would probably be involved.  We 
knew we would be affected if the trouble escalated because Joe was 
still in the reserves, having remained in that status when he gave 
up his commission at Randolph and reverted to Master Sergeant.  
Sometimes it felt like we were living our lives all over again as the 
news got worse and worse and rumors of our country being involved 
kept appearing in the newspapers and on the daily news.  We talked 
about this situation a lot but I do not think we ever questioned the 
wisdom of our country’s decisions and involvement.  We still had 
the same mind set of World War II days and were ready to follow 
whatever path our national leaders chose in regard to stopping the 
Communist aggression in Korea.  One thing that caused quite a bit 
of resentment among the reserve officers was that the men called 
back to active duty in large numbers were sent straight to Korea Two year old Ann-a handful
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while the regular officers who had remained in service generally had 
stateside assignments.  It was often said that the war in Korea was 
fought by those who were in the reserves, and this was considered 
unfair by many people.

We found ourselves in a real quandary as the situation became 
more serious because we were expecting the new baby and there 
could not have been a worse time for us to contemplate a move.  
Sharon was in first grade and we were anxious not to disrupt her 
school year.  Also the whole question of packing up our (by then) 
large family seemed pretty complicated.

Joe received a letter “inviting” him to accept his commission and 
a return to flying status and we decided to ignore the letter.  We knew 
we had no real choice but we hoped to buy enough time to stay on in 
Oklahoma, with no changes in our living situation, until such time 
as the baby would be born.  As I remember it, we had two letters 
which were much the same and we decided Joe would not volunteer 
at that time although it was inevitable that he would soon be back on 
flying status, whether he sought it or not. 

Although we had moved from Hobart to Clinton, I had 
continued going back the forty miles to the doctor I knew well and 
I expected to go back to the Hobart hospital when the time came 
for the baby to be born.  Despite our concern about the Korean 
situation, our summer was devoted to plans for the new baby and 
the problem of expanding accommodations to include another 
child.  Since Ann was so little, we decided we would have to provide 
a second crib but at about one year of age, she simply went over the 
top of her crib and dropped to the floor any time she wanted to do 
so.  That settled it and we bought Ann a new big girl bed and the crib 
was reserved for the new baby.  Ann also started feeding herself at 10 
months of age and discarded her bottle at a year so her independence 
was certainly making things easier for me although there were times 
when that very independence drove me crazy.

The due date for the new baby was early in July and I presumed 

that this child would be born much earlier than that as the other 
three children had all arrived ahead of schedule.  When the time for 
the baby to be born had passed and the days went on and on and 
turned into weeks, I was totally frustrated.  I finally decided to keep 
myself occupied while waiting so I remember that I cut and pieced a 
whole quilt on the sewing machine and there was still no sign of that 
baby and by then I was so miserable that I finally called my doctor on 
Thursday, July 26th, and told him that I COULD NOT stand to go 
on a single day longer and something had to be done or I was sure I 
would not survive this pregnancy.  The doctor calmed me down and 
assured me that if I had not gone into labor within two more days, he 
would admit me to the hospital and induce labor.  I am sure he had 
no intention of doing anything like that but I was reassured that I 
was not going to be pregnant forever in that hot Oklahoma summer.  
I put the three children to bed for a nap, went in to take a nap myself 
and woke to find myself in labor.   I think I had to be irrational 
about that time for I had also decided I COULD NOT stand to 
spend hours or even days in the hospital as I had done previously so 
I planned that I would not go to the hospital until the last possible 
minute.  We barely made the forty miles to the hospital in time and 
why the baby was not born in the car was a miracle itself.  Even I 
began to get a little nervous and Joe was more than a little nervous 
by the time we arrived at the hospital.  Dr. Braun met me at the door 
with a wheelchair and rushed me into the delivery room where our 
son was born a few minutes later.  When the doctor told me the baby 
was a boy, I was astonished for I just assumed that babies were always 
girls at our house.

Joe had decided he did not want this child named after him 
because he had experienced nothing but problems and confusion, 
while he was at home, with a name which was just like his father’s.  
We decided on Patrick and I added the Joseph as a middle name.  
Grandmother Cummings was not pleased and I don’t think she ever 
understood why we had not used Joseph Basil Cummings Jr. instead 

“We and Ann”
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of Patrick Joseph.  I am sure she thought it was all my fault.
We also took Patrick back to St. Peter and St. Paul Catholic 

Church in Hobart to be baptized and Dr. and Mrs. Braun acted as 
Godparents.  Patrick was a beautiful baby and very placid and easy to 
care for.  The three girls all loved him and he and Ann had an especially 
close relationship.  I don’t think that either of them ever remembered 
a time when they were not together and there was never a moment of 
sibling rivalry between them.  When they learned to talk, they both 
used a term that was amusing and also indicated their closeness.  Pat 
would say “We and Ann” if he was reporting something that had 
occurred while they were playing and Ann always used the term “We 
and Pat” in the same way.  When they woke in the morning, they 
never bothered with any of the rest of us but proceeded to play with 
each other and to entertain themselves and I used to say that they 
never really cared if we lived or died as long as they had each other.  
For two children as different in disposition, they were certainly good 
friends and they remained that way until they were through high 
school and well into college.

I remember one terrible or funny (depending on one’s viewpoint) 
thing that happened when we first brought Patrick home from the 
hospital.  Joe decided to take the whole family out to dinner so we 
would not have to prepare it ourselves and while he supervised the 
dressing and hair brushing for Sharon and Janice, I dressed Ann in a 
pink dress and white shoes and socks and she looked lovely.  I knew I 
had to contain her somewhere or I would never be able to get Patrick 
and myself ready so I simply put her in the bathtub, reasoning that 
it was clean and she could not escape.  I went into the next room 
and heard a sudden gush of water and returned to find that Ann 
had somehow managed to turn on the bathtub faucet and she was 
drenched from head to toe.  As I stripped off those wet clothes my 
enthusiasm for going anywhere was certainly diminished.  I can’t 
remember what we did about the soaked shoes.  I just remember my 
absolute dismay at having to contend with such a disaster when I 

really did not feel like contending with much of anything.
Patrick was six weeks old when Joe received another letter from 

the Department of the Air Force and this time is said “You will” 
instead of “Will you.”  The letter consisted of over a page which 
detailed his program, beginning with reporting to a base in Arkansas 
where he would receive his commission, and on through all the 
phases of training and the eventual assignment to a squadron in 
Korea.  This period of time until he would be in Korea was less than 
a year in duration.

We decided that we would move back to Hobart where I would 
be close to our doctor, schools, and old friends and where I would 
possibly find it easier to manage alone.  We rented a house at 227 
South Bailey Street and this was a good choice for we had enough 
room for all of us and in addition we had a large yard and a big 
screened porch where the children could play safely.  We were also on 
a quiet residential street and had wonderful neighbors.

In 1947, the Air Force had been designated a separate branch of 
service on a par with the Army, the Navy and the Marine Corps and 
it was no longer called the Army Air Corps as it had been in the past.  
Those who were members of the Air Force had always felt separate 
from the Army but it was nice to have the official designation as a 
separate branch and in addition the men how had their own uniforms 
rather than wearing the same kind worn by the Army.  We gave up 
the “Pinks and Greens” with some reluctance for they were really 
handsome uniforms but we were all proud of the new Air Force Blue 
ones.  When Joe came back from Arkansas he had a whole set of the 
blue uniforms and we all thought he looked great in them.

We said goodbye to our neighbors and good friends, the 
Frederichs, and moved from our Clinton house at 415 S. 15th Street 
and got ourselves settled in the house in Hobart.  We had very little 
time until Joe had to report to Ellington Field, near Houston, Texas 
for the first phase of his training.

We knew that as soon as the training was finished, Joe would 
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be going to Korea and we would be facing a long separation so we 
decided the children and I would accompany him to the various 
bases where the training was scheduled.  He was to be on TDY 
(temporary duty) at these stations and there was an extra housing 
allowance granted for those who were in training status rather than 
being assigned as permanent party.  As TDY personnel, one was not 
allowed to ship household goods at government expense, hence the 
extra allocation of money for living expense.  Joe was also given travel 
pay from base to base and this allowed us to afford the rent on the 
house in Hobart and to accompany him, renting temporary housing 
for the short time we would be at a particular place.  Physically, 
we knew the following months would be difficult but financially, it 
worked out all right.

We moved to Hobart and got the house completely in order and 
even connected all the utilities because we planned to return there 
in between assignments from one base to another.  It was a form of 
security to know that we had a home and that we could return there 
at any time.

We knew Texas would be hot so we left all winter clothing in 
Oklahoma that early November, 1951, and took only hot weather 
clothing with us.  We had a small trailer which held Patrick’s crib, 
a few toys for the children, a minimum of household goods and at 
the last minute I remembered to include our Christmas decorations.

We rented a furnished house in a small town between Houston 
and Ellington Air Force Base called Pasedena.  The only thing I 
remember about that place is that it was flat and ugly with hundreds 
of lookalike tract houses and that there was a paper mill nearby 
that wafted an awful rotten egg smell toward our house if the wind 
happened to be in the right direction.  We found that there were 
several families in our same situation who lived in the neighborhood 
so the men shared transportation to the base and the wives spent 
their time visiting and supervising children.  Our common interests 
caused us to meld into a closely knit group in short order.  It was at 

Ellington that we met Agnes and Warren Castle and their daughter, 
Nancy, from Massachusetts, Ray and Bobbie Durr and their 
beautiful little blonde Becky from Ft. Worth, Texas, and Bob and 
Jean Carpenter and their son and daughter from Missouri as well as 
several others with whom we became close friends.

Sharon was the only one of the children in our group who was 
school age so I enrolled her in the nearest elementary school which 
was huge and quite a long way from our house.  I worried constantly 
about my second grader having to walk to and from school alone 
and I knew it was difficult for her to go into a strange school where 
she did not know a soul.  I think it spoke well for her maturity that 
she seemed to manage that situation very well, hard as it must have 
been for her.

The weather was hot and muggy and at Christmastime we put 
up a tree and Joe and I decorated it with our ornaments we had been 
collecting each year since we were married.  A few hours later some 
of the ornaments began falling to the floor and literally exploding 
and I was sure that Joe had not placed them properly while he was 
convinced that I was the guilty one.  Finally we realized that in the 
heat, the tree branches were drooping to such an extent that the 
hooks were simply sliding down the branches and the ornaments 
were falling to the floor.  We had invited two or three families from 
Joe’s training squadron to come to our house for Christmas day and 
with our shortage of kitchen equipment I cooked a big pot of bean 
soup and cornbread with a few extra things for dessert.  I remember 
opening the doors and windows to cool off the house and then 
turning on the furnace to day out the house.  I decided right then 
that there had to be better places to live than in the Houston area.

I do recall one special thing that we did while we were at 
Ellington.  We got tickets for the Sonia Henie Ice Capades and it was 
a beautiful event.  When that show first went on tour they used a live 
orchestra, the costumes were exquisite and the whole production was 
much more extravagant than ones I have seen in later years.  Sharon 
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and Janice, who went with us, were entranced and so was I.      We 
finished the training at Ellington in about 4 months and prepared 
to return to Hobart to drop off our hot weather clothes and to pack 
up cold weather things for our next assignment which was at Langly 
Air Force Base in Virginia.  Sharon had taken Chicken pox during 
our last three weeks in Texas and en route to Hobart, Janice and Ann 
began to break out with Chicken pox also.  Sharon had been quite ill 
but Janice and Ann had a very light case by some miracle.  I called Dr. 
Braun as soon as I got to Hobart because I was concerned about the 
baby being exposed but he assured me that I had nothing to worry 
about as far as Patrick was concerned and he was sure his natural 
immunity would prevent him from taking Chicken pox.  Well, he 
was wrong, for about two weeks later Patrick had the worst case of 
Chicken pox I had ever seen.  Also, Sharon was evidently weakened 
by her bout with Chicken pox and she took a terrible flu of some 
sort which the doctor was afraid could be polio and she actually had 
a spinal tap to rule out that possibility.  Polio was such a dreaded 
disease before the advent of the Salk vaccine that we were always 
terrified when the children had any sort of strange illness for our first 
thought was of polio.  The biggest relief of my life was the day I could 
have all of the children protected against polio after the vaccine was 
considered safe and effective.  With the children recuperating from 
their illness, Joe had to go on to Langley Air Force Base alone leaving 
us in the house in Hobart.  I think I was up day and night with one 
child or another for about nine weeks but finally everyone was strong 
and well again and we expected to be able to join Joe at Langley.  
Sharon had recovered enough to enter her old class in the Hobart 
school and that was a happy homecoming for her to be back with 
children she knew.  Joe’s training at Langley was to prepare him to 
join a bomber squadron in Korea and he was not very enthusiastic 
about dropping bombs on anyone.  His flying in the South Pacific 
had been in a Troop Carrier Squadron and he had always felt that his 
flying in that slot was useful and far more to his liking than being on 

a bomber run.  He found he could transfer to Shaw Air Force Base 
in South Carolina and train for Photo Recon. work so he did that, 
knowing that he much preferred that sort of work to flying with a 
bomber squadron.

He came back to Oklahoma and by then everyone was well so we 
put aside winter clothing and packed up summer things for the trip 
to South Carolina.  Again we took only a minimum of household 
equipment, clothing etc.

We made a difficult decision concerning Sharon, who had been 
in three different schools that one year.  Our good friends, Mack 

Photo of parade at Shaw Air Force Base , 1953
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and Lillian Pope, had no children and they offered to keep Sharon 
in Hobart so she could finish out the school year with no more 
changes and at the end of the two months remaining until school 
was out, they would put her on a plane and send her to us in South 
Carolina.  Sharon was barely 8 years old and in the second grade but 
we finally decided this was best for her and we left her and made our 
way to South Carolina.  Although I knew our friends would give her 
good care and that Sharon was capable of being away from us, I was 
certainly sad as we drove away.
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The Civil War was still as 
important to the people 

of South Carolina as if it 
had happened the month 
before and I found that 

strange. 

Chapter 8

50 Long Missions
South Carolina
• Shaw AFB

Oklahoma
• Hobart

Korea
• Seoul

California
• Mathers AFB

We rented a furnished house on the outskirts of Sumter, South 
Carolina, which was near Shaw Air Force Base and settled 

into much the same routine as we had at Ellington.  The same people 
were at Shaw and we had a readymade group of friends as soon as we 
arrived.  Our house was new and the yard had never been landscaped 
so it was totally lacking in trees, flowers, grass etc.  The house had 
been constructed on sandy soil and the children loved playing in the 
sand until someone told us that the soil contained a parasite that 
infested the whole area.  After that we put sandals on the children 
instead of letting them go barefoot and we bought a big portable 
pool to put on the porch and there they played during the hot 
summer days.  We had very few toys so we used to go to a furniture 
store and haul home big boxes that had been used to ship the larger 
pieces of furniture and we constructed playhouses of the boxes.  
When they collapsed we just went down and brought home another 
box and made another playhouse.  The neighborhood children, who 
lived there permanently, used to think these homemade playhouses 
were wonderful.  We had so few things for the children that we were 
forced to improvise.

Every time Joe had a day off we went out sightseeing and I 

remember going to Myrtle Beach and to Fort Sumter where we took 
a boat trip out to the island on which the Fort was located and to 
Charleston, as well as several other places.  I had heard stories of life 
in the South from my family so it was very interesting to see that area 
of the Deep South for myself.  The Civil War was still as important to 
the people of South Carolina as if it had happened the month before 
and I found that strange.  Sumter had a beautiful garden and park 
that became our favorite spot.  It contained Azalias and Iris which 
were in full bloom when we arrived and there were many lakes and 
an abundance of both black and white swans.  It was really a lovely 
place and we spent many hours there wandering along the paths, 
looking at the flowers and feeding the swans.  Joe took rolls of movie 
film and it brings back thoughts of that beautiful spot whenever we 
have reason to show the film.

We were in student status at Shaw Air Force Base and really had 
little to do with the social life of the base so we generally spent our 
time with those we knew previously at Ellington who were going 
through the same training.  We had picnics at the park and had a big 
Easter egg hunt for the children and generally kept ourselves busy 
and contented.

Lt. Joe Cummings, Korea 195212th Tactical Reconnaissance Squadron, RB-26 Invader
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Sharon’s school was finally out and we arranged for her to join 
us in South Carolina.  We thought the time would never come.  
Grandmother Duff put her on the plane in Oklahoma City and she 
was to fly to Atlanta where the airline personnel would transfer her 
to a plane to bring her on to Columbus, South Carolina, where we 
would meet her.  Everything was decided and we felt she would have 
no trouble but the day she was to arrive Joe checked the weather at 
the base and it was terrible all over.  By the time she was due to land 
in Atlanta, Joe was outside pacing the yard and watching the clouds 
roll in and we were worried sick.  Finally we had a call from Atlanta 
that the plane was grounded there and no flights would be getting 
out that evening.  My next door neighbor, who knew how frantic 
we were, had a brother who lived near the airport in Atlanta, so she 
called him and asked him to go to the airport and collect Sharon 
and keep her until the weather cleared and she could get the plane 
to Columbus.  He picked Sharon up and kept her overnight, fed her 
breakfast, and put her on her flight the following day. 

I will never forget how Sharon looked when she came off that 
plane.  Her long blond curls had been cut to just below her ears 
although her hair had always been kept very long, but I suppose the 
people with whom she stayed could not figure out what to do with 
all of that silky blond hair.  She was dressed in a pink jumper and 
white blouse and a white roll brim hat of straw.  She was also dirty 
for she had been en route for over twenty four hours and all of her 
clothes were in her luggage and inaccessible so she had worn the 
same clothing all that time.  Pale pink was not designed for a trip 
of that duration.  Short hair and dirty clothes made no difference to 
any of us for we were ecstatic to have her safely there and to have the 
family all together again.  Janice and Sharon were especially happy to 
see each other for they were very good friends. 

Another episode that occurred in Sumter that almost did us in 
was losing Ann in downtown Sumter on one busy Saturday morning 
when all the country people came to town and the place was crazy, 

with traffic funneling through the center of the town on three major 
highways.  We had gone into a store with Patrick in a stroller, and the 
other children close beside us because the store was very crowded.  I 
had gone to the back of the store to make some small purchase and 
without my knowing it, Ann followed me.  Joe thought I was aware 
of her following me so did not go after her.  When I got back to 
where Joe was standing with the other children there was no Ann.  
We looked all over the store but by the time it became apparent she 
was not in the store, we had to assume she had gone out the open 
door on to the street.  The clerks in the store left one person in charge 
and went out on the streets to help us look for Ann but we could not 
find her and in desperation we called the police who put out an all-
points bulletin to try and find her.  I was asked to describe her and 
how does one do this    she was two years old, had brown curly hair, 
big dark eyes and was dressed in skimpy brown shorts and bare top 
and was wearing sandals.  I was utterly terrified as time went on and 
there was no sight of her. 

Finally someone found her in a drug store three blocks from 
where we had lost her.  She was at a candy counter and was not at all 
concerned about being away from us.  I have never known how she 
got across those broad streets in such heavy traffic but at any rate we 
were so relieved and so unstrung with that experience that we got the 
children in the car and went straight home and although it was only 
shortly after noon, we locked the door and all went to bed to try and 
recuperate.  This was certainly one of the low spots in my life and I 
still remember vividly how frightened I was.

Another upsetting thing occurred while we were in South 
Carolina that stands out in my mind.  The men were flying day and 
night in an attempt to complete the training as rapidly as possible 
for the Korean War was escalating rapidly.  Joe went out to fly one 
Day and was due in late that evening but by eleven o’clock he had 
not arrived so I finally went to bed.  Early the next morning he was 
still not home and a neighbor told me that an Air Force car had been 
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in the driveway the night before and the driver was pounding on my 
door.  What appeared to be the front door was far removed from the 
bedroom area so I had not heard the knocking but I knew at once 
that there had been some trouble with Joe’s flight or that there had 
been an accident.  I called base operations to ask about that particular 
flight and was told that they had no ETA (estimated time of arrival) 
for the flight.  I knew something was terribly wrong and I was 
understandably upset but finally late that afternoon Joe got home.  
There had been an emergency out over the Atlantic when the pilot 
became unconscious and the whole East Coast Air Sea rescue group 
had been alerted, but the pilot finally regained consciousness just in 
time to land the plane.  The base had assumed the wives of the men 
had heard the news on the radio, about the plane being in difficulty, 
and had sent someone by staff car to the houses to inform them of 
the problem but, unfortunately, they had not been able to wake me.  
We had an often quoted slogan which stated “The Air Force takes 
care of its own” and this incident reflected the consideration that 
was shown to the families of the Air Force personnel.  We always felt 
we could have help if we needed it and that we were never thrown 
on our resources completely as long as we belonged to the Air Force 
family.

We had no air conditioning in the South Carolina house and the 
small fans we had did little to relieve our discomfort.  I used to hang 
the clothes out after the sun went down in the evening and remove 
them from the line by early morning because I could not stand to 
be out in the hot sun during the day.  By late June it was miserable.  
Finally Joe completed his training and finished clearing the base one 
midafternoon.  We packed the car and left within an hour for we had 
already decided we had enough of waking to find the sheets wet with 
perspiration and of not being able to be comfortable day or night.  
We drove right up through South Carolina and into North Carolina, 
feeding the children in the car, and driving until we found a lovely 
air conditioned motel sometime late that night.  What bliss to be 

comfortable and cool and to be 
able to sleep soundly for the first 
time in days.

We drove on the following day 
and somewhere along the route we 
put the car on a ferry and traveled 
about six or eight hours up the 
East Coast.  I am not sure of the 
place where we landed but we were 
close enough to Shelter Island 
that we drove on down Long 
Island and took the ferry across 
from Greenport arriving late in 
the afternoon with boxes of fresh 
strawberries which we had bought 
at one of the fruit stands on Long 
Island.

Shelter Island was beautiful 
and we stayed over the Fourth of 
July and had a chance to see the 
water sports and the swimming 
races that Joe had often described 
to us.  These events were held 
each year and Joe and his brothers 
had always participated in them, 
winning many medals which 
Grandmother had on a plaque 
hanging in the living room.  It was fun and exciting to be there 
at that particular time and I always had a feeling of past history at 
Shelter Island since Joe had lived there so long and had so many 
memories which he had shared with us.

We had time to go up to the VA hospital to see Billy and he 
seemed to be doing well so we felt good about that.  Tom and Ceil 

Joe, Tom, Ed,Billy and David-Shelter Island (circa 1938)
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and their two children, Joanne and Maureen, were at Shelter Island 
and we also saw Edward and Irene and their three daughters, Mary 
Lou, Stella and Barbara Ann.  We had only a few days to stay at 
Shelter Island before leaving to make the long trip back to Oklahoma 
and after arriving in Hobart, we had perhaps a week more to unpack 
the car and to organize everything before Joe had to go to Oklahoma 
City to catch a plane for the west coast and then on to join his 
Squadron in Korea. 

This was just prior to Patrick’s first birthday.  When I contemplate 
the fact that we had made at least six cross country trips, with four 
children, by car, within a span of ten months and that Joe was going 
through very intensive flight training for all of that time I wonder 
how we ever remained sane and even managed to enjoy ourselves 
on many occasions.  I do know that Joe and I had learned early in 
our marriage to work as a team and perhaps that is the secret of our 

survival during many difficult times such as those past months.
The children were good travelers and learned to nap in the 

car and we always had a stack of books which I read for miles and 
hours as we drove.  Joe used to sing to the children and their favorite 
song was “Ten Pretty Girls”1 which he used to sing over and over.  
At times we all joined in singing the songs Sharon had learned in 
school, as well as those Sharon and Janice learned in the Sunday 
School they attended.  We must have done “Jesus Loves Me” and 
“Old McDonald” hundreds of times.  As a last resort I would tell the 
“Susie and Sally” stories that the children loved.  These were made up 
stories concerning two little girls named Susie and Sally who had all 
sorts of adventures.  We were often exhausted from all the traveling 
and especially with all the planning that it took to attend to the 
needs of four young children but I don’t think we wasted any energy 
in bewailing the fact that what we were doing was difficult.  Our 
theory was that we would just do what we had to do and there was a 
way to make the plan work if we just persisted in our efforts.

When we finally drove into the driveway at our Hobart house in 
early July, it was a relief to have everything in order and to know that 
we had only to unlock the door and we were home again.

Before Joe left for Korea, he talked to the children and told them 
where he was going and what he was going to be doing.  He also told 
them that he would be able to select a name for his plane and asked 
what they thought he should call it.  Janice considered this and said 
“Daddy, you should name it Don’t Shoot,” so when Joe joined his 
Squadron in Korea, he sent a picture back to Janice with the words 
“Don’t Shoot” clearly painted on the nose of the plane.  We also 
had pictures of the planes he was flying in and they were painted 
black since they were used for Photo Recon. (photo reconnaissance) 
flights up over the Yala river and across the demarcation line.  This 
made them less visible as the crew flew in fairly low and took 
pictures of the terrain, the supply lines, and the enemy positions.  

1Ten Pretty Girls
B-26 “Don’t Shoot” named by Janice

https://youtu.be/aO-F0wQXvek
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After evaluating the photos, the bomber crews could make their runs 
and more accurately find their targets.  The flying was considered 
dangerous and the number of missions was limited to fifty.  It did 
not matter how little or how long a time it took to accomplish the 
required fifty, for when they were finished the man was allowed to 
rotate home.  Joe spent less time in Korea than many people for 
he volunteered for every available flight, sometimes flying two long 
missions in one twenty four hour period.  He was determined to get 
the missions over and be home as soon as possible.      Joe’s Squadron 
was called the Blackbird Squadron and the motto of this group was 
“Alone, Unarmed, Unafraid,” which was true to a certain extent since 
they were flying without fighter escort and the planes did not carry 
armament but the Unafraid was exaggerated for I think Joe felt the 
flying was much more hazardous than the 96 missions he had flown 
in the South Pacific.

When we first arrived back in Hobart, we found Agnes Castle 
and her five year old Nancy, already settled in a small apartment a 
few blocks from us.  She had decided she wanted to be near someone 
she knew and that she did not want to return to Massachusetts so she 
just moved to Hobart to be near our family.

Bobbie Durr had gone back to Dallas with Becky and her new 
baby boy, Michael, who had been born while we were in South 
Carolina.  To our sorrow, Ray went almost through the war and was 
eventually killed while on a flight.  I’ve always wondered how Bobbie 
managed with those two small children.  Another disturbing thing 
happened to Warren Castle.  His plane was missing and Joe wrote 
me about it at once but asked me not to tell Agnes that the plane 
was long overdue.  I saw Agnes nearly every day and for two weeks 
I had to keep that news to myself while she knew nothing about it.  
Finally, thank goodness, Joe wrote me that Warren had been found 
so we could quit worrying about him.

This account seems to be a bit disjointed as things keep 
occurring to me which seem pertinent to that period of time.  I 

always remember what a dreadful time I had with Ann when we 
returned to Hobart for she missed her father desperately and was 
too young to understand where he was and why he was not coming 
home.  The first day after he left, I woke very early to find that she 
was gone from the house so I went racing up and down the streets to 
find her and did locate her about three blocks away, riding her trike 
and looking for Joe.  She had somehow unlatched the front door and 
made her escape.  I secured the lock on the door but the following 
day she was gone again, having been able to unhook the latch on the 
window screen, and she had just gone out the window.  My solution 
to containing her was to nail the windows shut so they could be 
opened about three inches and I put hooks on the doors so high that 
only I could reach them.  It was somewhat inconvenient because the 
children could go outside, or get in, only if I opened the doors for 
them but at least I knew that two and one half year old Ann was safe 
and could not get out of the house without my knowing it.

Patrick had his first birthday soon after we returned to Hobart 
and we had his party out on our big screened porch with friends we 
had known from our first stay in Hobart (as well as all the assorted 
children) to help us celebrate.  Patrick was not walking when he was 
one year old although his sisters had all walked early.  However, he 
was talking very early, unlike his sisters.  He finally started progressing 
all over the house and yard by crawling on hands and feet, with his 
posterior up in the air, and he could go faster than we could walk.  
He finally walked at 14 months of age.  He was a gorgeous child with 
very fair skin, big blue eyes and curly blond hair. 

When September came Sharon started third grade and Janice 
started Kindergarten.  They both continued their dancing classes and 
we finally bought a piano and both of them started music lessons so 
they kept busy.  We had the Murphy’s living a half block from us and 
Mr. Murphy taught Sharon and Mrs. Murphy taught Janice their 
first piano lessons.  I had decided the children needed a piano so 
we dumped all the money from all the children’s banks and I added 
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enough to make a down payment on a piano.  I knew absolutely 
nothing about buying such an instrument but on the advice of 
the manager of the music store, I selected a Gulbranson as being a 
medium priced piano, and it turned out to be a wonderful choice, 
for this piano traveled with us to England and Alaska and wherever 
else we were transferred and it gave us many house of pleasure.  By 
the time Joe came home from Korea, Sharon and Janice could play a 
duet, “She’ll Be Coming Round the Mountain” as a surprise for him.

Going out at night was impossible because I had to first load all 
four children in the car to go and get the sitter or hope she could get 
a cab and usually the cabs stopped running very early in the evening 
in that small town.  I would not leave the children asleep for even 
the few blocks it took to return the sitter to her home so I just stayed 
home every evening.  I was so busy I didn’t really want to go out 
and I was content to stay home.  Shopping proved to be the worst 
chore for I could not take all four children with me if I expected to 
do any logical shopping and I used to go early in the morning to the 
store, taking one small child and one older one into the store with 
me, leaving one little one and an older child in the car.  Even if I 
could see the car from the store, this was not really very satisfactory 
but we solved that problem.  There was a tiny little store across the 
street from our house and I arranged that I could send Sharon or 
Janice across to pick up whatever I needed and the owner would 
charge whatever I sent for and I could pay him at the end of every 
two weeks.  What a simple solution to such a big problem, but it 
certainly made my life easier.

I had delightful neighbors in the next block and although Irene 
Struby had five children, the youngest two being twins less than a year 
old, we managed to combine children and to enjoy being together. 

Janice wanted a two wheeled bicycle in the worst way and I 
finally told her that as soon as she could ride a big bike, I would get 
one for her.  She went out early one Saturday morning and started 
trying to ride Sharon’s bike, which was much bigger than she was, 

and she stayed out until midafternoon.  By then she was exhausted 
and had both knees skinned after having tumbled off over and over 
again but she said, “Well, I can ride it so when do I get my bike?”  
Irene’s husband, Harry, had been observing this battle and he had 
also worked in a bicycle shop while he was in school so he went right 
up to a shop that minute, found a good second hand bike, oiled and 
adjusted it for Janice and she had her bicycle.  Instant reward, and 
she was thrilled and so was I.  Watching her go through that learning 
process was more than I wanted to observe any longer.

Life revolved around the children’s 
schedules and I did not try to do anything 
but care for them and even so, it took all of 
my time.  I was reassured that the job I did 
was successful for in later years, you children 
always spoke of the time we were in Hobart 
as being a very happy period in your lives.  
I used to put Ann and Patrick up on the 
cupboard while I prepared dinner.  I would 
put one on each side of me and I entertained 
them by passing out slivers of vegetable or 
fruit or by handing them articles of kitchen 
equipment or toys to keep them quiet while 
I got the food ready.  I think I must have done the evening meal 
in that manner every single day but it seemed a good way to get 
through those two hours or so when everyone was tired and fussy.

Another thing I recall is that our dishes were light blue glassware, 
which looked lovely on the table, but it seemed to me that we rarely 
finished a meal without a child spilling a glass of milk or dropping 
one of the dishes on the floor, shattering it to bits in the process.  
The procedure was that every child had to sit where he was while 
I cleaned up the mess and made sure there was not a single sliver 
of glass on the floor.  One day I had all I could stand of that and I 
had just read an advertisement about a heavy duty plastic tableware 

Janice and Sharon, Hobert 1952
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that was designed primarily for restaurant use.  I called the store in 
Oklahoma City and ordered a complete set sent out to me COD.  I 
know all of you probably got so tired of those pinkish plastic dishes 
that you hoped they would vanish but they certainly saved my sanity 
many times and I still have one or two around and I rather enjoy 
remembering what a lift the purchase of those dishes gave me.

Our routine seldom varied.  We used to have an early dinner, 
then get everyone bathed and dressed in fresh clothes and we would 
put Ann and Patrick in a stroller big enough to hold both of them 
and we would go out for long walks around the neighborhood.  This 
gave us a chance to get out of the house and to meet our neighbors 
and socialize some and by the time we came in for the evening it was 
time for stories and bed.  Sharon frequently read to Janice and I to 
Patrick and Ann and that is how we ended the day.  After the house 
was quiet I wrote to Joe, ironed or sewed and if I could stay awake 
long enough I read.  I almost always sewed at night and frequently 
worked on late at night because I could accomplish so much more 
with no interruptions.

I had frequent letters from Joe and he also wrote to both Sharon 
and Janice and they loved getting his letters.  We knew he could 
come home as soon as he had flown his 50 missions so each time 
we received a letter he would mention by number the missions he 
had flown.  I counted out fifty beans and put them in a cup with 
another empty cup beside it.  Each time we received a letter that he 
had flown another mission or perhaps two, we would transfer the 
appropriate number of beans from one cup to the other.  Finally 
there were more beans in the “Homecoming” cup than in the other 
and the day eventually came when the last bean was transferred.  By 
then everyone was ready for Joe to walk in the door.  Of course, 
getting finished up and transported back home took some time so 
we were still at Hobart and still waiting when Christmas came.  I 
had asked my little store across the street to order a tree for us and 
they brought one over for me just before Christmas.  That tree was so 

beautiful that I still see it in my mind’s eye this many years later and 
the thought of it still gives me pleasure.  A week or so later I found 
that our beautiful tree had actually been ordered for a Church in 
town and someone had given it to us by mistake.  I always thought 
it gave us more pleasure than it could have given the people of that 
Church. 

We finally got word that Joe would be returning home about 
the latter part of January and his orders were for Mather Field near 
Sacramento, California.  Our plans were to finish the first semester 
of school and to go directly to California so Sharon would be able 
to start the new semester in the new school with little loss of school 
days.  At that time we could send orders ahead to the new station and 
have our name on the housing list so we had a three bedroom house 
already assigned us and waiting at Mather Air Force Base.

Joe was to arrive in Oklahoma City at about 10 or 11 o’clock 
at night and we were about eighty miles from Oklahoma City.  I 
arranged for a woman to come and stay with Ann and Patrick and 
had them fed and in bed before I left and I took Sharon and Janice 
with me to drive into Oklahoma City.  They had promised to sleep 
in the car on the way over and I suppose I thought the sky would 
fall on our heads if they did not get their proper amount of sleep no 
matter what the occasion.  They did sleep all the eighty miles and 
woke as we stopped in to see Grandmother and Grandad Duff before 
going out to the airport.  Joe came off the plane with grass Hula 
skirts which he had collected in Hawaii, enroute home, and he had 
all sorts of other souvenirs for the children.  Everyone in the airport 
was laughing as the children tried on the skirts right then and we 
were all so hysterically happy that we really did not care what sort of 
a commotion we created.  We drove back to Hobart late that night 
and when Ann awoke the next morning her father was there.  Patrick 
did not recognize Joe but they were fast friends in a very short time.

In Korea, Joe had teamed up with a National Champion bridge 
player from Colorado and they had won quite a bit of money playing 

Pat and Ann 1952
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bridge.  He took this money on one of his trips on R and R (rest and 
recuperation leave) to Japan and bought silver for me.  He came back 
with the sterling silver tea and coffee service with tray, twelve goblets, 
candelabra, and the silver punch bowl and cups.  So many times in 
our later Air Force life, I used these items with much satisfaction and 
pride.  Our entertaining then was more formal and having beautiful 
things to use was always a pleasure.

I have the letters that Joe wrote from the time he left us in 
Oklahoma in early July, just prior to Patrick’s first birthday in 1952, 
until the time he returned from Korea in January of 1953.  I am 
going to use the same method that I used with the World War II 
letters by lifting paragraphs that I feel give some sort of viewpoint 
on the whole Korean Service and I am also going to omit the more 
personal parts of the letters.  Unlike the letters written during World 
War II, these letters were not censored so Joe was free to write 
whatever he liked.

I think there was quite a different feeling about the Korean 
conflict and the Service in World War II.  Many of the men were 
older and had wives and children at home, a large per cent of them 
were Reserve Officers who had been called back to duty specifically 
to participate in Korea, and added to these facts was the dangerous 
flying that was an ever present worry in this area.  With a fifty mission 
limit, one had to know that the flying was very hazardous.  I find it 
interesting to note the contrast between these letters and those sent 
from the South Pacific in 1944.  The letters follow.  I have added 

parenthesis in places explaining terms or abbreviations in the letters 
and I have made certain comments throughout the excerpts from the 
letters to make them more understandable.

July 21, 1952       San Francisco

Arrived here yesterday after the most pleasant ride 
I have ever had in a plane.  I intend to leave in a few 
minutes for Stoneman (Camp Stoneman, the POE   Port of 
Embarkation).

*****

July 29, 1952

After 36 hours of the most nerve wrecking, hectic airplane 
ride I have ever had I finally arrived in Japan.  Had a rain 
squall and front the last nine hours but finally arrived OK.

I will stay here tonight and then we take an 18 hour 
train ride to a small town in southern Japan where we will fly 
to our base in Korea, which, as we understand, is where we 
always thought we would go it is an air field south of Seoul.

Japan has changed a lot in the last seven years since 
I was there.  Many of the people speak English and they 
almost all wear American dress.  They have cleaned up most 
of the bomb damage and have added a lot of new modern 
apartments.  Because of the occupation they seem to be a lot 
more prosperous.

I heard some very sad news last night.  I spoke to a group 
from Warren’s Squadron who are being rotated back to the 
States and they believe his plane was shot down last week.  I 
sure hope that is a mistake.  Don’t tell Agnes that until the 
War Department lets her know.  I should be in Korea within 
the next two days and I should be able to verify that rumor.Silver goblets own from bridge games
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My address in Korea will be
67th TAC Recon Wing 
APO 970
San Francisco, California
*****

August 2, 1952

I arrived in Tokyo two days ago and wrote you as soon 
as I arrived.  I stayed at a place called Fuchi Air Base and I 
visited the famous Tokyo PX.  In all my time in the Air Force 
I have never seen anything to compare to that store.  It is six 
stories high and you can buy anything from cars to pins there.  
They have a whole section devoted exclusively to china.  Let 
me know the kind and pattern you prefer and I will send it to 
you.

*****

(Joe did send a service for 12 in Noritake china which I used 
and enjoyed for years.  I eventually gave the set to Patrick and Paula.)

August 4, 1952

While writing the above letter we got a rush call to catch 
a plane to Korea, which is where I am finishing this up.  I saw 
Bob, Ray, Ed and all the boys.

 (These were the men who were in training with Joe in the States.)

Regarding Warren    the fellows here know nothing about 
it so possibly it is not true.  If it is you should know by now 
from Agnes.

I have a new address

12th TAC Recon. Sqdn.
APO 970/o Postmaster
San Francisco, Calif.
*****

August 4, 1952

After a rather uneventful day of processing here at Kimpo, 
I am ready to bring you up to date on the latest developments.  
As far as Kimpo is concerned, it is an ideal way to fight a war.  
The food is excellent and although we live in tents we have 
all the comforts of home.  We have a house boy, an 18 year 
old Korean who is a model of efficiency.  He gets us shaving 
water, cleans our shoes, makes 
the beds etc.  If I have to be 
here it is good duty as far 
as the living conditions are 
concerned.

We are 12 miles from 
the front and see a lot of the 
activity at night.  Regulations 
state that we have to wear 
our 45s at all times    even to 
chow and the movies and it 
gives a war time look to the 
place even though you never 
expect to use it.

I met all the boys here 
and Bob, in particular, was glad to see me and I him.  He 
is flying weather missions and is far ahead of schedule.  He 

Looks like a seen from the TV show Mash
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expects to be rotated in another 6 weeks to two months.  He 
has 24 missions in already.  The men in night recon. who 
have been over here a month ahead of him do not have half 
that many.  Ed Mulhern has seven, Interbitsen has 10, Ray, 
who is in weather has 23.  I hoped I could work my way into 
that section but unless they get short of men I do not stand a 
chance.  Bob and I both talked to the Maj. who is in charge 
of assignments and he refused to even discuss it.  They have a 
school started here to learn Japanese and I thought I would 
give that a try.

As far as rotation is concerned.  It is our understanding 
that it comes between 6 to 8 months, depending on the 
weather and replacements.  Everyone here who finishes fifty 
missions gets 3 Air Medals and the DFC (Distinguished Flying 
Cross).  This cheapens the medals as far as I am concerned and 
especially the DFC where you really had to earn it in WWII.

 *****

August 5, 1952

Finished getting my records straight today and found that 
our crew will start a five day refresher course Monday.  From 
what we are told, the course will bring us up to date on the 
latest Korean tactics and on the electronics we have to use.  
During the course we will fly three missions over Korea with 
experienced crews.  They call them “dollar rides.”

I am sending you the Power of Attorney and my will in 
two separate envelopes.  Let me know as soon as you get them.

*****

August 7, 1952

I did not write last night because we went to Seoul for 

some parachute training.  This was jumping from a 20 ft. 
platform with your Mae West etc. on and attempting to get out 
of your harness etc. and into your life raft.  It was lots of fun.  
Ray Durr had to be pulled out as well as Ed Mulhern    both 
got tangled in their shroud lines.  Klien had a field day taking 
pictures of them.  The PIO (Public Information Officer) was 
there and took pictures to be sent back to our home town 
papers.

Speaking of pictures I have none of you except the one 
I have been carrying for five years.  Send me at least several 
photos    not of the kids but of you.

By the time you get this I should have the school finished 
and I hope I have at least five missions in.

*****

(Since we had moved from base to base, prior to Joe leaving 
for Korea, with the same group of people, I knew many of the men 
stationed at Kimpo.)

August 9, 1952

I am chosen to ride in the back of the plane.  George is 
not up on Loran or Shoran (long range navigation or short 
range navigation) so Potter (Joe’s pilot) thinks I will ride 
back there.  It always makes me sick when I do and frankly 
I don’t know how that will work out.  You  know Potter is so 
scared of combat duty that he wrote his mother today to start 
proceedings to get him out on a compassionate discharge.  I 
doubt whether he can get it.  I still think he is a darned good 
pilot, however he tells me his mother has cancer and for that 
reason he might make this work.  We will wait and see.  Since 
I have been out here I have lost a lot of respect for some of the 
guys.  I didn’t expect them to be eager but then I didn’t expect 
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them to go all out the other way either.
Still no letters.  Almost a month gone and I haven’t heard 

from you.  Everyone else is in the same boat but I expect our 
mail will come in another few days.

*****

August 11, 1952

I have one more day of school tomorrow then we go on our 
first “dollar ride.”  The fact is that you have to pay attention 
to it for there is so much information given out that it is your 
own neck if you don’t get it.  However there is not too much 
risk here in this squadron.  The fellows in the B 26 bomber 
outfit take quite a beating. 

Still no mail.  It is hard to write not knowing how you 
are and what you are doing.

(Joe was always trying to reassure me that he has all right and in 
no danger but one would have had to be feeble minded to believe 
that.)

Ed Mulhern was grounded today and also Capt. Previtt 
as well as two or three others.  They were grounded for being 
overweight.  This flight surgeon grounds the men for the least 
thing.

I got your travel pay to New York which I will send.  It 
was paid in cash and I will get a money order to send it.  
Money worries me    that is your lack of it in the last month.

*****

(We had traveled so much from place to place before Joe left for 
Korea that his pay records were confused and besides we had spent a 
lot of money on the travel.)

August 16, 1952

I got six letters today!!!  You don’t know what it was like 
being over here and not knowing how my family was doing.  I 
think I had rather have these letters than a million dollars.  It 
was Xmas and Easter rolled into one today.

I haven’t time to write much because we just got out 
of ground school and I am sure we will fly tomorrow night 
on our first mission.  I won’t say I am not scared about the 
prospect but I am looking forward to getting these out of the 
way so I can come home as soon as possible.

I put in my application to be paid by check and it takes 
two days to process.  They pay in cash here and if you want a 
check you have to wait for it.

As far as Warren is concerned, it is sure a relief to know he 
is all right.

*****

August 14, 1952

We are definitely flying tonight.  In a way I am looking 
forward to it.  We go up with an experienced crew and the 
most I will do is go along for the ride.  However I will help 
with the preflight and will try to learn as much as I can even 
if it is an orientation ride.

I got paid this morning which was the pay for June and 
July.  With the August pay due soon I will send you $1,000.  
Be sure you let me know when you receive it as it gives me an 
uneasy feeling to send that much in the mail.

I loved your letters.  You make the day sound so real I feel 
as if I were there.

Our houseboy saw Sharon’s picture and he raved about 
her and how pretty she was.  He gets paid about $2.00 each 

Ed Mulhern, ground for being over-
weight
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month which is probably the best paid job on the base.  He 
works from 6 in the morning and he finishes up about five 
in the afternoon and then he gets on his bike and rides about 
24 miles to Inchon.  He speaks fairly good English as well as 
Japanese and Korean.  This is quite an accomplishment for a 
14 year old.

The conditions these people live in are terrible with 
probably North Korea a lot worse.  South Korea, before the 
war, was agricultural and although they don’t have much to 
eat, they are at least eating, with prospects for a very good rice 
crop in the next month or so.

 It makes my heart bleed for the little kids and especially 
the little orphan boys and girls who have no parents and run 
around Seoul begging and selling black market items.  The 
little girls with their black hair and big black eyes are so cute 
you wish you could take them back to the base and take care of 
them.

*****

August 15, 1952

Now for the news.  Bob Potter quit last night after one 
mission over the bomb line!  He put in for “fear of flying.”  I 
thought about it all day and I am really sick about it.  It 
probably means we will be here [George and I] at least 8 or 
9 months in order to get our missions in.  There is a surplus 
of Navigators and a scarcity of pilots.  The other thing is that 
we may end up with a bad pilot with whom no one wants 
to fly either through his drinking or his inability.  So far the 
comments about Bob are not negative.  The feeling is that if 
you went through the last war, it was enough.  That attitude 
rather surprised me.  Most of the men here were never overseas 
before and they seem to think it was OK for him to quit.

I flew my second mission last night.  A little excitement 
but no sweat.  I don’t know when I will fly again since Potter 
is grounded.  Last night was our second “dollar ride.”  We get 
one more and then are supposed to be combat ready, then we 
are supposed to fly the rest of the time with the crew we came 
over with.

I went over to Finance and picked up my check and I will 
enclose a $600 one today and another one tomorrow.  Let me 
know as soon as you get them.  My expenses are very light here 
and probably do not exceed 70 dollars a month.

*****

August 15, 1952

I went on my first  (1) mission last night and there was 
as the boys say, no sweat.  However I will admit that it was 
no joy ride.  It kind of gives you the creeps to go up over the 
bomb line where it is so dark and then all of a sudden a bunch 
of flares go up and it is as light as day.  As I was going over I 
thought of Janice’s suggestion to name the plane “Don’t Shoot” 
and I had a feeling the Reds knew it too because we were not 
fired on at all.  Two of the other “virgins” (new crews) were 
fired at and they were pretty scared when they hit the ground.  
No hits however.  Anti-aircraft fire here is supposed to be 
inaccurate.  I hope it stays that way.  I just heard that we fly 
again tonight.  I have a lot of preflight this afternoon and I 
hope it goes OK.

It begins to look like the weather squadron is out for us.  
They have a full component of Pilots and Navigators and 
unless some miracle happens, we will fly in Recon.

*****

I went on my first 
mission last night and 

there was as the boys say, 
no sweat.  However I 

will admit that it was no 
joy ride.  It kind of gives 
you the creeps to go up 

over the bomb line where 
it is so dark and then all 
of a sudden a bunch of 
flares go up and it is as 

light as day. 
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August 18, 1952

We had a hurricane here today as you no doubt have read 
in the papers by now and we were tying down equipment, 
tents etc. all day. Not much damage was done at this field but 
from all reports the south of Korea was hit pretty hard.  Even 
now the rain is coming down very hard.

Regarding Bob’s case.  I think he is a little ashamed of 
himself for what he did.  George and the rest of the squadron 
seem to be giving him the silent treatment.  It is sad and I 
feel sorry for him, as well as myself.  I hate to think of who I 
will get for a pilot.  There are two more here who have also 
grounded themselves.

*****

August 20, 1952

I just got back from breakfast and it is 11:30 at night.  
Since the crews fly at night they continue to serve breakfast 
from eleven at night until nine in the morning.

After three days without mail I finally received three 
letters today.  The mail was no doubt held up due to the 
weather.

Potter meets the FEB (Flying Evaluation Board) next 
week and the worst thing about the whole affair is that two 
more have grounded themselves.  The Brass seems worried as to 
where it will stop.  I did not fly tonight nor do I expect to for 
the next few days.  I will probably sit until some pilots get in, 
which does not seem likely in the near future.

I won 23 dollars on a poker game yesterday.  If I keep that 
up we can pay off the old homestead.  However I don’t expect 
to play when we get into the flying.  Some of these fellows play 
like awful dopes and if you hold an average hand you can 

come out ahead 80 per cent of the time.
 *****

August 19, 1952

I did nothing today due to the storm 
we had.  It rained all day and the planes 
were grounded.

Potter went to see another Colonel 
about his grounding.  He will either be 
discharged or stay here in a year and be 
sent back to the States to finish out his term 
there.  He is anxious to get away from here 
and I don’t blame him.

*****

August 22, 1952

I am sending a picture to you.  It is not very good but I 
hope you miss me enough to appreciate it.

Today has been a very good day.  The first nice day we 
have had in a week and for that reason all the planes are 
out.  Big fighter strike is right now in progress [F 86’s].  They 
are taking off in groups of 20 or more and the ones who are 
coming back are coming in minus their wing tanks which 
means there is a lot of Mig activity today.  As soon as they 
spot Migs they drop them.  You knew that of course.  As I am 
writing this another group are getting ready to go.  You just say 
a prayer to yourself that they will all come back OK.

*****

F-86 Sabre, sometimes called the Sabrejet
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August 23, 1952

I came down with some of those old chills and fever again.  
I intended going on sick call but I was afraid they would 
ground me and if there is any chance of getting out of this 
place sooner I am taking it.

(From the time Joe returned from Saipan, he had severe attacks of 
chills and fever every few months.  No one ever figured out whether 
it was Malaria or a recurrence of Dengue Fever.)

 There is a possibility that we will go to a field south of 
here [it is called K 13] while they repair the runways at this 
field.  I understand they have no accommodations for us and 
are not expecting us but if we can get in a few missions it will 
be OK by me.

 *****

August 26, 1952

I am finally over the chills and I feel fine.  It is a good 
thing too for we are supposed to go to another field today and 
again it was postponed by the weather.  The schedule calls for 
us to go tomorrow unless the weather intervenes again.

I have been reading about the heat wave you have had.  I 
wish I had put that cooler up in the back room for I am sure I 
it would have cooled those rooms.  Surely with September near 
you will get some relief.

*****

August 24, 1952

We ave no lights except for a small lantern and it is 

raining cats and dogs.  In 
fact it rained all day.

You may not hear from 
me for a few days for we 
move tomorrow to a field 
in South Korea [K 13] 
where George and I will be 
fill in Navigators.  We will 
probably get one mission in 
and then come back here 
and sit until we get a new 
pilot.  From all accounts we 
will sit around for at least 
a month more and that is 
being optimistic.  Another 
thing is that we could have 
been transferred to the 
Weather Squadron if  had not quit.  A new crew came in 
today and were assigned there.  I don’t know what I am going 
to do but it will be something.  I certainly will not sit around 
here for a year the way I miss you and the kids.

*****

August 27, 1952

I am night operations officer for the squadron tonight.  
Not much to do but sign a few reports and answer the phone.  
If there is flying I understand it is a busy job.  Since this front 
stayed around another day we were kept here with a possibility 
of going to the other field tomorrow or the following day.

There is nothing new here.  No new pilots in and I am 
getting fed up with sitting around and doing nothing.  If 
things don’t change I am going to see if I can get a job with 

Lt. Bob Potter, favorite pilot
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transportation.  At least the time would go faster.  I have been 
over here three weeks and it feels like three months.

I knew that Warren was on training status and will be 
for another month.  From what we hear, some General went 
down there and relieved the CO and he also took the UN flag 
away from the Squadron saying they were not worthy to fly 
under it.  I bet that did a lot for morale.  It hardly seems likely 
something like that could happen.

*****

(As in World War II, there were always rumors floating around.  
With little real news, I suppose it was inevitable that this happened.)

August 29, 1952

I am finally down here at K 13 at a field they call Suwon.  
After being duty officer, they woke me and told me we had 30 
minutes to catch the truck out to this place.  After a four hour 
truck ride, we finally arrived.  Had an hour’s briefing and 
then took off at 11:30 [2330] last night for my 3rd mission.  
Uneventful.  Had some weather over target and as a result 
did not release our photo bombs.  Lot of activity along the 
Red communication line.  We saw over two hundred trucks.  
Got in at four this morning, and had lunch.  I understand 
we will be here four or five days if the weather is good.  If it 
is not it will be longer.  They have terrible food here and no 
accommodations for us.

We have the whole squadron living in the mess hall.  
However it will not be bad for it is only for a few days.

I looked at the board and I am flying again tonight, 
0130, which means I will be up again all night.  Oh well at 
least it will be another mission.  I would fly every night if they 
would let me. 

This weather flight is flying all the time.  Bob K. has 35 

missions in and Ray has 33.  I 
envy them.  Sometimes they fly 
two missions in one day which is 
unheard of in Photo Recon.

We are waiting for more 
pilots to come in.  They come in 
without crews here.

*****

August 31, 1952

 As you know we were 
down at K 13.  Before going I 
was operations officer all night, 
then slept about 2 hours and 
took the truck ride to the Field.  Got there at 7:00, flew that 
evening at 9:00 PM and was back at 4 in the morning, up 
at 8:00 and flew again at 1:30 and got in at five.  Slept 
about two hours when we had to take the truck to Kimpo 
and finally arrived last night at eleven o’clock where I find I 
am OD (Officer of the Day) starting at 4 this afternoon.  I 
am not complaining but I do think it would have been more 
fortunate if I could have had OD a little later on.  I did fly 
two missions while at K 13 for which I am glad.  Both nights 
it was five tenths overcast and the majority of the crews came 
back with their bombs.

*****

September 1, 1952

I am tired!  Hectic twenty four hours I have just spent.  
Forgot to tell you that yesterday was pay day while I was OD 
and I was up the entire night keeping the peace.

*****    

Daddy’s tent... note the pictures of his kids above the bed



Chapter: 8  50 Long Missions (16)

September 3, 1952

I was busy all day with briefing, Flying Safety lecture, 
finance, etc.  Unfortunately the lights are out again I am 
writing by candle light.  I was on the schedule for tonight but 
the weather is zero and it is raining cats and dogs   so it was 
postponed probably until tomorrow if it clears.  Had problems 
with finance again and I will have to go back and try and 
straighten it out.  Seems to me they are not taking the right 
amount out for your allotment.

*****

September 4, 1952

I was supposed to have flown tonight and I didn’t.  Had 
my preflight etc. all finished when for some reason the brass 
cancelled the mission.  It takes about three hours to prepare for 
one of these flights and all that time spent today was wasted.  
To make it worse the lights are off again tonight.

 The mail is coming in well now.  It is the only good thing 
about the day.

 *****

September 5, 1952

I am sick of this place and there is no possibility of getting 
better.  I was again taken off the flying schedule tonight.  Bob 
Klein and Ray Durr will be going home in about 3 weeks.  I 
am glad they can go but I sure to envy them.  The way the 
flights have been going for me it will be another year.

(It was so frustrating to know that one could rotate home after 
50 missions and to see the two men with whom Joe had trained 

already almost finished and thinking of leaving made it doubly hard.)

I am on schedule tonight for 11:30.  I hope the flight goes.  
Will you send me some checks so if I go to Japan on R and R 
I can use them.  Speaking of that I have one coming up at the 
beginning of next month for five days at a rest camp in Japan.  
However I do not believe I will take it.  The only thing lacking 
here is hot water, milk, and the clothing stores.  If I could fly 
during that time I would stay on here but I understand you 
are grounded until your R and R time is up.

I spend a lot of time with Bob Potter.  He hasn’t a friend 
in the Squadron since he grounded himself.  The CO gave 
him a permanent job as Duty officer on the 12 to 8 shift every 
night.  It is hard getting any sleep here during the day because 
it is so hot.  I feel sorry for him.

*****
September 7, 1952

Flew last night and got both targets covered 100 per cent 
on both.  I believe I told you they grade every mission you fly 
here.  It is unusual to get two in a row like that.  However 
last night there was a full moon and the Squadron average 
was 93 per cent so I can’t take all that credit except that there 
was some personal satisfaction it.  The moon, like last night, 
has advantages and disadvantages.  If you are flying away or 
toward it the Reds can spot you pretty easy.  However, we had 
no opposition whatsoever.

*****

 September 10, 1952

I am leaving for K 16 [near Seoul] in 30 minutes to visit 
radar and other installations of that type.  Having flown last 
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night I am really tired.  However it is number six.  I did well 
on that mission too.  I believe we hit the target right on the 
nose.  Of course we won’t know until we get the report back of 
the pictures we took.

They are going to decide about Bob Potter’s case today.  He 
asked to go back on flying status.  A board will decide.  I hope 
he does go back for he is a good pilot.

*****

September 11, 1952

Potter is back on flying status and to top it off we are 
going to fly weather together.

I had to get up early this morning in order to meet the 
transportation to take us to the other field where we had a 
most interesting day inspecting radar, etc.

There was only room for one Navigator in weather so 
George is going to be assigned to another pilot and should be 
finished a month or so ahead of us since the weather is fairly 

good in the winter time.  I think he was glad because he did 
not want to fly with Potter since his grounding, so things 
worked out fine.

I am going to move tomorrow to Bob Kline’s tent since 
most of the weather personnel are down there in that section.

We went through the city of Seoul today on the way to the 
other field and never have seen such misery and poverty in my 
life.  I can’t describe it because I can hardly believe it myself.

*****

September 12, 1952

I am glad you got to Oklahoma City and back OK.  
Driving alone with four children is pretty dangerous.

(I had taken the children over to Oklahoma City to visit my 
parents.)

 I played Bridge today and since being over here I have 
only lost one time and then it was only 65 cents.  I average 
winning two or three dollars a time.  I have a good partner 
in Bridge, a Jewish Ground Force Officer named Morris 
Chapman.  It is not really gambling for with Morris and the 
way he plays, I don’t see how we can lose.  He was a champion 
Bridge player from Colorado with some sort of national rating.  
He has taught me an awful lot and I still have a lot to learn.

(Joe won, at Bridge, enough to buy the silver coffee and tea 
service, the dozen silver goblets, candle holders, silver punch bowl 
and cups and several more items which he brought home to me 
when he returned from Korea.)

I found out today that Bob will get checked out the 
beginning of next week and that we will then fly as a crew.  If 
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the weather stays bad we should pile up quite a few missions 
in a short time. 

I am not considering getting out of the service.  I just do 
not like being away from you.

*****

September 14, 1952

I will have to make this short as I have a lot of preflight to 
do.  I will fly in the morning at five o’clock on my first weather 
mission.  I am looking forward to it for it will be a novelty to 
fly in the daytime.

No lights again tonight.
You asked if I wanted the Sunday Sports page.  Please do 

send it and especially the accounts of the coming OU football 
games.

I moved in with Bob and Ray today and Potter will move 
in as soon as one of the others leave.  It is a much nicer tent 
but not as rain proof as our other one was.  Both Bob and Ray 
have 42 missions and should finish in a week or so.

*****

September 15, 1952

I flew my 7th today.  Got up at 3 in the morning, took off 
at five and got back at 8:30.  Flew what we call the Charlie 
Weather mission.  When we get home I will go over a lot of 
this stuff on the map with you.

I received three letters from you today.  I was about to 
tear my hair out at not having heard from you in three days, 
especially when everyone else was getting mail.  It is really the 
first time your letters have been delayed.

When I get up at 3 in the morning I might just as well 

stay up all night.  I can’t sleep anyway for waiting for the 
CQ (Charge of Quarters) to wake me to fly.  No doubt it is 
part nerves but then it still happens and I am not much use 
for the rest of the day.  I am sure I will get on to the routine 
and the tension will lesson.  I am flying again tomorrow and 
although we are the standby crew if all goes well we will take 
off.  Schedule calls for a 6 o’clock take off but with the weather 
Squadron a lot depends on other things and it means a lot of 
sitting around and waiting.

I went up to Finance again concerning my pay.  The first 
time they were underpaying me $38 dollars and today they 
would have given me two hundred too much.  I will hope they 
straighten it out and I will pick up the pay next week.

*****

September 16, 1952

Number eight today we have had exceptionally bad 
weather here and for that reason are getting in a lot of 
missions.  I will fly tomorrow on a 6 1/2 hour flight over 
water.  I get up at 3 AM with take off at 5:15.  The best part 
of tomorrow’s flight is that it is the only mission we fly that we 
do not have to go over the bomb line.

Bob was promoted today and he is walking on air.  Ray 
and I took him over to the club tonight and made him buy 
the whole weather squadron a drink.  He cheerfully did this 
although he does not care to see anyone drinking.

I am going on R and R to Japan about the first of 
October.  Bob Kline, Potter and I will go together unless Bob 
finishes up his missions and gets orders to go home.

*****
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September 19, 1952

Had a call to fly this afternoon but after getting the 
preflight taken care of we found the radio didn’t work and 
before we could get it fixed they cancelled the mission.

I submitted an idea to the CO today concerning the 
spotting of the Red Ack Ack and field artillery pieces.  I really 
think it is good and that it will work even though I did think 
of it.  It is a simple plan and probably for that reason no one 
has thought of it before.  I am on the 4th alert tomorrow but 
the weather is so good I doubt if we fly.  I told you it is getting 
real cold here didn’t I?  However the personal equipment 
(flying clothes, boots, etc.) are plentiful as well as warm so we 
are lucky there.

*****
September 21, 1952

Number 10 and 11 in one day!  At 0600 I flew for 6 
1/2 hours came down and after some lunch I was briefed for 
2300 that evening on another trip that took 5 hours.  I flew 
with Ray Durr who was checking me out in Loran.  Towards 
the end I was getting it down all right.  Ray flew his 49th 
with me and Kline has 47.  Should finish up this week.  I fly 
tomorrow with Bob Potter.  Understand I will fly with him 
from here on out.

*****
(Ray Durr, a good friend of ours was killed later on in Japan 

when his plane hit a mountain.)

September 23, 1952
Number 12 scheduled tomorrow.  Bob Klein is flying with 

us and will have his 50 in and will be finished.  I think I will 
get in about 10 missions a month which should finish me up 
about the end of January.

(Joe actually did get back 
about mid-January.)

I was surprised to hear 
that Pat and Ann weigh 
almost the same.  I am glad 
to hear that they are all doing 
so well.

I have to get up in four 
hours for this long over water 
flight.  Potter and I are flying 
as a crew now and I believe 
he is one of the best pilots i the 
Squadron and have no qualms 
about flying with him.

*****

 September 23, 1952

Our flight was cancelled 
tonight and even though I missed a mission I was glad to abort 
this one.  It is one of the rougher ones.

Our money situation is good I think.  I will send $700 
home to you this pay day.

I got another Air Medal yesterday.
Fighting along the front has picked up as you probably 

know.  Units are being alerted for a break through.  However 
the glamour boys (Fighter Pilots) will, if they break through, 
take the planes and bug out to Japan.

I got the socks that were in my B 4 bag.  Laundry is a 
problem here and that is why I needed them.

*****

I got another Air Medal 
yesterday.
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September 24, 1952

Didn’t write last night but flew number 12 and it was 
over the Yellow Sea.  It was a 6 hour hop.  Came back with 
the usual headache.

I played Bridge tonight and won $6.50.  Another thing 
is that I was assigned the job as PIO (Public Information 
Officer) for the Squadron as well as Awards and Decorations 
Officer, Custodian of the Unit Fund and Group Charity 
Officer.  The last three don’t mean much.  

I am not flying tomorrow so I intend to take some movies 
with Bob Kline’s camera.  I intend to go to Seoul and Inchon.  
It will really be the first time I have been able to visit those 
places.

*****

September 27, 1952

I believe I told you I was the Weather Squadron PIO 
Officer.  I thought up an idea of adopting a small Korean 

village.  today Bob and I took a jeep and went into the hills 
around Kimpo and found a small one which we are going to 
try and help out.  I have never seen so much poverty in my life.  
There are 350 people who live in this place in 15 tents    about 
five families to a tent.  100 adults and 250 children.  The 
fellows are sending home for old clothes, school supplies etc.  I 
would like for you to make up a package and send it and also 
anyone else in Hobart who would be interested.   Send it to me 
for I will be here awhile.

*****

(I, as well as several friend in Hobart and one or two of the 
churches, sent huge packages of used clothing to Joe in Korea which 
were later distributed to those in the village.  Since it was mid-winter 
when these things were received, it probably saved the lives of many 
who had nothing to protect them from the harsh winter weather.)

September 13, 1952

Number 13 this morning with number 14 to go about 
five hours from now.  I had to get up at three in the morning 
and did not get back until 12 noon.  I have the same type 
mission tomorrow.

Bob and I flew together for the first time since we have 
been over here.  It appears we will fly together from here on 
out.  I hope tomorrow’s navigation goes as well as this did.

*****

September 29, 1952

Two letters from you today.  Your letters are about the only 
good thing that happens to me during the day.  I flew number 
14 today and after getting up at 3 AM for the past three days 

In front of his tent

Friendly bridge game
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I am worn out.  I have a cold and my ears are bothering me 
when we fly and let down.  For that reason we are not going to 
fly tomorrow and have put in for our R and R and if a plane 
leaves for Japan tomorrow or the next day, Bob and I will be 
on it.  We thought we would do it now since we are at the 
bottom of the schedule for the next five days.  Another reason 
is that I am getting a lot more nervous and upset with the 
constant flying.  It never did bother me before.

*****

(This last letter was one of the clear indications that the flying 
was very hazardous.  Although Joe tried not to write about the danger 
of the missions it was evident from the fact that the men went home 
at the completion of 50 missions.)

October 1, 1952

Bob and I are on our R and R in Noygoya, having arrived 
here last night.  I had a cold and the flight surgeon grounded 
me for a few days.  We were lucky enough to get a base flight 
in a C 47 in the afternoon to this place.  It took about 4 
1/2 hours to get here but I had no bad effects from the cold.  
As soon as we dumped our bags in the hotel we went to the 
Officer’s Mess and had the biggest steak I have ever had in my 
life.  As hungry as I was I couldn’t eat it all.  Also had shrimp 
cocktail, wine, hot rolls, and strawberry shortcake and it all 
cost $2.00.

I wish you were here for there are so many interesting 
things to see.  Buildings, stores and especially the people.  There 
are a lot of the GIs here who have their dependents with them 
and I believe if we were to be stationed in Japan it would be 
a good deal.  If it wouldn’t take too long to get you over here I 
might put it down as a choice.

I am sending some rolls of film to you to be developed.  I 

have some pictures on the roll of the latest English jets taking 
off and our own 86s going off on a strike.

We intend going on a sightseeing tour tomorrow.  We will 
be here for four days.  I am short of cash but have the checks 
you send me and I will let you know how much I use.  Since I 
am away on the 1st I won’t be paid until the 15th and I will 
send you around $2,000.  I don’t use much here, what with 
my poker and bridge earnings.

I will buy the children’s Xmas gifts while I am over here.  
I don’t know just what.  I can’t get them grass skirts like I 
promised.

*****

October 2, 1952

Another day here in Nagoya and another day I wished 
you were here too.  There are so many things to see and the 
shopping is great.  I got some presents for the girls.  I got 
pajamas for them and for you and some material for you at 
$1.10 a yard and I got seven yards.

(This was gorgeous raw silk and I later made a suit of it.)

The most beautiful thing was a sterling silver tea and 
coffee set.  I didn’t buy it yet but I am going to look around 
some more and if I don’t see one I like better I believe I am 
going to buy it.

I intend to call you Saturday morning and if the oversea 
telephones are not swamped I might get through.

I wish you were here.  Maybe I will volunteer to stay in 
Japan and you and the kids can come over and see for yourself.

I bought your Christmas present.  It is a punch bowl set 
with 12 cups and a tray.  It is silver plate and very pretty.

*****
(So this is the story of how we acquired the silver that we have 
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used all these years.)

October 3, 1952

Finally got the call through and heard you perfectly.  It 
sure was good to talk to you.  For the first time since I got here 
you do not seem so far away.

So Pat can walk!  I sure would like to see him.  Janice and 
Sharon sounded good.  Too bad I could not talk to Ann.

I have been looking for dolls for the girls but can only find 
American ones or the very ornate Japanese ones.  I will keep 
looking. 

We intend to leave tomorrow for Korea.  I am anxious to 
get back and tackle the other 36 missions.

*****

 October 4, 1952

I walked all over the place today trying to get the girls 
their dolls.  The ones I saw, I would not pay the postage to 
send home.  The walk was interesting though.  We saw some 
Japanese temples and the different statues they put up to honor 
their Gods.

Another thing is the shops.  Every other one is a camera 
shop or a penny arcade.  Photography or a game of chance 
seems to be the Japanese pastime.  Another interesting thing is 
that for every job there are about five people doing it.  It is not 
because they are that industrious but because there are so many 
people.  Every place you go you see thousands and thousands of 
people.

I looked for different tea sets but didn’t find one as nice as 
the first one I saw.  We need to check our bank account and 
see just how much we can really afford.  The kid’s insurance 

policies are all coming due so we need to pay them.

(We had taken out educational policies for each child in turn 
and paying the four of them each year was quite a sum of money for 
us.  We continued them until maturity and had something to start 
each child’s college expenses years later, although with inflation it did 
not really go very far.)

Last night we went to a Japanese burlesque show and it 
was so obscene that we left after about ten minutes.

We leave tomorrow afternoon and I am anxious to get 
back.  Can’t wait to get my mail from you.

I looked at china today but did not buy any yet.  I will 
do that later on when I decide on the kind.  I also saw silver 
goblets that were about five dollars each.  Would you like to 
have them?

*****

 (Joe did eventually buy the twelve goblets which were sterling 
silver and have been used in our home for all these years.)

October 6, 1952

I got back last night and it was an all day trip.  We 
started at ten in the morning but there was delay after delay.  
Usually it is a trip of only about five and a half hours.  I 
found five letters from you waiting for me.

I finally went over and got my pay straightened out.  I 
will send you the checks as soon as I get to the Post Office.

I am flying tomorrow morning on the overwater flight.  
It is five and a half hours but at least it is not over the bomb 
line.  It will be number 15.
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I went hunting again for the dolls for the girls but couldn’t 
find any but the ugly Japanese ones.  Maybe I can find some 
when I go to Tokyo.

I am enclosing pictures of the Korean village taken by the 
PIO.  Rather pitiful.  I just can’t believe the hardships that 
these people have to go through.  I don’t expect, unless they can 
get some help that they will make it through the winter.  Our 
clothes drive is coming along fine.  I hope nothing happens to 
slow it down.

*****

October 8, 1952

I didn’t get to fly number 15 yesterday.  Just before take 
off, Potter came down with a sore throat and cold so he went 
up to the flight surgeon and was grounded for a few days.  It is 
always something, it seems.

I went to Seoul and got the girls their Japanese dolls.  Real 
cute ones too and I also got Pat a little Japanese boy doll.  The 
one for Ann is just like Pat’s except it is a girl.  They have to be 
ordered and shipped from Japan and it is my understanding 
that it will take at least two months for you to get them.  They 
should be there for Christmas.

I had your letter that Pat is walking.  I would love to be 
there to see him.  I believe that is the biggest thrill a parent 
gets, to

see them graduate from one stage to another.  Sometimes I 
wonder if the security in the Service is worth being away from 
you and the kids, even for short periods of time.

With the exception of Potter and Kline, most of the guys 
think this tour is a lark.  Boy, they can have it!

*****

October 9, 1952

Got in number 15 unexpectedly today.  I should not have 
flown though for I had a bout of the same old chills and fever.  
They woke me up at 3 AM and asked if I wanted to fly and I 
went.  It was a 4 and one half hour mission and after the first 
hour I sure did regret that decision.  I went on 100 per cent 
oxygen when we were air borne and that stuff will give you a 
lift for a while.

Ray and Bob left for the states today.  Sure was sorry to 
see them leave but glad they finished.  I don’t know what their 
assignment will be but they will let me know.

*****
 October 11, 1952

I intended to go on sick call today but we were asked to 
fly a special mission so I postponed the sick call and flew.  Had 
a tough time of it.  However it is in (number 16) and I was 
worn out so hit the sack and that is the last I knew until a few 
hours ago and I feel better now although I still have a little 
fever.

I am sending one check to you today and will enclose the 
other in the next letter.  If you want to you can buy back some 
of the bonds we spent when the last two children were born.  
In any event you know more about our finances than I do so 
use your own judgment.  I will keep sending you whatever 
surplus I have.

(Keeping up with money, bank accounts etc. was always hard 
when we were in two separate places.  We had to keep checking 
things out with each other.)

So Pat can walk!  I 
sure would like to see 

him.  Janice and Sharon 
sounded good.  Too bad I 

could not talk to Ann.
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October 12, 1952

So much to tell you and not much time to do it in.  First, 
I got in number 17 today with a flight scheduled for the 
morning.  I did not go on sick call because I felt much better.

Enjoyed your account of how Pat helps get dinner ready.  
They are all really no good stink pots until they get around 
three years old but they are sure lovable.  I miss them just real 
bad.  I don’t think anyone realizes how much.  Be sure to keep 
the letters coming.  I don’t know what I would do without 
them.

*****
October 13, 1952

A six and a half hour flight this morning.  Uneventful but 
tiresome but it is another mission.  Number 18.  Haven’t had 
a look at tomorrow’s schedule yet.

The weather here is turning plenty cold.  It was down to 
38 degrees this morning and it was 10 degrees at 10,000 feet.  
I had an electric flying suit on but even so my feet were sure 
cold.  When it gets cold as this, I keep thinking of those Korean 
children in ‘our village’ who have hardly any clothing.  Still, 
they must be adjusted to it for they have already gone through 
two winters. 

By this time you should have received the two checks, the 
pictures and the roll of movie film.  I am anxious  to know 
how the latter turned out.  Can you send me two rolls of film?  
It can’t be had here for love or money.

*****

October 14, 1952

Didn’t fly today although we were scheduled.  Potter again 

decided he didn’t want any more of 
this combat.  The Major talked him 
into flying tomorrow but it could be 
he won’t after that.  I sure hate to 
lose him for he is far above the other 
fellows in flying ability.

I am to have some blood samples 
taken to run a check for this malaria 
or whatever it is that is causing my 
trouble.  I feel fine though now.

*****

October 16, 1952

Flew number 19 yesterday.  Potter quit again.  The 
Edmundsons have a baby girl.

(We were with them in all of our pre Korea training.)

Concerning Potter’s case.  I noticed yesterday that he had 
something on his mind and when we landed he went to the 
CO and said he had enough.  I don’t know what the score 
is with him.  I know he is scared and for that matter so is 
everyone else, including little Joe, who is probably a lot worse 
than anyone else in the Squadron.  However, you just stay 
with it and hope and pray for the best.  As far as outcome is 
concerned, he will be grounded and will go before the Wing 
Commander for a final disposition of his case.  I will keep you 
informed of developments.  I got in Number 19 with Number 
20 to go in the evening which is five hours away.  I am tired 
and would prefer to stand down tonight but a mission is a 
mission and after I fly it I will be glad I did, I hope.

Bill Edmundsn had a telephone call from the Red Cross 
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saying he was a new father.  He is tickled to death to have a 
girl.  Dorothy is fine and he says this is the first granddaughter 
to be born on both sides of the family.

I enjoyed your description of Ann and Pat fighting over 
helping you cook.  I bet if you dressed them alike they  would 
stop traffic.  They are so close together and Pat is so big for his 
age they would look like twins.  I would hate to see you try 
to take Pat to church if he is as bad as Ann was.  They are 
stinkers when they get that age aren’t they?

It is still cold here.  It has been so long since I have seen 
any really cold weather that I am freezing all day long.  I 
understand this is just the beginning.

*****

October 17, 1952

Just finished two letters to our oldest daughters.  I feel like 
an old man when I say that.

Our flight last night was cancelled.  We were all ready to 
take off when they called it off.  That is the second time it has 
happened and it is a pain in the neck.  The hard part of the 
trip is getting your equipment in order, your preflight done 
plus staying up all night sweating out getting up at the right 
time.  I am scheduled for another tomorrow at 4 AM.

Had a letter from Bob Kline today who is winging his 
way back to the States after spending a week in Japan waiting 
for transportation.  His orders read for him to be assigned to 
Randolph Field as Navigational Instructor on B 29 aircraft.  
Bob would prefer another type of aircraft as would I.  The best 
part of the day was receiving two letters from you.

Regarding a bike for Janice    why don’t you get her one 
for Christmas.  It looks like a bicycle is the ultimate in her 
young life.  Let’s get her one.

*****

 October 21, 1952

I feel guilty for not writing you the last two days.  I have 
flown each day.  Number 21 and 22 with the possibility of 
flying again today.  I flew the 6 hour one yesterday and even 
though these rides all wear me out, that one really does it up 
prime.

My idea that I suggested for the artillery spotting is up 
for consideration at the 5th AF Headquarters according to a 
liaison officer.  At least they think enough of it to consider it. 

Two letters from you today plus the sports page.  I sure do 
enjoy that since OU has such a wonderful team this year and 
above all since they beat those Texans.

I am glad to know you made the trip to Oklahoma City 
[and back] to see your folks.  If I had known you were going 
I would have worried about it.  With four kids, I would 
hesitate.

(The children were wonderful in the car.  They were not 
confined by seat belts for we did not have them but they absolutely 
understood that they had to sit quietly    no moving around, no 
arguing, no commotion of any sort.  I don’t know how they got that 
way although I remember pulling the car off the road a few times to 
remind them of the rules.  I think they sensed that it was important 
to cooperate when we were driving alone.)

Nothing new on Potter’s case.  Since he quit I am flying 
with different pilots in the Squadron.  I do miss that guy for 
I still think he was the best we had.  We are supposed to get a 
new pilot in next week with whom I will fly.  You can imagine 
how anxious I am to see what he has got.  The old boy is 
probably thinking the same about me.
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(Added to the stress of being in Korea was the stress of flying 
with first one pilot after another.  Joe never knew whether the pilot 
was capable or not and he had little chance to get used to the pilot 
or for the pilot to get used to Joe.  Working as a team was certainly 
more comfortable.)

I am glad Man came over.  He is slightly prejudiced 
concerning our children.  To his mind they are always 500 per 
cent better than any other he knows.  Without a doubt he is 
right.

*****
October 23, 1952

I don’t believe I told you this before but Scott, who is also 
in the weather flight stands a good chance of being my pilot.  
Ironic!  I have no confidence in his flying.  The fact is there is 
hardly a Navigator who will fly with him.  I think before I 
would fly with him I would ground myself.  He is a fine fellow 
but he doesn’t show me much as far as his flying is concerned.

(Scott, who had been in training with Joe at Shaw AFC, was 
commonly known to be a very poor pilot because he was subject to 
attacks of vertigo and therefore everyone was afraid to fly with him.  
The amazing thing was that he was able to complete the training 
without being eliminated from the program before the men went to 
Korea.)

The packages are starting to come in for our Korean 
people.  Bob’s people are sending 20 boxes of clothes.  Some 
candy manufacturer is sending 50 pounds of candy.  Surely 
everything we receive will be used, down to the last thread.

*****

October 24, 1952

I feel like a citizen today.  I sent in my vote for Ike on the 
ballot you sent me.  I even voted for a few Democrats.

Haven’t flown for a few days and doubt whether I will 
fly tomorrow.  The Scott case has not come to a head.  Hope 
somehow it can be avoided.  It has been almost five months 
since I have seen you and the children and it seems at least a 
year.

Potter meets the FEB [board] next week.  He intends to 
get out of the service as soon as possible.  I feel sorry for him.  
Bob Ducher, who was at Shaw with us and whose wife was 
expecting [you met her] arrived here today.  We got along 
fine and I was glad to see him.  Incidentally, they had a girl.  
Congratulations to Sharon on her reading test.

*****

(Sharon had made a very high score on her reading achievement 
test.)

October 27, 1952

Flew Number 22 yesterday and came back worn out.  
It was a 6 hour flight plus two more getting ready for it.  
These plane rides are getting to be tough.  I haven’t flown as 
yet with Scott.  I dread the day when I am scheduled with 
him.  Haven’t made up my mind what to do in case we are 
scheduled.  I sure rue the day Potter quit.  Incidentally, Potter’s 
case comes before the FEB sometime next week.

The weather is getting real cold now.  I am wearing 
jackets and long underwear all the time.  Yesterday when  we 
were at 10,000 feet the temp. was minus ten degrees.  The 
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weather is very clear and for that reason our missions have 
slowed up considerably.

*****
 October 29, 1952

Two letters from you today so I am up to date.  The fact is 
that one of the letters was mailed only six days ago.

I flew yesterday    number 23    they also pulled a dirty 
trick on me.  I was supposed to fly with a fellow named Wilson 
and when I got out to the line guess who was my pilot?  Right, 
Old Scott.  I was sorely tempted to raise a fuss but that would 
have held up the flight and in any event I flew with him.  
The guy doesn’t show me much as far as a pilot is concerned.  
There have been four fellows already who have refused to fly 
with him, including Bill Edmundson.  It scares me to death 
to think I might have to fly with him in the future.  Well, we 
will see what happens.

I sure to enjoy the comments you make about the children.  
I am sure Janice has changed a lot.

Briefing is just over and I find I am flying at 3 o’clock in 
the morning.  Gad, what a time.

*****
October 31, 1952

Hope you will forgive the short letter.  Flew number 
24 yesterday evening, got up early this morning and went 
into Seoul in order to get an extra blue shirt and to do some 
sightseeing.  Got back a few minutes ago and find I am on the 
early flight in the morning.  Since today was pay day there was 
a mob of people in Seoul and the BX was closed for inventory, 
a fact I had forgotten so really, the day was wasted.

*****

November 2, 1952

Thought I would write you a long letter tonight but after 
flying a 6 hour job today [number 25] and 26 to go tonight 
at one o’clock which is only 5 hours away I am worn out.  I 
know that you realize that getting these missions in is most 
important and I want them in as soon as possible.

By the time you get this you will know who won the 
election.  It will not be known here for another two days and 
everyone is wondering who will be president.  I wonder who 
Man is voting for.

*****

November 6, 1952

I did not write to you for the past two days and then 
received two letters from you this afternoon and I felt bad. 

However I do have number 26 and 27 in with 28 to 
go tomorrow morning so there is a slight excuse.  Both of 
the missions were long with the last going 6 hours and 30 
minutes.

Number 26 took us over North Korea and it must be 
getting cold up there.  All the mountains were covered with 
snow.  Number 27 was the long overwater deal.  Incidentally 
that is the one I am on for the morning. 

Sharon’s letter was received today.  Never realized I had 
such a smart girl who could write me all by herself.  Will 
answer it as soon as I get time.  This flying is hard but I am 
going to volunteer to fly as often as I can.  I figure if I can 
make it to 38 this month, I might make it to 50 by the last of 
December.  It is going downhill now but when I think of 23 
more to go it sure sounds a lot.  I doubt that they will let me 
continue at this pace.  I don’t intend to take another R and 
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R until I am finished and doubt that I will take one then.  I 
had much rather get home that much quicker.  Right now I 
am flying with different pilots.  The last one was with Scott.  
I hope to get a steady crew soon in order to eliminate the 
possibility of flying any more with him.

I miss the children but you are the one I am always 
thinking of.

*****

 November 8, 1952

I was quite busy today.  The project we have of adopting 
the Korean village has snowballed into quite a deal.  People 
are sending clothes, shoes, blankets etc. from all over the 
country.  If it keeps up we will have to move out of the tent.  
Luckily there are only three of us living here now.

I started writing this last night and Capt. Wilson came  
in and told me we had a special mission.  Had about an hour 
to get ready and then we flew up to the tip of North Korea 
about 30 miles from the Yala River.  The weather was nasty 
and for that reason we had to fly the special.  Lot of snow and 
ice encountered.  Got back at 5:30 this morning, got up at 
11:30 and went to Church.

Had a package of clothing from you and as I looked at 
the kids familiar dresses and material I don’t think I have ever 
been more homesick in my life.  I feel like I can’t really give 
them away.  However the people have such a need for them.

*****
November 9, 1952

I flew early this morning    it is now number 29.  If this 
keeps up it could be I will make report the end of January and 
be home in February.  One good thing is that I am the new 

check out Navigator for the Squadron and should get some 
additional missions in that way.  I am checking out a new 
Navigator tomorrow on the 6 hour over water job. 

Our boy Ike got in.  Let’s hope it is for the best.  I was 
disappointed in his campaign because I did not think he was 
very sincere.

*****

November 11, 1952

I have about two hours before a flight and thought I 
would write you.  I want to write to Mother too.  Since I have 
been here I have received but one letter from her.  I believe 
that since she doesn’t want me over here, if she doesn’t write, 
she will talk herself into thinking I am not.  Heck of a theory 
but you know Mother.

I am glad you received the silver and that you like it.  I 
will send the coffee and tea set or maybe I will bring it when I 
come. 

This flying is hard but the compensation is that I will get 
home that much sooner.  I believe that when I leave here I will 
have more combat hours than anyone in the Squadron.  Did 
I tell you I was the Squadron Navigator now.  I check out all 
the boys when they first start.  I get in extra missions that way.  
I also have another Air Medal which makes three, and I am 
in for the DFC.  I will have to start thinking up some good 
stories to tell  Pat when he gets older.

*****

November 11, 1952

I am glad you liked the picture of the weather flight but 

Added to the stress of 
being in Korea was the 
stress of flying with first 
one pilot after another.  
Joe never knew whether 

the pilot was capable 
or not and he had little 
chance to get used to the 

pilot or for the pilot to get 
used to Joe.  Working as a 
team was certainly more 

comfortable.
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surely disappointed that you could not find your own husband.  
Fortunately I have another print that I am enclosing, and that 
handsome chap on the left is me.

*****

November 11, 1952

Haven’t had any mail for the past three days.  Nobody has 
for some reason.  I flew number 30 yesterday, another 6 hours 
job with a flight scheduled for tonight or early morning.  We 
have had some poor weather lately that is why we are flying so 
much.

*****

(The weather recon people flew in bad weather to check out the 
situation for others flying bombing missions.  When it was clear all 
over the bombers were able to go out without much worry.)

 November 12, 1952

I was up all last night on a mission that didn’t go.  Had 
trouble with the plane and after eight hours of waiting, they 
cancelled the flight.  I am supposed to fly again in a few hours.  
Received four letters from you!

*****

November 17, 1952

It has been three days since I have written but I am sure 
you will understand.  I have numbers 31, 32, 33, 34, and 
35 missions in.  I flew a total of eleven hours and fifty minutes 
yesterday.  I saw an opportunity to get an extra flight in and 
I am tired today but glad I did fly them.  Weather has been 

bad and that is the reason for so many flights.  I go again in 
about two hours.  When I am getting this close to the end I am 
getting scared.  I saw Bob and Ray get the same way and now 
it is happening to me.  I believe it affects us all that way.  I 
think you would be a darned fool if you didn’t have some sort 
of feeling about this.

Still we have the best pilots in the 5th Air Force and that 
in itself is quite a comfort.

How would you like to spend the next two years on Guam 
or Hawaii?  I put in for it today.  Major Kuenest, the CO 
will be stationed there and I would fly as a Navigator with a 
weather flight and with Major K as my pilot.  You would be 
able to come over within 30 days of my arrival.  The housing 
is plentiful at both Guam and Hawaii and the schools are 
Civil Service.  The Major said our chances of getting it are 
about 75 per cent.  It would be nice to have the kids in one 
place for two years.

*****

November 19, 1952

Knew it was too good to be true.  I spoke to the adjutant 
this afternoon in regard to the overseas assignment and he 
said I would have to stay here in Korea until my MOT (My 
Overseas Tour) is up which would mean until July 30, 1953 
if I still wanted to go to Guam or Hawaii.  Naturally I told 
him to forget the whole thing.  I will put in for it when I get 
back to the States.  I did not want the extra time that I would 
be away and then have to wait for you to arrive.  I have had 
enough of being separated.

I got number 36 and 37 in.  The early morning mission 
was a six hour job and I am tired.  I hope to go on report next 
week.  You go on report when you reach 40 missions.  Then 
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when you reach fifty you sweat out your replacement.
Have a mission tomorrow night.  I can’t say I am looking 

forward to it although I volunteered for it.
*****

November 21, 1952

Half hour before taking off for number 39 so this will be 
short.  I got in this morning after being up all night.  We had 
some difficulty with a plane and before getting another one we 
were late taking off.  I had a letter from you telling of Warren 
coming home.  I sure envy him but glad for Agnes that he 
made it.

***** 

 November 23, 1952

I just got down on mission number 40 which means I 
should hit the report tomorrow.  After that it should be 6 or 
7 weeks and I am on my way home.  Up to a month ago the 

fellows were leaving in 30 days but due to a critical shortage 
of crews we are having to stay a little longer.  I also understand 
there is a wait in Japan with men going there and staying 
one to two weeks.  I am anxious to get started but my main 
concern now is to finish up these last 10.  As I told you before, 
I am really starting to sweat them out.  I believe the last ten 
will be worse than the first forty put together.

 I have to get up early in the morning to testify before 
Potter’s FEB case.  I sure hope the old boy comes out OK.

*****

Organized relief mission to Korean Village

Little Korean girl in Ann’s snowsuite
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November 25, 1952

I was a witness and testified for over an hour about 
Potter’s case and the board was in session for over eight hours 
and finally grounded him for an indefinite period but allowed 
him to keep his wings which was quite a concession.  He will 
get an administrative job and stay over here until April of 
next year.  Potter feels good about the decision.  We are still 
buddies.  I still believe he has more ability than 9/10 of these 
other pilots.

I told you I was scheduled for two missions but today they 
put me up for five in a row [checking out some new men].  
Looks like I will have the fifty in before 3 or 4 weeks have 
passed.  I don’t know whether to be glad or sorry.  I will be 
glad to have them over but the pace is pretty hectic.  I have 
flown more missions than any two men in the Squadron and 
I could do with a rest.  I fly number 41 this evening.  I think 
I will change my mind and take an R and R in Japan when I 
get fifty in.  I could stand a rest.  I feel just like we did when 
we were at Hondo and going down the finish line.

*****

November 26, 1952

Yesterday I was scheduled for Number 41 which I flew, 
however we had to come back because of some mechanical 
difficulty and then we took off again.  I got credit for two 
missions but rumor has it we will probably have to fly 52 
missions as we don’t have the crews here to replace us.  I was 
up all night and got to bed long after daylight.  The worst 
part of it is that I am flying again this evening.  That is about 
an hour from now.  With 42 in I have 10 to go so with that 
in mind, I probably should get them in as soon as possible.  I 
received 10 more packages for the Korean village today.  I 

forgot to tell you that I took some packages up there.  I am 
getting forgetful as Hell lately. I sure hope the picture of the 
little girl came out for that is the one I gave Ann’s snow suit to.

I have to get ready for the flight.  Cold tonight, however 
we have plenty of warm clothes so that isn’t bad except when 
you have to take your gloves off to write, your hands freeze.

*****

November 28, 1952

I missed writing to you and for the same reason.  Flew 
number 43, then got up at 3:30 this morning and flew 
number 44.  Also I am scheduled to fly tonight at 12 o’clock.  
You can bet I am worn out.  Hate to think of going tonight for 
it seems as if it has been over a month since I have been able to 
go to bed at night and actually sleep until morning.  However 
I believe it would be worse if you stopped for a week and then 
had to fly.

Weather has been stinky here the past few weeks and that 
is the main reason for this rush.  The 12th TAC to which I am 
attached has had quite a few stand downs.  George Collins, 
the other Navigator who was on our crew stayed with the 12th 
and he has only 25 missions in with little prospect of flying 
more than one or two a week.  Others are in the same position.

Potter has taken his grounding pretty well except for 
drinking quite a lot.

*****

November 30, 1952

Today was a red letter day.  First day, I believe in a 
month, I was not scheduled to fly.  All this flying is wearing 
me out.  I don’t care if I ever see another plane again.  There is 
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another rumor making the rounds and that is that we might 
have to fly 55 missions due to the shortage of crews.  If that 
is true and with the large numbers of guys in the States who 
have never been overseas I would be ready to quit.  When you 
have your heart set on 50 and something like that comes up it 
is enough to make you upset.  I will take my R and R which 
is due the first week in December if I find I have to continue.  
Oh well we will see what will happen.  No need to keep 
the Christmas tree up later than the 25th.  There is not the 
slightest possibility that I could get there before January.

*****

December 3, 1952

Ike came to Korea today and landed at our Air Base here 
at Kimpo.

(Kimpo is now a huge International airport.)

No doubt you have read about his trip by now.  In any 
event all R and Rs are cancelled ¬¬ whether on account 
of his arrival or not, no one seems to know.  Quite a lot of 
excitement with all the brass including Mark Clark (General) 
here.  They visited our wing and you might know I didn’t have 
any film.  I didn’t write yesterday due to another 6 hour flight. 

It came out officially that we would have to fly 55 
missions.  I haven’t made up my mind that I will do it 
although I probably will when it comes right down to it.  I 
just burns the Devil out of me to think we are the only ones 
who are going to fly the extra missions.  I know there are crews 
in the States who could be sent over.

(There was quite a lot of resentment over the fact that many 

reserve officers were called back and trained and sent straight to 
Korea while those who were in the Regular Air Force and had been 
at stateside bases all the time never did serve a day in Korea.  It was 
felt to be very unfair and actually discriminatory against the Reserve 
forces.)

 We had over four inches of snow yesterday and the temp. 
was down to ten degrees.

I am flying tonight and the expected temp. at 10,000 feet 
is a minus 28 degrees.

The weather has been bad here and we have had no mail.  
I hope it comes in tomorrow.  Since I will have to stay here 
until January I will take my R and R as soon as they lift the 
ban.  I have 46 missions in now.  It would be a thrill to think 
of only having to fly four more but another ten or so is no 
pleasure.

We have over fifty boxes to give out to the village next 
week.  I don’t know how these people can live in this kind of 
weather.  I have never seen anything like it - no stoves, no fuel 
- they just do not have a thing, except children and that is the 
worst part of it.

*****

December 6, 1952

I have OD for the next 24 hours and about 15 minutes 
to write to you.  First the main news.  It is rumored that we 
will only have to fly the fifty missions!  Some three fellows in 
the weather Squadron have more but they will not be allowed 
to fly anymore.  I sure hope it is true.  If that is the case, I have 
but three more to go.  The CO decided that my next three will 
be in a check out capacity.  I would like to get them over as 

I am flying tonight and 
the expected temp. at 

10,000 feet is a minus 28 
degrees.
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quickly as possible.  Flew Number 47 yesterday and it sure was 
a cold trip.  Minus 30 degrees at 10,000 feet.  Ed Mulhern, 
Edmunton and Holt are leaving for Tokyo today with hopes 
of getting home for Christmas.  All three finished a month ago 
and are just getting their orders.  Ordinarily it takes about 
a month to get home after finishing but the Air Force has 
taken over all planes and transportation in order for the men 
leaving in December to be home by Christmas.  Concerning 
orders ¬¬they should be here the first part of January.  They 
have to go to USAF Headquarters in Washington and then 
back through channels to here.  It takes a few days to clear this 
place, two weeks or so in

Japan and then four or five days to get to the States.
*****

December 7, 1952

Nice long letter from you today.  I don’t know how you 
can take care of four children, do the Thanksgiving dinner, 
drive back to Hobart and still write a long letter.  I wish I 
could have been there.

(I had taken the children to Lookeba to spend the time with 
Man and I made a big Thanksgiving dinner to which we invited my 
parents and two or three of Man’s friends from Lookeba.)

No doubt you know that Ike left Korea last night.  I doubt 
that his visit did much good for surely his visit will not shorten 
this so called “Police Action.”

2*****

2Police Action Defined

December 10, 1952

I got back from giving out clothes, etc. to our Korean 
village and I am tired.  It really went well and we had over 
250 people who received over 4,000 pounds of clothing etc. 
plus our 50 pounds of Xmas candy.  Picture will follow in a 
few days.

Still have 47 missions in.  Expect to finish them up in the 
beginning of next week.

*****

December 14, 1952

Haven’t had any sleep in the last 48 hours.  It seems 
the Yankee (North) Koreans are staging a few Air Raids of 
their own.  They came down over our Field here the past two 
nights.  The first night they dropped leaflets and the second 
they dropped grenades.  No sweat except they kept us up all 
night.  It wouldn’t have been so bad but I was also up both 
days flying.  Number 48 and 49.  I am tired but since I 
didn’t write to you the past two days I wanted to get this off.  
The Major asked if I would get him out of a bind by flying a 
couple of extra missions.  He wants me to check out some new 
men.  He is a darned fine man and I hated to refuse.  I told 
him I would if he really needed me and as long as it did not 
interfere with my reporting to go home.  I should get my orders 
to leave here about December 30.  Then I would go to Japan 
where I understand there is a wait of two to three weeks.  I 
suggest you keep writing until the 21st of December.  I don’t 
know what I would do if I had to stay over here and not get 
any mail.

*****

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Police_action
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December 15, 1952

Dear Girls.  Get the last bean out of the cup your Daddy 
has finished his fifty missions tonight. 

Just got back and I am tired but had to let you know as 
soon as I finished.  I should see you about the end of January.

Love, Daddy
 *****

(This referred to the plan to place 50 beans in a cup and each 
time Joe wrote that he had completed a mission, we transferred a 
bean into another cup.  When all fifty had been transferred, the 
children knew he was finished.  I mentioned this in another section 
of this account.)

December 17, 1952

Finished!!!  I don’t expect anyone will ever realize what 
a relief it is.  I have never been so happy and grateful for 
anything in my life with the exception of having you for my 
wife.  I have come down with a terrific cold and I really 
should not have flown the last one.  The flight surgeon was 
going to ground me but when I told him it was my 50th he 
let me fly.  We flew at 18,000 feet and when the mission was 
over and we were letting down I could not clear my ears.  I 
went on sick call this morning and my ear is infected so I am 
now taking penicillin and several other kinds of pills.  I was in 
pain when we let down but I was so relieved to be finished it 
took most of the pain away.  I am grounded for five days but 
from all reports it looks like we will just fly the fifty anyway.  
My report for returning to the States was held up two weeks in 
Japan, according to a friend who just came back from there.  
He checked for me at personnel.  I will leave here about the 

10th to 14th of January and I will be there a short time before 
I am on my way to the States.  I did so want to be there for 
Sharon’s and Ann’s birthday.

*****

December 18, 1952

I think I had my first good night’s sleep in weeks last 
night.  It was a pleasure to go to bed and know I didn’t have 
to be up at five o’clock in the freezing cold to fly a six hour job.  
Three new men moved in our tent yesterday and they are just 
green with envy about my being finished.  I would sure hate 
to be arriving and have to fly during this long Korean winter.  
They seem like nice fellows and we should get along fine.  I 
am going to miss Potter for we have been such good friends.  
Incidentally after a week long bout with the liquor Patter 
hasn’t taken a drink since.

From my understanding I will be kept busy the next few 
weeks giving lectures to the new Navigators on the problems 
of the Korean Navigation.  Also helping them get their charts 
and equipment in order.  It will be interesting    the fact is 
I have never had a job I like better than this Navigation 
business and it will be a pleasure to pass what we have 
experienced on to these new men.

Nothing on my rotation today.  Will keep you informed.
*****

Dear Girls.  Get the last 
bean out of the cup your 
Daddy has finished his 
fifty missions tonight. 
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(I am going to enclose two letters, one which was 
written by one of the Koreans to whom the supplies 
were given and it was sent directly to me.  The second 
was given to Joe after the distribution of the supplies to 
the village.)
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December 21, 1952

It is now 12 o’clock and I have to make this 
short since I am keeping everyone in the tent up.  I 
got into a poker game tonight and that is the reason 
for being so late.  However I won $120 and if I give 
you half will you excuse the short letter?  I will use it 
to get your silver goblets when I go to Japan.

It sure does feel good to have the flying over 
with.  I think I am more relaxed than I have been 
for months.  So far I have no news as to when I 
will leave here    probably the first week in January.  
We’ll see.

*****

December 22, 1952

Nothing new on the rotation and I am getting 
real anxious to hear one way or the other.  Days are 
getting real long with this waiting. 

I got your Christmas present today and it was 
the best thing you could have sent.  About time you 
sent pictures of yourself.  You look just great and 
with Pat and Ann to run after I don’t know how 
you do it.  The pictures of the children are excellent 
and I believe the biggest change is in Pat.  Janice 
looks positively beautiful.  Sharon is like a young 
lady.  Ann looks about as active as when I left.  It 
makes me lonesome for all of you.  This being away 
from my family this long has gone on long enough.

*****
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(I had a photographer come to the house and take a sizable 
number of photographs which I sorted out, selecting about 20 of 
the best to put in a small album to send to Joe for Christmas.  Some 
of the pictures were exceptional and since they were taken at home 
showed the children in informal poses.)

Joe enclosed a letter written by Man telling of our Thanksgiving 
dinner at his house.  Here are some excerpts. 

Virginia keeps me informed as to your well-being and 
progress.  That number 37 as of November 19th was an 
occasion for a real Thanksgiving feeling.  We carried out the 
tradition this year in the real old fashioned way.  Virginia and 
the kids came over from Hobart, Mr. and Mrs. Duff came out 
from Oklahoma City and Mr. and Mrs. Corron and Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank Paxton were here and altogether it was a pleasant 
occasion.  Virginia did most of the cooking and planning and 
I am grateful to her and gratified that I was thus able to be 
host to these friends.

The kids are well and happy.  I chatted with Sharon and 
Janice about their progress in school and music.  Ann is still 
the irrepressible one, a regular whirlwind of activity.  And 
Pat goes around acquiring knowledge of what this world is all 
about.

I think the people are generally more cheerful after the 
election, being hopeful that whatever changes may occur may 
be for the better.  Of course it is realized that our future and 
the future of world affairs for that matter, will depend much 
on whatever Moscow may decide.  

For now my best wishes and hopes to see you early in 
1953.

Sincerely,    Man
*****

December 25, 1952

Christmas 1952!  I believe I have missed you more today 
than any time since I have been here.  I went to Midnight 
Mass and it was perfectly beautiful.  We had a Korean 
Catholic Orphan’s group sing in the choir.  They had been 
practicing for months for this service and I have never heard 
anything like it.  This afternoon the kids put on a show for us 
over at the Officers’ Club.  They had a Santa, dancing, and 
other acts and it was really good.  After it was over each of us 
adopted a kid and took them all over the place    gave them 
money and gifts and then took them to dinner.  I had a 2 1/2 
year old girl who was just as cute as could be and we sure had 
a fine time.  Incidentally, they had Korean Nuns with them 
and it is unusual to see the children clean but they were all 
immaculate and you could love them to pieces.  It was really 
something to see these men, some of them 86 pilots and ex-
football players loving and cuddling these kids and when they 
left some of the men just about cried.  I felt the same way.

I hope Warren made it home for Christmas.  I understand 
the Air Force provided 20 extra planes in order to get the 
backlog of men out of Japan and to the States.  Warren can 
probably tell you about the system in Japan better than I can.

*****

December 27, 1952

 I am instructing in Korean Navigation to the five 
new crews who just came in.  I sure do like to teach that 
Navigation and it looks like I will get my wish.  Here is big 
news.  How would you like to be stationed at Mather Field, 
California?  Some fellows came back from Japan and saw my 
orders to go there.  Most of the men I talked to today would 
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give their right arm to go there.  I spoke to someone who lived 
about ten miles from the base and he said there is a large 
housing unit on base and there is no problem with getting 
quarters.  Mather is a Navigational school and it is possible I 
will be able to teach there.  I really would like that.  The base 
is about 100 miles from Frisco and that is one place I want 
you to see.  It is also possible we could go up to Oregon to see 
your sister.

(Elloween and AB had moved from Oklahoma City to Oregon 
and I had not seen them in a long time.)

Like you have often said    Every place we have been 
stationed we have liked and I don’t expect this to be any 
different.  As long as you are all with me I will be happy.

I expect to leave here about the 7th of January.  Lord 
knows how long I will have to wait in Japan.  I do want to get 
home for the 26th of January so I can take my oldest daughter 
out on a birthday date.  Ask her if

she will keep that date open for me.
We have about 30 more boxes of stuff for the Korean 

village and I may give that out today.
If you have not stopped writing, you can do so now.  I 

am going to miss your letters when I am in Japan but there is 
nothing I can do about that.

*****

December 29, 1952

Looks pretty definite that we are going to Mather.  
another man verified the orders today.  Everyone seems to 
think, at least the Navigators do, that we couldn’t find a better 
station.

I expect to start clearing any day now.  I hope it is this 
week but if not it should surely be the following week.

The snow is still with us with temp. down to six degrees.  
The fellows who are flying are reporting minus  30 degrees 
at 10,000 feet.  I am glad I am finished but we do have 
wonderful flying equipment and we are not too uncomfortable 
even at those temperatures.

I bought a wonderful Japanese camera yesterday.  I 
can’t wait to show you.  As you no doubt read in the paper, 
Cardinal Spellman was over here.  Bob had his picture taken 
with him.  It is too big to put a copy in this envelope so I will 
save it.  He said Mass at our Chapel.  

If you don’t hear from me for a while, you will know I am 
clearing the base and on my way to Japan.  As soon as I reach 
there I will call you and let you know approximately when I 
should reach there.  Say a prayer that things go smoothly and 
that I will reach home soon and safely.

*****

There will be repetition in the content of the letters from Joe and 
my account of what was happening at home while he was in Korea.  
However, I think it is appropriate to let you know how we managed 
our lives apart as well as when we were together.

Korean War Memorial, Washington DC
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Chapter 9

California to Texas
California
 •  Mather AFB

Texas
 •  James Connally AFB

With Joe back home with us, I will now continue the account 
of our life as a family.  We remained in Hobart for only a 

week or so because we were anxious to get to California, get settled, 
and to have Sharon back in school.  We had the movers in very soon 
and we left Oklahoma in a howling storm with sleet and freezing rain 
but we reasoned we would probably drive out of it before long so we 
just kept going.  Again we traveled west by old Route 66 and by the 
time we drove across the border into Arizona it was getting warmer 
by the hour. 

We had a good trip and were all excited about our new assignment.  
We crossed the California border late on the evening of the third 
day of traveling and when we got up the following morning there 
was a genuine orange tree right outside our window with honest to 
goodness oranges hanging on that tree.  Up until then all oranges I 
had seen had come in boxes in a store.  The day was warm and sunny 
too, and that was nice after leaving Oklahoma in a near blizzard.  We 
were all excited at having the trip nearly over, at having summer in 
early February, and at seeing the orange groves as we drove north to 
Sacramento. 

We checked into a motel near Mather AFB that evening and 
we were all settled for the evening and talking about going out to 
see our new house on the following morning when Joe, never one 
to miss a chance at drama, announced that he could not believe we 
had all forgotten his birthday.  How we were supposed to 
remember it with the packing and moving, the trip, and the 
excitement of the move, is more than I will ever understand, 
but at ten o’clock at night the children were distressed at 
the fact that nothing had been done about celebrating their 
father’s birthday.  They made such a fuss that Joe dressed and 
headed out of the motel and another thing I will never know 
is where he found an all-night store open where he could 
buy a birthday cake but he brought it back and at almost 
midnight we were sharing birthday cake.  Everyone was well 
satisfied with the occasion and we all fell into bed and were 
asleep in minutes.  The date was February 8, 1953.

 We were soon settled at I23 Branch Drive in the Officers’ 
section of the base housing at Mather.  We were delighted 
with the three bedroom ranch style house and we thought it 

Janice First Communion at base chapel in Mather AFB

123 Branch Drive (Janice in door)
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was extremely large and comfortable.  I was amazed in later years to 
go past that house, when we were back in the area, and to find that 
the house looked very small to me.  We had a lovely yard with roses 
growing on the back fence and they bloomed profusely most of the 
year and were really a pleasure to us. 

To keep Patrick and Ann safe and out of the street, we enclosed 
our carport completely with a high fence and then ran the fence 
down the back sidewalk and enclosed the back door to the kitchen.  
With no gates and with the front door locked, the two small children 
could go in and out the back door and into the carport and play 
there quite safely.  We put up a swing and had a tractor tire as a sand 
box so they were content for hours in their outdoor playhouse.  I 
thought that was a marvelous way to manage the children and the 
neighbors used to bring their small children over to share the play 
area with Patrick and Ann.

Joe was an instructor in the Navigational school on base and 
he absolutely loved his job.  We were all thrilled with the area and 
we did a lot of exploring in this part of the country for none of us 
had ever been there before.  We went up to Lake Tahoe and I well 
remember one weekend we spent at Emerald Bay Resort which was 
the most beautiful spot on the banks of gorgeous Emerald Bay.  This 
was aptly named for the color of the water in that deep lake.  That 
part of California is wall to wall people by now but when we first saw 
it, there were not very many people or houses anywhere about in that 
isolated area.  We used to load everyone in the car, with a change of 
clothing in the event we decided to stay overnight somewhere, and 
we would just set off for a new spot every few weeks.  We went into 
San Francisco one weekend and happened upon the Chinese New 
Year’s celebration and watched the parade with the huge colorful 
dragon snaking down the streets.

Some member of Joe’s Squadron in Korea had deposited, at the 
bar of the Mark Hopkins Hotel, a bottle of Old Crow Whiskey and 
it was said that any member of the Squadron who went to the “Top 

of the Mark” to the bar could have a free 
drink from the bottle.  We took all four 
children to that famous spot and saw the 
bottle although I do not remember that 
Joe even tried to claim his drink.  We 
ordered orange juice for all four children 
and when the bill came we decided we 
paid possibly twenty five cents per 
orange juice and another three dollars 
for the privilege of drinking the juice in 
such a place.  We had a gorgeous view 
of the lights of San Francisco and enjoyed every minute of that visit.  
We had never lived in a place that we liked as well as Mather and for 
years we both felt that when the time came for us to retire, we would 
probably go right back to that area.

We talked seriously about buying a house near the base because 
real estate was quite reasonable and there were many new houses 
being constructed where there had formerly been a large citrus grove.  
Quite a few of the people who were stationed at Mather arranged to 
buy these houses and had we not received orders to move within a 
few months, I am sure we would have done the same thing.  As it 
was, when we had to move on such short notice, we were relieved 
that we did not have to worry about real estate to sell or to rent.

The instructors in the Navigational school as well as the families 
of the men, became very close friends because they worked together 
on a daily basis.  We met Frank and Lea Rockwell at Mather and 
Claire, their oldest daughter, was in first grade with Janice and I have 
pictures of the two girls in white dresses and veils when they made 
their first Communion together in the Base Chapel.  The Rockwells 
were our lifelong friends and one of my great sorrows was when I lost 
Lea to cancer a few short years ago.

Sharon started school and we decided to send her downtown 
to St. Francis Catholic school which was a very conservative school 
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in an old established parish in Sacramento.  The base furnished Air 
Force busses to transport the children and we paid just exactly twice 
the tuition for our children to attend the school as did the civilian 
members of the parish.  In addition, we donated one collection each 
month to the school system to compensate them for accepting our 
children from the base, into their school.

I soon came to realize that the sisters who taught in the school 
accepted the base children in their school because they had no choice 
but that they had little or no interest in them.  As Sharon’s teacher 
expressed it to me, “We know they are going to move on and we just 
feel that we have little influence on them and little responsibility 
to them.”  Besides dealing with this attitude, Sharon was miserable 
and had not one friend in the school, nor did the teacher make any 
attempt to make her feel good about being there.  My last conference 
with Sharon’s teacher left me so infuriated that I went storming home 
and declared that she would never go back to that school again, so I 
transferred her to the base school where she had to walk about three 
blocks.  I also concluded that Sharon was spending most of her school 

day at St. Francis copying pages from her reader into a notebook and 
that she was being taught very little.  It happened that I was not the 
only parent who was irate over the treatment our children received.  
Soon after we left Mather, I had a letter from a friend who told 
me that our base Chaplain called for all parents from the base to 
attend the next parent’s meeting and he requested that the men wear 
their uniforms so the parishioners could see how many base people 
were involved.  Our Chaplain spoke to the group about the shoddy 
treatment our children were receiving and reminded them of our 
heavy financial contributions and informed them that unless some 
changes were made, every child and every penny of support would 
be withdrawn.  This was back in the day when a Catholic parent was 
expected to send his child to a Catholic school at all costs and he 
was excused from doing so only by a letter of permission from the 
Bishop.  This permission was granted rarely.  Apparently the Mother 
Superior who was in charge of the school had no idea (at least she 
said she had no idea) of the attitude of the sisters who were teaching 
in the school and after a heated exchange of information the base 
personnel were promised that there would be immediate changes.  I 
was told that the whole situation altered drastically and even though 
it was too late for my child, perhaps it was easier for the children 
who followed.  We did not often run into discrimination against us 
because we were Service connected but it did exist in some places and 
this school was one of them.

Sharon was assigned to a teacher in the Mather Field school that 
I concluded was a true incompetent, after I visited the classroom, 
and I finally invited the teacher to our home for dinner and this only 
reinforced my viewpoint that I did not intend my daughter to spend 
her time in that classroom.  I had a conference with the principal, 
who refused to make a change, until I told him that if he transferred 
Sharon into the other fourth grade classroom I would never say a 
word about this teacher, but if he did not, I would attend the school 
board meeting and tell the whole board what a terrible teacher the Sisters of St Francis School (circa 1947)

Top of the Mark, San Francisco

A bottle of whiskey sits on the bar at 
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principal had on his staff.  Everyone was amazed when Sharon was 
quietly moved to the classroom of Mrs. Krull, an exceptional teacher 
and a fine person, who turned out to be a good friend of our family.  
Things were looking up as far as Sharon’s school was concerned and 
Janice was also well situated in a good school for first grade.

We hoped we would stay forever at Mather for the children all 
were thriving and we were very happy there.  Sharon and Janice both 
learned to swim at the pool on base our first summer there.  

Ann got her first two wheeled bike with training wheels for her 
third birthday but she insisted that the training wheels be removed 
so we did that.  Minutes later she headed off, wobbling from one side 
to the other of the road and I realized she was headed downhill and 
right to a very busy street that ran along the housing area.  I started 
running but a neighbor, who had seen the whole thing, took off also, 
outran me, and was at the bottom of the hill when she tried to stop 
and pitched right over the handlebars.  He carried her back to me 
and I was terrified and thought surely she would have a skull fracture 
but she was not hurt at all. 

 Our base commander lived a few doors up the street and his house 
had a long circular driveway that went from the street past his house.  
This commander, Colonel Maddox, and his wife , had a daughter 
who was just Ann’s age and Charlotte Maddox and I taught those 
two little girls to ride their two wheeled bikes safely by  stationing 
ourselves at each end of the driveway, catching them, turning them 
around and sending them back to the other end of the driveway until 
they were quite proficient.  Years later, I met Mrs. Maddox and her 
husband, who was by then a General, when they came to our base on 
an inspection tour, and I asked about the daughter and found that 
she had died of leukemia at age 16.      Janice finished first grade and 
Sharon finished fourth   and we all felt settled and content and were 
looking forward to the next school year.  Sharon had but one upset 
and this was when we found that she was very nearsighted.  I made 
her a new blue dress to match the frames on her glasses and hoped 

this would make her feel better about 
having to wear the glasses. 

Like a bolt out of the blue, we were 
told that the entire Navigational school 
was to be moved, on short notice, to 
James Connally AFB near Waco, Texas.  
We were to move in June, just 8 months 
after our arrival, and the whole group 
of some forty men and families would 
move at the same time.  There was some 
reassurance in that we would be making 
the move with people we knew and liked 
but we were a pretty unhappy group at 
having to leave Mather and go back to 
Texas.

After the movers packed and loaded our household goods we 
then had to clean the house so it would pass a base inspection and 
this was a very hard job.  Not only were we all tired from the process 
of moving but Joe was busy all day clearing the base and this left me 
to do the cleaning.  In later years there were crews of cleaning people 
who would agree to clean a set of quarters so they could, and did, 
pass the inspection by the base housing people but there was so such 
arrangement at that time and it fell the lot of those vacating the base 
housing to clean the entire set of quarters until they were spotless.  
The stove had to be dismantled and cleaned, windows washed, wax 
removed from the floors if it had been applied, cabinets scrubbed 
and the entire house left in an immaculate condition.  There could 
not even be a nail hole left where a picture had been hung and it was 
due to that fact that I learned to hang pictures with thumb tacks and 
to fill the holes with toothpaste which hardened and left no marks.  
Hard as it was to clean the quarters prior to clearing the base, I never 
objected for I knew that when we moved into base quarters at the 
next place, I would be moving into a house that would require no 
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cleaning before I started getting settled.
After we cleared the base and consulted our maps, we realized 

we could, with only a short detour, go through Cedar City, Utah, 
where we had spent our first Christmas together.  We had wondered 
at times how it would be to live in that little town, which we 
remembered as being such a charming spot.  We went up over the 
High Sierra Mountains and dropped down to cross a considerable 
area of desert before reaching Cedar City, and after that drive we 
reluctantly concluded that we could never consider living in a spot 
that was so isolated from any larger city.  Perhaps, to be honest about 
it, we never really thought of going to Cedar City as a permanent 
thing but seeing it again was interesting.  We drove through Reno 
and stayed a few hours and my memories of that spot were of dust 
and heat and little else.  Our car had no air conditioning and the next 
trek across the desert as we went down across the western part of the 
United States was miserable.  We had acquired a parakeet while we 
were at Mather and of course we had the bird in a cage in the car 
with us.  Each day as the temperature edged up past 100 degrees, 
that bird would droop until we thought surely he was going to expire 
and each evening when we checked into an air conditioned motel, he 
would come alive and would chirp and fluff his feathers for half the 
night.  He certainly kept us entertained.       I remember going into 
a restaurant for breakfast somewhere before we crossed the border 
to drive out of Nevada and the dining room had a number of slot 
machines along the side of the room.  The children were curious as to 
how these machines worked and Joe, thinking to prove to them that 
money dropped into a slot machine was money lost, gave Sharon 
and Janice several nickels to try their luck, hoping they would simply 
lose the money and therefore would learn a valuable lesson.  One of 
them dropped the nickels into the slot machine, pulled the handle 
and behold, the nickels came rolling out.  So much for teaching 
them a lesson.

We drove into Oklahoma City and visited with Grandmother 

and Grandad Duff and had time to see Man at Lookeba before going 
on down to report in for our new assignment. 

James Connally AFB was a fairly small base about 60 miles 
south of Dallas and some 14 miles from Waco, Texas.  It was hot in 
the summer and our swimming pools were opened the first of May 
and closed in October, which should tell you something about the 
climate.  It was also flat and ugly and the wind blew a gale and we 
had a generous supply of bugs, cockroaches, etc., so our houses had 
to be treated by the exterminators on a regular basis.  After leaving 
Mather, we certainly were not impressed with our new home.

However, as in many other bases where the surrounding 
community offered very little to the personnel on the base, all our 
socializing and daily activities centered on base and we actually lived 
as if we were in a small, self-contained town.  After checking the 
school situation, many of us decided to send our children downtown 
to St. Marys Catholic school, so other than attending school events 
and occasionally doing some small amount of shopping, we seldom 
went to Waco.  We really had everything we needed on base.  The 
Officers’ Club was the hub of our social activity and everyone turned 
out en masse whenever an activity was planned.  Each Squadron on 
base was responsible for one big party each month and we had some 
wonderful times at these affairs.  The Officers’ Wives club was very 
active and managed a base nursery school and kindergarten which 
Pat and Ann attended.  I was chairman of that committee for a year 
or so.  We had a teen club which Sharon enjoyed and we had a full 
schedule of swimming lessons, craft classes, etc. for the children.  We 
attended Church on base and really lived a pretty isolated life from 
that of the local community surrounding the base.

We moved into base housing as soon as we arrived at James 
Connally and we were first assigned to a small duplex as this was the 
only available set of quarters.  We were soon able to move to a single 
set of quarters at 23 Carswell Drive and this was roomy enough for 
our big family.  We were across the street from the Officers’ Club 

Sharon and Janice school pictures 
from Saint Marys Catholic school.
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and swimming pool complex and the three years we were at that 
base were happy ones for the children as they spent most of the long 
summer months at the pool.

Our move to James Connally proved to be lucky for us in one 
way.  We moved in next door to an orthodontist from Chicago who 
had been drafted and was serving two years in the Air Force as a 
dentist.  He offered to put braces on Sharon’s teeth since he had 
brought along all his tools and equipment in order to do braces for 
his son, Jeff, who was Sharon’s age.  Not only was Dr. Jack Ehrlich a 
very competent orthodontist but it was most convenient to have the 
children run across the parade ground and be at his office in minutes.  
He did a wonderful job of straightening Sharon’s teeth and the whole 
thing cost not one penny.

 The Rockwells lived a block from us and we were near the 
Bodins, whose daughter Gayle was Sharon’s good friend.  Sharon and 
Gayle discovered Elvis Presley while we were at James Connally and 
I listened to hours and days of his songs on the record player until 
I could hardly stand another minute of his music.  The Martellos 
were there and Carol Martello was Janice’s best friend and at school 
Janice also became close friends with Ann Cordora and maintained 
that friendship for many years.  Another person whom you will 
remember is Monique Walsh who was married to “Frenchy” Walsh, 
an instructor in the Navigational school.  Frenchy had grown up 
in France, and was the son of a World War I soldier and a French 
mother.  His father had remained in France and worked for the State 
Department so their son was brought up French for all purposes.  
However when he became draft age he had to decide whether to go 
into the French Army or the American and he chose the American 
Air Force.  After receiving his commission he returned to France and 
married Monique, the only daughter of a wealthy French industrialist, 
and brought her back to James Connally to live.  She could speak 5 
languages but had a hard time with English and at times she was 
considered aloof because she simply could not understand what was 

said to her so she would only smile and nod and not reply.  We 
became very good friends and I learned a lot from her and was able 
to teach her how to adapt to our American lifestyle.  She enriched 
my life in many ways.       Father Reynolds was our base Chaplain at 
the Catholic Chapel and he became our very good friend and used to 
spend hours at our house devouring all of the chocolate chip cookies 
I could provide.  He was a Carmalite priest and had lived a cloistered 
life until his order was asked to supply a certain number of priests to 
serve as Chaplains in the Service.  He was never cut out to be a parish 
priest and he was so stern and unbending that most of the people at 
our Chapel either hated him or were terrified of him.  We were neither 
and I learned to love Father Reynolds and so did you children, and 
he considered our 
home his and seemed 
to be able to relax 
and enjoy himself as 
he spent time with 
us.  My association 
with Father Pius, 
as we called him, 
certainly broadened 
my horizons.  I 
think he frequently 
baited me with 
pronouncements on 
matters of Catholic 
doctrine and we used 
to have great arguments and discussions.  We kept in close touch 
with him for years and at one time when we were in Washington 
D.C., we spent a delightful day with him as he acted as our tour 
guide and showed us around the Catholic Cathedral and other places 
of interest.

I keep mentioning the people we met at various places because I 
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know you remember many of them but I am not sure you know just 
where they touched our lives and how they were able to fit into the 
general picture.

We were at James Connally for almost exactly three years and as 
I contemplate that period of time there are quite a few things that 
come to mind.  They are not necessarily in order but might give you 
an idea of what was going on during that assignment. 

One of our first purchases at this new base was a bright yellow 
racing car for Patrick and I can see him now, pedaling full speed 
along the sidewalk that encircled part of our housing area.  He spent 
hours in that car and only when he got big enough to ride a bicycle, 
did he give up his love affair with that favorite toy of his.

As I mentioned previously, our time during the long summer 
days was spent at the Officers’ Swimming pool.  The women and 
children were usually there all morning until lunch time when we all 
scattered to feed the children and give them naps before assembling 
again in the afternoon.  As soon as the work day was over the men 
arrived and we would stay on until time for dinner.  Frequently we 
went back again after dinner, since we were so close to the pool, and 
all of our children turned into regular fish and learned to love the 
pool.  Ann learned that she could get a patch to affix to her bathing 
suit to indicate that she could swim and that she was permitted to 
go to the pool without being supervised by a parent and she was 
determined to acquire that coveted patch.  She did make it off the 
diving board and stayed afloat the length of the pool when she was 
but five years old but she was so small that we continued to monitor 
her every move.  Patrick learned to float and I could sit on the 
sidelines and feel pretty sure that all four children were fairly safe.

Patrick had a very hard case of measles which was followed by 
some severe ear problems so he had to wear ear plugs and a bathing 
cap to protect his ears.  I finally got four shocking pink bathing 
caps so I could count 1, 2, 3, 4, and instantly account for all of the 
children at a glance.  I really thought that was a smart trick.

We acquired our first dog, a beautiful black cocker named 
Mike and while we were visiting Grandmother and Grandad Duff 
in Oklahoma City one Christmas, he was stolen from the fenced 
yard.  Everyone was devastated and despite looking all over the area, 
advertising in the Daily Oklahoman and offering a sizable reward, 
we never found the dog.  We went straight home and arranged to 
buy another from the same kennel and called this puppy Mike also.  
About the time we had the puppy trained and had finished all his 
shots, a friend of one of the children opened the front door and let 
him out and he was hit by a car and killed within minutes.  Thus 
ended our dog venture for quite some time.

We did acquire cats and had Whitey, who got up into the 
motor of the car and came to a sad end and we had a stray that we 
called Marm (short for Marmalade) for the obvious reason that he 
was orange colored.  He stayed around for a long time and finally 
disappeared entirely.

Joe found that there was a new kind of motor scooter available 
that was supposed to be lightweight and easy to operate so he bought 
one and used it to go to and from work, leaving the car for me to use 
to chauffer the children here and there.  He used to take the children 
for rides all around the base until he skidded on a patch of oil or 
water one day and took a terrible tumble, ruining a uniform and 
giving himself a painful injury on one leg.  He was more cautious 
about the rides after that.

We also bought our first air conditioned car, a beautiful blue 
Buick Roadmaster and we enjoyed that car a lot.  We used to go to 
Dallas on the weekend and thoroughly acquainted ourselves with 
the famous Neiman Marcus store.  That place used to have the most 
extraordinary displays for holidays and it was a joy to see what their 
decorators had done for Easter, Christmas, etc.

We also made it a point to attend the famous Texas State Fair 
each September and I will never forget the time that Joe pitched a 
coin into a dish and won a live duck which we had to carry around 
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that fair for a whole day, trying to find water and food enough to 
keep it alive until we could get it home.  We installed the duck in 
a fenced back yard and he seemed to thrive on all the attention the 
children gave him but he finally managed to squeeze through the 
fence and into the yard of our neighbor, Colonel Kulzikie, whose 
prize possession was a huge (and mean) boxer.  The dog promptly ate 
the duck and thus ended our attempt to keep a duck as a pet.

On one occasion Joe and I decided the children could survive 
without us so for the first time, we left them with a husband and 
wife team of babysitters and we drove up to New York to see the 
Cummings grandparents.  We had a great trip and were able to do 
some sightseeing for a change.  It was truly amazing at how much 
easier it seemed to be to travel with two people when we had been 
accustomed to traveling with six.

While we were on this trip, Lea Rockwell took Sharon to a Bingo 
game at the Club and Sharon won the jackpot.  She put the money 
into bonds and years later she used the money to make a trip to Paris 
with her class, while she was attending school in England.

Janice had a fairly serious accident while we were at James  
Connally, when she came running home from the bus stop one 
afternoon, stumbled and cracked her knee cap on the edge of the 
concrete step.  Joe was gone on a flight and I had a neighbor help me 
carry her to the car so I could take her to the hospital, where she was 
finally put in a cast from thigh to toe.  It took about six weeks but 
she recovered with no lasting problems, for which we were thankful.

It seemed to me that at any time there was an emergency of 
any sort, the men were always gone on a flight or were unavailable.  
One of the first lessons an Air Force wife learns is that she has to be 
self sufficient enough to manage home and family alone while her 
husband is away.  However, we also learned to support and to help 
each other and one could always call on friend or neighbor for help 
at any time of the day or night.  I remember when Lea Rockwell 
was expecting her third child, she had a pretty miserable time and 

spent quite a bit of time in the hospital.  Frank was teaching in the 
Navigational school and was away a lot so we all helped in taking 
care of her young children and in looking after Lea.  As it happened, 
when Lea went into labor, Frank was not at home so one neighbor 
drove Lea to the hospital while I took care of all the children.  We 
all felt a real sense of satisfaction when Dorcus arrived safely in this 
world. 

Sharon and Janice did very well at the Catholic School in 
downtown Waco and we had an excellent relationship with all of the 
Sisters who taught in the school.  We used to have them come out 
to our base for lunch and a tour of the base as well as a visit to our 
base housing so they could better understand the children we were 
sending to them.  They always loved visiting on our base and became 
good friends with the entire faculty of the school.  One of the Sisters 
was a very good piano teacher and our two older girls were fortunate 
to be able to continue their music lessons all the time we were at 
James Connally Air Force Base.

Ann started first grade at St. Marys and cried every day as she 
walked to the bus stop with Sharon and Janice.  She learned faster 
than any child I had ever seen and hated school more than any child 
I had ever seen.  She learned to read almost instantly, but hated the 
Sister who taught her, hated the school and everything connected 
with it.  It was terrible to send my child off to school each day 
knowing that she was completely unhappy but there was really no 
choice as far as I could see.

David Cummings had enlisted in the Air Force and had received 
his commission through OCS (Officers Candidate School) and had 
applied for Navigational training.  He arrived at James Connally for 
his advanced Navigational training and went through the school 
where Joe was teaching.  We were all thrilled when he finished his 
training and I got to pin his Navigator’s wings on him as I had earlier 
pinned Joe’s wings on him at Hondo.  It was pleasant to have David 
at the same base for we had seen little of him for the past few years.  

(Ann) learned faster than 
any child I had ever seen 
and hated school more 
than any child I had 

ever seen.  She learned 
to read almost instantly, 
but hated the Sister who 

taught her, hated the 
school and everything 

connected with it.
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He was very busy while he was completing his training but we did 
spend time with him on weekends when he was not flying.  Soon 
after David graduated, he returned to New York and he and Marie 
were married and I believe David’s first assignment was at McGuire 
Air Force Base in New Jersey.  In fact, he spent much of his time in 
the Air Force at that base, flying for MATS (Military Air Transport 
Service).  He remained in the Air Force until he retired a few years 
ago.

I remember one other rather interesting thing that happened 
during that period of time.  We had gone downtown one Saturday 
morning to do some shopping and suddenly there was a terrible 
commotion on the main street of town.  We ran out of the store 
and stood on the street watching a political parade that had been 
organized by backers of Johnston for the upcoming election to gain 
a seat in the United States Senate.  There were loudspeakers, horns, 
bands and all sorts of hoopla.  At that time we hardly knew who 
Johnston was but as time marched on he did win the election for 
the Senate, although there was a recount and he was accused of 
stuffing the ballot box with names of people from tombstones in the 
local cemetery.  I imagine the accusation was probably true.  He was 
considered a cheap and crooked local politician and it is amazing to 
consider that he later became president and is considered to have 
been a fairly competent at the job.

Although Joe was teaching full time in the school, most of 
the men were given additional duties on the base and when it was 
found that Joe had attended the supply school at Ft. Lee  after he 
returned from Saipan, he was assigned the job of supervising the 
base commissary as an additional duty.  The previous commissary 
officer had been replaced because he had not been able to handle 
the job very successfully.  This was a lot of work but Joe was able to 
get the problems with the commissary straightened out and had the 
operation running smoothly before much time had elapsed.  It is 
strange how seemingly small incidents can have such an impact on 

one’s future life.  From this experience at James Connally came Joe’s 
long time involvement with the commissary field.

Before I leave this phase of our life and move on to the next 
there is something else I would like to comment on.  We had been 
indoctrinated completely in the fact that we were to control our 
children at all times and we also had to make sure that our children 
were well dressed, clean, polite and that they behaved properly on 
all occasions.  The feeling was that a man who did not have a wife 
and children who were an asset to his Air Force career probably 
had something lacking in his own character.  In those days, it was 
certainly not unusual to have a member of the Service called up 
before his commanding officer and told in no uncertain terms what 
his responsibilities were in that regard.  Along that same line, we 
were expected to have our quarters in order very soon after moving 
on base and we were expected to keep lawns mowed, exterior of the 
quarters clean and neat with toys picked up and put away properly.  
If the quarters did not measure up to the standards which were set, a 
note would be sent stating the discrepancy and if a person saw fit to 
ignore the suggestions he would be told to vacate the base quarters.  
Certainly his ER  (efficiency rating) would reflect unfavorably on his 
ability to continue as an effective member of the Air Force team.  I 
do not think anyone objected to this system.  It was generally felt 
that if one was incapable of grasping an understanding of how one 
should conduct himself, of how his children should behave, and of 
how he maintained his base housing, he deserved to be told these 
things.  We could always be proud of the bases on which we lived 
for they were always neat and attractive and were expected to serve 
as models for the civilian population around the base.  All of these 
things contributed to our feeling of pride in being members of the 
USAF.

Another thing we learned was that the absolute worst thing one 
could do was write a bad check.  There was no excuse good enough to 
remedy this situation and writing a check in the hopes that the funds 
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would be deposited in time to cover it was the downfall of many a 
person in the Air Force.  A reprimand was put into a man’s record if 
he or his wife dared do such a thing and the next promotion was hard 
to gain with such an item in one’s record.  We were meticulous about 
stubbing checks and keeping up with our balance in our account 
and during the days when we really had a hard time stretching our 
pay, considering the size of our family, we still managed our money 
the same way.  Some people used to write checks to the Commissary 
on the day before their pay was to be deposited in the hope that the 
check would not get into the bank until after the deposit had cleared, 
so the last day of the month was commonly called “Bad Check Day.”  
I never risked that at all.  Another thing that was not tolerated was 
failure to pay bills on time and if a landlord or a merchant in town 
had trouble collecting a bill, a call to the man’s commanding officer 
was all it took and the man was informed that the bill would be 
paid at once.  Every member of the Air Force had in his file an ER 
(efficiency rating) which was filled out periodically and his ability to 
do his job was noted but deficiencies in character were also noted 
and the next promotion depended a great deal on the ERs that 
were compiled.  Many people were released from service or failed 
to make promotions because of some conflict with some particular 
commanding officer who wrote an unfavorable ER.

 However, the rules that we followed were all designed to make 
life predictable and orderly for all of us.  We had APs (Air Police) 
patrolling our bases, we had a gate to keep people out who had no 
business being there, we had speed limits on base and in the housing 
area and if one did not see fit to observe the speed limits, he was not 
allowed to bring his car on base at all. Our children were protected 
by living in this closed community and the women were safe to go 
anywhere alone because the sentence for rape (or molestation) on 
base was so severe that it just never happened.  With the rules and 
regulations came security and a neighborhood with no problems 
concerning pets, children, noise, bad behavior, etc.

After having said these things, I will say that my years at James 
Connally were the most trying of my whole career as a parent.  Patrick 
and Ann were so close together in age and they were inclined to act 
as a regular mafia when it came to getting into terrible mischief.  We 
had another child about their age living near us and he was pretty 
well left to his own devices so he spent most of his time with our 
two children.  Later I came to realize that he was almost completely 
unsupervised for his mother spent most of her time at the bridge 
table but I only found that out much later and I also found out later 
that he was a ring leader of many of the awful things Ann and Patrick 
got into.  For instance, they got into a carport nearby and walked all 
over a brand new car of a very irate Captain who came storming up 
to the house demanding that we do something about our children.  
The parents of the other child disclaimed any responsibility so we 
paid for having the car professionally polished.

At another time the children went to play in a woods that adjoined 
our back yard and for some unknown reason decided to pretend they 
were camping out so proceeded to make a campfire.  The day was 
hot, dry and windy and their camp fire of small twigs soon became 
a roaring bonfire and we had the whole base fire department out to 
get the fire under control.  The straw that broke the camel’s back 
was the day the three children found a house in the neighborhood 
with all doors unlocked and wide open.  They proceeded to go inside 
the house and to carry out pots and pans, dishes, knick knacks, and 
anything else they could find that they could use to set up a play 
house under a big tree.  When I found them, the amount of stuff they 
had managed to carry outside was amazing.  Again the mother of the 
other child disclaimed any responsibility for the prank although her 
son was there all the time so I had to carry the things back inside 
and wait until the owners arrived home to notify them of what had 
happened.  We also replaced the things that were damaged and paid 
to have the house cleaned because the children had managed to spill 
sugar from one end of the house to the other and the floors had to be 
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cleaned and waxed to undo the damage.
I do not think these things happened because of lack of 

supervision but I just think it was impossible to keep up with three 
children who were working as a team to think up new and exciting 
things to attempt.  One thing I do know is that I look back upon that 
period of time as a low spot in my parenting and I also remember 
that the little boy living nearby was never allowed to come near our 
house or my children from that time on.

We were completing our third year at James Connally Air 
Force Base when we were told that we were going to receive orders 
for Saigon.  We hardly knew where Saigon was but we proceeded 
to get an atlas and to find out all we could about that place.  We 
always had an expression that “You have your orders in hand before 
making any plans” and this time it proved to be correct again because 
while we were speculating on the proposed assignment to Saigon, 
a requirement came into our base asking for someone qualified as 
a Commissary officer.  The assignment was at RAF Alconbury in 
England.  Orders came through very soon, and we prepared for the 
move to England with great excitement and anticipation.

There were certain places around the world where the families 
were not allowed to go because there were no facilities for them and 
the specter of an unaccompanied tour always hung over our heads.  
The tours that the men took alone were limited to a year or, at the 
most, 18 months and were considered “Hardship tours” but even a 
year seemed a long time.  When we received orders for England we 
knew that we would be able to accompany Joe to that assignment 
and when we found out the tour was three years with the option 
of extending for a fourth, we were glad to know that we would be 
settled for quite a long time.

School was to be out in May and our orders were for early June 
1957.  After the excitement of the new move subsided, we began to 
make lists and to carry out plans for all the multiple things we had to 
attend to.  The base (every base has this) had a file on every other Air 

Force base throughout the world so we first read all we could about 
our new base.  We were also given the name of a person who would 
act as our sponsor when we arrived in England and we sent letters to 
him to get details on schools, housing etc. 

We collected and carried with us all records 
pertaining to the children such as school, medical, 
dental, organizations, and anything else we thought 
would make the transition easier for them.  Next 
item was to contact the base transportation for 
instructions as to what could be shipped and how 
many pounds of household goods we were entitled 
to send. 

We found that base housing was not completed 
at Alconbury and we were allowed a large shipment 
of household goods plus a small shipment of so 
called Hold Baggage, which was to include items 
one needed as soon as one arrived.  This was usually 
sent in the hold of the ship and was supposed to 
accompany the person to his next assignment but 
since we were flying, this shipment was sent by air 
and was waiting for us when we arrived in England.  
We set aside to be sent as hold baggage a minimum 
of kitchen equipment, extra clothing, linens, iron, a 
few toys and just barely enough to allow us to take 
care of our family.  The packers came and collected 
this shipment of hold baggage first.  They then came 
and packed up those things that we intended leaving in the States 
and which were designated for “permanent storage” meaning that 
this shipment was sent to a warehouse and stored for all of the time 
we were in England. 

Deciding what we could leave behind took some thinking.  For 
instance, I had hung onto the baby furniture and I decided I surely 
was not going to use it so it went into storage.  Also the good living 
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room furniture and the rugs and items that we wanted to keep but 
which were not necessary for our well-being went into storage.  I 
think this was packed up about two weeks before we left James 
Connally. 

The next shipment consisted of furniture and possessions that we 
were to take with us to England and this allowance was pretty large 
for we were told that we probably would not have base  housing, 
which was furnished, but would have to rent something “on the 
economy” meaning civilian housing off base.  In this shipment went 
freezer, mattresses for each of us, silverware, china, piano, toys, and 
such things as we felt we needed to maintain a home for three years.  
You should remember that these shipments had to be separated and 
designated as to purpose so our house was in an upheaval at times as 
we attempted to decide which item went in which shipment.

There was certainly no room for haphazard thinking for you 
lived with whatever decision was made.  The men who packed our 
things for shipping arrived at the house the day school was out and 
this was the day Sharon and Janice had their last piano recital so I 
left the house, with the men busily packing the cartons, and I went 
downtown to the recital.  We came home to find everything in cartons 
and sealed up but for our hand luggage which I had thoughtfully put 
in a closet with door sealed shut with masking tape so the things we 
needed to carry with us would not be packed up also.

We finally cleared the base housing and cleaned the quarters and 
left about five PM to drive to Oklahoma City to see Grandmother 
and Grandad Duff.  While in Oklahoma we decided we should pay 
an extra insurance premium before leaving for England so we could 
be sure the payment would not be late.  We had bought $300 worth 
of traveler’s checks in addition to the money we carried and suddenly 
we could not find the checks.  We had been advised to bring extra 
money in the event that our pay records did not get transferred 
promptly and the checks were our extra funds.  This was before the 
days of computers and it was not unusual to have problems with 

getting paid on time upon transferring to a new station.
We hunted high and low for the traveler’s checks but they were 

not to be found.  Three months later, in England, when we finally 
unpacked our household goods, the traveler’s checks turned up.  
While I had been at the recital, the movers had carefully packed 
every item on the top of my dresser, including the checks.  Joe took 
those checks with him when he made the next flight to Germany, 
bought our Telafunken Hi Fi set, had someone help him load it on 
the plane and brought it back to England for us.  We had years of 
good music in our home from that incident.

Grandad Duff 
had never been too 
fond of the English 
people and the fact 
that England had 
never paid back the 
money borrowed 
from us in World War 
I or World War II 
always irked him.  The 
last thing he said to 
Patrick as we loaded 
up to leave was “Go 
over there and beat 
up an Englishman for 
me.”  Actually those 
were the last words 
I ever heard him say 
since he died while we 
were still in England.

Visit with Grandgad and Grandmother just prior to leaving for Engalnd
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The Air Force left nothing 
to chance and a person 
with an IQ of 75 could 

travel to an overseas 
base alone, by following 
directions if he or she 

could read.

Chapter 10

Merry Old England
England
 •  Pilton

 •  Hunington

 •  Alconbury AFB

Hinchenbrook Castle

We drove from Oklahoma City to New York to visit 
Grandmother Cummings and she was so distraught over the 

idea of our leaving the country for three years that she was really 
terrible.  I was glad to leave that house and be on our way to New 
Jersey where the children and I stayed in the guest house while Joe 
took the car to the port to be shipped to England.

When Joe got back to McGuire from putting our car on the 
boat, we got ourselves and luggage to the terminal where we collected 
instructions for our travel.  The Air Force left nothing to chance and 
a person with an IQ of 75 could travel to an overseas base alone, by 
following directions if he or she could read.  We had provided each 
child with a carry-on bag of plaid fabric with each bag a bit different 
in color and in these each one had toothbrush, comb, washcloth, 
change of clothing and a few goodies to last them through the trip.  
We also had to carry for each child a heavy sweater or light coat for 
we knew England would be much cooler than either Texas or New 
Jersey.

We had 9 traveling bags and I could see them in my sleep for 
we had to count them at every stop or transfer.  That was not an 

excessive number since we had to carry enough clothing to last us 
until our possessions caught up with us in England and we were not 
sure how long that would be.

We had left Texas with the skimpiest of hot weather clothes 
and it was so hot driving across the country that we boarded the 
plane in the same type of clothing, then sat on the runway and were 
sweltering for two more hours.  Within minutes of being airborn it 
became so cool that we changed into heavier garments on the spot 
and saw no more of our summer attire for three years.

We flew to Greenland and were served breakfast at 3 AM 
(our time) and flew on to Burtonwood, England, which was an 
American base in the extreme north of the country.  We were not on 
a commercial flight, which is the way Air Force people travel now, 
but we were flown to England by Air Force plane and before the 
day of jet flying the trip took 16 hours.  We were processed through 
customs, had our American money changed to English pounds or 
to script which was the money we used instead of American dollars.  
We referred to it as “Funny money” and it never really seemed as 
if we were spending real money while we used the script.  We were 

Passport photo
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also given instructions as what to do and what we were not to do 
and were reminded that we were guests in the country and we were 
given some clear cut directions as to what this entailed.  We were 
all exhausted but we tried to absorb all the dos and don’ts before 
being taken to the dining hall for yet another breakfast.  I found that 
English bears little resemblance to American English and I could 
hardly understand anyone.  Our breakfast introduced us to almost 
raw bacon (English style) rather than the crisp bacon we preferred 
and the greasy eggs made us all queasy so we ate little.  However, the 
sign over the cafeteria line which stated “Please return dishes to the 
clipper hatch” sent us into hysterics.  We thought it was really funny 
and remembering how we laughed at that sign tells me that we were 
able to retain a sense of humor on many occasions that were really 
trying.

After spending the night at the guest house we were to take 
the train to Alconbury, our base in the so called Midlands.  This 
base was four miles from Huntingdon and about twenty five from 
Cambridge.  Not only did we take the train but we had to change 
trains four times and finally call the base for transportation to finish 
the final 25 miles to our base.  It was a long all day trip and loading 
and unloading those 9 bags as well as accounting for them at every 
stop was a real pain.

As we left Burtonwood, I was amazed to see these tall spikes of 
flowers in the most amazing shades of blues and lavenders and I was 
told they were delphiniums.  I was entranced for I thought they were 
gorgeous and they grew profusely all over the base.

Ann became so nauseated that she vomited all over her coat on 
the first leg of the trip and while we waited two hours for our next 
train I ran across the street to a cleaning shop and asked if they could 
clean her coat and have it ready for us before the train was due to 
leave.  They got it back to us in good time but it was two sizes too 
small because they had not cleaned it but had washed it.  We did put 
it on Ann and it did keep her warm which was the important thing.

Every time we had to change trains, we went into the little 
restaurant at the station and every time we decided it was too filthy 
to consider letting the children eat anything that came out of the 
place.  Also we were used to water fountains everywhere and not only 
were there no water fountains but we had trouble even getting a glass 
of water for the children.  We resorted to candy bars and lukewarm 
bottles of soda and this only increased our thirst and did nothing to 
help our hunger.

I do remember that I thought the countryside, as we rode along 
on the train, was amazingly green and beautiful and after three years 
in Texas it appeared like a garden spot to me.

We finally got to Peterborough in the late afternoon and called 
the base for transportation to take us the remainder of the distance.  
While waiting, we went into a hotel to get something for the children 
to eat and found that we were too early for dinner and too late for 
lunch and it was impossible to order anything resembling a real 
meal at that time of day.  The waitress finally suggested tea which 
consisted of tea with lots of sugar and milk and sweet cookies or as 
the English called them “biscuits.”  What we needed was a peanut 
butter sandwich and a pitcher of ice water but that was certainly not 
available. 

 After our “tea” we were so overloaded with sugar that we went 
for a short walk and I remember the gorgeous baskets of flowers 
which were on every lamp post and I was so intrigued because I 
had never seen such a thing before.  I could not believe the profuse 
blossoms I saw on those baskets of flowers were real.  It occurs to 
me as I write this that England continued to be a place of complete 
contrast as long as we lived there and it ranged from very good to 
very bad for the whole three years.  I was frustrated much of the time 
at the difficulty of caring for my family as I thought I should but I 
was ever aware of the value of the experience of living in another 
country and of learning first-hand how the people of that country 
conducted their daily lives.

Alconbury AFB, 1959

tea and biscuits
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The Air Force car arrived and Joe asked them to drive us directly 
to the Officers Club on the base where he surmised we could give 
everyone a decent meal.  We were barely seated when we heard from 
across the room “What the Hell are you doing here?” and looked 
around to see Al Fourmey, a captain, who had been stationed with 
us at Mather and again, briefly, at James Connally.  He had been 
transferred to England and was running the Officers’ Club.  As we 
ate our dinner, I remember his words of wisdom which I was to recall 
many times during the next three years.  “Just remember that you 
have projected yourself back in time for 25 to 30 years and you will 
get along fine.”  Truer words were never spoken, as we were to learn 
over and over again.

The base at Alconbury1 was in the process of construction and 
there was no guest house on the base so after dinner we were driven 
another 35 miles or so to St. Neots to a hotel in the main part of town 
where the Air Force had a contract for housing Air Force people on 
a temporary basis.  The rooms were very small and it turned out that 
we were given one room on the third floor for Sharon, Janice and me 
and another on the second floor for Joe, Ann and Patrick.  We were 
provided with room and meals until such time as we could collect 
hold baggage, find housing and get ourselves somewhat settled.  We 
knew that our car would take perhaps two months to arrive and our 
household goods would probably take three months.

We barely unpacked pajamas before we fell into bed at about 
eleven o’clock at night.  I always thought I should have written a 
journal describing those first weeks in England for after a few months 
the unusual becomes the usual and things that seemed very strange 
to us became commonplace.

The windows of our hotel faced out on the town square and 
early in the following morning we woke to find that the whole square 
had been converted to a big market and we found, upon inquiring, 
that these markets were held in almost all towns in England once 

1 Alconbury AFB

a week and referred to as Market Day.  This was the day the fresh 
produce was sold along with clothing, dishes, yarn, lovely flowers 
and a variety of other things.  We loved the markets in England and 
went often to Huntingdon and to Peterborough and surrounding 
towns exploring them when we had time to do so.  It was like having 
a weekly fair available to us.

I do remember freezing when we arrived in England and we were 
so unaccustomed to the climate that we wore sweaters the whole 
summer.  We also had small heaters in each room but had to supply 
ourselves with shillings to feed the meter so we could have a short 
time of gas heat to make our rooms comfortable.  Keeping a supply 
of shillings became a priority.  The hotel dining room where we took 
our meals had a lovely white tablecloths and more silverware than 
we knew what to do with but we were always hungry for their meals 
did not satisfy us.  We had wonderful cocoa and dry toast but little 
else for breakfast since we could not stand the barely cooked bacon 
and grease covered eggs.  Vegetables were boiled with no seasoning 
of any sort and we were not used to boiled cabbage or brussel sprouts 
which turned up daily I think.  Desserts were so sweet that we could 
hardly tolerate them and when I went into a grocery store to find 
something to supplement the children’s diet, I found little but more 
sweet cookies or starchy items.  When one of the children became 
ill with an upset stomach I went to the store and bought fruit juice 
and jars of baby food and took them to the kitchen to be put in 
the refrigerator so they would be kept cool and I found there was 
no refrigerator.  Perhaps that is why my child became ill in the first 
place. 

While we were at the hotel, Joe was trying to find a house and 
trying to buy some sort of car to use until our car arrived.  He finally 
bought a little Morris Minor which looked like a toy to us but it did 
furnish us with needed transportation.  He also found that a man on 
base was rotating home and was vacating a furnished house in the 
village of Pilton, a tiny little place about thirty five miles from the 

Frong entrance of RAF Alconbury

Shown within Cambridgeshire

1956 Morris Minor

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/RAF_Alconbury
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base. 
Because the base housing was in the process of construction, the 

usual procedure was to rent anything available no matter how far 
from the base and as people left, or were able to move into completed 
base housing, those living miles from base were able to move closer.  
I was told that almost everyone moved three times before finally 
settling in satisfactory housing and this proved true for us although 
I would have been pretty upset if I had known at the time that I had 
to look forward to so much moving in such a short time. 

One nice thing that happened to us the first Sunday that we 
were in England is that we met the Maddens.  We had gone to the 
little Catholic Church in St. Neots and after Church, Tim Madden 
approached us and identified himself and observed that we were a 
new American family in the area.  For the life of me I could not 
figure out how he knew that because I thought we looked very much 
like the rest of the people around us but before long I could detect 
the differences that said “American” or “English” also.  Tim invited 
our whole family to his home for afternoon tea and we accepted the 
invitation as a very matter of fact thing and only months later did I 
realize what an unusual thing it was for an English person to invite 
perfect strangers into his home.  We did go to tea that afternoon and 
met Molly Madden and the four children:  Tony, who was Sharon’s 
age, Paul, Timmy and Patricia.  The children were about the age of 
our family and we learned to feel a sense of community with the 
Maddens and spent much time with them.

We collected our hold baggage and moved into the house in 
Pilton and it was so nice to get out of the hotel.  Joe brought home 
food from the commissary and the children devoured everything he 
brought into the house.  Let me describe the house as I remember it.  
It was built of stone, grey in color, and had been built in 1491 (the 
year before Columbus discovered America).  The walls were three feet 
thick and although there were many rooms (perhaps 10), they were 
all very small.  A front room had been turned into a bathroom so 

one could sit on the potty and look out the front walkway and down 
across the garden and on to a beautiful valley with a fast flowing 
river.  We were amazed to watch the English people come to the river 
to swim for they proceeded to drape themselves in towels of some 
sort and to change into and later out of their bathing suits right in 
plain sight of everyone.

But, back to the house, which had a kitchen 
with stone floor, table and chairs, no cabinet, a 
refrigerator that was perhaps 2 feet by 4 feet and a 
2 burner electric “cooker” or cook stove.  The thing 
that dominated the kitchen was a huge stove that 
burned coal or coke and this warmed the kitchen, 
heated the water, baked the bread, and cooked the 
food and all this sounded fine but the catch to it 
was that in order to have these goodies, one had to 
figure out how to keep the fire going without either 
having the water boil away into steam or remain 
lukewarm.  The landlady referred to this stove as 
a “Rayburn” and assured us it was the finest piece of equipment 
available.  We commonly called it “The Monster.”

 The house was never warm and we did not know that on warm 
and sunny days we needed to fling open all doors and windows in 
order to allow the warm breeze to flow through the house.

The hot water tank was mounted on the wall of the bathroom 
and in order to decide whether we could wash clothes, take baths, 
wash hair or none of the above, we would feel of the tank and make 
our judgment.  We had no washing machine so all clothes for that 
family of six had to be washed in the bathtub.  Joe found someone 
who was returning to the States and soon brought home a wringer 
type Maytag washing machine and I never had a gift I appreciated 
more.

The house came with a gardener and the gardens, which were 
enclosed by a grey stone wall, were gorgeous.  The village in which we 

Pilton, England
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lived consisted of perhaps 10 houses and there was not another child 
in the village.  We settled in to await the arrival of our furniture and 
our car and Joe was trying to locate a place closer to the base before 
school started in September. 

To pass the time for the children, we found that there was a 
stable near us where, for a minimum fee, the children could all take 
riding lessons, so we enrolled all four of them.  The riding school was 
operated by the daughter of Mrs. Ward Hunt who fancied herself to 
be of the British upper class since her first husband had been Lord 
Ward Hunt, a member of parliament.  I later learned that she had 
married for the second time to an ordinary person but at the death 
of the second husband, she conveniently forgot about that marriage 
and resumed the name and title of the first husband.  She was a 
terrible snob and the house where she lived was dirty and run down 
but she felt that Joe’s position as an American Air Force officer made 
us somewhat acceptable and she attempted to make us her friends.

We settled into the house in Pilton and not a soul came near 
us or even spoke to us.  I could not figure out what was going on 
so decided that if they did not make an effort to know us, I would 
reverse the procedure and would get to know them.  Patrick had 

his sixth birthday soon after we moved 
into the house and I went to every house 
in the village and asked every person to 
come and help us celebrate our little boy’s 
birthday by sharing cake with him.  Despite 
their amazement, they all came and some 
of them were delightful.  Mrs. Bigley, the 
gardener’s wife, came and I was subsequently 
reprimanded by Mrs. Ward Hunt because 
I had dared drop down the social scale by 
having a gardener’s wife to tea.  As I said that 
woman was a terrible snob. 

The commissary officer, whom Joe 
was replacing, remained on base for perhaps two months to orient 
Joe into running the base commissary.  This was quite a different 
operation that that of running a commissary in the States.  For one 
thing, the workers in the commissary were either American enlisted 
men or English nationals and there were all sorts of rules as to how 
these people (the English) were to be handled.  Also the “pipeline” as 
it was called to move the groceries from the States to the commissary 
shelves was about three to four months.  This meant that the one 
in charge of the operation had to anticipate what would be needed 
that many months ahead of time and if he made a mistake, then 
we simply did not have those items in the store.  We had frequent 
glitches which resulted in not having such things as toilet tissue, 
sugar, pork and beans and all sorts of things that you expect to always 
have available.  Part of the shortages occurred because, as someone 
thought, or rumor had it that there was going to be a shortage, the 
news spread like wildfire and people stockpiled that particular item 
until there actually was a shortage.  All of our supplies came into the 
central depot in Burtonwood and were then sent on to the different 
commissaries in England.  I soon learned to keep a large supply of 
needed items in the house at all times and I still seem to do that more 

The Alconbury Base Exchange, Building 593/594, 1957.

Ann, 3rd from right, germination of the horse nut



Chapter: 10  Merry Old England (6)

times than not.
Captain McMahon, the former commissary officer, had been in 

England for four years and he had done his two or three moves and 
had finally found an apartment in the courtyard of Hinchenbrook 
Castle23, the former home of the Cromwells many years prior to that 
time.  It was owned, while we were in England, by the young Earl of 
Sandwich and had been occupied by his family until about the time 
we arrived in England.  The old Earl of Sandwich lived on the estate in 
a house apart from the castle and other buildings on the grounds were 
turned into living quarters that had been rented to both American 
and English families.  The gardener’s cottage was occupied by Mel 
and Sheila Palmer, who became our friends, and there were two or 
three other American families who lived in apartments surrounding 
the courtyard of the Castle.  Captain McMahon offered to turn his 
apartment over to us when he rotated home and this worked out well 
for we were notified that our furniture had finally arrived in mid-
August.  That schedule was perfect and we gave notice to our Pilton 
landlord that we were moving, notified the base transportation 
people that we would take delivery of our furniture, and prepared to 
get moved and settled before school started.

As we were preparing to move into the place at Hinchenbrook, 
we were notified that our car had finally arrived in Southampton so we 
took a day off to go down and pick it up.  We drove to Peterborough 
in the little car, parked it at the station and took the train to London 
where we changed for a train to Southampton.  We arrived in time 
to see our car lifted off the deck of the ship and we got the tank full 
of gas and started the drive back to Huntingdon.  The English roads 
were never designed for cars the size of the American cars and driving 
on the wrong side of the road made it a pretty exciting trip. 

We drove for about two hours and realized we were all starving 
so decided to stop and have something to eat.  We made another 

2 Hinchenbrook Wikepedia
3 Hinchenbrook google photos

discovery and that was that 
if you wanted a meal in 
England, you had better plan 
to stop at certain designated 
times.  There was no such 
thing as continuous food 
service as we had in the States.  
We eventually found a small 
market open and bought fresh 
bread and some cheese and 
that was lunch and dinner 
for us.  We learned to carry a 
thermos of water along with 
fruit or some sort of snacks 
when we went out for the day 
and this solved the problem of hungry children and no restaurants 
being open at the time everyone thought he should eat.

We arrived back in Peterborough at about nine o’clock and I 
took Sharon with me to drive back home in the Buick while Joe 
took the other three children with him.  As Sharon and I approached 
a narrow bridge there was no one on the bridge and we prepared 
to cross it when suddenly a truck, or lorry, as the English called it, 
came to the bridge and did not hesitate but came across full speed 
right toward us.  We met in the middle and how we squeaked past 
is more than I will ever know.  Sharon, who was on the side next to 
the lorry, to her credit, only remarked in a calm voice that the “truck 
seemed pretty close.”  That was a complete understatement.  In fact, 
we frequently saw the American cars with right side bashed in from 
just such experiences.  To finish the story of the car, we concluded 
that Buick was entirely too large to be safe on the English roads so 
we sold it to someone who was returning to the States and the car 
went right back on the boat to be shipped back home.  We then 
bought a Volkswagen Microbus that seemed to be more suitable for 

Arrow shows our “coachman” house in Hinchenbrook

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hinchingbrooke_House
https://www.google.com/maps/uv?hl=en&pb=!1s0x4877c2d2828595b1:0xf6b92c64a8cffc07!2m19!2m2!1i80!2i80!3m1!2i20!16m13!1b1!2m2!1m1!1e1!2m2!1m1!1e3!2m2!1m1!1e5!2m2!1m1!1e4!3m1!7e115!4shttp://www.hinchhouse.org.uk/!5shinchingbrooke+castle+-+Google+Search&imagekey=!1e1!2shttp://www.hinchhouse.org.uk/grape/house7.jpeg&sa=X&ved=0ahUKEwis8Zmc24jRAhUL7WMKHbjIDqwQoioIfTAO
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the narrow English roads and we drove it all during our English tour.
We had another interesting experience in our first weeks in 

England.  As aliens in the country, we were required to register 
with the nearest police department so I took the children with me, 
and took passport in hand to go into the little town of Oundle to 
complete our registration.  I was also able to obtain a driver’s license 
that allowed me to drive a year in England without a test of any kind 
and I obtained that at the same time.

 As we were walking along the street, a very blond young woman 
was pushing a baby carriage and Janice peeked in to see the baby.   
Her astonishment was reflected in her remark “Where did she get 
that baby?” for the child was obviously of half negro blood.  This 
was our first observation of so many children of mixed parentage 
but we found that many of the English women went out with and 
married the American black men.  In fact the English people were 
very prone to criticize the Americans for what they felt was our 
policy of racial discrimination and they assured us that no such thing 
existed in England.  Time moved on and there is now as much, if 
not more, prejudice against races other than white, in England today 
than there is in America.  The presence of blacks in English society 
was no problem then because there were almost no blacks in England 
while we were living there but, of course, that is totally different now.

As I mentioned earlier, I should have kept some sort of journal 
during our first few months in England because there were so many 
things that were sources of amazement to me.  I do still recall in some 
detail our first experience with the English movers as we prepared 
to settle in at our quarters at Hinchenbrook.  Captain McMahon 
was returning to the States for a new assignment so we bought his 
refrigerator and also had the advantage of moving into quarters 
where he had put up rods to hang clothing since there was not a 
closet in the whole place.  He had also put floor covering on the 
upstairs floors and had done a few things to make the place more 
livable.  We were delighted to think that we were finally going to get 

settled and to have our own things around us.  When the movers 
arrived, the whole day turned into a cartoon feature.  The three men 
were curious and amazed at what we had chosen to ship to England.  
The first thing they did was to unload mattresses and cartons and 
to stack them up against the house.  Suddenly they discovered the 
four bicycles and they stopped everything to assemble those bikes, 
which were different from those they were used to.  It started to rain 
and that made not one whit of difference for after the bikes were 
assembled and adjusted I looked out to see those men riding full 
speed, around and around the courtyard and having a gay old time.  
They finally, at my insistence, brought the mattresses inside and the 
next thing that distracted them was a redwood picnic table that I had 
shipped to use as a kitchen table.  They insisted on putting it together 
in the living room although I told them it should be assembled in the 
kitchen.  There was a tiny little door to the kitchen and I surmised 
that the table would not go through the door if it had first been 
assembled, and that proved to be true.   To complicate matters, the 
movers had never seen a freezer as large as ours and they insisted 
it would not go into the kitchen so they plunked it down in the 
passageway from living room to kitchen, and there it stayed.  In fact 
they finally wedged the redwood table across the top of the freezer 
and since they could not decide what to do next, there it remained.  
At six PM they told me they thought it would take the better part 
of the night to finish unloading the household goods and by then I 
was exhausted and I refused to have them continue and insisted that 
they would have to come back the following day to finish up the job.  
There was a big hassle but they finally decided it was easier to give in 
to this “crazy American” than to argue so they left and by then Joe 
came home and we started trying to make some sense of what they 
had unloaded.  We first disassembled the redwood table, removed 
the benches which were jammed in beside the freezer, opened the 
door to the freezer to give a little easement and simply slid it into the 
kitchen.  We then put the table back together again (in the kitchen) 

The bus
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and we were on our way to getting our house in order.  
The aftermath of the freezer situation was that when we were 

moving out of this house, the moving men again refused to touch 
the freezer and insisted it would not go through the door in order 
to remove it from the kitchen.  I wondered how they thought it got 
there.  Again I opened the door, guided it and it slid right through 
the door to their eternal amazement.

The McMahons had put up some shelves in the kitchen and 
this was convenient and we were soon able to turn the place into a 
comfortable home.  We lived in what was the coachman’s quarters in 
years past so we came in a front door to what had been a stable and 
from there into a very large living room with leaded glass window 
and a lovely trophy case that was lined with green felt.  This turned 
into our china cabinet.

We had a bathroom downstairs and a kitchen that was quite large 
and a narrow winding stair led to three bedrooms.  We decided to 
use the large dormer room for the three girls and Sharon, Janice and 
I worked up there almost all of the day and finally had everything 
completely finished and the room looked so pretty with fresh quilts 
on each bed and everything unpacked.  We walked out, closed the 
door, and there was a horrendous rumble and the whole ceiling, 
with all 6 inches of plaster, fell and covered the whole bedroom.  It 
was a terrible mess but knowing that the children could have been 
killed, had they been in the room made us count our blessings so we 
called the landlord who sent repair men to come and haul out the old 
plaster and to repair the ceiling.

Hinchenbrook was a lovely place with gardens, trees, and a 
child’s play house modeled after the one owned by Princess Elizabeth 
and Princess Margaret, when they were little girls.  There was a 
gatehouse and long curving driveway and the whole estate was an 
amazement to us.  The castle was huge and very impressive.  We 
loved the experience of living is such a place.

We were four miles from the base and the children all started 

school going on the Air Force bus which came by our 
front gate.  Janice, Ann and Patrick went to the school 
on base at Alconbury and Sharon went to high school at 
an adjacent base which was called Molesworth.  We soon 
found that we hadn’t the proper clothing for the English 
climate and we seemed to be buying heavier things for 
the children all the time.  We got woolen underwear 
which the English children wore and our children hated 
them for they could not stand the itch of the wool.  We 
got heavier shoes and finally bought heavy coats, hats 
and gloves and we either acquired a wardrobe that kept 
us warm or perhaps we simply became accustomed to 
the climate.  Molesworth school was very poorly heated 
and Sharon found that she had to wear her coat most 
of the day but Alconbury had a brand new school with 
central heating so the three younger children managed 
well.

When our children entered school they were all 
tested to determine proper placement and Janice and 
Ann tested well above their grade level.  We decided to place Janice 
in a combination 5th 6th grade room and to allow her to work with 
whatever class seemed to suit her best.  She started in the year in 5th 
grade and ended it in the 6th grade so was ready for the 7th grade at 
the end of the school year.  I decided against advancing Ann a year, as 
the school recommended, because I felt she was somewhat immature 
so she stayed on in the 2nd grade.  I think she liked school better 
than she had liked St. Marys but just barely.

Soon after we were settled at Hinchenbrook, Joe and I had to go 
to a “Hail and Farewell” party for all new people on the base as well 
as those who were completing their assignment and leaving.  We had 
to use kerosene heaters along with electric heaters and a fireplace, so 
I felt very nervous about leaving the children alone, especially since 
we had no telephone.  I found an English woman to stay with them 

Hinchenbrook “Wendy” playhouse

When our children 
entered school they were 
all tested to determine 
proper placement and 

Janice and Ann tested well 
above their grade level.
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for the evening and when we drove into the courtyard, I realized that 
there was not a sliver of light showing at a single window.  We raced 
into the house, sure that something had happened to the electricity, 
and found that the place was fitted with blackout curtains from the 
days of wartime blitz and they were truly effective.  I understood for 
the first time what it must have meant to live through that period of 
time when no lights could show throughout the entire country.

Keeping warm seemed to be an eternal problem until Joe 
finally found someone who was returning home and he bought 
their kerosene space heater.  We installed this heater in the kitchen 
and that saved our lives.  We ate, read, studied, dressed, etc., in the 
kitchen, just as people in our country did many years ago.  We put 
electric blankets on our beds and had to run the cords through heavy 
transformers due to the difference in current.  We also had a warming 
closet that was a sizable closet with shelves of wooden slats and the 
heat from the fireplace and coke stove which heated the hot water 
filtered through the closet keeping everything in it dry and warm.  I 
used to store all the pajamas plus soft cotton blankets in that closet 
and when the children were ready for bed they put on the toasty 
warm PJs and got wrapped in the blankets and went to bed that way 
so they were cozy and warm.  It seemed so damp and cold to us after 
the hot dry climate in Texas.

We had a coke hot water heater in the house at Hinchenbrook 
and in order to have hot water, one had to keep a fire going in a small 
coke heater.  My frustration reached a point where I knew I could 
not deal with that heater another day for the fire was eternally going 
out and that meant the coke had to be cleared out of the stove and 
the fire started again where it would, hopefully, continue to burn 
giving us enough hot water to supply our needs.

I found out that a so called immersion heater could be installed 
in the hot water tank and despite the fact that we had signed an 
agreement not to make any changes in the place without the express 
agreement of the landlord, I called an electrician and had the hot 

water heater altered to include installation of the immersion heater.  
I decided if I did not tell anyone what I had done, no one was going 
to come into the house and find it.  From then on we had a small 
but constant supply of hot water and even though our electric bills 
climbed up and up, the convenience was worth it.

At tea time, the electricity fluctuated so much that trying to 
cook dinner for a family of six was nearly impossible and I finally 
solved that problem also.  Man had offered to buy me one of the first 
electric skillets that came on the market, since he thought it sounded 
like a useful appliance.  At the time, I really did not think I needed it 
at all but in my first letter to Man after we settled in England I told 
him that I was more than ready for that electric skillet.  He got it off 
at once and I think I cooked most of our meals from that time on by 
using that wonderful skillet.

I think moving always brings a certain number of frustrations 
but somehow, given a little time, most of the frustrations can either 
be solved or accepted and things seem to settle into a routine that 
seems normal and natural.  By fall we had reached this point and I 
proceeded to plant tulips in my front yard.  I think I have planted 
tulips all over the United States and I thought England was no 
different and the tulips went into the ground there also.

I like to think that all the hundreds of tulips I have planted have 
given pleasure to people who came after me.  As we explored the 
surrounding area, we found England to be dreary and grey during 
the fall and early winter.  People wore dark clothing and they were 
eternally “queuing up” for one thing or another and there seemed 
to be little fun or joy anywhere.  Later we came to see this as the 
characteristic reserve of the British population but it was hard for us 
to accept at first.

The people on the base made it a point to escape to Germany at 
the slightest excuse, for that country was spotlessly clean, the people 
were happy and outgoing and the whole atmosphere was more 
like our own country.  This was at a time when there was no anti 

I like to think that all 
the hundreds of tulips I 
have planted have given 
pleasure to people who 

came after me. 
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American feeling in Germany so we all liked to go there 
and did so any time we had enough money and enough 
leave to make the trip.

 My first trip was to Berchesgarden in October 
when I went over with the Officers’ Wives Club.  
Several of the men, including Joe, had got themselves 
scheduled on a flight to Munich that same weekend so 
we had a real vacation in that most beautiful of places.  
We had an English woman to stay with the children 
and I recently found a copy of the newspaper Janice 
had written concerning the events that took place while 
we were gone.

We actually did very little traveling without the 
children for we thought they were old enough to 
benefit from seeing and doing all the things that were 
available to us.

We had shipped the piano to England and finally 
were told about a well-qualified piano teacher nearly 
and that is how we came to meet the Olivers.  Kate 
Oliver was a graduate of the London Conservatory 
of music and an excellent teacher.  She lived in the 
next village, Brampton, with her husband Leslie and 
daughter Katherine, who was Sharon’s age, and son 
Iian, who was Janice’s age.  She agreed to come to the 
house and to give all four children piano lessons and as 
time went on we became good friends with the whole 
Oliver family and that friendship continues to this day. 
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THE CUMMINGS NEWSPAPER 
-October 1957 by Janice Cummings
____________________________

Mrs. J.B. Cummings who left for Germany last Sunday 
is expected back this coming Sunday after her brief visit there. 
Before she left she stated “I wonder if this bag weighs too 
much” she then sent her two children Janice Lynn Cummings 
and Sharon Mary Cummings to her nearest neighbor to get 
their bathroom scales and weighed the bag. It weighed 28 
pounds and so she did not have to unpack. 

____________________________
It is been reported that Ann Cummings has picked up 

an English accent. This is very serious crime. It would not be 
decided what the punishment will be until her mother, Mrs. 
J.B. Cummings, can fly here. Her sisters, Janice and Sharon 
said, “we are highly disgraced that this is happened in our 
family”. 

____________________________
The boys at Pathfinder school said today that Wimpole 

Park beat Alconbury in the football game.
____________________________

It is been said that Beth French is giving the children she 
is staying with (Janice, Sharon, and, and Pat) peppermints 
before they go to school the children said that they didn’t mind 
it. 

____________________________
The weather today got very hot around 1:15 but it was a 

nice day. 
____________________________
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Chapter 11

The Kid Comes
England
• Alconbury AFB

By the time Christmas came in 1957, we were well 
adjusted and life had again settled into about the 

same routine as it had wherever else we had lived. 
Following Janice’s newspaper is a copy of the letter 

I sent out that Christmas.

Greetings from England!
EDITION NO. II

It appeared that our family would call 
James Connally A.F.B (Waco, Texas) home 
definitely indefinitely when our Christmas cards 
were mailed last year. However, in May we 
received orders for England. Such a lot of things 
to do! Columbus had nothing on us as we sorted 
our possessions four ways-permanent storage, 
hold baggage, house-hold goods to be shipped, 
and somewhere in some twelve traveling bags 
to be carried with us. That plus finishing off 
school (it ended the day before we moved) getting 
passports, shots, etc., while trying to digest all the 

Carol “the kid” in the familychris-
tening gown

Now there are five.  Picture outside  
Alconbury base quarters

Air Force information on” Life in England” kept 
us busy.

We visited in Oklahoma early in June, then 
on East via Niagara Falls (well worth the extra 
day’s trip) and the new in New York where we 
crowded lots of quotes going and doing” into our 
five days there. We flew from McGuire Air Force 
Base in New Jersey to Burton Wood England, 
(all six of us) then spent eight hours and change 
trains for times to go the remaining 150 miles to 
our base, Alconbury, which is near Cambridge, 
England.

Housing was difficult despite base housing 
been recently opened so we stayed in a hotel two 
weeks, then rented a 700-year-old, 10 room 
house 20 miles out in the country where we lived 
into our car and furniture arrive. This took 
about two months and by the time we located a 
place for miles from the base, at Hinchingbrooke 
Castle, which was the Oliver Cromwell 
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family home about 1600. We lived in the courtyard and the 
coachman’s quarters and no one would believe it if I describe 
the place. We do have room enough, our furniture fits so we 
acquired a supply of kerosene heaters (they don’t have central 
heating) and set up housekeeping.

The base is in the process of being built and right now 
there are construction projects all over the place. When we 
leave three years hence, it should be in good shape. 

The children catch the bus at the gate to go to the 
B-school, we have a piano teacher who comes to the house and 
all three girls are in scout work. And became a Brownie this 
year, to her intense delight, and Janice moved into the ranks 
of Girl Scout with Sharon. Life seems to settle into the same 
routine wherever we are.

England is just as beautiful as the pictures show and the 
flowers and gardens are gorgeous. How are the books don’t 
tell you that it’s a good 25 years behind our country and 
sanitation, standard of living, etc. The world modern could 
never be used in describing this place. It’s interesting but we 
will all be ready for an assignment in the US after this tour.

Have a happy holiday, all of you, and I find new year.
THE CUMMINGS FAMILY.

When this letter went out for Christmas, I did not include the 
news that I was pregnant.  Of all the things that fate had handed out 
to me in my lifetime, I thought this was surely one of the hardest 
to accept.  I had assumed, after six years had elapsed since Patrick’s 
arrival, that my family was complete and I enjoyed the fact that all 
four children were finally in school and I could have a bit of time for 
myself.  Besides being so ill within a week of becoming pregnant, 
I did not know how I could possibly take care of a new baby in an 
inconvenient house that was frequently cold, that had a continual 
shortage of hot water and that had certainly not been designed for 

making baby care easy.  Added to these concerns was the fact that I 
was nearly forty years old and I certainly considered that too old to 
start taking care of a new baby again.  It should be obvious that this 
was not one of the better times in my life.  (Sorry,Carol!)

However, Joe and I used our usual problem solving method of 
dealing with a situation that seemed difficult.  We talked things over 
and made the determination as to whether we could alter things or 
not.  In this case, it was apparent that we could not do so.  Therefore, 
after having arrived at that conclusion, we never looked back nor 
did we waste our time and energy in worrying about what had 
happened.  We planned for this new baby with the same anticipation 
and enthusiasm that we had felt with the previous four children.

One thing I have always been thankful for and that is that 
the facts of the connection between Downs Syndrome and older 
mothers were not publicized in the same manner as they are today so 
I was spared that worry.  Fortunately, it never once occurred to me 
that this baby would not be as perfect and as beautiful as the other 
four had been.  However, not only did I continue to 
be so sick that I could hardly remain in an upright 
position but I developed a case of hives that left me 
with welts from head to foot and as the days went on 
my situation seemed to progress from bad to worse.

We had only a small dispensary at our base and 
all OB patients were cared for at Wimpole Park 
hospital which was perhaps forty miles or so from 
our base.

Wimpole Park1 was an old World War II field 
hospital and the land for the facility had been leased 
from the heirs of the Rudyard Kipling family.  The 
agreement was that the land would be returned to the 
estate when it was no longer needed by the Americans.  
While we were still in England, a new American 

1Wimpole Park Hospital

Wimpole Park Hospital was located here from 1944-60, all 
buildings are now removed. According to this notice, the 
hospital was first established in 1944 by the USAAF 163rd 
General Hospital Unit, this closed in 1946 and the build-
ings were used for a teacher training college. The site was 
reused as a military hospital from 1952-1960 by the USAF 
3rd Hospital group

Added to these concerns 
was the fact that I was 

nearly forty years old and 
I certainly considered that 

too old to start taking 
care of a new baby again.  
It should be obvious that 
this was not one of the 
better times in my life.  

(Sorry, Carol!)

http://www.armingford.net/arrington/wimpole_park_air_hospital.htm


Chapter: 11  The Kid Comes (3)

hospital was started at Mildenhall (one of our bases near Alconbury) 
and the buildings at Wimpole Park were cleared completely.  No 
trace of the hospital at Wimpole remains at this time.

Despite the fact that this was the central hospital for all of our 
section of England and that a very large number of patients were 
cared for at that facility, it seemed to be staffed with Joe College 
type doctors who did little to instill confidence in them.   The rule 
was that OB patients were seen beginning with the third month of 
pregnancy because of the large work load and it was apparent that I 
needed attention earlier than that.

When I checked in at Wimpole Park the doctor did not seem 
overly concerned about the fact that I was terribly ill and that I was 
one big itch all over my body but he did get agitated about some 
cervical tissue that he considered abnormal.  He ignored everything 
else, did a biopsy at once, sent the slide into Germany for diagnosis, 
where it was subsequently lost, and I was sent home in no better 
condition than when I arrived at the hospital except we now had the 
specter of cancer hanging over our heads.

When I started having contractions every time I went up and 
down the stairs over twice in one day, I knew I had to do something 
else fast.  I asked Kate Oliver to recommend someone in the area 
and she suggested I go to a Mr. Forbes in Huntingdon, a Scotsman 
who had his training at the Royal Academy of Physicians and 
Surgeons in Edinburgh.  (Doctors are called Mr. in England and 
only surgeons are referred to as Doctor.)  I took myself down to 
Mr. Forbes and after listening to my tale of woe, he dismissed the 
threat of cancer at once, to my intense relief.  He assured me that he 
could give me medication that would control the nausea and he also 
could give me something to stop the hives.  I had already concluded 
that the hives were induced by the stress I was experiencing and his 
air of confidence probably was as much help as the medicine.  The 
third medication, he told me, would absolutely stop the premature 
contractions.  I was not sure I could believe a word he said about 

that for I had my doubts about anything being successful in carrying 
me through this pregnancy.  But with nothing to lose, I went to the 
local chemist, picked up the prescriptions and miracle of miracles, 
everything happened just as Mr. Forbes had assured me it would.  
Within a week I was much improved and I felt that everything was 
going to turn out all right after all.

I still spent a lot of the time that the children were in school 
doing absolutely nothing except for lying on the couch for hours 
each day and Joe used to come home at lunch time, prepare food for 
both of us, build up the coal fire and go back to work.  By the time 
the bus deposited the children at the gate, I could make the evening 
meal and do whatever else needed to be done for the children.  Life 
began to improve at our house.  We had not told the children that we 
were expecting the new baby but as I began to feel better, I vaguely 
remember that we chose some unusual method of informing them 
of the news.  I think we put a note under each plate at dinner time 
so they could all read the announcement at the same time.  If this 
method of informing them differs from their recollection of the event, 
I do know one thing that is absolutely accurate.  The excitement and 
elation of the children contained not one negative note from that 
time to this nor has any one of the four exhibited anything but love, 
acceptance and caring for the number five child in our family.  I 
often think that the world would be a better place if every child 
could be accepted and loved so completely.

Our plans had been to go to Ireland during our second summer 
in England but I was not allowed to go by ferry and we decided we 
would not go by plane and leave the children nor could we afford 
air fare for all six of us so we did our exploring close to home.  We 
learned to know Cambridge and went “punting on the Cam,” which 
meant paddling up and down the river along the “Backs” or the back 
side of the colleges in Cambridge.  These many colleges made up 
Cambridge University.  We laughed at the students pedaling all over 
the city with academic robes streaming out behind them and we 

I often think that the 
world would be a better 
place if every child could 
be accepted and loved so 
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Carol and Ann
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did shopping in the lovely little stores that lined the streets.  We 
found an orthodontist in London and starting taking Janice down 
for monthly appointments and each time we went, we tried to plan 
something special to do.  We saw My Fair Lady with the original cast, 
we saw the Royal Ballet as well as other theatre productions, and we 
visited the Portabello Market, where we bought our white china, the 
parks, and all of the well-known tourist attractions.  We shopped in 
Selfridges and along Oxford Street and became so adept at riding 
the Underground and the trains that we could go anywhere we liked 
with no trouble.

We had put our name on the list for base housing as soon as 
we arrived in England and had little hope of being able to move on 
base because there were so few sets of quarters and they were usually 
reserved for those whose jobs required that they be located within 
minutes of their offices.  These were generally pilots and air crews, 
medical personnel, the Air Police, and security personnel.  Joe was 
still on flying status but was spending more and more time running 
the commissary and was not assigned to a regular crew whose sole 
job it was to fly various missions.  Finally, due to some shifting of 
personnel, there happened to be several houses available and our 
name came to the top of the list.  We were assigned a three bedroom 
duplex at 1456A Spruce Drive.  We moved into the house in March 
at about the same time Bob and Virginia Gould and their 5 children 
moved into the other side of the duplex.  Their children and ours 
were of comparable ages and they were expecting a new baby that 
arrived at about the same time ours did.  We all, parents and children, 
became close friends.

I had continued to go for regular checkups at Wimpole Park 
hospital but also went to Mr. Forbes on a regular basis and as time 
came for me to have the baby and I was told that I would be sent 
to a maternity home with a midwife to deliver the baby I did not 
feel comfortable with that situation.  On the advice of Mr. Forbes, I 
decided to go to our own hospital and Carol Maureen was born on 

June 21st, 1958.  Joe brought the other children down to the hospital 
the following day and when I held that little black haired bundle up 
to the window so they could see her they were all so excited they 
could hardly stand still.  She was as beautiful and as perfect as the 
other four had been and we were thrilled with her.

This is the letter I received from Sharon while I was in the 
hospital with Carol.

 
                    June 22, 1958

Dear Mother:
I am so glad that you and the baby are all right.  Thank 

you for having a darling little girl.
I hope you liked the flowers that Daddy brought.  Does 

the Mock Orange smell good?  Daddy wanted to buy a lot of 
roses but they are almost out of season.

What a job to run a house!  But, if I do say so myself (now 
I sound like Daddy) the house looks pretty good.  I did a load 
of laundry like you told me but I left the clothes in to soak 
for hours until I remembered to put the soap in and start the 
machine.  Everything turned out all right.

 Ann did her music and I did too.  Janice didn’t and I 
can’t make her.  the children have been quite good and you 
would be proud of them.

We have to get ready and go to Church.
Did you know we only have one year and 358 days before 

we go home?
We are all glad you named the baby Carol.
Is there anything you would like?  Books, magazine, 

knitting or anything else?
                    Your daughter,    Sharon
PS  I love you.

I brought Carol home, along with a sheaf of papers and eight 
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copies of her English birth certificate, which were all needed to use 
upon our return to the States to establish her American citizenship.  
Because she was born in England, she was considered to have dual 
citizen ship until age 21 at which time, presumably, she could choose 
whichever country she liked.  We were advised that the paperwork 
was easier to complete with all necessary documents in hand so 
we did go through the immigration office soon after our return to 
the States and Carol’s Certificate of Citizenship makes her totally 
American.

Three days after we brought Carol home from the hospital, the 
whole nursery at Wimpole Park was closed for several weeks because 
there was a serious problem with staph infection and even though I 
did not recognize it at the time Carol was also affected and since I 
was nursing her I picked up the staph germs and developed a terrible 
breast abscess.

The people at our dispensary had no idea what was wrong so I 
again went to Mr. Forbes, who sent me to the local hospital where 
a very competent surgeon incised the abscess and drained it and I 
recovered very quickly.  I have a warm spot in my memory for Mr. 
Forbes and I do not know what I would have done without him.

Because the children in England were not routinely immunized 
for childhood diseases, I felt that I did not want to take the new baby 
out among the English people in doing errands and taking the other 
children wherever they needed to go.  England was generally very 
dirty and the thought of exposing a new baby to what, I felt, were the 
hazards of the crowded villages in England did not seem to be very 
logical so I finally found a Scotswoman, Mrs. Cousins, who agreed 
to come to the house twice each week.  After I checked her out on 
the care I expected her to give Carol, I could leave the house knowing 
that my baby was safe and happy.  Mrs. Cousins also cleaned the 
house but her first priority was to care for the baby and she certainly 
did that for she adored Carol.  She used to take Carol out in the 
stroller for long walks and she sometimes did not entirely approve of 

my rules but she fed her exactly what I thought the baby should have 
which meant no puddings and no candy or “sweets” as she called 
it.  Finding that woman was certainly one of the nicest things that 
happened in England.  I paid her two and six an hour which meant 
two shillings, sixpence which was about thirty five cents.

The following letter went out for Christmas.

Greetings from England 
EDITION NO. II

Having received our first Christmas card of the 1958 
season, we are jolted by the fact that another year in England 
has passed and it is time to publish our “best wishes” to all our 
good friends everywhere!

Time has passed quickly for us. Upon arriving in England 
18 months ago, the difficulties of learning to live in an English 
house complete with fireplaces, stairs, kerosene stoves, coke hot 
water heater, etc. kept us so busy one month ran into the next 
while we wondered where the time had gone.

We were finally offered base housing in March and 
since our house is furnished, the bulk of our furniture was 
shipped home. We kept enough things to give our place a little 
personality and settled into the routine of an American style 
house with a wonderful furnace that takes care of itself and 
gives us unlimited heat and hot water 24 hours a day.

The most sensational news of the year 1958 is that we 
have a beautiful new baby daughter who is almost six months 
old now. Carol Maureen was born June 21 and she is a living 
doll. We are all convinced of that. She has big blue eyes, jet 
black hair, a perpetual smile and is certainly one of the most 
adored little bits of humanity this side of the Atlantic.

Despite the new baby we did take the two older children 
and went to Brussels in late summer to take in the fair. 
The trip over by the boat was thrilling and the sight of the 
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white cliffs of Dover shining in the sun is something we will 
always remember. The fair was exciting and interesting but 
exhausting.

For the remainder of the year our sightseeing has been 
confined to London, Cambridge, and other places nearby. 
However, we are already working on plans for a trip to the 
Continent next summer and intend going over with all the 
family and covering as much of Europe as our energy and 
finances will allow. Our tour here is three years and with half 
of that gone we feel we have to take advantage of the months 
remaining.

Joe is running the base commissary and is involved in all 
kinds of extra activities, all of which he enjoys.

Sharon is a ninth grader this year and very busy being 
president of the basic teen club, active in Scouting and 
numerous lesser projects. She was invited this past summer as 
a guest at the Girls Guide International amp and found that 
very exciting.

Janice is in seventh grade, as tall as I, and growing up 
fast. She is currently making remarkable progress in music and 
has discovered to her delight that she can play anything she’s 
ever heard so she runs the hi-fi set close competition.

And is nearly nine and still our unpredictable one. She 
has a passion for horses so we sent her a week to a riding school 
where she boarded and rode practically all day every day, 
which only served to make her more interested in horses, so she 
goes each week for lessons. We wish Brownies and piano lessons 
kept her attention as well and we hope our nerves hold out 
until she becomes proficient at jumping and riding.

Patrick is in second grade - a real big boy doing fine in 
school. He is husky and active but so much calmer than Ann 
that he is a pleasure to have around. He plays soccer with 
English boys and football with the Americans, so no telling 

how it will all turn out.
Only one word for me - busy! Just about have time for a 

big Merry Christmas to all of you.
THE CUMMINGS FAMILY.

Our new daughter was baptized in the base chapel at Alconbury 
with our good friends, Tim and Molly Madden as Godparents.   They 
gave Carol the typical English gift of silver cup and silver bracelet 
with her name engraved on them as a baptismal present.

Despite the fact that every item of baby equipment was in storage 
in the States, for some reason I had put the baptismal dress into the 
shipment going to England for I was afraid it might be damaged in 
storage so Carol wore the same dress worn by her four older siblings.

The following are things that I remember about our living on 
the base at Alconbury.  The first Christmas we lived in base housing, 
we were asked to open the curtains on the large picture windows of 
our quarters and to decorate the window in some manner or to put 
our Christmas tree up in the window and the base was opened to the 
English people who were free to drive up and down the streets and 
observe our lights and trees.  Every house was decorated beautifully 
and that base housing area was a sight to behold.  I remember that 
we cut snowflakes of every size and shape of white paper and affixed 
them to the windows and placed our decorated tree in the middle of 
the window.  It was all pretty impressive.  There were times when we 
felt like animals in a zoo for we were certainly different in many ways 
from the English people and our customs and activities intrigued 
them.  Hundreds of English people toured our housing area to 
observe our decorations.

Another thing that amused us a lot was the fact that when the 
flag went down each day, the sound of the bugle was broadcast 
throughout the whole housing area and every child would stand at 
attention, no matter what he was doing, and would remain that way 
until the notes of the bugle ended.  The rule was that if one happened 

....every child would stand 
at attention, no matter 
what he was doing, and 
would remain that way 

until the notes of the bugle 
ended.  
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to be in a car, he pulled off to the side of the road and stopped 
and if the person was in uniform he got out and stood at attention, 
saluting, until retreat was over.  The kids used to give the English 
workmen a bad time if they did not also stop their car and give 
proper respect to the retreat ceremony.  They really became proud of 
their American origin.

The back gate to our base adjoined our housing area and despite 
signs posted all over the place that limited the speed to five miles 
an hour because of all the small children playing there, the English 
workmen could not believe that this speed limit applied to them, 
so despite numerous reprimands, they continued to race through 
the area where our children were prone to play.  Finally, one day, 
we looked out to see the base engineers working on the road past 
our house and they put up traffic bumps so large that one could 
only creep along the road with safety.  No one said a word but that 
afternoon as the English workmen left the base and hit those traffic 
bumps, they were almost thrown through the top of the car.  We 
were delighted at having won that round.

In our housing area we had groups of eight houses arranged 
around a central courtyard and we became close friends with these 
people since we saw them on a daily basis.  Someone discovered 
a home bakery in a nearby village and decided that the bread was 
excellent plus the fact that the bakery was perfectly clean so we used 
to take turns going to the bakery when the bread came out of the 
ovens at 11 AM and we would buy loaves of bread for all the people 
around the courtyard.  I wonder if Patrick and Ann remember that 
I used to wrap the loaf of bread, put it in the dryer (which was used 
daily) and leave it there to stay warm until they came running home 
at noon to devour enormous quantities of that fresh bread for lunch.

I also wonder if they remember that we found a tandem bicycle 
for sale and this was the first one we had ever seen so we bought it 
and brought it home.  Our neighbors had also acquired a tandem for 
their two children who were approximately the age of Patrick and 

Ann and the two sets of children decided to run a taxi service to the 
main part of the base.  This kept them busy for the biggest part of the 
summer, and they thought it was a fine occupation as they pedaled 
along the several blocks delivering their little passengers to the BX or 
the theatre for two or three cents each ride.

I mentioned earlier that we used script instead of regular 
American money and this was because the English Government 
did not want their people to be in possession of American dollars.  
We used English money off base but on base all transactions were 
conducted in script.  Actually, it was against the rules to use the script 
as legal tender on the English economy but it came to the attention 
of the American authorities that the American Airmen were going to 
London on pay day and were using the script to pay for the services 
of the prostitutes who congregated around Piccadilly Circus and 
who were commonly known as “Dills.”  After one such pay day, with 
no advance warning, the current issue of script was declared obsolete 
and anyone holding that issue had only 4 hours to turn it in for a 
new issue.  Joe came home mid-morning and we had to go through 
the entire house, hunting the “funny money” which was in drawers, 
purses, banks etc.  The old issue was of no value after a certain period 
of time which was measured in hours.  This method was used to stop 
the black market in goods and services, and of course this meant the 
“Dills” had no opportunity to redeem their handful of script either.

We were forbidden to sell anything to the English people (this 
rule was made by the English government and not ours) and we 
were instructed that we were not to give any of our possessions to 
the British nationals even when we were moving and had no more 
use for the items.  I am not sure of the purpose of the rule but it 
had something to do with the Status of Forces agreement which was 
signed when the contract was made to allow our bases in England.  
Another thing that was always strange to me was the fact that no 
American dependent was allowed to work on base but all workers 
had to be English nationals despite the fact that many of our 
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Airmen’s dependents desperately needed the jobs on base.  In fact as 
we entered the country it was always stamped on our passports that 
we were permitted to enter the country provided that we agree not 
to enter into employment while in the country.  This was a source of 
resentment among the Americans, many of whom really needed the 
income from working.  We had to see our BX and commissary and 
all other facilities on base filled with English employees, knowing 
that our own people really needed the jobs.  Someone expressed the 
situation this way.  “The English diplomats can outdo our diplomats 
every day of the week and often do just that.”  It was a strange 
situation in many ways. 

On the other hand many of us made good friends with some 
of the English people as we did with the Maddens and the Olivers 
and we gained a lot of knowledge of what it meant to be a citizen of 
another country but at other times we were constantly aggravated 
at the constant criticism of our people.  Realizing that a lot of this 
was envy because we obviously had a much higher standard of living 
and certainly many more consumer goods did little to alleviate our 
resentment.  Most of the people I knew tried hard to be good “guests” 
in the country but someone remarked once that if we were guests in 
the country, it was very hard to find the hosts sometimes.  I felt that 
way often.

While we were stationed in England, there was a problem in the 
Suez Canal and the British viewpoint as to how it should be handled 
was in conflict with the American viewpoint so there was a great 
deal of anti-American feeling toward all Americans.  In Cambridge, 
the students used to throw rocks at the American cars as they went 
down the streets and I remember one time that Patrick and Ann 
went out for a walk at St. Neots while we were visiting the Maddens 
and a group of English children started throwing rocks at them and 
yelling “Go home Yanks.”  As I got the report later, it seems that 
our two children threw rocks right back and were more accurate in 
their aim than the English children had been so the opposition soon 

vanished.  As a means of developing good relations with the English 
people, we had frequent coffees, teas, etc. and invited the wives of 
the men who were stationed at the RAF bases nearby.  They always 
came in droves and no matter how much food we prepared, they 
always seemed to consume every crumb.  On one or two occasions 
the RAF wives were invited to tour some of our base houses and they 
were truly astonished at a house as convenient as our were.  Things 
such as automatic washing machine and dryer and sufficient kitchen 
cupboards and things that we took for granted were an oddity to the 
English women.  It was true that their standard of living was much 
behind ours and we were blessed with so many things to make our 
lives easier that it is no wonder that there was a real sense of envy 
when we had contact with the English women.

One rather interesting thing incurred that I still remember 
vividly.  Our Officers Wives Club was asked if we would join a sort 
of convention of English women to participate in a panel concerning 
the differences between the two groups of women.  We understood 
it to mean that we would sit on a panel with both American and 
English women, discussing common concerns.  As I remember it, the 
group of some 500 English women was a cross between a business 
and professional group and a Homemakers club.  When we arrived, 
the format was not as we had expected, but those of us who were to 
participate were led up to the stage by an English woman carrying 
a huge American flag and when we were seated on the stage, it was 
apparent that we were the program.  We were given a list of questions 
with perhaps 60 seconds to scan them and to decide who could best 
answer which question.  The questions so amazed me that I kept a 
list of them and some of them are as follows.  (Our answers are in 
parentheses)

 What women’s organizations are there in America similar to the 
Townswomen’s Guild and Women’s Institute?  (Nothing exactly like 
these.)

Do the houses of the ordinary working classes have the modern 
Me and Ann
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equipment and gadgets that one frequently sees and reads about it in 
magazines?  (An English woman, married to an American, assured 
them that our houses did have these things.)

Is it a common practice in America to acquire houses, cars, 
TV sets, household gadgets, etc. on easy hire purchase, giving a 
semblance of luxury which may be somewhat superficial?  (One had 
to expect the subtle digs at the Americans    They were usually there 
somewhere.)

Is there class distinction in America or is it money that talks?  
(The one who answered this one assured them that there is some 
class distinction but that education and achievement had more to 
do with the position in society than money and that as a matter of 
fact, it was entirely possible to move up into a different social class 
by dint of effort.)

Do the members of the team think that American women are 
more fashion conscious than the English women?  (The answer was 
a diplomatic assurance that the lovely English woolens and tweeds 
were envied by the Americans.)

What is the opinion of the team of English food in comparison 
with American food?  Do you use more ready mixed and packaged 
foods?  (The answer to this was in the affirmative but we also stated 
that the American wives were good cooks and did a lot of food 
preparation from “scratch.”)

Do American women do much home dressmaking?  Are there 
classes which they can attend?  (I think five of the 10 American 
women present had on suits or garments which they had made 
themselves and they were pretty stylish so that impressed the English 
women.)

We feel that with regard to the upbringing of children, our 
discipline is more strict than that of American parents.  Do the 
members of the team agree?  (Our answer was that American parents 
are as interested in bringing up well behaved children as the English 
are but that our child’s behavior is primarily the responsibility of the 

parent since our children are not sent to boarding school nor do they 
spend such long hours in school as the English do.)

 According to newspaper and magazine articles, we were lead to 
believe that the majority of American husbands tend to place their 
wives on a pedestal and can refuse them nothing within their means.  
If this is the case, can the good ladies enlighten their British sisters as 
to how they go about achieving this desirable position?  (Again the 
subtle dig.  We evaded this answer.  Perhaps this idea contributed 
to the fact that every English woman who could latch onto an 
American serviceman did so with the avowed intention of getting 
out of England and to the United States.)

Would the Americans stationed in England like their children 
to be educated in English schools provided accommodations were 
available or do they prefer the American way of education?  (The 
answer here was that the two systems were different and since we 
were due to rotate home in 3 to 4 years, the transition from one 
system and back again would be difficult for the children so we 
generally used our own schools by choice.)

When you buy a new outfit do you please yourself or your 
husband or to make a hit among your friends?  (The question was 
impossible for no matter how you answer, you put yourself in a bad 
position.)

There were other questions but the fact that I remember this day 
with astonishment shows the differences in our viewpoint and how 
far apart we were in our thinking.

We had two very sad things happen while we were in England.  
I had news of Grandad Duff that seemed to indicate that he was 
not getting along very well and it was finally decided that he had to 
go into the hospital for prostate surgery.  His brother, Uncle Wiley 
Duff, had died of cancer of the prostate and Grandad Duff was 
terrified that he was affected the same way.  His mental attitude prior 
to the surgery was not very optimistic but it finally became apparent 
that he had to have something done so he checked into the hospital, 

Ben and Willey
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survived the surgery in fine shape and, suddenly died a few days later.  
He had been troubled with lung problems for years and his heart and 
lungs simply would not tolerate the stress of the surgery.

I had Mrs. Cousins come to take care of Carol during the day 
(my father died on April 15, 1959) and Joe took care of her after 
work while I got a space available flight from England to McGuire 
Air Force Base in New Jersey.  I flew from there to Oklahoma in time 
for the funeral and I stayed on a few days to help my mother get the 
business attended to in regard to the funeral and hospital bills and I 
returned to McGuire to try for a flight home.  David Cummings was 
stationed there at the time and after two days he found that there 

were no space a flights to England but there was a flight to Paris so 
I took that.  When I landed at Orley Airport in Paris, I was able to 
schedule a flight to England within the next few hours.  While in 
the airport I saw this bald headed man with a mountain of luggage 
and realized it was Yul Brenner.  The next thing I saw was Elizabeth 
Taylor and her entourage but at that point I was too tired to care 
much about either.  I was back in England nine days from the time 
I left and I was certainly relieved to be back.  I was sure that Carol 
could not survive without me but she managed just fine with Mrs. 
Cousins constant attention and with her father and her brother and 
sisters to care for her.

Joe was the next one to have to go home because of a real family 
tragedy.  Billy Cummings had been in and out of the Veterans 
Hospital ever since he came home from World War II and he had 
been given all sorts of treatments to help him recover from the 
effects of his combat duty.  He lived in hopes that he could get out 
of the hospital so he could spend the summer at Shelter Island for he 
loved that place so much that it was almost an obsession with him.  
Grandmother Cummings may have been afraid to check him out of 
the hospital or she may have felt that his nervous condition did not 
warrant him leaving the hospital but for whatever reason she did 
not take him to Shelter Island for the summer.  On the day that the 
summer season at Shelter Island was officially over (Labor Day) Billy 
went down on the grounds of the hospital, took off his belt and hung 
himself on a nearby tree.  Joe caught a flight home for the funeral and 
it was a very sad time for the whole family.

We had made plans for traveling with the children during our 
last summer in England and we knew it would be very expensive 
to take all of us.  However, we had good friends who had four 
children, a complete set of camping equipment and a Jaguar which 
would not accommodate all of their family.  We had five children, 
no camping equipment and a Microbus which would hold everyone 
plus camping equipment so we did a trade.  Dr. Packar took his 
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family and equipment and our Microbus and spent a month touring 
the continent while we drove his Jaguar on base.  Then we took his 
equipment, our family, and our Microbus and went to the continent 
for a month.  I waited until I got back from that trip and wrote a 
complete account of the trip to my mother, asking that she send 
it on to Man and that I eventually received the letter back again.  
Although the letter is long, I am going to enclose it in its entirety 
for you.

July 15, 1959
 Dear mom:
This has really been a busy week for me as you probably 

guessed since I’ve been trying to have time to return all the 
camping equipment plus taking care of the house, get the baby 
on schedule and catch up on all the washing and putting 
away. Now we are about straightened out and I feel like I will 
have a little more time to do what I want to do. Of course I 
may very well be dreaming for children have so many activities 
going it would take a pretty good person to keep up with them. 
Janice is attending a day camp on the base and Pat and Ann 
will do the same thing next week. Pat is playing Little League 
ball and Ann is going to a leather craft class. Both younger 
children will go for a week to our own youth camp in South 
England. This is the same one Janice and Sharon attended last 
year and we thought it was fine. Sharon has been invited to 
camp for 10 days in Wales with an English family that has a 
daughter just her age. Janice has been invited to go to a Girl 
Guide camp for a week in August and we are on the fence 
about that. Seems to me she would have enough camping 
but it would be a nice experience for her. The weather’s been 
exceptional this summer so camping is more attractive than 
you would think. Last summer was awful and such a schedule 
would’ve been out of the question. The people of this section do 

an awful lot of camping anyway. Whether they actually prefer 
it that way or whether the hotel and restaurant prices are 
too high or whether they are not accustomed to the comforts 
that we think are necessary, I don’t know but all the camping 
grounds we hit were just full of people from everywhere plus 
a generous supply of Americans who are trying to see Europe 
while stationed over here. One thing is cost of course for 
the rates at the campgrounds are $0.75 to $1.25 per night 
depending on how many people there are and the size of your 
tent and car. All campgrounds were equipped with showers, 
bathroom facilities, places to wash, lights, a camp store, etc. 
No hot water but we heated water for the baby’s bath and the 
rest of us just survived the cold showers. We visited and talked 
with as many people as we could carry on a conversation with, 
considering the language barriers, and we enjoyed that part of 
it. It was very interesting experience and I know that if we had 
gone on a tour, tourist style, we would’ve missed all of this. The 
baby attracts a lot of attention and when the people realized 
we had five children on this trip, they were sort of floored. The 
French people were wild about Carol and kept calling her a 
boy until I finally realized it was because I had little corduroy 
overalls on her and their little girls just don’t wear overalls but 
are all in dresses. The Italians all called her Bella, Bella which 
meant beautiful, beautiful but she was such a happy smiling 
baby that she got along with all of them. The Germans used to 
peer over the table and watch me bathing and feeding her and 
she is such a fat child that she evidently won their approval, 
too.

Ann surprised us because she learned to count money and 
keep up with the exchange better than any of us. The first 
week a woman in France short changed Ann and it made her 
furious so she told the woman about it and from that time on, 
no one had a chance for she knew exactly what the different 
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kind of money were and kept up with it. She also attempted to 
talk to everyone and picked up a few words in every country 
-- at least enough to say I don’t understand and thank you. She 
got along with everyone. Incidentally, she was an angel on the 
trip and didn’t give us a minute’s trouble so maybe she’s finally 
growing up.

We did everything we could keep Carol from walking 
while we are on the trip and she started the day after we 
came home and she just took off. She goes constantly and can’t 
stop for a minute. She looks real cute and has a fine time for 
herself. I also cut out all the bottles but one or two a day and 
will drop them to two within a week or so and I’m working 
her off the baby food, too, as fast as I can. We are slow with all 
these things because I don’t believe I could have managed her if 
I hadn’t continued her as I did until we came home.

Now as to the trip - as I told you we used this big tent 
that this Dr. friend of ours had and we took along the butane 
tank and a two burner stove, air mattresses, sleeping bags, 
cooking utensils, plastic dishes, folding tables (one to cook and 
prepare food on and another to eat on), the baby’s folding 
bed, a small bag for each child and a fair supply of disposable 
diapers for Carol. Also took quite a lot of groceries and all 
kinds of odds and ends. We just managed fine and actually 
camped out all but two nights of the 30. We got up at some 
awful time like 4:30 and were gone for we had to take the 
ferry to Dover at 9:30 and it is a long drive. The crossing was 
2 1/2 hours and we landed in Calais. We stopped off at a park 
there and had lunch, then drove on to Paris. Considering that 
we didn’t know where the campground was we had quite a 
time finding it and by the time we did get the tent up that 
night and got ourselves fed and settled we weren’t sure that we 
would ever go on to anywhere else. We did fall in love with 
Paris and stayed five days. I’ve never seen such gorgeous clothes, 

such beautiful stores or such gay people in my life or maybe it 
was because the contrast in Paris and England was so acute. 
It was just like going into another world. Everyone seemed 
to be having a whale of a time despite the fact that the prices 
are higher than I have ever seen anywhere else. We saw all of 
the things one is supposed to see -I guess- the Arc of Triumph, 
the Louvre, Eifle Tower, Sacre-de-Coure, Notre Dame, the 
Monmarte, the Left Bank (where all the artists congregate), 
the Hallas(the big Paris market which was real fun) and no 
telling what else. Also, the real Moulin Rouge which is in the 
novels one reads. We went to the famous Lido which is perhaps 
the most widely known nightclub in the world and bought 
Carol a little dress for her birthday on the Champs Du Elysee. 
We had coffee at the sidewalk cafés and watched the gorgeous 
girls going past and I do mean gorgeous too! Janice had her 
hair cut and styled at a real French hairdresser and look so 
French herself that people thought she was French. We hated to 
leave but finally went on to Chaumonte where 
we spent the night at the base and then went 
right on toward Switzerland. We spent the next 
night right over the border in Switzerland and 
drove on the next day to Bern, Switzerland. It 
is a beautiful city and the stores would compare 
with any in the States. There too we were struck 
with the difference in the stolid English and 
the friendliness and kindness of the people we 
met. Also,  the food and the pastries in the 
shops just drove us crazy. We also bought fruit 
and ate it until we were just stuffed for we 
were so starved for good fruit. We went on to 
Interlaken, Switzerland, where we camped right 
on the beautiful lake just under the shadow 
of the highest mountain in Switzerland. The 
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children went swimming in the lake although how they stood 
the water which was really melted snow, I don’t know. Next, 
we went on toward Italy and Carol had her 1st birthday at a 
little town called Bellamonte, just before we crossed the Italian 
border. There too it poured rain and we thought it would 
wash us away but the tent stood up fine and we all kept dry. 
We crossed the mountains into Italy and at the pass there was 
snow beside the road that was twenty feet high. However, it 
was beautiful driving through the mountains. The next stop 
was Pisa where there is a big Army Installation (U.S.) and a 
camp ground right on the Sea. We stayed there long enough 
for the children to swim and to get a good sunburn and for 
us to stock up on groceries at the commissary. Also packed our 
coats away and didn’t get them out again until we got back 
to England. We went next through Milan and on to Genoa 
and then followed the sea more or less until we got back down 
to Rome. It was a beautiful drive through the grape orchards 
and over the mountains and even if it did take a long time 
we enjoyed it a lot. At Rome we took a guide from the U.S.O. 
and I’ll bet we covered more territory in the time we had than 
anyone else ever did. We will have to tell Carol when she grows 
up that she had her nap in St. Peter’s church and her lunch 
too. It was real hot so when we got inside where it was so cool 
she had a fine nap. We saw Michaelangelo’s work in Rome 
(sculpture and paintings and I was much impressed). From 
Rome we went to Florence and that was my pet other than 
Florence. It was beautifully clean and so charming. I got you 
a little gift on the famous bridge where all the little shops are. 
This bridge over the river is closed to cars and is lined on both 
sides with the nicest little shops where you could really stay 
and look all day. We also went to the straw market where they 
sell straw products and all other products of that part of Italy. 
Janice found that she could bargain with them and got herself 

a straw hat for a little over a dollar. I got two hats and a few 
little trinkets. Oh yes, I got gorgeous silver evening sandals in 
Rome for five dollars. Actually we did very little shopping for 
we decided that our money would have to go for sightseeing 
rather than shopping. We drove on to Venice and the drive to 
Venice was a dream. We did see lots of evidence of war damage 
to the buildings so there must have been lots of fighting 
through that area. At Venice we took the boat down to St. 
Mark’s Square where we fed the pigeons like all the tourists do 
and even Carol fed the pigeons and got her picture made with 
them. The city of Venice is entrancing with no streets but all 
canals where you must get about by boat – just like the tourist 
papers tell you. There are so many little interesting shops and 
so many things to see and do. We even all took a gondola ride 
and the boats look like the pictures one sees. 

From Venice we drove up over the Brenner Pass into 
Austria and to Garmish where we camped beside a roaring 
river that was beautiful. I just think Garmish is one of the 
nicest places I’ve ever seen. We went one night to a little 
Bavarian beer hall where they all came in native costumes and 
did the Bavarian dances and it was really fun. We took Sharon 
and she thought it was sensational. We just hated to leave there 
–we all got our hair cut there and did lots of window shopping 
and bought enough material for Carol a Bavarian dress if I 
can ever get it made. We went on to Munich and that is where 
we got contact lens for the girls. We had intended getting them 
only for Sharon but were so impressed with them that we got 
them for Janice too. The man who fitted them was supposed 
to be the best for this kind of work and is president of the 
International Optometric Association for Contact Lens. They 
cost seventy-five dollars there as compared to over 200 in the 
states. However, they are very small and the first day we were 
home Sharon had one on her fingertip when she was called 

Moulin Rouge 1958
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to answer the telephone and she dropped it and of course we 
couldn’t find it. Everyone came to help her and in the process, 
one of us stepped on it and broke it so we had to order another. 
She was just sick about it and so were we all.

We drove from Munich right up through Germany, 
through Belgium and back to Calais. I failed to mention that 
after leaving Venice we came through Verona (Romeo and 
Juliet’s town) and there we stayed in a hotel complete with a 
balcony. This night and the one in France were the only times 
we didn’t camp during the whole month.

We were really sorry to come home for we felt there were 
so many things we didn’t have time to see or do but then I 
suppose we would feel the same way if we had been gone 
twice as long. I just hated to come back to England and the 
depressing climate and the equally depressing people but when 
I got home, Mrs. Cousins had been here and had the house 
in spotless order and the rug had been cleaned and dyed a 
beautiful green and everything looked so good that I decided it 
was a pretty good place after all. Carol was really happy to be 
back in her own little spot and taking care of her is certainly 
easier in this place that on a camping trip. However if I had 
about $1000, I know I would go right back on another trip 
for there were several places I missed.

I did go on a tour to Windsor Castle Thursday and took 
Ann and we thought this place was most interesting but it 
was a long day and we were tired when we got home. I intend 
taking the older girls to Stratford on Avon to a play in August 
so thought Ann should have her chance this time.

England is beautiful now and the English say it’s too hot 
and dry but we think it’s terrific. The children have been able 
to play outside without even sweaters and I have had Carol 
out every day for a week all afternoon (walking all over the 
place too). It’s wonderful to feel like it’s really summer.

Since starting this letter we have had lots of base news. 
General de Gaulle says we can’t keep our atomic weapons 
carrying planes in France anymore so they are all moving out 
and our base is in an uproar. Our bomb group is moving to 
another base and so is the weather squadron which moved here 
just last May. The poor people have hunted housing for weeks 
and how they can face getting ready to move again so soon and 
start the whole process over again, I don’t know. The general 
assumption is that this big group from France will move here 
lock, stock, and barrel bringing all their own people so a lot of 
our people who have jobs on this base will be either routed into 
other jobs or possibly sent home if they have very little time left 
over here. Naturally everyone is in a big uproar. We really do 
not think this will affect us at all for commissary officers are 
in very short supply in this area so we see no reason to think 
Joe will have any change at all. I have a change of all. He’s 
already been given another small commissary at another base 
near here and I don’t know how he will manage two of them 
since one seems to be a big job. However, I have no doubt that 
he will do a fine job for he seems to be able to handle anything 
they hand him. It will be real interesting to see how a massive 
shift of this kind can be accomplished. All of my neighbors and 
most of our best friends will be leaving and we feel real bad 
about losing some of them but then I’m sure we will like the 
new people who come in. I think it’s going to be real jolt to the 
new people to leave the continent and come to this spot. Of 
course our base facilities have improved terrifically since we’ve 
moved here and, really, the base is probably one of the nicest 
in England but can you imagine leaving a place where the 
people and climate are so much different and coming at about 
the start of winter and trying to live in English housing which 
is real poor. At least the people in southern France have bright 
sunshine and a chance to travel around on the continent and 
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here they’ll probably think they have hit the jumping off place. 
Well, I guess it will all settle down within a few months but as 
I said, it is going to be real hard on the families involved.

Sharon has been babysitting about the last three nights 
and she was so thrilled today when she had enough money to 
buy a real cute pair of shoes by herself without asking anyone 
or consulting me about kind or style. Her choice was good, too 
- Guess she’s growing up.

Janice has gained so much in height that she is nearly 
as tall as Sharon. Of course she thinks she’s just too tall but I 
think she looks wonderful. Of all the clothes I made her last 
fall, I doubt if she can wear anything when school does start. 
Looks like I have my work cut out for me. I guess as long as the 
sewing machine holds out I can manage all right.

Patrick and Ann are strong and husky and so full of 
energy and ambition that they keep going like a house afire. 
They are thrilled about going to camp and I’m sure it will be 
good for them.

Carol is still a doll – We all enjoy her so much and I don’t 
know why she isn’t spoiled but she really is real good. Joe says 
he can hardly stand to go to work and not see her all day after 
being with her for the last month. She goes into fits when she 
sees him coming in the door.

I’ve purposely written pages in this letter for I realized I 
could not write such long letters to everyone I wanted to so I’m 
going to send the whole business to you, Mom, and include 
some addressed envelopes. Will you mail it to Man at Lookeba 
and then Man, if you will mail it back to my mother I will 
appreciate it. When it makes its rounds I would sure like to 
have it sent back to me for I am sure I will forget half of it and 
I thought we might keep it and some of these days the children 
might like to refresh their memories on the details of the trip.

I hope you don’t mind my doing it that way and I will 

write personal letters just as soon as I can. I did feel that I 
wanted you all to have a long account of the whole thing for 
we thought it was real fine.

Love to all of you.

P.S. We did take all the children to Munich’s beer hall and 
to the Hofbrauhaus where the people all sing and join in with 
the numbers played by the brass band and they thought it was 
great. Ann was so excited that she just danced up and down 
and said she wished she could go back every night.

I must get this off. I have had so many interruptions that 
I realize I have made all kinds of mistakes but I will send it 
along anyway and hope you will understand that I really don’t 
have time to redo it this time.

In addition to the long letter describing our trip to the Continent 
with all the family, I have a copy of the Christmas letter which went 
out in 1959 so I will enclose it for you.  It gives some more insight on 
what was happening at our base during that period of time. 

Sending Sharon to London to the central boarding school for 
all Senior High school students was a big change for us.  She used 
to come home late on Friday evening and had to be back on the bus 
to return to London at one o’clock on Sunday afternoon.  We got in 
the habit of going to Church Sunday morning and returning home 
for a big Sunday mid-day dinner after which we sent her off again.  It 
seemed to me that she was pretty young to be away at school all week 
but she managed very well.  The year after we left England, our new 
high school was completed at an adjacent base and all of our high 
school students from Alconbury and surrounding bases were taken 
by bus on a daily basis to the school.

The following is our Christmas letter from 1959.
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Greetings from England
EDITION NO. III

As you will note from the heading on this letter, this is 
the third year we’ve sent our Christmas greetings out from this 
side of the Atlantic. Now with our tour almost finished we 
think it will be the last and come this time next year we will 
be celebrating the holidays back in the good old USA. We are 
all getting anxious to come home and the children can hardly 
wait. I was home in April, due to the death of my father, and 
Joe was back in September when one of his brothers died, so 
the time over here doesn’t seem so long for us, but the children 
think they are completely out of things. The girls are dying 
to go shopping and buy American-style clothes, listen to the 
latest records, go to a drive-in movie, and all kinds of things 
like that. I don’t think they get homesick since they are used 
to calling most any place home but all the children over here 
become real “flag wavers” before their tour is up and home 
begins to look better all the time. Our tour is finished this 
coming June, as a matter of fact, and this will work out very 
well for us as we should just get the children finished in school 
here and then should be settled again by the time school starts 
again. With four of our five in school this becomes a matter 
of prime importance. Sharon is at boarding school in London 
where our central high school is located. All the senior high 
school children from England, Scotland, Norway and even 
some from Spain are housed and educated on the site occupied 
by Ike and his staff back in World War II. Sharon is fortunate 
in that she gets to come home each weekend although it is 
a four hour bus ride each way. She likes the dorm life and 
has met lots of friends whom she knew previously at other 
bases but she will be the first to admit that she misses being 
home. Janice is at the junior high school which is located 
about nine miles from the base. This is centrally located to 

serve children from three bases and the school is a horror as 
far as physical appearance is concerned but the classrooms 
are warm and dry and the children do seem to get educated 
even if the surroundings are a bit grim. Our grade school, 
which Ann and Patrick attend, is located on our base and is 
the newest and most modern in the United Kingdom. It has 
facilities exceeding many schools at home and the children 
love it. However, it is already bursting at the seams with 
little Americans and an addition to the school has been in 
the process of construction since last June. With luck it might 
be ready by next June. Our 18-month-old Carol has more 
important things to occupy her than school. She manages to 
keep all of her family entertained and we all think she is the 
most lovable little character anywhere. She has lots of brown 
curly hair, big hazel eyes and is chubby and cute - We like her! 

Our base has seen all kinds of changes since this time last 
year. Our Bomb Group was moved to another base to make 
room for a recon, wing which moved out of Germany. This in 
turn made room for our people who had to remove themselves 
from our French bases to satisfy De Gaulle’s demand that no 
planes carrying atomic weapons would remain in his country. 
What a shuffle that was; and since the large influx of personnel 
in England, especially in this area, housing has been a terrible 
problem for our people. We appreciate our good luck in having 
acquired base housing before it became so critical.

Joe is still running the base commissary (very successfully 
too) but, needless to say, with the business about doubled he 
has had his problems too. Everything seems to be settling down 
now and the base is being improved daily as new facilities are 
completed.

Now for a review of this past year. We resolved that we 
would take our family and attempt a camping tour of the 
Continent, so the first few months went into planning for 
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the trip. Every time we said “Yes, we’re going to take all the 
children” and “Yes, we are taking the baby too” and “Yes, we’re 
going to spend all of the 30 days traveling,” someone looked 
at us as if we lost our mind and we began to have our doubts 
too. Anyway, we made our reservations to cross the channel 
and packed all seven of us into our Volkswagen microbus along 
with an English woman who was going along to help out with 
the children. Friends of ours, who have four children, took 
our car to the continent in May and camped for three weeks. 
In return for the use of our car, they loaned us all of their 
camping equipment, consisting of a tent ( a brilliant orange 
and green), camp stove, air mattresses, sleeping bags, table, 
pots and pans, and an assortment of stuff the likes of which we 
have never seen before. In addition we stowed under the seats a 
supply of commissary food and provided Carol with a folding 

crib which would double as a playpen. Each child was given 
one small bag with instructions to pack everything they wished 
but were told that whatever they packed would have to last the 
entire month. I don’t need to tell you that our daughters gave 
up their stiff petticoats and settled for dry drip dry blouses, 
straight skirts, and no frills. All I can say about our experience 
is that we managed to stay reasonably clean and to look as 
presentable as the other tourists we encountered. For Carol 
(who celebrated her first birthday on the trip) we found that 
we used 45 dozen disposable diapers and 25 pounds of dried 
milk -all of which we carried with us. We also carried baby 
food and boiled all her water so she fared fine on the trip 
and gained weight like crazy. Fortunately, the supply of baby 
equipment had dwindled by the time we crossed the Brenner 
Pass or I don’t think we would’ve made it.

Our first stop was Paris and we loved it. The whole city is 
a dream and I would have been there yet if the rest would’ve 
left me alone. We went on to Switzerland, then to Italy where 
we camped on the Mediterranean and got our second wind 
for the trek down to Rome. From there we came back up 
to Florence and then to Venice where we rode in a gondola 
just like all the other tourists. Next, we camped in Austria 
(Garmish) beside a roaring river, then to Munich and right up 
through Germany to Calais, where we took the boat back to 
Dover. We saw more than most people, we think, and although 
there were times when things seemed difficult (such as putting 
that tent up in the dark at 10 o’clock at night) we managed 
real well and had a fine time for ourselves. We spent 30 days 
on the road and camped out all but two nights. We wish we 
had another summer here and I know we would be off again. 
The campgrounds are well organized and we met all kinds 
of interesting people. Lots of Service people were traveling as 
we were and there were people from all the other countries 
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too. Joe could speak a little German, Ann managed to make 
herself understood no matter where she was and the rest of us 
got along on sign language if we couldn’t manage anything 
else. Carol attracted lots of attention and the Germans and 
Italians especially made a big fuss over her. For a baby who 
had been on a regular schedule all of her life, she adjusted very 
well and went sightseeing right along with the rest of us. The 
Englishwoman traded off with me in caring for her and it 
worked very well.

We managed a quick trip to Wales in September and are 
going to try to make it to Scotland soon. Then we have tickets 
for the Passion Play at Oberammergau for next May and by 
then we should be in fine shape for planning the trip home. 
There’s so much to see and do here and there’s always the feeling 
that we may not get back again, so we try to make the time 
count. I think we are vagabonds anyway. We do get to London 
frequently since we take Janice to an orthodontist there, and 
we have really enjoyed learning something about that city. 
Sharon and Janice sometimes go down alone and they can 
manage the London Underground just fine, so they have quite 
a time for themselves.

I don’t know where we will be stationed (I hope it’s a good 
assignment) but surely will be seeing some of you upon our 
return to the States. Meanwhile, a Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year to all of you.

THE CUMMINGS FAMILY.

With the sending of the Christmas letter and the beginning of 
the New Year, we were thinking ahead to our new assignment and 
hoping for one that was desirable.  Each man filled out what we often 
referred to as his “dream sheet” when he was due to be reassigned and 
if the needs of the Air Force personnel section matched the occupation 
and desires of the Air Force member, there was a possibility that he 

would be given orders sending him to the requested area.  In theory 
it sounded fine but I cannot remember that we ever had much choice 
of places to be assigned.  However, it was fun to speculate and plan 
and consider and we did that, as did everyone else I knew when a 
new assignment was in the offing.

Ann and Patrick made their first communion in the base chapel 
where Carol was baptized and this was an important occasion for the 
whole family.  I wonder if anyone remembers the small chapel on 
base and the exquisite statues that were placed on either side of the 
altar.  They had been commissioned by our base Chaplain and had 
been hand carved in Oberammegau and were brought to Alconbury 
to be installed in our Catholic chapel.  They were perhaps five feet 
tall and the carving was so beautifully done that I was constantly 
distracted when we attended Church for I could not keep my eyes 
off those statues.  I remember that the Virgin held, in the palm of her 
hand, a replica of the plane that the men of Alconbury flew so it was 
very personal to all of us.

Our big event before we returned home to the States was a plan 
to attend the Passion Play at Oberammegau in the southern part of 
Germany which was known as Bavaria.  In the year 1633, a plague 
had fallen on the small town and the townspeople had promised 
that if they were spared, they would present a Passion play each ten 
years from that time onward in thanksgiving for their deliverance.  
Other than a postponement of the presentation during World War I 
and again in World War II, the play has been presented on each ten 
year interval from 1633 until the present time.  Because the town is 
very small and the influx of people to see the play is so large there 
was no way to handle the crowd but to sell ticket, lodging and food 
as a package with only a certain number of tickets issued for each 
performance.  We bought our tickets for the first performance which 
was May 19, 1960.

The children were all in school so we arranged for Mrs. Cousins 
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to stay at our house and look after Carol and to see Janice, Ann and 
Patrick off to school.  Sharon was at boarding school at Bushy Park 
and returned home only on weekends.  As it happened, with plans 
all made, Mrs. Cousins injured her back a week before we were to 
leave so we arranged for the woman who had accompanied us to the 
continent the previous summer to stay with the children.  I was not 
as comfortable with this arrangement but felt that Beth was capable 
enough to off we went.

Joe and I left the house about 4 AM in order to get to the ferry 
to cross the channel and as we had arranged the Microbus so we 
could sleep in the back, we just kept driving (stopping only to sleep) 
until we arrived at the American base in Frankfort late the second 
day.  We had a friend there with whom we had been stationed a 
few years back and had planned to stop and see her en route to 
Bavaria.  When Captain Wiseley looked up from her desk and saw 
us she was astonished and her first words were “Don’t you know 
what has happened?”  Not having seen a newspaper nor heard an 
English speaking broadcast, we didn’t know what she was talking 
about and as she talked we became more and more concerned.  One 
of our Air Force pilots, Gary Powers, who was flying high level recon. 
missions across the Soviet Union had been shot down on the day we 
left England.  Our President, Eisenhower, had issued a statement 
that we had no planes flying surveillance missions across Russia but 
it soon became apparent that this was not true and the statement 
was retracted because the pilot freely admitted the true purpose of 
the mission.  All of the European Command was on the highest alert 
with no one having any idea of what would happen next.  All leave 
had been cancelled and we later learned that our base was trying to 
find Joe through INTERPOL (International Police Organization) 
because he was in charge of a security team on our base.  Only because 
we were driving pretty constantly and sleeping in the car were we 
not located.  It was an anxious time for us and we had to make 
some fast decisions to determine whether to go back up through 

Germany again and try to get back to England as soon as possible.  
We finally decided against that because we knew we would be caught 
in Germany if trouble erupted.  After scanning the map, we felt that 
we should continue on south and 
if need be we could probably get 
back to England through Spain 
or Portugal which might be safer 
for us. 

Each family on base at 
Alconbury had been assigned 
an assembly point off base in 
the event of trouble in Europe 
and I knew the children would 
be taken there (our assembly 
point was St. Neots) and that 
in case of an emergency they 
would be evacuated back to 
the States as soon as possible.  
Sharon was required to have her 
passport with her and there were 
arrangements for getting the high 
school students out of Europe 
also if it was felt that they needed 
to be evacuated.  With map in 
hand, we decided our best bet 
was to continue on South where 
we had numerous American 
bases and we stopped at many of 
them as we drove, getting news 
from base personnel or buying 
the latest Stars and Stripes which 
was the official newspaper for the 
Armed Forces overseas.
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I still remember the signs at the various bases we visited telling 
all American personnel to keep their cars at least three fourths full of 
gasoline and to be prepared to leave the base on short notice along a 
pre-arranged route.  As we drove on, things did not seem to be any 
more serious so we finally arrived at Oberammegau and checked into 
a small hotel the night before the Passion play.  We were up early the 
following morning and attended the play, which lasted 8 hours and 
was every word in German.  There were about 1,200 people who 
presented the play and it was an amazing production.  The little 
town was surrounded by mountains and the spectators sat out in an 
open arena to watch the play being presented on a stage at the base 
of one of the highest mountains in the area.  We had an hour break 
for lunch and went back to finish the play and at almost the exact 
moment of the Crucifixion, a storm blew up in the mountains, the 
sky darkened, and the lightening flashed.  We were so caught up in 
the play and it was hard to believe that the whole thing was not real.  
I have seldom been so moved and I think everyone was affected the 
same way for there was not a sound among the audience in that huge 
amphitheater.

We left early the following morning and the news of the Power 
situation seemed to have eased some so we decided to continue our 
trip as we had originally planned it by going north through Germany, 
taking a ferry across to Copenhagen and spending a few days there 
before returning to England.  We had been warned to be extremely 
careful not to inadvertently stray over the Russian border and as we 
were driving late one afternoon and checking our maps frequently, 
we realized we were within a few miles of the Russian border and that 
there were few road signs to warn us of that fact.  Also the border 
was not straight but wandered along according to the little roads 
traversing the area so we concluded we had better stop for the night 
and start out at daylight so we could more accurately judge where 
we were.  About this time we happened upon an American military 
installation and decided the safest thing for us to do was to stay 

there for the night.  We parked the car outside a barracks and went 
to sleep, comforted by the American flag waving over our heads.  At 
about 4 AM we were jolted awake by tanks rumbling past, sirens 
going off, lights flashing and the whole installation was ablaze with 
lights.  We were absolutely petrified and were sure we were observing 
the start of World War III so we sat in the car until daylight and then 
were able to ascertain that the commotion was caused by maneuvers 
which were practiced frequently by the personnel occupying that 
military outpost sitting right on the Russian border.  Because of the 
Powers situation the Army thought it necessary to demonstrate their 
readiness at any time. We were so unnerved that we left that place at 
daybreak, drove with map in hand which we checked frequently, and 
made our way to the ferry that would take us to Copenhagen.

 We thought Copenhagen was a beautiful city and we explored 
it at top speed.  One of the first things we did was to find a furniture 
store that would create and ship Danish furniture to us in England 
for shipment back to the States.  We selected living room furniture 
as well as the desk and a few other things and several months later it 
arrived, along with our household goods and was finally uncrated at 
our next stateside base.

We had intended staying several days in Copenhagen but called 
home the second evening we were there and talked to Sharon who 
was home for the weekend and she told us that Carol was ill.  It was 
obvious that Beth was listening in and Sharon was very guarded in 
what she said, so I finally asked Sharon several questions that required 
yes and no answers and I did not like the sound of things at all.  Joe 
and I decided then and there to go home by the shortest route so 
left at once, drove to the ferry which we took across to Germany, 
then drove nonstop across Germany, Belgium and Holland and were 
waiting in line for the next early morning ferry back to England.  
Miserable trip for we were both worried sick  about Carol and I 
remember that we stopped only for gas and long enough for me to 
run into a bakery and buy bread which was what we ate, along with 

We were absolutely 
petrified and were sure 
we were observing the 

start of World War III so 
we sat in the car until 
daylight and then were 

able to ascertain that the 
commotion was caused 

by maneuvers which were 
practiced frequently by the 
personnel occupying that 
military outpost sitting 

right on the Russian 
border. 
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some cheese for the whole trip.  We walked into our house at 10 AM 
the following morning and Beth was so amazed to see us ahead of 
schedule that she was really peculiar and made some excuse and left 
the house almost immediately and I never saw her again.      Since 
Carol was less than two years, I never was able to ascertain what 
was wrong with her.  I picked up her medical records at the base 
dispensary and noted that she had been taken to the hospital with 
a foot injury.  Patrick, Ann and Janice had been in school so they 
were not able to give me any more information either.  I will always 
believe that Beth either neglected Carol or abused her in some way 
for Carol’s disposition changed overnight.  From a confident, happy 
baby, she changed to a shy child who was fearful of everything.  I 
could not leave her for a minute without her becoming hysterical 
and our whole family was distraught about the situation.  For the 
following four years she was never left alone without some member 
of the family being with her and it took that long before she gained 
security enough to be left with anyone but a family member.  I 
suppose the anger I felt at having something like this happen was 
as hard for me s anything else but I was really disturbed at having 
my child exposed to poor care, when I had been so sure she was 
adequately supervised.

I should mention that our so called weather squadron was 
disbanded within a week or so of our returning to our base and all 
of these people were reassigned at once to various bases around the 
world.  While they were flying weather recon. missions (as far as 
everyone else knew) they were actually flying the same missions of 
surveillance over Russian territory as had Powers and it was felt that 
the sooner these people were dispersed, the better.  Again we had to 
see many good friends leaving at short notice and that was always 
sad for us.
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Chapter 12

Off to Dixie Land
Tennessee
 •  Smyrna, Sewart AFB

 •  Readyville, the farm

 •  Murphysboro

Finally our orders came for Stewart Air Force Base in Smyrna, 
Tennessee, and we thought that was going to be a good location 

for us.  We had hoped for a warmer climate and had thought longingly 
of California again, but when we checked the map, it seemed close 
enough to New York and to Oklahoma to make it possible for us 
to visit both families and I can’t remember that we wasted any time 
regretting the assignment.  Joe was assigned as a commissary officer 
and we were told that base housing was available although there was 
a wait of several weeks.

We started getting everything in order to be ready to rotate back 
to the States in early June which was a good time for us because 
everyone would be out of school by then.  We had an early second 
birthday party for Carol and included the Maddens who hated 
seeing us leave.  They all adored Carol and felt that she was one of 
their own.

By the time we left England, our people no longer flew out of 
Burtonwood but were able to have from Mildenhall which was just 
about 35 miles from our base.  Joe had driven the car to the port 
several weeks early so it would be waiting for us when we arrived in 

New Jersey and all of our household goods were packed up and the 
customs men came to the house to seal up the huge cartons which 
were trucked away to be loaded on a ship and sent along too.  I 
can’t remember whether we were sad at leaving England after having 
lived there for three years but I doubt it.  I always felt we would 
return again and we were all looking forward to being back home 
and to the excitement of our new assignment.There was always a 
certain regret at leaving good friends when it came our time (or 
theirs) to be transferred but we always had the expectation that we 
might be stationed together later on somewhere and in crisscrossing 
the United States from one assignment to another it was 
not unusual to visit with old friends here and there.  I 
sometimes think moving was harder on the children and I 
know Janice hated to leave her best friend, Dianna Celluci 
and both Janice and Sharon were sorry to leave Mike and 
Robin Gould whose family had shared our duplex since we 
moved on base.  The Conways lived across the courtyard 
from us and there were others we had learned to feel a 
sense of kinship with from having lived close together for 

Sewart AFB located in Smyrna, about 25 miles 
southeast of Nashville

Readyville Tennessee landscape by “Joe’s Folly” Silver
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so long.  However, it was always exciting to think of what the next 
move would bring and we were so busy that we hadn’t much time 
for regrets.  I do remember that Sharon reluctantly gave her beloved 
issues of Seventeen magazine to Kathryn Oliver just before we left 
and that was hard for her.

We flew to the States, collected our car at the port near McGuire, 
and drove on to New York to visit Grandmother Cummings at 
Shelter Island and we spent our time there in the house that David 
now occupies.  That was pretty difficult for the house had been 
closed for the whole winter and it wasn’t the cleanest and we had 
only a small amount of things we could carry in our traveling bags 
but we borrowed bedding from Grandmother Cummings, collected 
a supply of food and despite the inconvenience we managed all right.  
We left Shelter Island and went on to Oklahoma to see Grandmother 
Duff and we decided that Joe would go on alone to Sewart Air Force 
Base and check out the housing situation while the children and I 
would remain in Oklahoma until such time as we could have housing 
assigned and our furniture delivered.

 After looking over the Christmas letters that I prepared and sent 
out for five years in a row, I realize that I probably gave a pretty good 
account of what was transpiring in regard to our family activities so 
my comments on this period of time will be brief.  After I stopped 
sending out a general letter at Christmas, I continued to write to an 
old friend of mine, Fern Genung, whom I had known from Lookeba 
days and a few years ago she returned those letters to me.  I will use 
excerpts from those letters as I continue this narrative account of our 
life together for I think they are quite accurate.

By the time we got to Oklahoma in the summer of 1960 I was 
feeling so miserable that I began to realize I had to be pregnant 
although with the move and all the things to do I hadn’t really given 
much attention to that situation.  Actually, we thought it was a good 
thing in many ways because Carol was so much younger than the 
four older children and our feeling was that another child close to 

Carol in age would be a very positive event for her.  The timing 
was not all that great for we were so busy and so unsettled and the 
weather in Oklahoma was so hot that I remember the whole summer 
was totally uncomfortable.  I am sure 
it was hard for Grandmother Duff to 
have six extra people in her house too, 
although to give her full credit, she 
made us feel welcome.

Joe called that he had found a 
farm which he could buy which was 
located twenty five miles from the 
base.  He had not checked out the 
school situation very thoroughly and 
as it turned out we felt that the local 
school a mile from the house did not 
offer the courses we wanted Sharon 
and Janice to have in order to move on 
to an accredited college so the whole 
farm probably was not the best idea 
in the world.  However, Joe made the 
decision to buy the place while we 
were still in Oklahoma and it was decided that we would move into 
base housing until the paperwork was complete for the purchase of 
the farm and then we would move there.  In later years this whole 
episode came to be known as “Joe’s Folly” in our family.

As soon as we were assigned base housing at Sewart Air Force Base 
the children and I took the train from Oklahoma City to Memphis, 
Tennessee where Joe met us so he could drive us on to our base 
which was near Nashville and four miles from Smyrna, Tennessee.  
We spent the night at a motel in Memphis and set out the following 
morning for our new home but as we drove, I began to feel worse 
and worse and when we came upon a long detour it began to seem 
that we would never complete the trip.  It became apparent to me 

Grandmother Cummings - Shelter Island
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that I was having a miscarriage as we rattled along on that bumpy 
detour and by the time we finally arrived at the base guest house, Joe 
called the hospital and I was taken there immediately by ambulance.  
It was all very frightening and upsetting for us all and I remained in 
the hospital for a few days where I was given several units of blood 
to replace what I had lost.  Meanwhile, our furniture arrived and I 
will never know how they did it but Joe and the children managed to 
care for Carol and to unpack enough of our household goods and to 
get the house in order so we could call the place home before I was 
ever released from the hospital.  Our biggest problem was the fact 
that we had lived for three years in a cool climate and the Tennessee 
summer was almost more than we could stand so Joe finally found 
and installed an air conditioner and we could manage much better.  
This was not the best of times for us as a family.

When I reflect on the various places we have lived, I realize that 
the one I look on with the least pleasure is Sewart Air Force Base 
and I think this had a lot to do with the constant struggle to give 
the children a decent education.  Having made up our minds that 
the local Catholic school, St. Rose of Lima, in Murfreesboro was the 
best choice for Ann and Patrick, we started them in that school while 
we were still on the base.  We decided to start Sharon in the Smyrna 
High School with the option of having her ride in to that school with 
Joe when we moved to the farm.  This seemed to work best for the 
remaining credits she needed.  We were told that the high school in 
Murfreesboro was one of the best in the area and the rule was that 
one could send a child to any school as long as his parents furnished 
transportation, so Janice started high school at Central High in 
Murfreesboro.  This all worked out pretty well until we moved to 
the farm and the solution then was to buy a second car and I drove 
Janice to one school, Patrick and Ann to another while Sharon went 
along with Joe and attended school near the base.  Carol always went 
along with me, of course, and the whole trip took the better part of 
an hour.  Nap time for Carol was early each afternoon for she had to 

be awake in time for us to go and pick everyone up.      The area in 
which we lived was beautiful and the house was certainly adequate 
but the school situation was a constant struggle.  I never understood 
why Tennessee had such fine institutions of higher learning such as 
Vanderbilt and Peabody and such poor elementary and high schools. 

Besides an aggravating school situation and too much driving 
for both Joe and for me, we kept acquiring livestock on the farm and 
always seemed to have too many animals to care for.   Just before 
we left the base, Ann found that a dog had been abandoned by a 
previous owner and he was running wild on the base with the Air 
Police attempting to catch him.  She began to make friends with him 
and after a week or so was able to put a leash on him so we claimed 
him for our own, named him Silver and took him with us to the 
farm.  He was really a wonderful dog and I always felt safer on the 
farm with Silver to guard us.

As time went on we acquired cows and calves, rabbits, chickens 
and although that sounds like enough there may have been more.

We had a lovely yard with all sorts of flowers and I used to let 
Carol run and play until I found the whole place was infested with 
wood ticks and we had a terrible time with them so she played on the 
big front porch thereafter. 

It amazed me that there could be a place of such contrast.  In 
the spring the whole country was a carpet of daffodils and in the 
fall the fence rows were alive with the most beautiful Cardinals I 
have ever seen.  We faced hills of astonishing beauty from the front 
porch of our house but the younger children could not wander 
very far from the house because we were so isolated that I did not 
consider it safe for them.  I think one of the hardest things to deal 
with was our isolation from Air Force people with whom we were 
familiar, and the activities of the base.  However, as was our policy, 
we explored the surrounding area and even attended the Grand Ole 
Opera in Nashville.  We also went slumming a few times in Printer’s 
Alley in Nashville and we drove miles throughout the surrounding 

Silver and Pat on the farm in Ready-
ville

Grand Ole Opry 1960s
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countryside.  Our address was Rt. 1, Readyville, Tennessee, but the 
little town where our mail was dispersed was nothing but a tiny store 
and Post Office.

Since no one made any effort to get acquainted with us, I finally 
took the initiative and became acquainted with the Donnells who 
lived on the farm to the right of us and I also learned to know the 
Todds who lived just up the road behind us.  The Todds became our 
fast friends and were the best of neighbors to us after they learned to 
know us.  Both families had lived in that vicinity for generations and 
it was interesting to see the area through their eyes.

Our Christmas letter for 1960 follows.

To Our Dear Friends:
Since our last greeting was mailed from England, we 

thought we should let everyone know that we are celebrating 
an American Christmas for the first time in three years.  Our 
travel orders were for June 29th and this worked out very 

conveniently for our four school children.
Life got really hectic the last few weeks before we came 

home. We had tickets for the Passion Play at Oberammergau 
and made plans to attend the first performance which was 
May 19th. We packed frantically until the first of May and 
made a fast tour of Holland, Germany, Austria and then 
north to Denmark. The children stayed home this time, 
although Sharon did go on a weekend trip to Paris with 
her French class while we were away. The Passion Play was 
the highlight of the trip and it was just as wonderful as we 
thought it would be. Really marvelous! The Powers situation 
broke while we were on the trip so we were glad to get back to 
England to our family since no one knew just how that would 
affect us at that time.

We hardly had time to get home before we had to start 
settling our affairs to come home. We left England at 4:30 
in the afternoon, going via Shannon, Ireland and Gander, 
Newfoundland and landed at McGuire the following 
morning. Everything looked new and different to us – It was 
thrilling to be back. We went directly to New York and spent 
two weeks, where everyone lived on the beach and soaked up 
that good hot sunshine.

We then started south toward Tennessee to check the 
housing situation at our new base which was Seward AFB 
near Nashville. The heat nearly killed us all and house 
hunting was time consuming so we gave it up and went on to 
Oklahoma City where the children and I remained with my 
mother while Joe returned to the house hunt. Unfortunately, 
we just couldn’t stand July weather in Oklahoma after three 
years of the English type so we were able to do little else but 
keep the air conditioner company. With school about to start 
we felt that we had to get settled so moved into base housing as 
a temporary measure, although it is far too small for a family 

The Mill in Readyville Tennessee
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like ours. Meanwhile, Joe got carried away with the wide 
open spaces and bought a farm – 100 acres of pasture and 
cedar trees with a big house which has all the conveniences of 
a place in town. It has a lovely view, some 30 big trees in the 
yard, a lawn big enough for a golf course, garage, basement, 
barns, and even a log cabin, although what that is good for we 
don’t know. We moved in November 1st and for the first time 
in three years have all our things in one spot. The shipments 
of household good came in good condition, with only minor 
damage, and for that we were thankful. We are still sorting 
out and shifting things around but it is nice to have all of our 
possessions with us again. 

Joe is in charge of the Food Service Squadron at the base 
and after five years of commissary experience we thought sure 
he would be doing the same thing here. This new job came as 
a pleasant surprise. Sharon and Janice are in high school at 
the base but due to transfer to a larger and (we hope) better 
school in Murfreesboro. The two younger go to the Catholic 
school in town, which is fine but so crowded that they almost 
hang the children on the wall there. Carol helps me chauffer 
the children to school and follows me around all the rest of the 
day and talks so constantly that I love to see nap time come so 
she will just be quiet for once. She sure is fun and we all adore 
her. 

People seem to stay forever at this base so unless Joe is 
retired at 20 years (less than two years from now) I suppose 
we can call ourselves settled. We haven’t been here long enough 
to know whether that is good or bad, but so far as we can 
tell, everyone is happy here and many people who retire from 
the service remain in this area. Murfreesboro itself is a fast 
growing, progressive town and very pretty.

Last count we had unpacked three foot lockers of Xmas 
decorations so we are well on the way to being ready for 

the holiday season. We hope all of you have a happy, happy 
Christmas, too.

The Cummings Family – all seven of us.

We stayed on the farm through the first year in Tennessee and 
during that time both Grandmother Cummings and Grandmother 
Duff came to visit.  I have not mentioned Man in some time but 
he was still in Lookeba most of the year, spending two or three 
months during the winter with Phil, Inez and Barbara, wherever they 
happened to be.  They were at Portland, Oregon at the University 
of Oregon Medical School at one time and later they went back to 
the East Coast on an assignment.  Phil eventually retired from the 
Army as a Full Colonel and took a position as the head of Du Pont’s 
hospital at Wilmington, Delaware, and they settled down there.  We 
saw Man a few times when we were coming or going through that area 
and I kept in close contact with him through frequent letters.  After 
spending several winters on the East Coast, he decided to go into 
a retirement home called “The Country House,” near Wilmington, 
Delaware.  He left his house in Lookeba, closed it up, and moved 
back East for a trial period of a year to see how he would like it and 
after the year was finished he concluded that this was the right place 
for him.  Eventually, his house in Lookeba was cleared out and the 
house sold and Man lived out his life in Delaware.  He was happy 
and alert and never ceased to amaze me for he remained interested 
and informed about world affairs, financial matters, politics, the oil 
business in Oklahoma and elsewhere, stocks and all sorts of things.  
I am not sure how many times we visited him in Delaware but we 
always found him cheerful and he was always delighted to see us.  He 
was a very special person.

Joe was assigned to a Commissary Officers School in Amarillo, 
Texas, during our second year at Sewart Air Force Base and when 
he left for that six week long school, taking care of all the animals, 
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driving the children to and from school and doing everything that 
needed to be done to manage our big family was simply too much, 
so we listed the farm for sale and I called a realtor to see if we could 
find a rental house in Smyrna which would be near the school.  He 
had listed a house which had four bedrooms and was across the street 
from the high school so we moved in the early fall of Sharon’s last 
year of high school.  Janice transferred to the same school so that was 
very convenient for both of the older children.

Ann and Patrick were not so well situated.  They were attending 
the local Catholic School but Ann was not doing well at all.  Her 
grades were terrible and I often thought I spent more time at school 
than Ann did as I tried to mediate with principal and teacher.  
Finally, I was so desperate over the whole school situation that on 
the advice of our neighbor, Christine Donnall, I contacted the local 
college and arranged to take Ann down to the head of the Psychology 
Department for a comprehensive testing program.  When the tests 
were over and I went in to consult with the Professor, his conclusion 
was that Ann was certainly very bright but that her school situation 
was so bad for her that it was impossible for her to accomplish 
anything.  As I started home and considered how much effort we 
had expended, to say nothing of the fees, to get the children to this 
school and how hard I had worked with the school, only to have 
Ann subjected to nothing but ridicule and blame because she could 
not or would not conform, I became so incensed with anger that I 
developed a migraine headache so severe that I had to stop the car 
beside the road until I could finally see to drive on home. 

I stormed into the house and announced that Ann would never 
return to that school another day if she did not want to do so.  I also 
stated that she would certainly be transferred to another school for 
the next school year and, in fact the Psychologist had told me he 
would contact the head of the College training school and request 
that they make a place for Ann.  This school was on the campus 
of Middle Tennessee State College and took a limited number of 

children, but it was considered the best of the private schools in the 
area.  I came to another conclusion at this particularly difficult time 
and I have adhered to that policy ever after, as much as it was possible 
to do so.  I decided that if I did nothing else, I would always support 
my child (or children) against anything they had to deal with.  My 
term which I used was that I was going to make sure that I “was on 

the same side of the fence as my child,” no matter what happened.  
That did not mean that I would accept bad behavior but only that a 
child is helpless to stand up against certain things and I would expect 
to give them support and help whenever it was needed.  I think 
this was a milestone in my life as a parent and I am not sure that I 
changed my methods but I am sure I changed my viewpoint as to 
what a parent child relationship should be.

After I removed Ann from the Catholic school, I had a scathing 
reprimand from the Priest who headed the school 
because I had taken Ann out of the school without 
his permission.  Later on during the school year the 
Priest and I had yet another confrontation.  Patrick 
had continued to attend the Catholic school because 
I felt his teacher was good and he seemed to be 
happy there but he finally came home to report that 
the children on the school ground were tormenting 
him because his sister had been taken out of the 
school and, in fact, he was given all the details of 

My term which I used 
was that I was going to 

make sure that I “was on 
the same side of the fence 
as my child,” no matter 

what happened.

St. Rose of Lima School 1962

Postcard of Middle Tennessee Campus Training School
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the problems with Ann and the school.  I had made it a point to not 
discuss this without children or with anyone else because I did not 
want to make things uncomfortable for Patrick, who was remaining 
on in the school.  Knowing tht I had not discussed our problems with 
anyone at all, my conclusion was that the Priest was so angry with 
me that he had evidently seen fit to tell the story to other parents in 
the school who, in turn, had passed the gossip on to their children 
so it became school ground information.  The knowledge that my 
son was being taunted over something that was not his fault really 
upset me so I drove straight to the school, stacked Patrick’s books 
on the teacher’s desk along with a stamped, addressed envelope so 
his report card could be sent to me and I walked out with Patrick.  
Again I had a telephone call from the Priest telling me I could not 
remove my child from school in that manner and that there was a 
correct procedure to follow if I intended to check him out of school.  
The answer to that was that I HAD removed Patrick from the school.  
I cannot remember being so angry and we had a few more words 
before I finally hung up.  The Training School agreed to make room 
for Patrick so for the rest of the time we were in Tennessee, we had 
both of the younger children in this wonderful school and finally I 
could relax somewhat about their school assignment.

The only problem was that there was absolutely no space in the 
fifth grade for Patrick, which was his grade level, but there was an 
opening in the sixth grade which was Ann’s class.  Since the school 
did individual teaching for the most part, Patrick was placed in the 
sixth grade room with Ann for the rest of the year and he got along 
well.  After we moved to Illinois, we then dropped him back to 
his regular grade level and this seemed to work out all right by our 
placing in his proper age group again.

The Christmas letter in 1961 says something about this situation 
but does not explain the resolution of the school worries.

GREETINGS FROM SEWART A.F.B., TENNESSEE
EDITION V

We have arrived at the time of year to send out greetings 
to all our good friends everywhere and this has been such an 
eventful year for us that we felt we had better back track a bit 
and bring you up to date on events at our house.

This time last year we were in possession of a one hundred 
acre farm in the heart of Tennessee.  We got carried away with 
the idea of a wonderful big old house and enough room for all 
the things we have accumulated in 19 years of moving around 
(courtesy of the U.S. Air Force) plus the seven of us, and we 
overlooked the fact that we were 25 miles from the base and 
half as far from acceptable schools.  Well, we had a great 
time    Our first winter the electric pumps froze up (usually 
one at a time but on occasions both together) the furnace quit 
in near zero weather, the sewage system went kaput and every 
day there was a new crisis, brought on, no doubt, through our 
absolute ignorance about what makes a place like that tick.  
However we finally got the best of the situation and laid in a 
stock of cedar logs and sat around our big old fireplace and just 
went native.

The past summer was delightful and the yard and trees 
were gorgeous.  Pat and Ann especially enjoyed themselves 
after renting a 20 year old horse from a neighbor for five cents 
per month and they spent the summer roaming over the hills 
and valleys.  We picked quarts of wild blackberries, filled 
the house with honeysuckle and wild roses, made a garden 
which furnished us with enough beans and squash to feed 
an army until the cows broke the garden fence down and by 
that time we thought that was a nice solution to the squash 
situation.  We raised five orphan calves by feeding them with 
a bucket and we could write a story about that which would 

Janice, freshman Symrna HS
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put “The Egg and I” to shame.  We had chickens so wild that 
they consumed feed by the quarts but never produced an egg 
and we had a various times a white rabbit (the dog ate him  
finally) two ducks, two dogs, pigeons, cats and there must 
have been more than that if I could remember it all.  Now 
that we have gone back to town living we have only one dog 
remaining.  Thank goodness!

We held a family conference during the summer and 
decided another school term would have to find us in a better 
location so we put the place on the market, retaining 50 
acres of native grassland, and had no trouble finding a buyer.  
Joe had become so attached to his 14 head of cattle that we 
accumulated during our year on the farm that we decided to 
keep them so have them installed at the present time on the 
fifty acres and think we may not get rich on them but might 
have some fun seeing what we can do with them.

Joe went out to a commissary school in Amarillo in 
August and life became very hectic with four children to start 
in school, house hunting to do, moving, etc.  We were offered 
a four bedroom house across the street from the school and 
very near the base so grabbed it for we determined to lick this 
transportation system some way.  However two of the children 
still go downtown to school and Carol and I act as chauffer 
but we expect to have them all transferred nearer home for 
another term.

Sharon is a senior this year and involved in tests, college 
boards, etc. in the process of deciding which school meets her 
needs and fits her financial situation.  She is busy and happy 
and so grown up these days (most of the time) that it amazes 
us.

Janice is a ball of fire in school and has two more years of 
high school so she and her parents will have a breather before 
getting involved in future plans for her.  She is very musical 

and artistic and also very grown up.
Ann is in sixth and Patrick in fifth.  She is attending 

school on the local college campus    one of the finest we have 
seen anywhere.  Enrollment is limited there and since there is 
not a space for Patrick, he attends the one Catholic school in 
the area.

 Carol is the most entertaining three year old and so full 
of this business of growing up.  Right now she is so excited 
over Santa Claus and his activities that the whole family is 
joining forces to take her to Nashville to personally give the 
old gentleman her instructions.  She may be spoiled but we all 
like her so much that we aren’t aware of it and with that kind 
of attitude prevailing around her, she is so happy and lovable 
that I wonder why we didn’t discover this formula years ago.

Joe runs the base commissary and this keeps him really 
busy.  However, he likes the work and seems to do it well and 
we only wish it were not so time consuming.  Right now he 
is waiting for results of the last retirement board since he was 
considered for retirement at that time.  Although the trend has 
been to force retire personnel after twenty years, which would 
mean retirement for him next September, indications are now 
that the so called emergency (the Cuban Crisis) may mean 
a curtailment of that program.  We will be anxious to know 
whether we do retire or stay in longer.  If we retire, we do not 
plan to stay in this area.  Sacramento still appeals to us a great 
deal.

So you see that this has been quite a year and it has 
probably furnished us with enough material to write a novel 
or two if we ever have the time to do so.

It would be nice to wish each of you a Merry Christmas 
personally but we hope this will suffice and with it we send 
best wishes for a happy and peaceful new year.

                The Cummings family    all seven.

Pat and Ann, 7th grade 1963
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When we moved into Smyrna from the farm we lived in a new 
housing area about four miles from the base.  the house was on 
Hazelwood Drive but for some reason I cannot remember the exact 
address.  We were conveniently located as far as access to Church, 
base movies and pool, shopping etc. was concerned.  Sewart Air 
Force Base was a TAC base (Tactical Air Command) and it was 
interesting to be stationed at that base.  At the least indication of 
trouble anywhere in the world our planes were deployed at once and 
no one knew where they were going or when they would be back.  
When an alert sounded the men were in the planes within a very short 
time and the planes left the runways at about three to five minute 
intervals until not a plane was left on the ground.  We would often 
hear them taking off in the middle of the night or early morning 
and then would read the morning paper in detail, trying to decide 
what trouble spot, somewhere in the world, had caused them to be 
on their way.  Unfortunately the movement of the planes and men 
was usually secret and the families were not informed as to where the 
men were going so this caused some hardship among the Air Force 
wives.  Due to this policy, there was a very close relationship among 
the dependents on the base and everyone made a special effort to 
look after the wives and children of the men who were on flying 
status.  Our Officers Club had a long table set up on weekends, or 
whenever there was a special party or entertainment, and this was 
reserved for the wives whose husbands were away so they felt free to 
attend all the club functions and it allowed them some social life also.

While we were at this base the Cuban Missile Crisis occurred 
and it was a tense time for all of us.  All of our planes left the base 
for a location closer to Cuba and our hospital moved personnel and 
equipment down to the lower tip of Florida and set up a field hospital 
to be ready in case it was needed.  Our children were all issued ID 
tags and we were told to have them on the children twenty four hours 
a day in case we were under attack and someone needed to identify 
them.  We also kept a certain amount of food, water, clothing etc. 

ready in the event that we had 
to be evacuated from the area 
on short notice, to a place 
that was considered safer for 
us.  For all of us who lived in 
that part of the United States 
we had some anxious weeks.

While we were in 
Tennessee our children were 
growing up fast and our older 
daughters were changing, 
before our very eyes, into 
young ladies.  Sharon was 
invited to her first formal 
ROTC ball and I made her 
a lovely dress with black 
velveteen top and wide skirt 
of black and red plaid and we all thought she looked gorgeous in it.  
When she attended the prom during her junior year of high school, 
I made her a long pale pink organza formal and the following year I 
made a blue organza one for her.  That was a different kind of sewing 
for me but I enjoyed doing the special dresses for the girls.

When Sharon started her last year of high school we were in 
a quandary about college for her.  We knew that we did not want 
to start her at the local school in Murfreesboro, which was Middle 
Tennessee State College, for it was small and we did not feel it was 
very good.  Sending her to one of the Universities in Nashville did not 
make much sense either because we knew that the chances were that 
Joe would be retired at twenty years and we had already pretty well 
decided that we would not remain in Tennessee after his retirement 
from the Air Force.  We had always felt that the children should be 
installed at a school where they could expect to remain for the full 
four years regardless of where they could expect to remain for the 

C-130 Hercules at Stewart AFB 1962
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full four years regardless of where we might be located.  With all the 
changes that they had made during their elementary and high school 
years, we thought that their college years should offer some stability. 

After much consideration, we decided the University of 
Oklahoma was the best choice for Sharon because Grandmother 
Duff, as well as Elloween and AB, lived near the campus and at least 
there would be family members near if Sharon needed assistance.  
The decision was made early in the school year and I have always 
been positive that selecting the University of Oklahoma was a wise 
choice for Sharon and later for Janice also.

Joe was asked to take over the management of the Officers Club 
on base and he did an excellent job of that.  He enjoyed the change 
from the management of the commissary to that of the club but 
the hours were terrible.  He was required to be at the club almost 
every evening and every weekend so he was home very little.  It was 
certainly better for all of us that we no longer lived on the farm 
with the schedule he had to maintain.  I used to go out for special 
occasions at the club but with all the children in school, but for 
Carol, my primary job was running things at home.

When Carol was about four years old, I was pregnant again and 
although we had not planned it, we thought having another child 
closer to Carol in age was a good thing.  It seemed to us that she 
was one little girl being brought up in a household of adults and 
we sometimes thought she was lonely even with all the love and 
attention we showered on her.

Despite every care and good medical attention from the very 
start of the pregnancy, nothing seemed to work and when I began 
to experience some real difficulty within the first three months, the 
doctor hospitalized me.  However, there was no way to prevent the 
miscarriage and in addition to this, I hemorrhaged so suddenly and 
so profusely that I was rushed into surgery within minutes.  I was 
losing consciousness even as I was being pushed full speed down the 
hall to the surgical unit and my last thought as I became unconscious 

was to tell God that if he let me survive to raise my five children to 
adulthood, I would never ask for anything else.  Considering the 
promise I made at that time, I presume one could say I have been 
living on borrowed time for quite a number of years.

I remained in the hospital long enough to receive several units 
of blood and I was still weak when I was allowed to go home.  It was 
certainly apparent that there could be no more attempts at adding to 
our family and Carol would have to make do with her devoted sisters 
and her brother, no matter how many years difference in age there 
were.  I have always been grateful that I was actually in the hospital 
when this episode occurred for I think there was so little time to 
spare from the start of the hemorrhage until I was being attended to 
by the surgeon that I have wondered what the outcome might have 
been had I been at home.  It was certainly a bad time for both Joe 
and me.

I mentioned previously the severe ear problems that Patrick had 
as a result of having measles and I lived in fear that Carol would be 
exposed to that same disease.   Finally a friend of ours who was head 
of the pediatric unit at our base hospital called me to tell me that he 
had been reading all the information on the new measles vaccine and 
had decided it was safe and effective so he was going to administer 
it to his three small daughters who were playmates of Carol.  He 
offered to bring home enough vaccine for Carol when he gave the 
inoculation to his daughters and that is what he did.  I was relieved 
to know that I had no more worries about contact with measles.  
This same doctor took care of Patrick when he became ill with some 
strange sort of problem that no one seemed able to diagnose.

Pat showed symptoms of pneumonia but his X rays did not 
confirm this and finally after he did not respond to the medication 
he was given, our friend came to the house to see him several times 
and decided to admit him to the hospital.  He was treated as if he 
had pneumonia although tests never did confirm this at all.  In light 
of Patrick’s problems several years later, I have often wondered if this 

Grandmother Duff
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was the first indication of the histioplasmosis.  We were certainly in 
the right location for it and Pat spent so much time outdoors and 
in the fields and woods that I think it is possible he picked up the 
contamination at this time.

 Sharon graduated from high school in the spring of 1962 
and our next door neighbor offered her a job as a waitress in his 
Polynesian restaurant which was called “The Omni Hut”1 and she 
worked there for all of the summer before she left for the University 
of Oklahoma in September.  Besides working long hours, she was 
spending a great deal of time with her current boyfriend and by the 
time summer was over I knew, without a 
doubt, that she needed to be on her way 
to more independent living.  I thought 
she was too grown up to be treated like a 
child but still I was not ready to treat her 
like a grown up.  My conclusion after the 
end of that summer was that when a child 
graduates from high school, the best thing 
for both parent and child is to send that young person away to live 
in a college dormitory and preferably far enough away that he or she 
can come home only on holidays.  We adhered to that plan with each 
of our children in turn and I still feel that this was a good transition 
from being a dependent child to being an independent adult.  The 
four years of college seem to offer a protected environment in which 
to learn how to be self-sufficient and because it worked that way for 
our children I still believe it to be a good plan.

We had a little red Volkswagen and early in September we packed 
that car with everything that Sharon thought she needed to take with 
her to O.U. and she and I set out to drive to Oklahoma from Smyrna.  
The trip took two days and I was looking forward to having lots of 
conversation and companionship with Sharon as we drove but she 
was so exhausted from her late hours that she slept the whole way I 

1 Omni Hut history

think.  We arrived at O.U. on a cold and rainy September, unloaded 
the car, and I deposited her and her possessions in the dormitory 
and drove on up to Oklahoma City to see Grandmother Duff.  I 
stayed on there for another two days and Grandmother was very sad 
and as the tears flowed, she said “Your family will never be the same 
again now that they are starting to leave home.”  Well, I didn’t think 
that was such a bad thing because I thought it was very exciting to 
have a daughter who was starting college and who was obviously 
going to be bringing home so many new ideas to her family.  I have 
always appreciated the fact that all of you have brought back to us 

so much to think about as you have 
gone about your business of growing 
up and going away to various 
schools and I have never resented 
the changes you have made but have 
always considered these changes very 
exciting and interesting whether I 
have agreed with them or not.

Grandmother Duff accompanied me back to Tennessee for a 
visit and as we started on the trip, we stopped off at the dorm to see 
if Sharon needed anything, took her out shopping for a few things 
for her dormitory room and waved goodbye to her as we started out 
to drive the long way home.

The Christmas letter for 1962 is as follows.

GREETINGS FROM SEWART AFB, TENNESSEE 
EDITION VI

We are still in Davy Crockett territory but Joe will retire 
from the Air Force in next May or June.  Then we don’t really 
know where we will be going but don’t really care since we 
have learned to like every place we have lived.  Just so we have 

Omni Hut with sizzling steaks
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good schools and a house big enough for all of us and all the 
things we have accumulated in 20 years in the Air Force and 
we will be happy.

Joe has been running the base commissary (ours rated best 
in the command under his wing) but has recently taken over 
the management of the Officer’s Club which proves to be a 
time consuming job.

Sharon is back at the University of Oklahoma in 
Norman, Oklahoma.  She seems to be doing well and having a 
good time plus making good enough grades.  She will be home 
Xmas for the first time since we deposited her in the dormitory 
in September.

Janice came out in the top one per cent (nationwide) on 
her National Merit Scholarship tests    really a fantastic score 
and we were all delighted.  She also does really well with her 
piano.  She takes lessons from one of the college professors here 
and loves it.

Ann is still our tom boy and we wonder when she will 
discover she is really an attractive 13 year old girl.  She is fun 
and interesting and she is a whiz in school in writing and 
composition.  She reads so much that her vocabulary is quite 
amazing.

Patrick is easy going and pleasant.  He gets along well 
with everyone and does well in school but is not exceptional.  
Loves Boy Scouts and tramping through the woods with his 
buddies and we encourage this since he is rather overshadowed 
by females.  He takes piano and both he and Ann play in the 
school band.

Carol is the love of our life.  We all enjoy her so much and 
she must surely be the most loved and lovable four year old in 
the country.  We would really like to keep a little one around 
the house all the time.

I keep busy constantly    have sewed so much the neighbors 

think I do this for a living.
Have a happy Xmas and let us year from you.The 

Cummings

As I consider the last year we spent in Tennessee, I seem only to 
recall how frantically busy we were.  Joe was experiencing much job 
success in running the Officers Club but he was also spending long 
hours to achieve these results.

I was equally involved with the children, their schools, and extra 
activities as well as having the care of Carol.  Despite Sharon being 
away at school, we kept in close touch with her by frequent letters, 
telephone calls and care packages from time to time.  Sharon was in 
a women’s dormitory and you might be interested to know that there 
were no male students allowed anywhere but in the living room of 
the dorm, the women students had to be in the dorm at a certain 
hour each night and they were required to dress for dinner each 
evening.  I am sure that Sharon had many less clothes than many 
of the other women on campus but a sizable wardrobe seemed to be 
necessary in order to dress appropriately at all times.  I was to see the 
regulations and customs change dramatically from the time Sharon 
started college until Carol started many years later.

Patrick had found several friends of his age who lived near us 
and they seemed to be underfoot all the time.  I remember those 
boys playing for hours with the Matchbox cars and trucks that we 
had collected for Patrick while we were in England.  Our preference 
had always been to have our children’s friends at our house so we 
always had extra people in and out.  Besides becoming more active 
in Scouts, Patrick also served as an Altar Boy and he and Ann were 
also attending Catechism classes on base.  Both children continued 
to attend the Training School in Murfreesboro and this meant that 
they had to be driven to and from school.  Both also took part in 
the school band and we were always there for school programs and 
concerts. 
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Although Ann had never been very interested in the type of 
clothing that I felt was suitable for a girl, I decided that she needed a 
special dress for parties etc. to prove to her that she was growing into 
a very attractive young lady so I bought her an exquisite pale aqua 
cotton dress with yards of swirling skirt and we were both gratified 
when we saw how pretty she looked in that new garment.

Our worries over Carol’s shyness and apprehension with strangers 
was finally easing somewhat to our great relief.  My neighbor in the 
next block had a little boy Carol’s age and by going very slowly, we 
finally got Carol to the point where she was comfortable with having 
me take her down to play and eventually she developed self-confidence 
enough to run back and forth alone to play at one house or the 
other.  What a relief it was to feel that she was overcoming her fears at 
being with someone other than her family members.      About then, 
we completed all of the reams of paperwork prior to taking Carol 
to Nashville to appear before the Immigration and Naturalization 
Officer where we obtained her Certificate of Citizenship which was 
signed by Dean Rusk himself.  She was then a true American.

Sharon made her first trip home from O.U. at Christmas and we 
were all ecstatic to have her back with us.  We all thought she looked 
so grown up and sophisticated.  I remember that Christmas as rather 
special when we all got in the car to go to Church  together and 
we found ourselves driving through the most amazingly beautiful 
snowfall which wa of course, very unusual for that area.  I still 
remember the joy of having us all back together again as we drove 
along singing Christmas Carols on that breathtakingly beautiful 
evening.

Janice received the results of her SAT test as well as those of the 
National Merit Scholarship and the scores were so high that we all 
rejoiced with her.  We decided she deserved a special treat so when Joe 
took a few days off to go down to a base in Mississippi to investigate 
a position in their commissary we let Janice miss school long enough 
to go along with him on the trip.  They started down the beautiful 

highway which was called the Nachez Trace and Joe gave Janice her 
first driving lesson, which delighted her.  They both considered that 
trip was a great adventure.

Janice’s social life was expanding and she was invited to the Jr. 
Sr. Prom so she designed and I made for her a soft pink organza dress 
with yards of fabric in the skirt and we thought she looked beautiful 
in that first formal of hers.  Joe was not at home on Prom day so 
missed the excitement as Janice went off to have her hair done at a 
beauty shop early in the afternoon and with time to spare, she then 
spent so much time in a steaming bath that her hair, which had been 
arranged on top of her head, fell down around her ears.  We repaired 
the hairdo and while this was being accomplished, first Sharon called 
to wish Janice a happy time at the prom and then Joe called with the 
same good wishes.  Through all this commotion, Janice insisted that 
she was not nervous at all but by the time her date rang the bell I 
looked at her and realized she was splotched with hives from the pure 
stress of the occasion.  I pushed the two prom goers out the door 
and surmised that the hives would vanish when everything calmed 
down and evidently that is exactly what happened and Janice had a 
delightful time.

Joe had been notified that he was going to be retired in early 
spring and this was due to the fact that there was a reduction in the 
number of officers needed in the Air Force at that time.  Unfortunately 
Joe’s completion of twenty years of service came at the same time the 
force was being reduced.   It was only a few short years later that 
the men were being encouraged to remain in the Air Force for a full 
thirty years and this would have been our choice, had we been given 
a choice.

We had always moved wherever the Air Force saw fit to send 
us and to suddenly be faced with the option of selecting a suitable 
place for ourselves was very hard.  I think this was probably the 
most stressful time we ever experienced and we spent hours trying 
to decide how we were going to meet this challenge.  As we were 

Carol, age 3, citizen picture
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contemplating our choices (Major) Jerry Milman called Joe from 
Chanute Air Force Base in Rantoul, Illinois.  Joe and Jerry had 
attended the Commissary school at Amarillo, Texas together and 
during their time at the school they had become good friends and 
had found that they shared the same viewpoint on how to operate a 
commissary.  Jerry was in charge of the commissary at Chanute and 
he had been told that he had to have some serious eye surgery that 
was going to keep him incapacitated for perhaps two months.  He 
had no assistant, although one was authorized, so he proposed that 
Joe come to Chanute, run the commissary while he was recuperating 
from the eye surgery and that Joe then continue on as Assistant 
Commissary Officer in Civil Service status.  Jerry knew, of course, 
that Joe was due to retire very soon and after we talked the offer 
over we decided to make the move to Illinois for various reasons.  
The job was exactly what Joe was qualified for, the salary was good 
and we certainly needed that with college for five children facing us, 
the schools in Illinois were reputed to be excellent, Rantoul was a 
small town and we had never been in that area of the country so we 
thought that could be interesting too.

Natchez Trace Highway
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Chapter 13

Land of Lincoln
Illinois
 •  Rantoul, Chanute AFB

We made our plans to move and it was a relief to have the 
decision settled.  Joe made a trip up to Illinois to check out 

the details of the job, then returned to Sewart Air Force Base and 
prepared to retire.  He was afraid the paperwork for processing his 
retirement orders might be delayed so he hand carried his orders to 
Washington D.C. to guarantee that they would go through promptly 
and he retired on schedule on a Friday afternoon, drove to Illinois 
over the weekend and started working at Chanute Air Force Base1 
the following Monday morning. I am sure that Joe never had to do 
anything that caused him more pain than taking off that Air Force 
uniform for the last time.  He had loved everything about the years 
he had spent in service and was the most committed and dedicated 
member of the Air Force that I had ever known.  It says a great 
deal about his character that, as much as he hated to give up his Air 
Force career, there was not a minute of time wasted in regrets or 
complaining.  He threw himself into his new job with enthusiasm 
and dedication and was equally successful in his second career.  I 
have always admired the way he handled this drastic change in his 
life.
1 Chanute AFB

School was still in session when Joe went up to Illinois to take 
the new job so the children and I stayed on in Smyrna until school 
was out.  Joe came home over Memorial Day weekend and by then 
Ann and Patrick were out of school so they drove up to Illinois with 
him and stayed the few days with the Milmans until the rest of us 
arrived.  They also took Silver with them to Illinois at this time for 
we had kept that dog when we left the farm.  I contacted the movers, 
got everything packed up and on its way and Janice, Carol and I 
set out on the long drive to Illinois.   Janice was so bereft at leaving 
her friends in Tennessee that she was miserable all the time we were 
driving.  I felt sorry for her but I also had thoughts of pushing her 
out of the car at times.  It reminded me of the time I had driven back 
to Oklahoma with Sharon the first time I took her back to O.U.

We had planned that Sharon would go directly to Illinois when 
her school was out and this is what she did, joining us there in May.  
To go back a bit, I have tried to mention certain persons that we knew 
at various places so you can perhaps visualize them at the proper 
time and location.  Because of the months we spent on the farm 
in Tennessee, we probably made less friends among the Air Force 

Family at home on East Champain Street, Rantoul
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people at Sewart but I am sure you will remember the McAllisters, 
whose daughter Terry was Sharon’s good friend.  There were also the 
Winners, Kay and Ed, whom we still hear from quite often and we 
have also visited them in Washington D.C. where they have lived for 
many years.  We met the Cutlers whose daughter, Sharon, is still a 
good friend of our Sharon and you will probably also remember the 
Zimmermans and the Stovers as well as our neighbors Major Walls 
and his family.  You may remember the cranky old lady who lived 
next door to us who did not like children, dogs, noise, or much of 
anything else but her beautiful garden.  We commonly referred to 
her as Witch Lampley for obvious reasons.

To return to our move to Illinois, we settled into a huge house 
that Joe had rented until such time as we could locate a house to buy 
for we had decided that would be the best thing for us to do.  We 
spent a lot of time looking and finally made an offer on a house that 
we thought would be suitable and then we both got really nervous 
about the permanency of the move.  We talked out our concerns 
and decided on a policy that has worked for us.  We decided that we 
were never going to be married to a house.  If a better job or a more 
suitable location turned up the house could be sold and we would 
not hesitate to do so.  Our conclusion was that what one has in the 
house makes it home to us and the type or location of a house is of 
small importance.  Perhaps this is why buying and selling houses has 

never caused us much concern.
I am sure all of you will have different memories 

of Rantoul and of Chanute Air Force Base.  I, 
personally, liked our new location from my first 
glimpse of it.  Rantoul was a small agricultural 
community, located in central Illinois, about one 
hundred and twenty miles from Chicago and about 
fifteen miles from Champaign Urbana, the home 
of the University of Illinois.  the proximity to the 
University proved a plus for us since we were able 
to attend plays, musical programs, lectures, etc. as 
well as the University of Illinois football games.  One 
could tell where the town of Rantoul ended and the 
base began only because a fence surrounded the base proper.  We 
drove down Main Street and directly into the front gate of the base.

Chanute was one of the largest training bases in the Air Force 
and thousands of young men went through the technical schools 
there.  The level of education of the Airmen assigned to the schools 
was high because the courses were very advanced.  We became so 
used to the groups of trainees marching to and from classes that 
we did not give them a second glance.  In winter we also became 
accustomed to the flashlights that they were required to carry so they 
could be readily seen in the late afternoon and evening.  All cars gave 
the marching Airmen the right of way when driving on base and we 
never drove across the base without having to stop for the groups to 
progress on their way.

The trainees hated Chanute because there was absolutely 
nothing to do in the little town, housing was a terrible problem for 
those who were married, and Chicago was too far away for them to 
visit unless they had a long weekend off and these were few and far 
between.  Our situation was different in that we had bought a house 
which gave us adequate housing and we were close to everything we 
needed.  Also, as we had been told before we moved, the schools Chanute Main Gate, 1962

Airmen marching in formation to school
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proved to be excellent and that was certainly a factor in my liking 
our new location.

Our first summer in Rantoul was very busy.  Not only were we 
house hunting but we had several house guests.  John and Ann came 
to visit and my only memory of that occasion is of Shawn throwing 
rocks at the house until he succeeded in breaking out a window 
within the first day after their arrival.

The McAllisters stopped by enroute from Sewart Air Force Base 
to their new assignment in the Philippines and the Cutlers also came 
for a few days.

We happily celebrated Carol’s fifth birthday and, to her delight, 
her present was a kitten which was named Polly.  I also made her a 
set of new dresses that summer for her venture into her kindergarten 
classes in September.

The summer we moved to Rantoul, Man wrote that he had 
finally decided he would give up his house and have it cleared of all 
possessions and would remain permanently at the retirement home.  
He asked me to go to Lookeba and take whatever I wanted from the 
house but I simply could not go down and do that.  We had barely 
moved and were house hunting every extra minute and Joe certainly 
could not leave his new job so the Lookeba house was cleared and 
sold.  Some of my things were still there and they were disposed 
of also but I really could not do anything about those things and 
actually did not need them anyway.  With the sale of that house a 
chapter of my life was closed.

Joe had signed Sharon and Janice up for driving lessons, which 
were offered by the local school system, and both of them finished 
the summer with brand new driver’s licenses.  That was a milestone 
in my life and I was delighted to be able to turn some of the driving 
over to someone else.

The saddest thing was having Silver hit by a car as he went 
uptown with Patrick.  We had never needed to put Silver on a leash 
and no one realized that the heavy traffic down through the main 

part of town was too dangerous for a country dog.  
His injury was so severe that the vet had to put him 
to sleep and we all mourned over the loss of that 
animal.

When we bought the house at 530 East 
Champaign, we were influenced by the fact that the 
Myna Thompson grade school was across the street 
from the house and the High School was also just 
across the street from us.  The Junior High School 
was about a block away and the location was such 
that the children could safely ride their bikes to their 
music lessons, the swimming pool, park and to the 
base for movies and shopping.

 The house was on two big lots and had three 
bedrooms and a bath upstairs which became the 
domain of the four older children and we had two 
bedrooms and a bath upstairs which became the 
domain of the four older children and we had two 
bedrooms and a bath downstairs for Carol and for 
Joe and me.  We made a rule that Carol and her 
friends did not go up the stairs unless she was invited 
so this allowed the older children some freedom 
from the little people who were in and out of the 
house.      Our dining room always seemed to be full 
of people for we made it a point to encourage our children to have 
friends at our house rather than ours going someplace else.  With a 
separate TV room, a full basement and a big glassed in front porch, 
there was space to spare and we happily settled into our new home.

One of the things I loved about this house was a huge pin oak 
tree at the side of the house that reached as high as the house and 
turned the most glorious colors every fall.  One could see that tree 
2 blocks away and it was a beautiful sight with all the golds and 
oranges and reds which appeared each autumn.

Mother & 5 year old Carol at 530 E Champaign St.
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The draperies and curtains at every window were old and dirty 
and we knew we could not afford to have draperies made so we 
stripped everything off the windows and I made draperies for the 
whole house, using about forty yards of unbleached muslin and that 
made the whole house look light and bright.  I think we all felt very 
much at home in this big old Midwestern house.  We certainly had 
enough room for all of us plus all of the things we had accumulated 
in our years in the Air Force.  I still remember that place as being full 
of people.  We always seemed to have people dropping in and we had 
some wonderful parties too.  We used to have a big party between 
Christmas and New Years to which we invited all of our friends and 
neighbors and we always included the children’s friends so the house 
would be full of all ages of people.  We expected our children to be 
dressed properly and to take an active part in meeting the guests and 
in helping to see that the party was a success.  I always hoped this 
experience would be a help to them in the future and as I see the ease 
with which they manage entertaining in their own homes, I rather 
imagine it was a good lesson for them.

An excerpt from a letter sent at Christmas in 1963 follows.

Joe finished twenty years of Air Force service and retired 
this past year.  He started work two days later as assistant 
commissary officer (Civil Service) at Chanute Air Force Base 
in Illinois.  Everyone stayed put in Tennessee to finish school 
then moved north.  We lived in rental property and looked at 
500 houses, more or less, and finally bought an older house 
consisting of five bedrooms and two baths plus acres of grass 
to mow.  It is practically on top of the grade school, Junior 
high and High school.  No more chauffeuring for me, thank 
goodness!

 We moved September 1st, started the four younger 
children in school and took off for Oklahoma to install 
Sharon in school.  This is her second year at the University 

of Oklahoma.  We came straight back to Illinois to pack and 
try to get ourselves settled.  We have loads of room and even a 
guest room (in the basement it is true), but still it is a guest 
room.  We want all of our friends who cross this U.S. in our 
area to stop for a visit.

Joe likes his job, Sharon loves O.U., Carol started 
kindergarten and is happy with that.  Janice is involved in 
College boards, bulletins from various places, and is afflicted 
with the malady common to Seniors who are trying to make 
college plans for next year.  Pat is an avid member of a Scout 
troop and spends lots of time with that activity.  Ann is rapidly 
becoming an attractive and entertaining young lady.  She will 
be in High School next year. 

We hated to leave the Air Force after twenty wonderful 
years but we are so close to base affairs there that life seems 
much the same.  We all like our location and like our house.  
We have a wood burning fireplace and wish you could share it 
with us for this Christmas.

The Cummings family

When we moved to Chanute Air Force Base we were accepted 
by all of the people Joe was working with in the same manner as 
we had been when he was still on active duty.  
The Milmans were our friends from the time we 
arrived and their family and ours were close friends 
and we were in and out of each other’s houses and 
shared all sorts of activities with them.  George and 
Janice were the same age and were in their last year 
of high school and Charles and Ann were in the 
eighth grade together.  When we had finished the 
first school year at Rantoul, the Milmans and we 
were kept busy attending the graduation exercises 
for Charles and Ann and then those of Janice and Gerry Milman on front porch with our family

Sharon at college with Grandmother 
Duff
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George during the same week.
Moving into a new school during her last year of high school 

was difficult for Janice and I think she was glad to see the school 
year end so she could make plans for going away to college.  During 
Janice’s last year of high school, we were trying to decide what school 
she would attend when Sharon sent a letter concerning a University 
Scholars program at the University of Oklahoma which she thought 
Janice might be interested in.  This was an honors program open to 
a limited number of students and offered several things that we felt 
would be advantageous for Janice.  Probably the most useful was the 
fact that Dean Couch was a special advisor to the group, and another 
benefit was that those accepted were not limited in number of hours 
they could take and as long as they maintained a 3.4 grade average 
they had special privileges as far as library usage, housing regulations 
etc. were concerned.  The prospective student was required to take 
a written test and then to be interviewed for the program but we 
thought it was worthwhile enough that we sent Janice down to 
Oklahoma by bus to participate in the testing.  She was barely back 
home when we had a letter that she was accepted for the University 
Scholars program and that settled our questions about college and 
we made plans for her to go to the University of Oklahoma in the 
fall.  Sharon had gone to O.U. as a resident student because we were 
still it the Air Force when she started but Janice was required to pay 
out of state fees were much higher.  We felt the program was valuable 
enough to warrant the out of state fees.

Sharon and Janice both worked that summer at a terrible place 
that was called the “Cap and Gown Factory.”  This was a place that 
constructed, rented and mailed out, and received back for processing, 
academic robes that were distributed all over the United States and 
some foreign countries where American schools were located.  The 
work was seasonal, the pay was fairly good, and the place depended 
on high school and college students who worked there summer after 
summer to make money for school expenses.   Carol Milman also 

worked at the same place and later on Patrick did the 
same.

Had our children not worked during the summers 
to help make their spending money, I really do not 
think we could have managed to send them all to 
college.  As it was, we drove two Volkswagens until 
they were totally worn out and we seemed to be always 
barely able to save enough to pay fees in September and 
then by January we would have accumulated enough 
to pay school fees again.  We felt that our responsibility 
was to pay for books and tuition, transportation, 
medical expenses, etc. and the children usually made 
their spending money by summer work.  We operated 
on a year to year basis and somehow after 18 years, we 
saw the end of the college days for our children.  With 
two in at the same time for a good deal of that time, it 
was quite an undertaking, but it never occurred to us to 
do anything else.  As I think of it now, I realize that we 
had no vacations at all, I made almost every garment 
the girls and I wore, and we just put our money where we thought it 
was needed and that was toward college expenses.

Patrick became actively involved in Scouts and every summer 
saw him off camping somewhere.  I decided that if he was old enough 
to go on these camp outs, he was also old enough to assemble his 
equipment and pack it up and he learned to be very efficient about 
this.  The rule was that he was also to unpack and put away his things 
when he returned home, separate clean clothes from dirty and put 
the laundry in the basement next to the washing machine.

Busy as I was, I certainly had no time to do these chores but 
in addition to this, I knew that bringing up a competent child was 
important.  Patrick certainly became very competent at an early age, 
and still retains this characteristic.

One nice thing about being at Chanute Air Force Base was the 

Janice graduating from High School

The VW rides
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fact that those who were considered permanent party people on base 
seemed to stay a long time although the students came and went 
regularly.  These long assignments gave us a chance to learn to know 
each other and to develop some lasting friendships which was not 
always possible in the past when we had moved so frequently.  We 
participated in and took an active part in all Air Base Group affairs 
and enjoyed our relationship with Colonel Oliver and Dottie, Neva 
and Julius Baker, Gisila and George White, the Ruefers, Perigoes, 
Werners and many more whom you will all recognize.  I also got 
acquainted with Carol Gibbs, whose husband was the principal of 
the high school, and through her I met quite a few of the local people 
in the town.

Here are some excerpts from the Christmas letter of 1965.

Joe is still in the commissary on base and likes his job very 
much, although the job gets bigger with the closing of Amarillo 
Air Force Base and the transfer of many of their people to this 
base.  Housing is tough and we are glad that we bought our 
big old house right against all the schools.

Sharon and Janice are both at the U. of Oklahoma 
and with graduation around the corner for Sharon, she 
expects to stay on and complete her Masters degree in Library 
Science.  She will do that if her energy and our money will 
hold out.  Janice is in pre-med but sort of wavering in her 
plans right now.  The stories of difficulty of admission and the 
discrimination against girls in med school scares her I think.  I 
hope she does not give up for she would be very good.

(Janice’s interview with the admissions officer at the Medical 
school was so discouraging that she did decided against continuing 
with this plan.)

Ann is in the tenth grade and still likes horses better than 

school.  Patrick is in 9th grade and already nearly six feet tall.  
He is involved in football and wrestling.

(Patrick really did not like football 
at all so between Joe and Pat, they 
managed to remove him from the 
team and he concentrated on tennis 
and wrestling.)

Little Carol is in the 2nd 
grade and she keeps us going but 
she is such a good child that we are 
certainly glad we have her.

We made a rush trip back East 
in October and spent one half day 
with Man.  He had broken his hip 
a few months back and was in a 
wheelchair but is now finally able 
to be up and to walk using only a 
cane for balance.  His mind is as 
alert as it ever was and he brought 
up things and discussed events that 
I had forgotten years ago.  He is 
truly amazing.  He is absolutely 
current on world affairs, sports, 
etc.  The place where he lives is 
close enough to Inez and Phil that 
they see him often and he spends many weekends with them.

The friend with whom I sent this letter was from Lookeba and 
knew Man well so that is the reason for including news of him each 
Christmas.

The months flew by and on May 19, 1966, we celebrated our 
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twenty fifth anniversary with a party at the Officers Club with all 
of our children and many of our friends present.  The table was 
decorated with a huge arrangement of twenty five gorgeous red roses.  
Sharon was home from O.U. and she made the following card for us 
which I thought was charming.

Our house continued to be full of the children’s friends and of 
ours.  We had a close association with two or three of the Priests at 
the base and Father Martin and Father Salvidor were often dropping 
in to watch TV, share meals or just to visit.  We also had a full share 
of house guests.  The Olivers came and stayed for three weeks at one 
time, Katherine Oliver came for a few weeks at another time and 
Iian arrived one summer and stayed for almost five weeks.  At the 
same time the Olivers were at our house for that long visit, Elloween 
and AB came with two of their sons so the house was bursting at the 
seams.

Grandmother came to visit from time to time and even 

Grandmother Cummings, who was terrified of 
flying, finally came with David to visit for a short 
time.  Our house seemed to expand to accommodate 
everyone and having the dining room full of people 
became a way of life with us.

Carol became a Brownie and she started piano 
lessons while we lived in Rantoul.  She also found 
two good friends who lived in the same block with 
us.  They were identical twin boys of her age and 
since we could not tell Charles and Michael apart 
we conveniently called them both Charlie Mike.  
She also made her first communion at our beautiful 
base chapel along with a large group of children who 
were all dressed alike in white robes for the girls 
and red for the boys.  The base chaplain ordered the 
robes so there would be no difference in the type 
of clothing worn by the Officers’ children and those 
of the Enlisted men on base.  I thought this was an 
excellent idea.

Ann was very interested in Girl Scouts and went 
happily away to camp each summer.  Carol also went 
to camp for the first time and enjoyed her first time away from home 
as well as the camp activities.  This is one of the cards I sent to her 
at camp.

Dear Carol--the people next door have moved in and 
all are settled. Our tomatoes are growing and so is the vine 
out under your window. Janice and Ann are sleeping on the 
porch this week because it is so hot.  I hope it is cool up there 
and that the pool is really fun for you. I bet you can out swim 
everyone there.

Polly is sleeping in by the air conditioner ands he must 
have a live bird for breakfast for she is not hungry this Grandmother Duff visiting
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morning.  Daddy says she is wicked and he is going to lock her 
up. The bird says tell you hello.

Love, Mother
We acquired a new cat that was named Romeo because he always 

wandered, got into terrible cat fights, and was frequently being 
patched up by our local vet who finally refused to attend to him any 
more unless we had him altered.  We decided that the cat was too 
old for that and eventually Romeo developed the habit of reaching 
out as I raced about the kitchen and leaving deep scratches on my 
legs.  When he also started spraying here and there about the house, 
I reached my limit and now it can be told.  I asked Lt. David Jones 
to transport Romeo to the Human Society where he turned him in 
along with my donation to send that animal to the happy hunting 
ground. Polly, meanwhile, was expecting kittens and one evening 
when Joe and I were at a big Club function we got an emergency 
call which happened to be from Ann, who was staying home with 
Carol.  Polly was having kittens on Carol’s bed with Ann and Carol 
in attendance.  We got two or three other calls reporting on the 
progress of the delivery and the number of kittens etc.  Everyone 
in the room at the party that evening was in hysterics as we kept 
receiving detailed accounts of what was going on at home.  I cannot 
remember what we did with those kittens.  Probably some of you 
may remember the outcome of that event but I certainly do not.

In 1966 we sent the following letter to my friend from Lookeba.

No world shaking changes to report this year from our 
part of the country!  Joe is still working on base and we 
maintain a close association with base affairs, which is nice, 
since we enjoyed our years in the Air Force so much.  We have 
even got used to the cold Illinois winters so can’t complain 
about that either.

The blizzards roared across those prairies in that part of Illinois 

and they seemed very fierce to all of us.  However we found 
the winter storms exciting and the drifting snow quite 
beautiful.  We were allowed a certain number of “snow” 
days which were figured into the school calendar and when 
we had a day off from school because of the storms, we used 
to all stay in and have great times with a pot of soup on 
the stove, fresh bread baking and time to read and be lazy.  
These days were always like a special present to all of us.

Sharon is completing her Masters degree in Library 
Science this year and then will go job hunting.  We have been 
stumbling over boys since she was born, it seems, but she says 
she has too many interesting things to do before settling down 
to home and family.  Janice is still in the accelerated program 
at O.U. and hoped to graduate in the spring but missed 
almost three weeks of school this past October with some sort of 
terrible virus and I rather imagine she will remain in school 
for another year.  We hope so for she is too young to be out of 
college at age 19.

(Janice became terribly ill and the people at the Student Health 
Center had no idea what was wrong.  Sharon called us and we were 
so concerned about Janice and her high temperature that we called 
friends of ours who had been stationed in England with us and who 
were at that time stationed at Tinker Air Force Base which was near 
the University.  The Gorski’s arranged for Janice to be admitted to 
the Tinker Air Force Base hospital and Sharon took her up there.  I 
went down to Oklahoma City and despite all sorts of test, no one was 
ever able to come up with a definitive answer to her illness.  She was 
so weak and tired that when I took her back to the University and 
stayed on a few days I wondered how she could ever stay in school.  
She did drop some courses as I remember but was able to finish the 
school year and then remained on in summer school to make up for 

Blizzard of 1967
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the time she had missed.  It was a terribly anxious time for us.)

Ann worked all summer at her first real job and saved 
her month to buy a horse, saddle, etc. and also enough money 
to board the horse for a year.  She rides that animal like a 
Comanche and loves him.  Joe says better horses than boys, and 
I agree.

Patrick is in 10th grade and involved in wrestling, 
Chorus and Scouts.  I can’t imagine how he keeps up with it 
all but he does and turns out good grades too.  Carol is now 
eight years old and a joy to all of us.  We wish we had two just 
like her.

Patrick wrestled at 154 pounds and won many more matches 
than he lost.  I went once or twice to see him and simply could not 
stand to watch those matches.  I felt exactly like pulling him off the 
floor and taking him home where he was safe.  Joe always attended 
the matches but I found I could not do so.

We heard from Man recently and he was eighty years old 
in November and still just as alert as he ever was.

George Milman had graduated from high school at the same 
time as Janice and his father was determined that he attend the 
University of Illinois although George would have been better suited 
to a smaller school.  Several things happened about that time.  The 
Milmans got orders for Germany and moved when George was just 
finishing his year at the U. of I.  They left him in our care and he 
made our home his and spent a lot of time with us on weekends, 
holidays, etc. 

We were also at the height of the Viet Nam war about then and 
college students were exempt from being drafted until they finished 
their degrees.  I knew that George was having a lot of difficulty at 

school and one day he came home and told me he was dropping out 
and join the Army.  He was always pretty secretive about what was 
going on but I finally got the whole story out of him and found that 
he was actually going to be dropped from the University because of 
poor grades.  I had a conference with George’s academic advisor and 
found that his grades were poor enough that not only was he not 
allowed back at the University for the following term but he would 
not be accepted in any other Illinois college or university until he 
had been out of school for a year.  This meant that he would be 
drafted long before that time.

I finally got George to agree to stay on in school if we could 
find a place that would accept him and as a last resort I called the 
Registrar at Southwestern at Weatherford whom I knew.  On my 
recommendation they agreed to accept George for the second 
semester.  We were all together at Christmas and the plan was that 
George would go to Oklahoma in early January in time to complete 
enrollment and be ready to start the second semester on time. 

Disaster struck in the form of a blizzard so bad that not a plane, 
bus or car was moving on our roads and with so little time to get 
George off to Oklahoma, we finally found that a train was still 
running from Illinois south to Memphis and he could connect with 
one going west to Weatherford and get there in time to complete his 
enrollment.  We bundled George and his possessions up, packed a 
big lunch for him, and sent him off for a two or three day train ride.  
He did get to Weatherford, enrolled and got settled in a dorm and 
eventually graduated, for which we were all thankful.  The letter for 
the year 1967 follows.

All kinds of things have been happening at our house 
this past year.  Sharon and Janice both graduated from the 
University of Oklahoma this past June    Sharon with a 
M.A. in Library Science while Janice completed her B.A. in 
Anthropology. George Milman teased by Carol

Pat on mat (team went undefeated in 
district competition senior year)
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We went down to Oklahoma for the graduation and it was 
certainly a happy occasion for all of us.  I have seldom been as proud 
as I was when I saw the two of our children dressed in academic 
robes, joining the rest of the class to receive their diplomas in the 
huge outdoor stadium on a beautiful evening at Norman, Oklahoma.  
Grandmother Duff and Elloween and AB and their family were also 
present to share the happy event.

Both girls left within a few weeks to go to Europe where 
they camped out and toured for two months with two English 
girls.  They were probably often dirty, cold, and disorganized 
but they met students from all over the world and learned all 
sorts of things not found in books.  I was relieved to see those 
two come off the plane when we met them in Chicago for we 
were often out of communication with them for long periods of 
time.

The Olivers had a small van type camper and they agreed to lend 
it to their daughter, Katherine, her best friend, Donna, and our two 
daughters so they could go out touring throughout Europe.  Janice 
and Sharon flew to England and started out from there.  Joe was so 
nervous at this venture that he could hardly stand to wave goodbye 
to them as they went on the plane loaded down with guitar, frisbees, 
popcorn, and their small supply of clothing.

Sharon left a week after returning home to go to Seattle 
where she took a job in the University of Washington library.  
She will be home for Christmas and we are all so anxious to 
see her.

Janice returned to O.U. where she received a scholarship 
to work on her Masters Degree in Social Service.  She just 
informed us that she is applying for a summer job in Alaska so 
we will be doing some worrying about her I imagine.

Ann finished high school this year and we are involved in 
college plans for her.  We would like to have her attend O.U. 
also but out of state fees are going up yearly so we are not sure 
about that.

Patrick is constantly busy, with school and related 
activities.  He recently had the lead in the class play a few 
weeks ago and we were all very proud of him.

Little Carol is in fourth grade and has asked for a girl 
kitten and books for Christmas.  We all adore that little girl. 

We like Illinois.  Joe’s job is satisfactory, and I have started 
substituting in the local school system so I keep current on 
what is going on in that area.  I find it interesting.

I got my certification to substitute in the school for grades K 
through eighth.  Not only did I feel that I had the time but I was 
looking ahead to having Ann and Patrick going off to college a year 
apart and Janice was still not finished so I knew we would be needing 
a sizable income to manage those school fees.  I found substituting 
hard at first but finally concluded that teaching takes about the same 
organizational skills that running a big family does and I was able to 
handle the classes with no trouble.

I had hoped to get up to Delaware to see Man this past 
summer but Joe took Patrick and his Boy Scout troop to the 
East coast for a two week camping trip so I stayed home and 
kept things going here.

This was quite a project.  There were about 15 boys in Pat’s troop 
and they rented a huge motorhome and took off for New York and 
eventually went on out to Shelter Island.  Patrick went with the 
Scouts every summer on some sort of extensive trip for several years.  
He went to Valley Forge one year, to Philmont which was the Scout 
ranch in New Mexico, twice I think, and he went on a canoe trip 

Breakfast with Daddy and Carol

1965 Boy Scout Trip to Philmont
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up to Canada at one time.  He also belonged to the Order of the 
Arrow and spent one summer going each weekend to a camp near us 
participating in that organization.  It seemed to me he was always off 
somewhere.  He also bagged groceries at our Commissary on base to 
defray the cost of his trips. 

Ann acquired her driver’s license thanks to some intervention by 
our good friend, Ralph Iorio.  Joe had been taking Ann out to try 
to teach her to drive but both usually came back grim faced and the 
venture was obviously not going well.  Ralph decided that he could 
assist Ann and so he took over her instruction.  Ann was so nervous 
about passing her test that we did not tell anyone that she was due to 
take it and when she successfully passed we went home and baked a 
special cake with a picture of a license on top to announce the event 
to her family.

A year later I was at the license bureau at eight o’clock in the 
morning of Patrick’s sixteenth birthday so he could take his test.  He 
passed it, barely, but the examiner knew us and suggested to me that 
he would pass Patrick if I would make sure he was carefully supervised 
for a few months more until he gained a little more experience, so 
we crossed another milestone and finally had two more drivers in 
our family.  We did have some rules that everyone understood.  We 
kept our cars in good repair and provided the children with a credit 
card so they could always be sure of being able to take care of gas 
and repair if needed.  Joe had first priority for use of a car and I had 
second.  They had to clear it with us if they needed the car and within 
reason they were free to use them any time they needed to do so.  We 
covered each child in turn on our insurance from the day they got 
the license.  The rest of the story was that they were limited in the 
number they could transport in the car and if picked up for speeding 
or for having anyone in the car who was drinking, they turned in 
their car keys at once.  We had a very few minor accidents, due to 
poor judgment, but we really got through those years of dealing with 
our teenage drivers with relatively few worries or problems.

We continued to keep in touch with Man and I have a letter 
from him written in June, 1968.  I include two excerpts.

Dear Folks:

 Your very interesting letter tells of your various activities 
and it appears to me you are progressing well.  I admire you 
all.  I can remember such activities and ambitions but realize 
that for me it is the time to reflect and to watch the world go 
by.  Fortunately, I am well situated and I can still read and 
enjoy television.

Phil and Inez take me in the car often but we do not go 
into the city (Washington) for nobody does if it is avoidable.  
What a situation in our Nation’s Capitol (referring to the 
Viet Nam protests).  Since starting this letter comes the news 
of the Kennedy shooting.  What a mess in our nation and in 
our world.  Seems like the words “Rights” and “Demand” have 
been overused or maybe the majority may begin to use them.

               Man

In 1968 there was another letter to the Lookeba friends:

Thank you for the letter of recommendation which you 
wrote for me.  I hadn’t really wanted to teach full time but 
was offered a job in the Special Education department which 
was a third grade room of children with learning disabilities 
or more accurately, they are designated Emotionally Disturbed.  
There are days when I think I will be disturbed myself before 
I finish the day and other times I feel I get along quite well.  
This is a very progressive school system and the facilities are 
wonderful.

I had been substituting for over two years and had handled quite 

Daddy’s “ratty Tom” impersonation



Chapter: 13  Land of Lincoln (12)

a few special education classes.  I also became acquainted with Mrs. 
Wheeler, who headed the Special Education Department and she 
called me one day to ask me to meet with the curriculum director to 
discuss a new program that was to be set up in one of the elementary 
schools.  The plan was to put one teacher with 30 children who 
were school discipline problems or who had other problems of such 
a nature that they simply could not achieve success in school.  Some 
were of low IQ but many were not and one or two had physical 
limitations.  The children were to be selected from the third grade 
and the same teacher was to stay with them for two years, at which 
time it was hoped that such a stable environment would allow them 
to go into a regular classroom. 

The whole concept sounded interesting and when I asked what 
I had to do in order to apply, I was told that they were offering me 
the job on the spot.  I was really in a quandary and I remember I 
called Grandmother to discuss it with her and after a few minutes, 
I realized she was simply not interested in what I was trying to tell 
her about my apprehensions and the difficulty I was having in trying 
to decide what I should do.  I hoped she would talk over the whole 
situation with me and perhaps give me some insight into making a 
wise decision.  It was absolutely apparent to me, as I tried to talk to 
her that she was not the slightest bit interested in what I was trying 
to discuss and that she really did not care what I did about it.  

I have always hoped I could do better with you children and my 
intention has always been to be there for you, if only to listen to your 
concerns.  I hope I have been able to accomplish that one thing.  I did 
decide to take the job and September found me very busy.  I needed 
but one 3 credit course to qualify for a standard teaching certificate 
for Special Education in Illinois so I signed up for a correspondence 
course from the University of Illinois and I completed it within three 
months by working long hours each weekend.  I made an A on the 
course too, incidentally.

We have all sorts of things going on at our house.  We 
bought and moved into a new house that is newer, smaller and 
easier to keep.

We had loved our big old house but the traffic was becoming 
very heavy past our place and with Sharon in Seattle, Janice at O.U. 
and Ann starting college, we decided it was time to find a different 
location.  We hoped to give Carol a neighborhood that was safer and 
we needed a house that was not so expensive to heat and maintain.  
We moved with some reluctance but the new split level house proved 
to be very comfortable and was easy to maintain.  Ann came home 
and painted the front door with flowers and birds on it and as a 
finishing touch she added a cat sitting in the grass at the bottom of 
the door.  I loved that happy front door.

We made the move to the new house at 1404 Kenneth Drive the 
week school started and that was difficult.  Had Patrick not helped 
a lot I really do not know how we could have managed for I had a 
few very hard weeks at school when I was learning the procedures of 
my new job. 

We had one awful episode while we were moving.  Patrick 
carried the canary over and set the cage on the piano bench until we 
could decide where to place it and we came downstairs the following 
morning to find only claws and a few bright yellow feathers.  The cat 
had somehow knocked the cage over and had obviously had a great 
feast.

We got Ann off for her first year of college at Illinois State 
University at Bloomington, Illinois, where she seems to be 
doing fine.

Ann’s school grades had been like the little girl with the little 
curl    either very, very good or very, very bad, and I was frequently in 
despair because I knew she could so well if she only wanted to do so.  

Probably this was no 
different than it had been 
for years but I remember 
distinctly having to face 
this reality knowing full 

well that I could not 
expect any help from her 

in the future.  That stands 
out in my mind because it 
was, emotionally, a hard 
turning point in my life.
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At the end of her Junior year in high school we had a conversation 
that I think probably turned the situation around in some ways.  We 
had bought Educational Insurance policies for the children when 
they were born, with the idea that we would have at least a start on 
the college fees and Ann proposed to me that she not go to college 
but that we give her the money from the policy so she could do 
something else attend a Horsemaster’s school in California, if I 
remember correctly.  she also told me that she did not think she was 
going to pass her math class and would either have to go to summer 
school or have a tutor to get her through the course.  We had done 
both of those things in the past at one time or another. 

I knew I took a calculated risk, when I told her that we would 
pay for no more tutoring or summer school and that not one penny 
of the money from the policy would be used for anything but college 
fees.  If she did not use the funds for that purpose, there were two 
other children in line for the policy.  Then I also told her that if she 
chose to go to college, which I hoped she would, because I thought 
it was wrong to reject a thing without even trying it, we would spend 
the summer getting her ready and we would pay her fees, room and 
board, etc., as we had with Sharon and Janice.  However, if she either 
did not make the grades to get into college or did not agree to go, 
she was to get a job upon graduation from high school and I would 
expect her to pay for apartment rent, food, clothing, etc.  She would 
not live at home, use our cars, have her laundry done, etc., for she 
would be making a decision that she was an adult and she would 
be expected to behave like one.  Ann looked at me and I looked at 
her and I had no idea who would win that round but I felt I had 
no choice for we certainly were not accomplishing much as things 
stood.

Ann did make very good grades in her last year of high school, 
she made an outstanding score on her SAT test and she did start 
college in September.  The one sentence in the Christmas letter told 
nothing of the story of getting her there.  I think there comes a time 

in one’s life as a parent when, no matter how much you love your 
child, you have no choice but to take a stand, no matter how hard it 
is.  This seemed to me to be one of those times.

We took her up to install her in a high rise dormitory on a lovely 
September day and I remember that the stack of possessions and 
clothes we helped her to carry into the dorm was topped by her 
beautiful black riding boots and her hard hat which we had located 
at a shop in Chicago and had bought for her as a Christmas present.  
Ann’s first year saw her coming down with Mono and on either her 
first or second year she broke her foot and was on crutches for a long 
time.  She never seemed to do anything the easy way.

We also got Janice off for O.U. for her final year on her 
Masters of Social Work degree.

Therein lies another story.  Janice had met Jon Lewis while 
they were both Freshmen at the U. of Oklahoma and both were 
in the University Scholars program.  Jon had finished his degree in 
Engineering and as the Viet Nam war was in full swing, he was due 
to be drafted at any time.  Janice went to Kotzebue, Alaska to work 
during the summer but when she found that Jon was leaving for 
the Air Force she returned home via Seattle and Denver to see him 
before he left.  She came home and announced that she was not 
returning to school because she and Jon were going to be married as 
soon as he finished his basic training and had his first assignment. 

I could not stand to think of her leaving school with so few 
hours to complete before getting her degree so I remember telling 
her that if she would go back to O.U. and start the final year, she 
could quit at any time she liked and I would never say another word, 
but she had to return to school in September.  The thing happened 
that I had hoped for and as soon as Janice got involved with the final 
year’s work, she stayed on and completed it.

I think there comes a time 
in one’s life as a parent 
when, no matter how 

much you love your child, 
you have no choice but to 
take a stand, no matter 

how hard it is. 
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I went out to Seattle during the summer and took Carol 
where she celebrated her tenth birthday with Sharon, who is 
still at the U. of Washington library.

That was a wonderful trip and I absolutely fell in love with 
Seattle and upon returning home told Joe that I had certainly found 
the spot where I hoped someday to be able to live as a permanent 
retirement place.

We are planning a wedding for Janice on December 24th 
at Norman and this is taking some doing since everything 
has to be done long distance.  The other three girls are to be 
bridesmaids and I don’t need to tell you who is making the 
dresses.

That wedding was almost our undoing.  I was frightfully busy 
in school and Joe was equally busy with his job.  Carol went along 
to school with me so taking care of her was easy but finding time to 
make three dresses for Ann, who was at college, Sharon who was in 
Seattle and Carol was hard.  We also had to arrange the reception 
long distance and we collected the decorations for doing the tables 
to take with us.

I finished school and turned in my lesson plans on Friday 
afternoon at 4 PM and we left Rantoul with Patrick and Carol.  
We had the back of the car full of clothes, Christmas packages and 
all the things we had to take down for the wedding.  We drove to 
Illinois State University and picked Ann up at her dorm and went on 
several hundred miles where we stopped for the night.  The following 
morning as we were checking the car I realized that we had left all 
of Ann’s dresses, which she was to wear for the rehearsal dinner and 
other parties, hanging in the closet at home.  

We got into Oklahoma City 30 minutes before the stores closed 
and gave Patrick the car keys, Ann a credit card and sent them out 

to buy some replacement dresses.  They accomplished that chore 
and on December 24th we were all present at the wedding at the 
University Chapel at Norman.  Jon and Janice got off and we 
returned to Oklahoma City along with George Milman who was still 
in Oklahoma and we stayed over there for Christmas Day.  We were 
all exhausted so decided to head for 
home the day after Christmas and 
even though we ran into a terrible 
ice storm and a near blizzard, we 
did not stop until we arrived at our 
doorstep at 3 AM, having driven the 
whole way almost nonstop.  That 
was not our best Christmas of all 
times. 

We decided that we intended to 
have a gala time for New Years since 
Christmas hadn’t been all that much 
fun so we all arranged to go to the 
Club for New Years Eve.  When we 
got home about 1:30 that night, we 
decided the right thing to do was 
to call Janice and wish her a Happy 
New Year.  Janice and Jon were in 
Denver and we were paying no 
attention to the time difference so 
we called Jon’s home and woke his 
parents who thought we were all 
crazy.  We asked to speak to Janice 
and when she came to the telephone 
I am sure she wished we would all 
fade away and not embarrass her 
again as we had with our silliness.       I have a clipping from our local 
paper that describes activities at our house that year.
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Thursday, January 2, 1969
Podagrosi’s Pondering by Kathy Podagrosi

The household of Joseph B. Cummings, Kenneth Drive, 
has been buzzing with activity over the holidays. Two 
daughters, Ann and Sharon, are home visiting between 
semesters.  Ann is a freshman at Illinois State University and 
Sharon is an English Reference Librarian at University of 
Washington in Seattle.

The Cummings family traveled out to Oklahoma for the 
wedding on Christmas Eve of another daughter, Janice, to 
James Lewis (USAF).  Janice is working on a master’s degree 
at the University of Oklahoma. Carol, Sharon and Ann were 
all bridesmaids for their sister.  The bridegroom will report for 
duty with the Air Force in Japan within 30 days. Janice will 
remain in Oklahoma to complete work on her master’s.

I talked with Ann; she’s a dear girl that loves horses. I 
remember three summers ago, that she worked all summer as 
a waitress and saved every penny of her salary and tips and 
bought a horse that she named “Independence” or “Indy”.  I 
asked her about Indy, and she reports that she owns him and 
saw him today (Sunday). He is staying with a friend of Ann’s 
near Paxton this summer.

Ann’s life with horses hasn’t been without painful 
incidents-last summer she was kicked in the heel by one and 
was on crutches for a good while. Then just after she discarded 
the crutches, another one that she was attempting to “tame” 
struck her on the head with his hoof and cause her to have a 
painful “six-stitch” injury to the brow.  She quickly points out, 
though, that neither incident involved Indy.

Knowing Ann and her love for horses makes one realize 
that a “Priscilla” of the comics very well be a real true-to-life 
person.

I would like to digress just a bit before I continue the 
account of our families’ activities.  I, by no means, intend 
to cause any of you to suffer embarrassment or to feel that 
I am being overly critical of any one of you but it would be 
completely unrealistic to omit everything that did not reflect 
favorably on the seven of us.  I find that I tend to reflect on 
the things that were happy or satisfactory and I suppose that 
happens to all of us to a certain extent as time passes.  We 
certainly were no different from any other family and had our 
full share of problems to solve and we also spent our full share 
of time in trying to solve these same problems.

Another thing I need to clarify is that in my writing 
I have, more times than not, discussed what I did about 
certain events or how I handled certain daily occurrences that 
demanded attention.  I do not want to leave the impression 
that Joe was not actively involved in all aspects of attending 
to our family or making decision in regard to our children. 

Since I was nearly always at home and Joe was either away 
from home or busy with his job, it fell my lot to act as disciplinarian 
much of the time.  I would have preferred not to have had this role 
thrust upon me but that seemed to be the way it worked very often.  
However, the two of us spent many hours of many nights talking 
over situations that involved our family or decisions that had to be 
made regarding a particular child.

Our problem solving method was the same one we had used 
since we were first married and that was to discuss the pros and cons 
of a situation at length and eventually to come up with a plan that 
we felt would accomplish our goal.  We always tried to arrive at a 
point where we could agree and support each other although we may 
have started out seeing things in a totally opposite manner.  We then 
followed through with whatever decision we had arrived at and tried 
to present a unified front to our family.

Joe was certainly the more lenient member of the team and Mother’s “school” picture
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tended to be more indulgent as far as providing whatever each 
particular child wanted, if we could afford it, but our basic viewpoint 
remained fairly consistent in what we expected concerning behavior, 
school grades, responsibilities, etc.  I always knew that Joe stood 
solidly behind me in any decision we made about our family, or in 
the event he could not agree, he certainly supported me and I tried 
to do the same for him.

Having said these things, I will continue with the letter that was 
sent to my friend on Christmas of 1969.

We were back in New York this past summer when we 
attended a family wedding (Maureen and Rem) and we 
stopped in to see Man.  He is really fine and looks wonderful 
although he has to use a cane most of the time.  A more alert 
and happier person I have seldom seen.  I really love him.

Sharon is still at the U. of Washington as a librarian, 
Janice is in Japan with her husband, and Ann and Patrick are 
both in college in Illinois but at separate schools.  All are doing 
well and are a real joy to us.  Carol attends the same school as 
I do so she goes and comes with me.  She is a darling    long on 
music and art and short on writing and arithmetic but that 
does not bother me at all. 

I am still teaching the Special Education class and some 
days I wonder why I ever thought I could do this but other 
days I find the work fascinating and everything seems to go 
well.  The problems these children have are unbelievable but 
some do progress in many areas.

Joe is still working on base and doing extremely well in his 
job.

Janice did complete her MSW (Master of Social Work) degree 
in the spring and went almost at once to Japan to join Jon, who 
had been assigned there upon completion of his basic training.  

Financially, this was hard for them 
because Jon was not entitled to have 
a dependent of his travel to Japan at 
Air Force expense nor was he entitled 
to housing on base.  This meant that 
Janice had to pay her way to Japan 
and they had to rent housing on 
the Japanese economy which was 
substandard and expensive.  I am 
sure those years were very hard for 
Janice but to her credit she did not 
complain.  We were very lonesome 
for her and tried to keep in touch 
with frequent letters and pictures. 

Patrick had graduated from high school and for some reason 
decided to attend Eastern Illinois University at Charleston, Illinois 
instead of Illinois State University where Ann was going.  I think 
he preferred a smaller school and also some of his friends planned 
on attending Eastern and I am sure this had some bearing on his 
decision.  I thought it was probably just as well to have the children 
at separate schools so early in September, Joe loaded Patrick up in one 
car and started off in one direction and I loaded Ann up in another 
car and started in the opposite direction and both were installed in 
their respective dorms that afternoon.  Our house certainly did seem 
quiet with only Carol at home with us.

Patrick decided to pledge a fraternity and was probably their 
most enthusiastic member for the first year he was at Eastern.  He 
wore the shirt that matched the pants and the proper tie to match the 
shirt and embraced fraternity life with enthusiasm.

School was hard for Patrick for his reading skills had always 
been poor, and I remember going down to Eastern to visit him one 
gorgeous Saturday afternoon and finding him in the dorm trying to 
catch up on his weekly reading assignment.  I was disturbed to realize 

Ann and Indy
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how hard it was for him to keep up with his work.  However, his 
choice at that time was to stay in college or to be drafted at once and 
we knew that meant he would probably be sent straight to Viet Nam.  
His draft number was low enough to guarantee that fact. 

All students as well as their parents were going through a very 
traumatic time through these years with most of the parents adhering 
to the school of thought that we should support our country in her 
national policy while the students were beginning to protest our 
involvement in Viet Nam.  The sixties split many families apart and 
saw a period of time in our country that I think we cannot be proud 
of in any way.

By the end of the school year Patrick had become disenchanted 
with the fraternity and decided to de pledge and he also decided to 
move out of the dormitory into an apartment although the school 
required Freshmen to reside in University housing.  We really did not 
approve of the apartment living but finally agreed to let Pat make the 
decision.  I think one thing that worried us was the uncertainty of 
the cost of living off campus because we found that keeping Ann and 
Patrick both in school was taking about all we could afford.

When school was out in the spring Patrick went up to Shelter 
Island to take a job as lifeguard at one of the resort hotels and he lived 
with Grandmother Cummings.  While he was in New York he called 
us and told us he had decided to buy a motorcycle, presumably to 
ride back from New York to Illinois when the summer was over.  Joe 
and I were absolutely opposed to this scheme and told Patrick that 
we would not agree to this at all.  About then we had a letter from 
Grandmother Cummings that Patrick wanted to borrow enough 
from her to finish paying for the motorcycle.  We told her over 
the telephone and then followed this with a letter to the effect that 
we did not want Pat to have a motorcycle, that we did not intend 
defraying the cost of one, and that we were totally opposed to her 
lending him one cent to help him purchase that vehicle.  We might 
as well have talked to a stone wall.  She did loan him three or four 

hundred dollars and he did buy the motorcycle.  However, he did 
ship it home and gave up the idea of riding it back across country.

I must finish the story of the motorcycle.  Grandmother later 
called us and asked us to send her the money that Pat owed her 
and Joe told her he was having nothing to do with that transaction.  
Later on when she had broken her hip and was in the hospital, I 
persuaded Joe that we needed to clear this debt up and we deposited 
the amount that was owed in Patrick’s account and asked him to send 
her a letter and a check for the amount she was due.  He did this but 
being the poor accountant he was, he had not kept up with his check 
stubs and had spent some of the funds so the check was returned 
for insufficient funds.  When Grandmother died, Ed Cummings 
was the executor for Grandmother’s estate and his wife, Irene, found 
the returned check and wrote to us asking that we cover the check, 
which we did.  The motorcycle venture turned out to be pretty costly 
for us at a time when we could really not afford it. 

I was so angry with Patrick over the motorcycle escapade and 
over his inability to handle his bank account that I thought there had 
to be a better way to teach him how to be responsible about money.  
After the small bank at Thomasboro, where we had our accounts, 
called me for the second or third time that Patrick’s account was 
overdrawn, I went storming out to the bank, closed his local account 
and told him to open an account in Charleston.  I concluded that 
if he had an overdrawn account there, the bank would contact the 
University and at least I would not be humiliated by having my bank 
call me to ask me to come out and straighten out Pat’s bank account 
again.

We had opened a bank account for each child as they were ready 
to go off to college and we deposited money in their accounts to 
cover the expenses we were responsible for.  These were determined 
by a simple account which the children were required to keep and 
to send on to us.  This gave them the money to pay their own bills 
and we had some idea of what the money was covering.  The system 

Pat “frat-boy” look with Brenda Flesner 
in 1969 
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worked very well except for Patrick who took a very relaxed attitude 
toward the whole system and nearly drove me crazy in the process.  
Fortunately he did learn eventually, but some of his lessons were 
costly for us.  

I was so angry with Patrick over the motorcycle escapade and 
over his inability to handle his bank account that I thought there had 
to be a better way to teach him how to be responsible about money.  
After the small bank at Thomasboro, where we had our accounts, 
called me for the second or third time that Patrick’s account was 
overdrawn, I went storming out to the bank, closed his local account 
and told him to open an account in Charleston.  I concluded that 
if he had an overdrawn account there, the bank would contact the 
University and at least I would not be humiliated by having my bank 
call me to ask me to come out and straighten out Pat’s bank account 
again.

We had opened a bank account for each child as they were ready 
to go off to college and we deposited money in their accounts to 

cover the expenses we were responsible for.  These were determined 
by a simple account which the children were required to keep and 
to send on to us.  This gave them the money to pay their own bills 
and we had some idea of what the money was covering.  The system 
worked very well except for Patrick who took a very relaxed attitude 
toward the whole system and nearly drove me crazy in the process.  
Fortunately he did learn eventually, but some of his lessons were 
costly for us.

The infamous motorcycle (Yamaha 250 Enduro)

I was so angry with 
Patrick over the 

motorcycle escapade 
and over his inability to 
handle his bank account 
that I thought there had 

to be a better way to teach 
him how to be responsible 

about money.  
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As the year was drawing 
to a close, Joe was 

becoming more and more 
restless.  I think he was 

so accustomed to moving 
that he really was looking 

for a change.

California
• Riverside, March AFB

Washington
• Tacoma, McCord AFB

California
• Novato, Hamilton AFB

Alaska
• Fairbanks, Eileson, AFB

Washington
• Tacoma, Ft. Lewis

As the year was drawing to a close, Joe was becoming more and 
more restless.  I think he was so accustomed to moving that he 

really was looking for a change.  I would have gladly stayed on in 
Rantoul but Joe finally found there was a Civil Service job available 
for which he was qualified at both March Air Force Base near 
Riverside, California and at McChord Air Force Base near Tacoma, 
Washington.  He applied for both and was notified in March of 1970 
that he had been selected for the job at March Air Force Base.  We had 
bought a small vacation trailer with the idea of using it to do some 
camping the following summer so Joe hooked the trailer up to the 
car, drove down to Oklahoma and picked up Grandmother Duff and 
the two of them made the long drive to California.  Grandmother 
had nieces and nephews on my father’s side of the family that she 
had not seen for years and she was delighted to make the trip and to 
have a chance to see them.  She later flew back to Oklahoma City 
after her visit.

I listed the house for sale, completed the school term and 
reluctantly gave up my job, which I had come to love, picked up all 
of Carol’s records, and contacted the movers who would pack us up 

and move us to California.  That was a really demanding project for 
I was working hard in school and there were many details to cover in 
order to prepare to move. 

By the time Carol and I left for school at 7:30 each morning the 
house had to be in perfect order so it could be shown at any time the 
realtor had a client.  It was like preparing the house as if no one lived 
there when, in fact, we did live very busy lives there.  The house was 
sold about the time school was out and the movers had everything 
packed up and ready to go when Joe took a few days off and came 
back to Illinois by plane and drove us back to California.  Ann was 
attending summer school at Illinois State University and Patrick was 
still at Eastern Illinois University so Carol, Joe and I started West 
together. 

Our car was not air conditioned and facing that west sun each 
day was absolutely terrible.  We decided to go by way of Seattle and 
visit Sharon before going on to Riverside and I remember arriving at 
Vantage, on the Columbia River at about noon when it was so hot 
that we really did not think we would survive.  Then we drove on and 
crossed the mountains and it was like dying and going to Heaven.  

The “sibs”

Chapter 14

West Coast Home

Mother  and Daddy,  Oregon Coast June 1993
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Suddenly it was cool 
and pleasant and 
beautiful and I knew 
all over again that I was 
going to live in this part 
of Washington someday 
if at all possible.

We saw Sharon 
and went on south 

to Riverside where Joe had bought a perfectly beautiful house in a 
section called Canyon Crest.  The address was 5519 Inner Circle 
Drive.  Joe bought the house from a Major Fogg with whom we had 
been stationed at Alconbury.  The location was excellent and the 
whole area was lovely.  In years past, Riverside had been considered 
a very choice assignment in the Air Force but we were not aware of 
the fact that the smog from the Los Angeles area had moved out to 
encompass the whole Riverside area and it was soon apparent to us 
that Riverside’s reputation as a good assignment was certainly no 
longer true.  We had “smog alerts” almost every day and on these 
days we were warned to stay inside and keep the air conditioner 
going and to not participate in any strenuous exercise. 

Riverside was surrounded by beautiful mountains and I had been 
there almost six weeks and had never seen the mountains because of 
the constant smog until one day I was driving out to March Air Force 
Base when suddenly I was surrounded by mountains I had never seen 
before.  I was so disoriented that I stopped at a gas station and asked 
directions for March Air Force Base and was told I was, indeed, on 
the right road.  Incidentally, we sold our trailer as soon as we moved 
to Riverside because we felt we would probably not use it there.

We moved into the new house and I went down to the school 
employment office to apply for a job in the Special Education 
Department.  It took several weeks to get my California certification 
complete and finally I was called one morning and told I had been 

accepted for the job and I was to come in to sign the contract.  A 
bit later that same day, Joe called to say that he had a notice from 
McChord that they had processed his application and wanted him to 
come up to Washington and accept the job he had applied for while 
we were still in Illinois.

We had been in our new house not quite two months but we 
decided that day that we would take the job at McChord, new house 
or not.  We already knew that we did not want to remain in this area 
where terrible daily smog was a way of life.

 Sharon and Joe Beck were to be married and the wedding was 
planned for September 4th and we reasoned that we could not move 
until the wedding was over so we arranged for the movers to come 
two days after the wedding.  We sold the house to realtor who had 
handled the original sale and received the same price we had paid 
for it.

 Our house really got busy about that time.  The wedding was 
to be at March Air Force Base Chapel and we had planned a dinner 
afterwards at our house.  Ann wrote that she wanted to drive out 
to California with Bill Wolak, who had just graduated that spring, 
Patrick wrote that he wanted to bring Brenda Flessner out for the 
wedding, Grandmother Duff was certainly not going to let her oldest 
granddaughter be married without her so she was coming, Nancy 
Skinner and Kathy Kane, Sharon’s best friends from O.U. days were 
coming and Joe Beck’s mother and sister were also coming from 
Texas for the wedding.

To complicate things, Ann arrived home with another bout 
of throat trouble which was one of many such occurrences so we 
arranged for a consultation with a well known eye, ear, nose and 
throat specialist who decided that her tonsils had to come out at 
once.  We had her in the hospital within days and she was just barely 
able to be up when the wedding day arrived.

I really do not remember now where we put all of the people 
who filled our house but we managed to take care of everyone and 

I-90 route through Snoqualmie Passs

5519 Inner Circle Dr., Riverside CA

Riverside CA, March AFB 
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I also found time to make Sharon’s wedding dress.  The wedding 
was small, but lovely, and the house was well suited to the dinner 
reception we had afterward.

We had one interesting thing happen in regard to the wedding.  
Just as Sharon was waiting in the hall prior to coming down the 
aisle, a priest happened to walk by and he and Sharon recognized 
each other at once.  He was the Chaplain from the University of 
Oklahoma, a good friend of Sharon’s, and the one who had performed 
the wedding ceremony for Janice and Jon.  He asked us to wait long 
enough for him to put on his vestments so he could also perform the 
ceremony for Sharon and Joe.  That was a nice touch to the whole 
happily occasion.

Joe Beck and Sharon got off to Japan, to visit Janice and Jon, on 
their honeymoon, Joe Cummings shuttled people to one airport or 
another all the following day, I disposed of food and cleared the house 
on that same day and the movers arrived early the next morning to 
pack our possessions. 

I had insisted that Grandmother Duff stay over with us and 
as she had never been anywhere near us when we moved she just 
assumed that by some miracle everything just got transported from 
one house to another.  She never understood, until that time, how 
much effort it takes to actually pack up a house and transfer all 
of one’s possessions several states away where the new house must 
then be put in order.   Even with the movers doing the packing and 
loading, there is a lot to supervise and accomplish. 

We saw the movers off and went as far as Disneyland, where we 
spent one day.  Grandmother Duff was entranced with that place and 
especially enjoyed the “Pirates of the Caribbean” which sent her into 
gales of laughter.  We got up early the following morning and took 
Grandmother to the airport to return to Oklahoma City and we 
drove on north.  The smog was so bad that day that one could not see 
across the street and our cat, who was in the car with us, was heaving 
so that we thought she would die.  Carol was white in the face with 

nausea and I had a headache 
so severe I could hardly see.  
We all decided that we would 
drive however far we needed to 
go in order to get out of that 
smog and finally late in the 
afternoon, we found ourselves 
at a tiny little beachfront town 
with a motel right on the ocean 
and it was clear and cool and 
delightful.  There we stopped 
for the night, grateful to be 
out of that area of California 
which we had just left.

Excerpts from the 1970 letter are as follows.

Getting out of the Air Force did not stop our moving 
although we were in Illinois for a record seven years.  Joe 
took a job in Riverside, California, at March Air Force Base, 
bought a house, and we moved into it in late June after 
school was out.  We decided, before very long, that southern 
California was too hot, too crowded, and had too much smog 
for us to be happy there so when we had a chance to transfer to 
Washington, we sold the house and were off again.  We hope to 
stay here forever for we really do like this place.  It is beautiful 
and uncrowded and we love the house we have bought here.

I had written letters to three realty firms prior to our leaving 
California and detailed our needs as far as housing were concerned.  
I had found the names of the companies from advertisements in the 
Air Force Times and assumed these realtors would be accustomed to 
meeting the needs of Air Force or former Air Force members and this 
proved to be true.  Our house at 8016 70th Ave. Ct. S.W. was located 

Sharon and Joes wedding with  sur-
prise priest, sister and mom.
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right on the bank of Chambers Creek in the Robinhood section of 
Lakewood which was a suburb of Tacoma.  We loved that house 
from the first time we laid eyes on it so we had new carpets installed 
and new draperies made and happily moved into our new home.

Sharon was married this past summer and lives in Seattle 
so that is nice for us.  Janice will be home from Japan in 
February.  Patrick and Ann are still in school in Illinois but 
will both be with us for Christmas and we can hardly wait.  
Carol is the only one we have at home with us and we do 
enjoy her.

Patrick went from Charleston to Bloomington and he and Ann 
went on together to Chicago where they caught a space available,  
student flight to Seattle for Christmas.  I opened the door in the 
middle of the night to find both of them with arms around each 
other and both singing lustily “We Wish You a Merry Christmas.”  I 
was thrilled to have them there with us.

The first Christmas in Washington was also the year we acquired 
Carol’s puppy which we 
named Duffy.  He was a 
registered Sheltie from a 
long line of champions 
and although he was only a 
tiny little ball of fluff when 
we got him, he grew into a 
handsome dog that attracted 
attention wherever we went.  
A sergeant at McChord 
Air Force Base was being 
transferred and had to 
dispose of the remainder of a 
litter of puppies fast and Joe 

offered him a gun, which he had acquired a few 
years back and twenty five dollars for the puppy.  
He was to be Carol’s constant companion as she 
took him through obedience classes and through 
many dog shows, which he generally won.   Only 
after Carol went away to college did Duffy become 
Joe’s dog and we kept him until, regretfully, he 
became so old he had to be put to sleep because of 
his deteriorating condition.  It was a sad decision 
for all of us.

Ann is declaring she is going to be married in February 
and although we are fighting it until she gets her degree, I do 
not think we are going to win this round.

Bill Wolak had graduated from Illinois State University and 
to keep from being drafted into the Army, he applied for and was 
accepted for OCS (Officer’s Candidate School) so left for basic 
training and then on to OCS.  Ann wanted to be married and to 
join him as soon as he had his first permanent assignment.   Our 
telephone conversations usually consisted of Ann giving us all the 
good reasons why she should be married at this time and Joe and I 
usually saying No! No!  Not until you finish your degree!  This was 
only about a year away.  It soon became apparent that the wedding 
was going to take place whether we agreed or not but Ann did 
promise that she would finish her degree no matter what happened.  
I think she realized how important it was to both of us.

I taught again this last year and really did enjoy my work 
with the emotionally disturbed children.  It seems that they 
need so much and I was able to see quite a lot of successes with 
some of them.  We arrived here after school started and I was 
too busy to investigate positions for this year.  I may try again 

Chambers Creek house in Lakewood

McCord AFB, Tacoma WA
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next year.

I found that I needed one course in Washington State History to 
qualify for a teaching certificate in Washington.  We also discovered 
that Joe’s new job at the 25th Air Division at McChord Air Force 
Base was going to necessitate a lot of traveling and I decided someone 
needed to be at home to keep things going so I gave up my plans to 
job hunt in the Lakewood area.

The whole process of clearing credentials in California and 
going through the process of job applications and interviews was 
stressful and when I contemplated doing the whole thing over again 
in Washington, while I was assuming most of the responsibility for 
getting Carol set up for school, Scouts, music lessons and a new 
orthodontist made me decide to just not do it.  We had started Carol 
in Illinois with the same orthodontist that had put braces on Patrick’s 
teeth and had then transferred her to a new orthodontist in Riverside.  
Upon moving to the Tacoma area, we again transferred all records to 
another orthodontist.  With all of the moving, I think Carol probably 
was in braces about six years and I hate to contemplate the total cost.

In 1971 the following Christmas letter went to my friend from 
Lookeba:

We had a most unusual snowfall last night and it is so 
beautiful with all the giant fir trees that I have spent half of 
my time this morning moving from window to window.  This 
is a lovely part of the country anyway and we find that we 
really like it more all the time.  We hope it falls our lot to stay 
here permanently and the house we bought was selected with 
that in mind.  However we have moved so much that we feel 
it would be tempting fate to say these things in a very loud 
tone of voice.

Our family is scattered all over.  Ann was married in 
March (in Illinois to complicate things) and is now with her 

husband at Columbus Air Force Base in 
Mississippi.  Janice and her husband and 
little four month old Sarah are in the Air 
Force too at Richards Gebaur Air Force 
Base near Kansas City.  They are due to be 
out of the Air Force next August.  Sharon 
and her husband are in Seattle and 
Patrick is in his third year in college in 
Illinois.  Carol is now in the eighth grade.  
We are glad we have her.

We also have an eleven year old foster 
daughter who has been with us since 
Easter and she has enough problems to keep me busy.

Joe spent a week in Washington D.C. in October and 
talked to Man a long time.  He seems fine and is still as alert 
and interested in things as he ever was.

The previous paragraph certainly did not reveal half of the 
complications we had faced during the past few months but there 
were many.

Janice was due home because Jon was being reassigned to  
Richards Gebaur Air Force Base in Missouri and she was flying from 
Japan to Seattle so we collected a bottle of champagne and some 
glasses and all went up to meet her plane when it landed.  I was so 
glad to see her that I could hardly stand to wait until she walked off 
that plane and Joe, Sharon, and Carol certainly felt the same way.  
Janice had written us that she was pregnant and when we got home 
I had a collection of Janice’s baby clothes waiting for her.  I had 
saved some few choice things for each of the children as they outgrew 
them.  One of the things I had saved for Janice was a pink silky 
blanket that she had loved and it eventually became Sarah’s favorite 
blanket as she carried it around and slept with it until there were only 
a few shreds of it left.

Loading cargo plane in McCord AFB
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Jon joined Janice and they bought a new Volkswagen to drive 
to Missouri where they rented an apartment.  I finally sent to them 
about four huge cartons of wedding presents that I had stored since 
they left for Japan.  We had moved these things some three times, 
unpacking and repacking each time we moved, to check for damage 
and to make sure everything was still in good condition.  I also 
bought a crib and sent it along for the new baby when it arrived.

Ann finished the first semester at College and then came home 
to wait until Bill finished his training.  The wedding was scheduled 
for March 6th and they had decided it had to be in Illinois because 
all of their friends, as well as Bill’s family lived there.  We shopped 
for and found a white linen wedding gown and looked for fabric 
and again the three sisters were to be the bridesmaids.  Janice was 
pregnant, Carol was a lanky 13 year old and the bridesmaids dresses 
had to accommodate both these situations.  I finally made long 
navy linen skirts with old fashioned blouses in white and pink and 
we selected flowers with long ribbon streamers and the effect was 
absolutely charming.  I contacted my friend from Rantoul, Gisela 
White, and she consulted with the Officers’ Club manager to set up 
the luncheon and reception.  Everything had to be done by mail or 
by telephone but we finally worked out the plans and Joe, Carol and 
I left Seattle for Chicago carrying with us, on the plane, the wedding 
gown and the bridesmaids dresses.  All were completed but for the 
hems in Janice’s skirt which I finished after I arrived in Illinois.  Ann 
had gone on to Illinois a few days earlier and Sharon and Joe were 
flying to Kansas City and planned to drive to Rantoul with Janice 
and Jon.  Patrick came up from Charleston.  We rented a car and 
drove to Chanute Air Force Base where we had reserved rooms in 
the guest house and we were joined there by the Milmans who had 
driven up from Florida, where they were stationed, to assist us if need 
be and to attend the wedding. 

Patrick arrived and I took one look at him and was horrified for 
he had let his hair grow (I felt) far too long to be acceptable.  I finally 

told him that if he would cut his hair for that wedding, he could let 
it grow down to his seat if he chose to do so and I would never say 
another word.  He did cut his hair and he did eventually let his hair 
grow almost to his seat after that and I did not protest although I 
thought that it must be a terrible chore to take care of all that hair.    

The wedding at the lovely Chanute Air Force Base Chapel was 
beautiful and the reception was well done, thanks to our friends 
who ran the Officers Club.  We saw Ann and Bill off for Georgia 
where Bill was to be stationed.  
They were there only a short 
time, went to California for 
another short training period, 
and then moved to Columbus 
Air Force Base at Columbus, 
Mississippi, as a permanent 
assignment.  Ann had found 
two very badly mistreated Lab 
puppies and was so distraught 
over their appearance and 
their apparent neglect that 
she decided to rescue them.  
After the wedding, she and 
Bill packed up his little green Volkswagen, loaded the luggage on top 
and the two dogs in the back of the car and off they went.

We got ourselves back to Chicago and home.  Janice’s wedding 
had not been the easiest in the world and this one was pretty difficult 
too, but the best I can say is that we managed and everyone seemed 
happy over the outcome.

In the Christmas letter I referred to the fact that we had a foster 
daughter, Susan.  We had always felt that it was too bad that Carol 
had no one her own age in the family and when all of the children 
were finally away from home, but for Carol, we decided we had 
enough room, time and money to take care of another child.  I called 

Bill and Ann’s wedding, Chanute AFB Rantoul
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the Catholic Community Services and asked for a girl a bit younger 
than Carol who could be considered a permanent placement or who 
could be released for eventual adoption.  Susan was turned over to 
us by the social worker who was handling the five children in Susan’s 
family who had been abandoned by the father after the mother 
died.  She was a beautiful little girl and I felt with my experience 
in handling the emotionally disturbed children in my classroom, I 

could surely manage this 
one.  However, Susan had 
some problems that I was 
not informed of at the 
time of the placement.  
She was overshadowed by 
an older sister who was 
the favorite child in her 
family so from the very 
start, she saw Carol as 
filling that same position 
in our family and she 
hated being in the same 
role at our house.  She 
had been the victim of 
incest but I was not told 

that either.  She needed long term counseling to overcome the effects 
of that situation but since the full record concerning Susan was 
never given to me I had no way of knowing these things.  I really 
believe the agency was so anxious to place Susan that the facts of 
her difficulties were conveniently forgotten.  We kept Susan for a 
year and her behavior improved greatly, she reached grade level in 
her school work, and we finally reached a point where I thought she 
was going to settle in and feel a part of our family.  However, Susan 
decided that it would be more exciting to try something new and her 
social worker made what I thought was a terrible error.  Instead of 

telling Susan that she was well situated in a stable family and that she 
was to stay in our home permanently which was what we all wanted, 
the woman assured Susan that if she was not happy, they would 
move her to another home.  Of course Susan felt she was in total 
control of the situation and she was eager to move on.  We argued 
and tried to change the mind of the social worker but finally we just 
gave it up and let her and Susan make their plans to move to another 
location.  After that decision was made, Susan had second thoughts 
and cried and begged to stay with us but by then we were all so 
emotionally drained by the whole experience that we felt unable to 
go through the uncertainty of continuing this effort.  We reluctantly 
saw Susan packed up and taken to St. Ann’s home for children.  A 
year later, I was called and asked if we would consider taking Susan 
back into our home but I refused for I thought we would probably be 
subjected to the same erratic action by the social service agency and I 
was not willing to do this all over again.  I kept in touch with Susan 
for a long time.  She went from St. Ann’s home to another foster 
home where she created many problems and she finally entered into 
an early marriage, had two little girls, and the last I heard from her 
she had developed cancer for which she was undergoing treatment.  
Susan was a true victim of the ineptness of some parents to deal with 
the children they produce and also the deficiencies within the whole 
of the social welfare organizations that make an attempt to care for 
the damaged children who come to them.

Janice and Jon sent us the good news July 25th, 1971 that their 
daughter, Sarah Kathryn Lewis, was born.  We were absolutely 
thrilled at the news of our first grandchild.  When Sarah was about 
two months old, her parents brought her back to Washington and 
she was christened in the base chapel at McChord Air Force Base 
with Sharon and Joe as Godparents.  We all thought Sarah was a 
beautiful baby and we were especially pleased to have her wear the 
same baptismal gown that all of our five children had worn.

Ann was with Bill in Mississippi and had planned on starting 

I always felt that the 
connection in a close 

family contributes to the 
sense of unease when one 
member is in difficulty.

Susan, Carol and Duffy

Welcome Sarah Kathryn Lewis
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her final year of college at Mississippi State College for Women at 
Columbus.  I called her in early September to ask how her enrollment 
had gone and she said it was fine but she had one small problem and 
that was the fact that she was pregnant.  However she did continue 
in school and this was in spite of being so ill she could hardly survive.  
She called me on one occasion when Bill was on TDY (temporary 
duty) in Florida and at eleven o’clock at night (our time) she told me 
she was so sick she could not even stand up long enough to move 
from bed to bathroom.  I wondered what I was supposed to do about 
that from over half way across the country but I tried to console her 
as best I could and advised her to get a cab and get herself to the 
doctor the following morning since she sounded as if she needed 
attention.  Then I went back to bed and worried about her half the 
night.

Keith Micol Wolak was born May 25th, 1972 and for a time it 
was questionable as to whether the baby would arrive first or the final 

exams necessary 
to finish Ann’s 
degree would be 
completed first.  
The exams won out 
and Ann graduated 
with honors 
and we were so 
proud of her 
accomplishment.  
Ann had a 
tough time with 
Keith’s arrival 
and finally had 
a C section after 
many long hours 
of unproductive 

labor.
I truly believe in ESP after the occurrences of the evening the 

baby arrived.  I could not sleep at all, sensing that something was 
terribly wrong and finally Bill called that Ann was in surgery.  I called 
Sharon who was also tossing and turning and unable to sleep and 
she had a premonition that something was not going well.  When 
I called Joe, who was in California, it was perhaps 2:00 AM and he 
had the same experience that Sharon and I had.  I always felt that the 
connection in a close family contributes to the sense of unease when 
one member is in difficulty.

The letter sent to my friend in December 1972 held a surprise.

We moved again this past summer, much to my dismay.  
We had thought we would be settled permanently in 
Washington and we hoped so for we loved it there but Joe’s job 
was abolished at McChord and although he could have retired 
from Civil Service he decided to take another job at a different 
location.  So we moved and sold our house and bought another 
one here.  We are at Hamilton Air Force Base which is 28 
miles north of San Francisco and considered a choice spot.  I 
could agree if I hadn’t been bitter over leaving Washington.

Both of our older girls are in Seattle now and Janice has 
an 18 month old girl whom we adore so I really hated leaving 
that area.

Our Ann is in Mississippi and has a six month old son.  I 
visited them in November and the baby is beautiful.

Patrick is still in Illinois in college and Carol is now in 
9th grade.  Such a delight she is.

I visited my mother in November and found her strong 
and well.  She still lives alone and manages well.  When I 
visited her, the weather was miserable so we just stayed in the 
house and did not go anywhere else so I did not see anyone else 
we know.Welcome Keith Micol Wolak

I truly believe in ESP 
after the occurrences of 
the evening the baby 

arrived.
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Exactly what I mentioned in the letter happened just when we 
were feeling well settled.  Joe was working for the 25th Air Division 
which was a joint American Canadian defense effort designed to 
protect the upper part of the United States as well as Canada and 
Alaska.  A string of radar sites across the country was under the 
jurisdiction of the 25th Division and Joe was responsible for acting 
as advisor to those who were running the commissaries at the various 
radar sites in addition to making frequent inspections to ascertain 
that the commissaries were functioning properly and efficiently 
according to Air Force regulations.

 While Joe was working in this capacity, a general reorganization 
took place which changed some functions and deleted some positions 
and Joe’s job was one to be abolished.  We had a choice of retiring, 
of taking a lesser job on the base at a lower salary, or of transferring 
to another base where the job vacancy in his grade and field was 
available.  The job at Hamilton filled these last requirements and 
Joe decided to take it.  We left Carol with John and Randie Martin, 
our neighbors, and we both went down to California to house hunt 
in early spring.  Our plans were to keep our present house and to 
eventually live in it again but as it turned out, our area of Washington 
was in a real recession and we had trouble renting the house.  We 
finally had an offer from a person who wanted to buy the house and 
it seemed practical to sell it which is what we did. 

While we were in California, we contacted Loyce and Ernie 
Power who were living in Novata, the town closest to Hamilton, and 
they gave us some guidance on the best area of town, the best school, 
etc., and with their help as to location, we bought a lovely house in 
the Novato Hills which was close to the school that Carol would 
attend.  Joe moved and started working at Hamilton before school 
was out and again I handled the sorting and moving and stayed on 
in Lakewood until school was out at which time Carol and I went 
to California.  Our house at 40 Jackson Drive was on a hillside with 

20 foot high pillars supporting it in the back.  A 
deck wrapped around the whole back side of the 
house and one could look down at the town in 
the valley below and I always thought it looked 
like Brigadoon in the early morning.  It was truly 
beautiful. 

Marin County was probably the choice spot 
in that area and the climate was ideal.  We were 
able to go into San Francisco frequently and we did a lot of exploring 
and sightseeing in that lovely city.

Carol started junior high school and met twin daughters of our 
Canadian friends and Zoe Leslie soon became Carol’s best friend.  
Ann Harper lived a block from us and she was another friend with 
whom Carol spent many long hours. 

We moved into a neighborhood of above average homes and 
nearly everyone had high fences to enclose a private swimming pool.  
Since Novato was a bedroom community for San Francisco, the men 
left early in the morning to go into the City to their jobs and the 
women usually worked also, to support their affluent lifestyle.  I had 
been in our new house for two months and had not met a soul so I 
concluded I had better figure out some way to get acquainted.  I saw 
a notice of an AAUW (American Association of University Women) 
meeting and decided to attend it and I met some wonderful women 
through that organization.  My involvement with AAUW really 
paved the way for feeling a part of the community.

The Duceys moved next door to us after his retirement from the 
Army and we continued our friendship with the Powers who had 
also retired from the military.  We began to enjoy our time in that 
area although I really was not satisfied with the school system and felt 
that Carol was not getting the background she was going to need to 
get into a decent college.  I also did not like the sophisticated lifestyle 
that existed in Marin County and I had begun to be concerned about 
how I could get Carol through the next few years without having her 

40 Jackson Drive home in Navato

Hamilton AFB, Navato CA
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question the value system we had tried hard to instill in her.
Soon after we moved to California, Ann brought Keith home 

for a visit and we had a chance to know our first grandson.  Ann 
arrived looking exhausted and we were able to assist in the care of 
the baby and let her get some much needed rest before she returned 
to Mississippi.

Grandmother Cummings was in the Greenport Hospital, having 
suffered a broken hip and she did not recover as was expected.  She 
was eighty years old and her physical condition was poor although 
her mental powers remained very acute.  Joe decided in November 
that he should go back to see her and at the same time we made 
plans for me to go to Mississippi to visit Ann.  Janice had agreed to 

fly down to California 
with Sarah so she 
could stay with Carol 
who was in school.  
We had reservations 
on the same day so we 
could leave from the 
San Francisco Airport 
at approximately the 
same time but early 

on the day of our departure, we had a telephone call from David that 
Grandmother Cummings had died of pneumonia.  I have always 
had some regrets at not cancelling my flight to Mississippi and going 
to New York with Joe but we had only about two hours to make 
a decision and Joe felt that I should go on to see Ann as planned, 
which I did.

Ann and I had a fine visit and I found Keith thriving.  We 
explored Columbus which took little time since it was really a small 
town.  I returned to California at the same time that Joe returned 
from New York.

I should explain that the reason Janice was in Seattle and able 

to come down and stay with Carol was that Jon had finished his 
stint in the Air Force and they had elected to move to Seattle where 
Jon planned to attend the University of Washington.  The Air Force 
shipped all of their possessions out to Washington, they drove out 
with Sarah and were soon settled in an apartment there.

I have not said much about Patrick but he was still in school in 
Illinois and this is probably the time to give a review of his situation.  
He had gone from clean cut fraternity boy to joining the ranks of 
the sixties era with dedication and enthusiasm.  He gave most of his 
clothes away because his uniform became ragged jeans and t shirts or 
sweat shirts.  He grew his hair so long that he generally had to tie it 
back in a ponytail and he finally acquired a scruffy beard.  He lived 
in a house with other students of a like mind and I do not know 
whether they designated their house as a commune but I am sure it 
fit that description.  They acquired a grinder and bought their own 
grain, ground the flour and made their own 
bread and they cultivated a vegetable garden.  
They also acquired several dogs and cats and I 
believe they finally moved somewhere out in 
the country near Charleston.

At one time Patrick was in Washington 
D.C. participating in the Viet Nam protest 
marches and at another time he went down to 
Steven’s Farm in Tennessee to investigate that 
commune.  He returned home each summer 
with jeans that were in terrible disrepair and 
usually with no underwear or with such 
worn out garments that I felt compelled 
to buy him a whole new set until I found 
out that all clothing was being shared by all 
members of the house and probably all of 
Patrick’s new underwear were being acquired 
by his friends.  My telephone bill came in Stephen Gaskin, seen in 1972, at the Farm in Tennessee

March on DC in 1970 that Pat attended

Pat on Charleson farm
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with several calls charged to my account and the dates indicated that 
Patrick was not on campus when these charges were incurred so I 
surmised that the credit cards were also being shared and I promptly 
cancelled the credit card.

With all of this, although I really did not understand why 
Patrick was embracing this lifestyle, our relationship remained close 
and I knew he cared for me and had no intention of doing anything 
to deliberately hurt me.  It was as if he felt compelled to adopt the 
causes and postures of that era.  I could not understand how he could 
continue in this chosen lifestyle indefinitely and I saw no future for 
him unless he made some changes.  We kept in touch by letter and 
telephone and it was always apparent that Patrick loved his family 
but it was also apparent that his friends and their activities took first 
priority during that period of his life.  I found a letter which I wrote 
to Patrick about the same time all of the well-publicized campus 
uproar was taking place.  In order to explain some of the feelings and 
conflicts of that time I am going to include some excerpts from my 
long letter to him as written to him in 1970 as I recall.

Dear Patrick:

Your most welcome letter was received yesterday and I 
am glad to know what you are thinking.  The fact that you 
are thinking is to me the most important thing and although 
I suspect that our views are more like than unlike, there are 
certain points that need to be discussed so before I get involved 
with house and laundry this morning I decided to write to 
you.  This letter is not to be interpreted as criticism or fault 
finding of you personally.  Please understand that at the 
beginning.

I wonder if the time will ever come when I feel that 
our young people are capable of taking their place as our 
country’s leaders.  How marvelous if I could see this happen 

and I could sit back and “drop out” and absolve myself of my 
responsibilities for a change as many of your age group seem to 
be doing.  Instead I have another 8 to 10 years to bring Carol 
up to adulthood.

For all of your statements as to your beliefs, I do not see 
a lot of evidence that you (and I use the you to include your 
age group and not you personally) are doing anything really 
constructive.  Your comment on how much we are paying in 
taxes to support the VN war is a valid point and 
your statement that we could put a lot of shoes on 
a lot of Americans if our money was not going to 
support the military seems a logical conclusion.

To digress a moment--when I was in college, 
in a small conservative institution, I was a true 
isolationist and we used to argue many late hours 
in the dorm on the principle that we had no right 
to extend ourselves to other countries but needed 
to take care of ourselves.  It was certainly a selfish 
viewpoint but one that made sense to me.  We were 
a rich country so let us enjoy our riches and look 
after our own and ignore the rest of the world.  
Now, strangely enough, many years later I do not feel that 
way because I now know that we have a moral obligation to 
try and help others who may need our help even if it may be 
in VN.  Again many of our young people are shifting to the 
isolationist policy and I find that strange.

Back to the costs of the war which you commented on.  
This is nothing compared to what the evils of our society are 
costing and many of these costs are incurred directly by your 
generation, while my generation is paying the bill.  To name 
a few    drug abuse and rehabilitation centers, the food stamp 
program which is used by many college students well able to 
work, public health programs to fight VD which has increased 

Lt. Col. Robert L. Stirm greeted by his family at Travis 
Air Force Base in Fairfield, 1973
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like wildfire due to the free love concept, aid to dependent 
children, money to replace that which is destroyed in protest 
marches and campus disorders, funds for the National Guard 
to protect public property or to clean up after a demonstration 
and the list goes on and on.  I am disgusted at the tons of litter 
left on beaches and even in our nation’s Capital, distributed 
by young people screaming about ecology as they trash the area 
in which they are congregated.  My generation has furnished 
money for schools, dental treatment, cars, travel, and all sorts 
of programs aimed at giving you the best of everything.  We 
also replace that which is stolen from the “haves” by the “have 
nots.”  This, I have done personally and, to me, the list goes on 
and on until it is too much to enumerate.

So I say to you that you should do something.  Do not tell 
me about doing away with a system unless you have a better 
system to replace it.  You said that you feel that we do not get 
the true picture and that the war is kept going by big business.  
Where do you get your information?  You read one thing and 
believe it and I read another and believe it.  Who is right?

We have been able to build a rich and powerful country 
with more material and educational benefits than any country 
in the world and more freedom too, so until your generation 
can do better, don’t knock the system so much.  To say it is 
worse to do nothing than to do something depends on what it 
is.  Destructive acts and lawless behavior is never better is it?

The family unit of which you are a part is important.  It 
is this that gave you your compassion and kindness and self-
discipline and the knowledge that you were loved and cared 
for.  Doing this for five children was no small task for Daddy 
and for me and we still made time to help others along the 
way if only to assist a neighbor whose husband was away and 
whose child was ill.  Is this any less important than marching 
in a demonstration?  I think not. 

You say we should pull out of VN and I would like that 

too but what about our POWs?   Do you think we should 
sacrifice them or do you imagine they will just be handed back 
to us with no repercussions?  I think our delayed action in 
fighting the war is wrong for it has only served to prolong it 
but I still have some loyalty to our country.  Aren’t you loyal to 
me even when you do not agree with me and don’t you respect 
me even though you take issue with my statements?  Are the 
situations not similar?

The slogan “Make love, not war” sounds simple but where 
is the love in going to live in a commune and stealing food 
and supplies from a community or cheating the government 
(and me, a taxpayer) to acquire commodities or housing or 
anything else you can get your hands on that you believe you 
need.  Where is the love that causes contempt for anyone of the 
so called establishment who has acquired home and furniture, 
wall to wall carpet, color TV, plus two cars in the garage, 
through hard work, careful management and honesty.  I still 
remember your comments that these things are not important. 

Another thing that I have to say is that you have never 
been a great reader and in order to form a good judgment you 
have to educate yourself on what is really right and what is 
wrong. 

You have to evaluate that with which you disagree as well 
as that which you believe in and then use your own good sense 
to discriminate between what is true or not.

Now, Patrick, these are some things for you to consider.  
We do need to talk at length, I think. --I have faith in you 
and I also know that people like you should be our leaders in 
the future    not those who fall in line like sheep being led by 
some idiot whose aim it to tear down instead of buildup.

Thank you for your letter.
               Love,  Mother
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In including this letter I am trying to show the climate of our 
country at that time.  I was not the only parent who was bewildered 
and upset over the actions of our college age students and as I 
look back upon that era, I am sure that there probably was more 
conflict between the generations than at any other period in history.  
Patrick came home to California when school was out and he had 
just finished his junior year in college and he was trying to decide 
whether to sign up as a conscientious objector.  He discussed this 
with Joe and me and talked at length about his options.  As much 
as Joe loved the military and as loyal as he was to the Air Force, he 
did not find fault with Patrick but talked to him for several hours as 
they sat on the deck of our house in the late afternoon and evening.  
I remember Joe saying to Patrick that every person is faced in his life 
with some major decisions which only he can ultimately make and 
what the decisions are frequently will affect that person all the rest 
of his life.  I do not think that Joe even tried to influence Patrick too 
much on what he thought should be done.  His role was to listen and 
let Patrick talk out his options and probably that is a better role for 
a parent at any time.

I never quite understood why Ann, who was only 18 months 
older than Patrick, never got involved with the campus uprisings, 
nor did she even make an attempt to join in the popular causes of the 
times.  Probably she was too strong minded to be overly influenced 
by others and she always seemed to be busy with her own concerns.      

She never waited to be told what to do or to think but made up 
her mind and did exactly what she wanted to do.  Knowing how hard 
I tried to influence her in her growing up years and realizing how 
unsuccessful these efforts were many times, I should not be surprised 
that she never did join in with the groups of young people who were 
embracing all sorts of social changes. 

In addition to these things, Ann was married and was busy with 
school and with Keith.  She found that she needed to complete one 
quarter of student teaching after Keith was born and knowing that 

this was going to be a very busy time for her I offered to keep Keith 
if she or Bill could bring him out to me.  When the baby was 9 
months old, Bill flew from Mississippi to California, with Keith, and 
left him with us while Ann concentrated on the student teaching.  
With Carol and Joe to help, we got along fine with Keith and we saw 
him grow and change and even to learn to walk while he was with us 
those three months.  Bill was due to be released from the Air Force 
and he and Ann had decided, like Janice 
and Jon, to move to Seattle.  They also 
decided that whoever obtained a job 
first would take it and the other person 
would take care of Keith.  Ann sent 
for applications, filled them out and 
also set up interviews, flew to Seattle 
and did several  interviews in two or 
three days and flew on to California to 
collect Keith.  By the time she got back 
to Mississippi, she had confirmation of 
a job so she and Bill moved to Seattle 
where Ann started teaching and Bill 
enrolled at the University of Washington 
and attended to Keith.

Our family all got together in the 
summer of 1972, in Novato, for a 
vacation and we had perhaps a week 
together.  This was the first time since 
we had all been in Illinois that we were 
all together again and I remember it was 
a special time for all of us.  Patrick went 
back to Illinois, Sharon and Joe, as well as Janice, Jon and Sarah, 
returned to Seattle, Ann went back to Mississippi to prepare to move 
and Joe, Carol and I remained in California. 

We were feeling well settled and thought we would probably 

The sibs in summer 1972 Navato CA
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be there until Joe retired when, out of the blue, we had notice that 
Hamilton Air Force Base was going to be closed.  This was one of the 
oldest bases in the Air Force and the announcement that it was to 
be closed seemed impossible to all of us.  It was a beautiful base with 
huge Spanish type quarters, permanent buildings of white stucco and 
red tile roofs and the most elegant Officers’ Club and swimming pool 
complex that we had ever seen.  Hamilton was frequently referred to 
as the “Country Club of the Air Force” and an assignment there had 
always been considered an enviable one.  Rumors were that it was 
only going to be a short time before everyone would be reassigned 
and the base taken over by the Navy which would continue to handle 
the base housing, allocating it to a member of any branch of service 
that needed and qualified for it.

As long as we were settled and had Carol in school, we did 
not consider this the best time in the world to make another move 
but there appeared no choice and Joe was not ready to retire with 
most of Carol’s high school and all of her college years ahead of us.  
In checking the availability of jobs in the Commissary field, Joe 
discovered that there was a vacancy at Eielson Air Force Base near 
Fairbanks, Alaska and we decided that was probably a good move 
because the rules were that if one were in an overseas post when 
retirement took place, one could ask to be sent back to the States but 
if we happened to be at some stateside base, we would not be entitled 
to have our possessions sent anywhere.  Joe had already taken a few 
days off and had driven up to Washington to visit our daughters and 
had bought a house in Lakewood with the idea of renting it until 
such time as we could return to the area for final retirement.  We 
did not want to be facing retirement on the East coast, for instance, 
and have to ship everything back to Washington at our expense but 
we reasoned that if we were in Alaska, we would be entitled to have 
everything shipped to our home.  Another consideration was that 
everyone who had ever lived in Alaska had loved it and we had never 
been there so that seemed another reason for applying for the job.

Joe first called the Personnel Office in Alaska and then submitted 
his application and I am sure his qualifications were excellent so 
within a very short time he was notified that he had been accepted 
for the job.  He left for Alaska in the late summer and again we listed 
the house for sale, Carol started school and she and I prepared to 
wait in California until the house could be sold and Joe could find a 
house for us in Alaska.

The Watergate investigation was going on each day so I remember 
that I got Carol off to school each morning, put the house in perfect 
order and spent every day watching the entire proceedings while 
reading a 1,200 page book which Janice had recommended called 
Children of Pride.  This was an account of the Civil War as told 
through letters exchanged by members of a Southern family.

The book got read, the Watergate proceedings came to an end 
and the house got sold so I had the movers in to pack and ship our 
household goods.  As when we went to England, we were allowed 
to have a partial shipment packed and put in permanent storage in 
the states while other things were to be sent to 
Alaska.  Joe had written with a description of the 
house and the size and I divided things about 
in half and stored china, glassware, silver, and 
many items of furniture which I felt I would not 
need.  We did ship the piano and Carol used it 
every day while we were in Alaska.

While we were at Hamilton Air Force Base, 
Joe had to work on Saturday quite frequently 
so Carol and I used to go out for the day and 
explore areas nearby.  We went to Sonoma often and spent our time 
browsing around the town square, buying bread at the French bakery 
and eating lunch at the park on the town square.  We also enjoyed 
going to Sausalito which was across the bay from San Francisco and 
on the last weekend we were in California, we decided to spend the 
day at that lovely spot.  We each took a certain sum of money and 

Eielson AFB. Fairbanks Alaska

Eielson AFB moose on runway
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planned that we would buy whatever took our fancy as a memento of 
Sausalito so we spent the whole day seeking out our favorite objects.  
It was a perfect day!  We fed the gulls, watched the ferries on the bay, 
had lunch and finally went back home late in the afternoon.  When 
we compared notes, we found we had both bought watercolor prints 
with our money.  Mine was of the three birds which hangs in my 
house yet and I always remember that day with Carol when I look 
at it.

Joe returned to California to sign papers for the house and we 
drove to Seattle with Duffy and with MS, the calico cat that Carol 
had acquired when we first moved to Novato.  We put the car on 
the barge to be sent to Alaska, put Duffy and MS in the same cage 
to go on the plane and Joe, Carol and I took off for Alaska.  As 
we were circling the airport preparing to land in Fairbanks in early 
November 1973, the pilot’s voice over the intercom told us it was 30 
degrees below zero, ground temperature at that time.  I really did not 
know how anyone could survive in that cold and I was sure we did 
not have proper clothing to wear but Joe had found someone who 
made parkas and had ordered one for himself and had one waiting 
for Carol and for me so we managed all right.  By that time of year it 
was daylight only about 4 hours a day and of course everything was 
already completely covered with snow.  It was all very strange...

We stayed at the guest house on Base and found out our 
household goods, which had been brought up the Alcon highway 
by van, were already in Fairbanks so we went on the following 
morning to the house Joe had rented and our household goods were 
delivered.  Everything was frozen when it arrived so we could not 
plug in any electrical appliances nor could we put beds, dressers, etc., 
together until they had the time to thaw out and warm up.  A few 
canned goods were solidly frozen and plastic buckets and wastepaper 
baskets splintered in the extreme cold.  I knew I had a few things to 
become accustomed to in that place.  Duffy and MS arrived in good 
condition and we had to make sure we let them remain outside but 

a few minutes at a time.  I used to set the minute minder to be sure 
I got them in very soon after letting them out.

We went down to Lathrop High School the same week we arrived 
and got Carol enrolled in school.  I worried about her coming out of 
the school in the dark to take the bus home and she then had to walk 
about three blocks alone to our house but I found out that the snow 
was so white that it never really got pitch dark as it does some places 
and one could always see where one was going.

My Christmas letter in 1973 mentioned the move.

Would you believe we have moved yet again?  I feel just 
like a gypsy and I sometimes wonder if I will ever stay in one 
place.  We did buy a future retirement home in a suburb of 
Tacoma and our plans are to eventually return there although 
I am not sure when that will be.

Our three older daughters are nearby in Seattle and our 
two little ones (a daughter for Janice and a son for Ann) are 
there too, of course, so we plan to eventually call Washington 
home.

We were at the base near San Francisco and it was truly 
delightful but about the time we thought we were well settled 
for a long time the base was closed. 

Joe was offered a job at Eielson Air Force Base at 
Fairbanks, Alaska and we packed up and arrived here a short 
time ago.  Our furniture was waiting when we arrived and 
Joe was here ahead of us and had rented a house so we were 
able to move in at once.  We are pretty well settled and I keep 
doing a bit every day.  I finally got pictures up and shifted 
some curtains around and things look better all the time.  
The house is very comfortable and warm.  The temperature 
is standing at 30 below zero right now and still the house is 
so well insulated that it maintains a delightful temperature.  
Amazing!

As we were circling the 
airport preparing to 
land in Fairbanks in 

early November 1973, 
the pilot’s voice over the 
intercom told us it was 
30 degrees below zero, 
ground temperature at 

that time.
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This area is absolutely beautiful with tall spruce trees and 
snow all over and not a drop of wind blowing at any time so 
the snow just hangs on every twig.

Carol and I love Alaska already and Joe is withholding 
judgment but I imagine if we stay here awhile he will like it 
too.  Our high school is very large with about 2,000 in the 
last three years of high school but it is exceptional in all ways.  
We have 15 to 20 per class and it appears much ahead of the 
California system.

Our three daughters are planning a gala Christmas 
celebration in Seattle this year    what with Air Force 
commitments for first one and then the other and a tour in 
Japan for Janice and one for Ann in Mississippi they have not 
been together for five years.  Carol is going back to join them 
and Joe and I will stay here.  Patrick will remain in Illinois 
this Christmas.

Patrick had finished his degree and had also completed a teaching 
certificate in Speech but did not get a teaching position that year.  I 
presume his graduation came too late in the spring for him to make 
application and be considered for a job.  At any rate he decided to 
remain in Illinois and to do construction work until he decided what 
route he was going to take.  The question of service in Viet Nam 
became a moot point because the war was over so that did not enter 
into his considerations.  It was about this time that Patrick had his 
wisdom teeth out and within a short time he was having problems 
with his jaw so he went back and had the incision opened and the 
bone scraped to remove the so called infection.  That did little good 
so we had Patrick fly to Seattle while Joe flew down from Alaska 
and they consulted another oral surgeon who did more work on the 
jaw and felt that the problem was solved.  Nothing was solved and 
Patrick went to another oral surgeon in Illinois who put him in the 
hospital and operated on his jaw.  I was in touch with the surgeon by 

telephone from Alaska and found out that there were tumors in the 
jaw bone and Patrick was set up on radiation treatments.  About this 
time a problem was discovered in his lungs when he had a chest x ray 
prior to working in the student food center.  I am not going to try 
to give an account of Patrick’s bout with cancer but it is enough to 
say that we were all frantic at times and consumed with sympathy as 
well as anxiety at the ordeal Patrick was facing.  We also had a great 
admiration for the way he and later Paula met these problems and 
overcame them. 

Patrick decided within a year after receiving his degree that he 
would try to go back to graduate school and wrote a letter to me 
asking what I thought of the idea.  I wrote back that I thought it 
was a good idea if he knew what he was going back for and what he 
intended to do with the degree after he got it.  I also told him we 
would defray the cost of enrollment fees and he should get a job or a 
loan or both and get moving.  I have no idea what made the change 
in Patrick from having no direction at all to his success in graduate 
school but he did finish his Master’s degree, obtained a position as 
intern at Gurnee, Illinois and forged ahead in his chosen career, as a 
school psychologist, with dedication and enthusiasm.  Possibly the 
whole change came about because of a natural maturity that seemed 
to be taking place or perhaps it was due to the year he spent in Illinois 
drifting from one thing to another and seeing no future in his life.

I am getting ahead of things somewhat for while these things 
were going on, we were learning what it meant to live in Alaska.  
In fact, I wrote to Patrick, urging him to join us there for I was 
fascinated with the place and I felt that he would like the experience 
too but he did not want to leave Illinois and come up there.  I have 
always been sorry that he did not see that part of our country.

We settled into our house at 10 Mile Badger Road at North 
Pole, Alaska, in November and as my letter indicated, we sent Carol 
back to Seattle to spend Christmas with her sisters.  Joe and I spent 
Christmas alone for the first time since the one we had spent in 1943 

I have no idea what 
made the change in 
Patrick from having 
no direction at all to 

his success in graduate 
school but he did finish 

his Master’s degree, 
obtained a position 
as intern at Gurnee, 

Illinois and forged ahead 
in his chosen career, as 
a school psychologist, 
with dedication and 

enthusiasm.



Chapter: 14  West Coast Home (17)

in Cedar City, Utah.  I should say that were miserable but the fact 
is that we went for a long drive in that most beautiful country, went 
to Church and came home to have Christmas dinner with neighbors 
and generally had a good time.  These people included an Eskimo 

woman who was married to a man from Texas.  The highlight of the 
evening was having Hilda play a recording of wolves howling for 
most of the dinner hour.

Our house was located half way between Fairbanks and the base 
so early each morning Carol caught the bus to school and Joe went 
in the opposite direction to Eielson Air Force Base and there I was 
by myself all the day long.  I decided that all of the things I had been 
planning to do “when I had time” could be done, so I learned to quilt 
and finished several quilts, did crewel work, learned to bake Alaskan 
sour dough bread and I used to go to the library each week and bring 
home a stack of books concerning some certain social problem and I 
read many volumes on the same subject, then selected another subject 
for reading the following week.  I transferred my membership to 
the Fairbanks AAUW and met some amazing women.  We attended 

the North American Dog Sled Races and found that an interesting 
experience.  Carol joined the school band and we attended every 
high school basketball game because the band always played.  I got 
acquainted with Mary Hartrich and several other neighbors and we 
started a weekly quilting and sewing club which was a real social 
outlet for us.  We saw the temperature drop to 60 below zero and 
marveled at it but found that we managed just fine in our cozy house.  
Sharon and Joe came up for the second Christmas we were in Alaska 
and at another time Jon and Sarah came and so did Ann and Keith.  
We watched a moose nibbling leaves from the trees in our front yard, 
we went out panning for gold, we drove as far as the roads went, 
which was not very far, and we put heavy clothing over our pajamas 
and ran out in 40 below zero temperature to watch the most amazing 
display of Northern Lights I could imagine.  It looked as if someone 
had flung chiffon scarves across the sky and they undulated in the 
most astonishing manner in all pastel colors of the rainbow. 

 I have never seen a place as beautiful as Alaska.  The mountains 
with snow on them were breathtaking, the 
air was clear and the colors of the birch 
trees in the fall were a never to be forgotten 
sight.  We went from dark almost 24 hours 
a day in winter to sunshine almost all day 
in the summer and during that short season 
everyone was out and going almost around 
the clock.  Carol got a canoe for her 16th 
birthday and she used to take it down the 
slough (a moving stream behind our house) 
while I would drive to some point and 
pick her up.  We picked wild blueberries, 
watching for bears as we picked, and we 
explored far and near.  Carol accompanied 
our neighbors, the Reakofs, in their little plane up to their cabin 
at Wiseman, Alaska and was gone for two weeks while she learned 

Northern lights at Eielson AFB
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what it was like to live in the bush.  I flew down to Seattle, met 
Grandmother and brought her back to Alaska for a visit.  We traveled 
by ferry to Skagway, went by train to White Horse, Yukon Territory 
and then by plane to Fairbanks and she was intrigued by the whole 
experience.

When we first arrived in Fairbanks, the pipeline to bring oil 
from the North Slope of Alaska to Valdez, where it would be shipped 
out, was just being started and it was a very exciting time to be there.  
It was like Gold Rush days all over again with such activity and 
expenditure of money as to be astounding.  I have always been glad 
to have experienced that era of time.

Carol’s band went touring each spring and at one time went 
north by plane to Barrow, Nome and Kotsebue and at another time 
they went Southeast to Haines, Juneau and Skagway and they played 
many concerts in these out of the way places.

We saw our school overcrowded by all of the children of people 
who were working on the pipeline and we had to live through double 
sessions of school when Carol attended school from 12:00 AM until 
about 6:00 PM and were frustrated at the way the student body 
was divided to accomplish the double shift.  I served as AAUW 
representative for the school board meetings and attended every one, 
no matter what the temperature.  We all kept busy and happy and 
Carol and I loved our time in Alaska and would certain have stayed 
forever had it been possible.  Joe was not as enthusiastic as the two 
of us although he got along very well and was extremely successful 
in his job.

Our tour in Alaska was to be three years and this seemed ideal to 
us for this would mean that Carol would have finished high school 
before we were ready to come back to the States.  However, Joe saw a 
notice of a commissary job that was vacant at Ft. Lewis, Washington 
and he decided to submit an application without much expectation 
of being selected for the job.  He had always worked for the Air 
Force Commissary system and it was unusual for the Army to select 

a commissary supervisor from the Air Force list.  Joe reasoned that 
if he were selected this would mean that we could move back to 
Lakewood and occupy the house he had bought and rented out for 
the past few years.  For some strange reason, Joe was notified that he 
had been chosen for the Ft. Lewis job within a few weeks and despite 
the fact that Carol and I were very unhappy over the idea of moving 
back to Washington when we were enjoying Alaska so much, Joe 
left in March to start work at Ft. Lewis.  Carol and I remained in 
Alaska (as seemed to be our standard method of handling a move) 
until Carol’s school was out the last of May.  Because we had chosen 
to return to the States before our three year contract was finished we 
were obliged to pay the cost of our move from Alaska to Washington 
ourselves so I sold the washing machine and dryer, the TV set and 
quite a few of the things that we felt we could replace when we arrived 
in the States.  I also packed every item that was shipped home and 
contacted the moving company to pick up our things the day after 
school was out.  We intended driving the car to the ferry at Haines 
Junction but there was still snow on the roads so we contacted a 
motor transport company and had our car brought down the Alcan 
Highway by truck while Carol and I flew back to Seattle.

By the time we arrived, our house had been vacated and we 
moved in the house at 11400 Clover Park Drive in early June.  The 
house had been mistreated by renters so had to be cleaned and 
painted and we had all draperies cleaned and new carpets put in 
before we could get settled.  The house was right on the bank of 
Clover Creek and was an ideal location as far as Joe’s work, Carol’s 
school, etc.  It was truly a beautiful house and was large enough to 
accommodate all of our big family.

The first summer was very busy.  We received the Alaskan 
shipment as well as the shipment that had been put in permanent 
storage and we had lots of work to do on the house.  Tommy and 
Ricky Vollmer came to visit and we had several visitors who were en 
route from Alaska to various locations in the U.S.  Our house seemed 

Atrium in Clover Park House
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to be a stopping off place for many of them.
Our first Christmas in the house at Clover Park Drive was 

wonderful.  We got a twenty foot tree and put it in the atrium where 
we decorated it with many lights and decorations.  The camellias 
were in full bloom in the atrium at the same time and the effect was 
lovely.  I also remember that we had a big party that year and the 
house sparkled with the Christmas decorations as well as with our 
delight at all being together again.

We got Carol enrolled in the Clover Park High School and we 
became acquainted with our neighbors in our small self-contained 
neighborhood.

Patrick called 
us in mid-summer 
and told us that he 
and Paula Holmes 
were going to 
be married in 
Benton, Illinois 
on August 23 so 
we made plans to 
go to the wedding.  
This was in the 
summer of 1975.

The day I 
went to the travel 
agent to arrange 
for tickets to St. 
Louis, for Carol, 
Joe and me, it was 

a cool 70 degrees in Washington and when the travel agent asked if 
we needed an air conditioned car reserved when we got into St. Louis, 
I couldn’t imagine that it made any difference.  How I could have 
forgotten how hot Illinois could be in the late summer, I will never 

know, but we left Seattle in cool weather and arrived in St. Louis at 
9:00 AM in 98 degree temperature and possibly 98 degree humidity.  
We found it impossible to trade the car for an air conditioned one 
so we suffered along and arrived in Benton, which was a small town 
in southern Illinois.  We met Paula and thought that Patrick was 
lucky to have found someone like her.  The wedding was lovely and 
despite the heat, we all managed to enjoy the occasion.  Ann, Bill 
and Keith had also arrived for the wedding and we were all staying 
at the same motel.  At 3:00 AM, after the wedding and reception 
were over and we were all back at the motel, sound asleep, the air 
conditioner gasped and quit in our room so Joe, Carol and I got up 
and dressed and left within a few minutes to drive back to the St. 
Louis airport where we enjoyed a leisurely breakfast in a comfortable 
air conditioned restaurant.  I never knew when Ann and Bill got 
off but perhaps their air conditioner kept puttering along until they 
were ready to leave.

About a week before school was due to start, we had a call from 
David Cummings asking us to allow his son Billy to come out and 
stay with us and attend the last year of high school until he could 
graduate.  We got only a portion of the story concerning Billy and 
it was much later that we began to understand the extent of the 
problems with him.  He had been suspended from school in North 
Carolina for drug usage and had spent the previous year up in Maine 
with an Air Force friend of David’s.  Billy was not consulted on the 
plan to send him out to Washington at all and was informed the 
evening before he left North Carolina that the plans were made 
and he should pack his clothing and be ready to leave.  He arrived 
at the Sea Tac Airport angry and resentful over his perception of 
how he had been treated and over the fact that he was not consulted 
concerning the plans to ship him out to us.

We, on the other hand, had no idea that Billy had been given 
no choice in the matter so all in all it was a very hard year for each 
of us, including Billy.  Carol had nothing in common with Billy but 

Pat and Paula Benton, IL,1975
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for sharing the same last name and within days they were associating 
with a completely different group at school.  Billy lost no time in 
affiliating himself with the druggies in school and spent his time 
trying to see how many things he could get by with to avoid following 
the rules at school and at home.

Carol disliked Clover Park school and found it very hard to move 
from an area such as Alaska to Lakewood.  Janice had moved in her 
senior year of high school and I knew how difficult it was for her and 
it was no less difficult for Carol.  I look back on that year as being 
generally full of problems.  I do remember one or two nice things, 
however.  We had Patrick and Paula out for Christmas and had a big 
party for all our children and their families as well as friends we had 
made when we had lived in Lakewood prior to moving to Novato, 
California.  I transferred my membership to the Tacoma branch of 
AAUW and met a group of new friends whom I enjoyed a lot.

 We were thrilled in April of 1975 to have a new grandson 
when Janice’s son, Michael David Lewis, was born.  We also enjoyed 
the fact that four of our children were in the area and we could be 
together frequently.  I suppose there is always good along with the 
bad in any period of time.

Graduation finally rolled around and we saw Carol and Billy 
both complete their high school work.  Billy returned to New York 
the day after graduation and I congratulated myself on the fact that 
he had finished high school, that we had kept him out of jail and that 
he had some understanding of how a close family supports and cares 
for each other.  Joe insisted that Billy had learned a lot during the 9 
months he lived with us and perhaps that is true for he eventually 
finished college and now has a good job back at Shelter Island.

We had applied for Carol to go to Reed College in Portland, 
Oregon but she finally decided she would check out Washington 
State University at Pullman, Washington before the final decision 
was made.  Since Billy was still with us and I really did not trust him 
enough to leave him alone in the house while I accompanied Carol 

to Pullman, I offered to keep Keith while Ann and Carol made the 
trip to the campus.  Ann thought the whole area and the school were 
both satisfactory and Carol decided she would like to try Washington 
State University for her first year of college.

We took her over in September and installed her in a dormitory 
and the first thing I began to worry about was the many miles across 
the state one had to travel to get to the University.  Also, every time 
she came home we were concerned with whether the roads over the 
summit of the mountains would be covered with snow or iced over 
or closed completely.

I went back on Mother’s Day weekend to be with Carol and 
I was appalled at the filth in the dormitory in which she lived, the 
complete lack of any sort of supervision in the dorm, and especially 
the smell of marijuana that permeated the dorm halls all night long 
until I could not sleep 
for the stench.  I decided 
then and there that if 
we were going to pay a 
considerable amount of 
money to send Carol to 
college there had to be 
a better place to expend 
it than at WSU.  We 
reapplied for Reed, she 
was accepted there and 
graduated in 1980. 

While these things 
were taking place in 
Washington, Patrick was 
courageously fighting his battle to overcome his cancer in Illinois.  
When I think of what Patrick and Paula had to content with early 
in their marriage, I am sure they can deal with almost anything that 
life assigns to them in the future.  Seldom are young people called 
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upon to face such serious problems and I am proud of the courage 
they displayed. 

In 1977 we had another very traumatic happening in our family 
when Janice was involved in a serious accident on Mt. Rainier and we 
were all distraught over her situation until finally her will to survive 
plus excellent medical attention pulled her through that crisis.

As I review the more recent occurrences in our family, I realize 
that I am not far enough removed from these events to have a 
detached viewpoint or to evaluate the real effect these things had on 
our lives.  Because of that, I am going to touch only briefly on the 
things that happened within the past years.  I also know that you 
should all have a good grasp of what was going on and if any one 
person should recount the manner in which these things affected 
your lives, I am probably not 
the one to do so.  I am positive 
that each of you can make a 
more accurate determination as 
to how you grew and changed 
from your recent experiences 
than anyone else.

As we moved along to the 
year 1978, we were thrilled to 
have the announcement of the arrival of Patrick’s son, Sean Charles 
Cummings, on October 1st and this was followed closely by the 
birth of Sharon’s son, Adam Joseph Beck, on November 7th, of that 
same year.  Then on March 1st 1979, Ann’s son, Stefan Cummings 
Wolak was born and it was quite amazing to have three little boys 
who were so close together in age.  Watching them together was a 
real circus at times. 

Patrick and Paula decided to move to Washington from Illinois 
so in the spring of 1979, Patrick came out to job hunt and when this 
turned out to be successful, he and Paula moved out with Sean in the 
late summer of that same year.

Joe and I frequently discuss with each other our pleasure and 
satisfaction at having all of our big family nearby.  I think we are 
much more fortunate than most people I know.  The fact is that we 
not only love our children and we know, absolutely, that they care for 
us and for each other, but probably the most important thing is that 
we consider our children and their spouses our best friends.  Being 
close enough to share holidays, birthdays and special occasions has 
made us realize how satisfying it is to be near each other.

I found a card that Janice had enclosed with a gift on one of the 
times we were together to celebrate Joe’s birthday and I think it may 
make you smile and remember some things that took place during 
our years together.

Daddy Cummings, you’re the one!
Life with you is always fun:
Farms out in the countryside,
Travels with you far and wide,
Pizza pie at the Greasy Spoon
Directing traffic and singing a tune,
Tiburon Tommy’s and so much more  
All in all   ADVENTURES GALORE!
So many things I can recall
 Nobody else would have thought of
At all...
Except for you, my Daddy dear  
So here’s wishing you lots
of BIRTHDAY CHEER!
               Love you.
               Janice

As I mentioned earlier, Carol continued at Reed College and on 
the same day that Mt. St. Helens erupted, the graduation exercises 
were held on campus.  I do not think any of us will ever forget that 
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day and the excitement of the occasion.  Joe and I went down to 
Portland the evening before graduation and Sharon, Janice, Ann and 
Patrick barely negotiated the roadblock set up after the eruption of 
the volcano and were, in fact, the last car allowed to go south as 
the danger of lava and mud flows crossing Interstate Five became 
more serious every moment.  Our trip home that evening after the 
graduation took us hours, with detours nearly to the Washington 
coast, but nothing dimmed the pleasure at seeing the youngest 
member of the family accept her degree.

We had remained in our big house on Clover Creek until Carol 
could finish college.  Our reasoning was that she had gone through 
too many changes in her life and she needed the stability of having 
a home with which she was familiar.  Probably she did not care at 
all but Joe and I felt it was important.  Joe had also kept on with his 
job at Ft. Lewis until such time as Carol was through college and our 
expenses were lessened.  When Carol graduated we were faced with a 
dilemma.  We could remain in the house, which we enjoyed a great 
deal, and spend our time and money in supporting our lifestyle in that 

location or we could sell the house, move into a smaller and 
less expensive place and use the extra money for travel and 
for doing some of the things we had postponed for so many 
years.  That was a hard decision for us and my inclination 
was to continue doing the same thing we were doing and to 
make no move at all but Joe, as usual, tended to think that 
changes were generally good and certainly exciting.  After 
several weeks of discussion, we finally put the house on the 
market and sold it and we moved in the summer of 1981 to 
a condominium in Mt. Vernon Village at 8624 Onyx Drive 
S.W.  Joe retired at the same time and after weeks of disposing of 
things that would not fit into a smaller place we were finally settled.

 Sharon’s son, Patrick Greer Beck, was born July 8, 1981, and we 
were all delighted with him.  This was the highlight of the year for us.

We bought a motor home and started traveling and one of our 
first trips was back to Alaska.  We went with our friends, Modena 
and Ernie Owens and took the ferry up to Haines Junction, explored 
the state for about five weeks and drove the entire length of the Alcan 
Highway back to Tacoma.  We went with a caravan to the interior 
of Mexico, we followed the Canadian Highway from one side of 
Canada to the other, we circled the United States several times and 
we traveled something like one hundred thousand miles by motor 
home, making our own schedule as we went along.  After all of this 
travel by motor home we sold that vehicle and made plans to do 
overseas travel which would mean flying to our destination and that 
has been exciting and interesting.

Carol worked in Portland for a year after graduation and finally 
went off on her long planned European trek, backpacking and 
staying in youth hostels for about three months, and she was able to 
explore many of the countries of Europe in that space of time.  After 
her return she was accepted for the Multnomah Police Department 
and we were all present for her graduation from the Oregon Police 
Academy when she was named their outstanding graduate for her 

Graduation day at Oregon Police Academy

Arizona dessert  trip with the RV
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class.
Patrick’s son, Kevin Duff Cummings, was born on October 26, 

1984, and we rejoiced at the arrival of another healthy baby in our 
family. 

As I have said before, there are happy occasions and some sad 
ones in every family’s history and we were all saddened when Janice 
and Jon were separated and subsequently divorced, but we trusted 
Janice enough to feel that she was doing what was best for her.

Having Ann and Bill’s marriage also dissolve was very hard on 
all of us who had learned to care a great deal for Bill but we were 
eventually to see that situation turn around and to have Ann and Bill 
both happily married to people who were probably more suitable for 
them individually.

It was an important occasion when we saw Janice and Mike 
O’Mahoney married on December 2, 1985 and their happiness 
together gives us continuing satisfaction.

We were also to witness the marriage of Ann and Jerry Whites on 
December 29, 1981, and to see them established in a stable marriage 
that obviously gives them great satisfaction.  With their marriage, 
we gained another girl in our family when Jill, Jerry’s 5 year old 
daughter, came to live with her father in 1987.  Lisa also joined that 
family in 1986 when she was 9 years old.

I should conclude my comments about Man at this time.  We 
were back on the East coast in 1979 and stopped to visit Man at his 
retirement home and by then he was very ill and weak.  He was also 94 
years old.  I approached his bed and spoke to him and he recognized 
me and the tears rolled down his cheeks.  I reached out and held his 
hand on which the gold ring we have given him for Christmas many 
years before remained.  It was a ring denoting his membership as a 
32nd degree Mason and was the only thing I ever heard him say that 
he had really wanted, so we had bought it as a present for him at one 
time.  After spending a short time with Man we continued on our 
way and we were notified two weeks later that he had died and had 

been buried in the Lookeba, Oklahoma cemetery beside 
his wife and his beloved daughter, Margaret.

Obituary for John Smith
LOOKEBA- Services for John Newton Smith, 

94, of Lookeba, woh died this past week at Methodist 
County House in Willmington, Del., will be held at 2 
p.m. Sunday at Lookeba Cementary.

Born Nov. 6, 1886 in Marathon, Iowa, Smith 
was manager o f Lookeba State Bank until it was sold 
in 1944. He wa a member of the Lookeba Methodist 
Church and Lookeba Masonic Lodge.

His wife, the former Inez Shope, and daughter, 
Margaret Smith, proceeded him in death.

Survivors include a sone, Dr. Phillip J. Smith of 
Hockissen, Del.; sister, Stella Walker of Enid, and a 
granddaughter, Mrs. Barbara Renfrow of Maryland.

Burial will be directed by the Gragg Funeral Home 
of Binger. The family requests memorials be made to the 
National Heart Institute.

On September 7, 1985 our whole family made the trip to Doe 
Bay Resort on Orcas Island to see Carol and Lance Tichenor married 
in an outdoor ceremony, with the sun shining on the dozens of 
balloons that were tightly clutched in the hands of our grandsons.  This 
wedding was accomplished by packing food, flowers, champagne, 
decorations, clothing, cake, gifts, etc., etc., in our motor home, until 
the surprise is that the vehicle was able to move, and by all members 
of our family rising at 4:00 AM to drive to the ferry terminal in 
order to be on the first ferry to the island.  With Joe Beck directing 
the inflation of the balloons, Paula, Sharon, Janice, Ann and various 
helpers decorating the hall for the luncheon following the wedding, 
Patrick and his helpers arranging the music and everyone generally 

Man (John Smith) in 1973
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pitching in to do all the things necessary to turn the area into a festive 
place, we accomplished everything in good time and the wedding 
took place on the beautiful island overlooking Puget Sound.

Grandmother Duff remained capable and alert until she was 
well over eighty years old at which time her memory deteriorated 
until we felt it was unwise for her to remain in her home alone.  I 
went back to Oklahoma City every year and the change was apparent 
from year to year but she remained as strong minded as ever and 
insisted she remain where she was.  Her independence was probably 
the only thing that carried her through the long years of her life for 
many of the things she experienced would have destroyed a weaker 
person.  At one time she asked John, Elloween and me to come to 
Oklahoma City to discuss with her whether she should sell her big 

old Midwestern house and after much conversation we all concluded 
that the time was right to do so.  We contacted a realtor to list the 
house for sale, rented a lovely apartment for her and I returned home 
promising to be available to help her move when the house was sold.  

When the realtor had an offer on the 
house Grandmother refused to sign the 
papers and in addition she called me 
several times a week complaining and 
angry because she thought, by then, we 
were trying to force her into something 
she did not choose to do.  Finally we 
gave up the whole plan to move her 
into the apartment and let her remain 
in her house although I later came to 
feel that was a mistake and that she was 
not really capable of managing alone. 

On yet another trip to Oklahoma 
City, we finally moved Grandmother 
into a small apartment and in doing 
so had to dispose of many of her 
possessions and by this time she could not help in any of the decisions 
we had to make in regard to what we kept and what we eliminated.  
She settled fairly happily in the apartment but in my visits back to 
see her it became apparent with each passing year she was becoming 
less capable.  When she fell and broke her arm, Elloween installed 
her in a nursing home until the arm could heal and again I returned 
to Oklahoma City to help make a decision regarding her welfare.  It 
was very evident that she had passed the point where she could live 
alone so we gave up her apartment and concluded the only answer 
for her was to remain in the nursing home permanently.  Although at 
times she was frustrated at her memory loss, at other times she read, 
played dominoes, and generally seemed to enjoy herself.

All of the members of Grandmother’s family assembled in June 
1986 to be with her for by that time she had developed cancer of 
the colon and we knew her time with us was limited.  She died on 
December 20, 1986, when she was a few months past ninety years.   
When I went back to help with the funeral arrangements, I felt a 

Grandmother with her kids, Virginia, Elloween & John , June, 1986
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certain relief that her time of pain and illness was over.  She was 
buried beside my father in a cemetery north of Oklahoma City.  

In the spring of 1987, we decided that our condo at Mt. Vernon 
could use some renovation and when we began to obtain bids on the 
changes we wanted we soon concluded that we were not prepared 
to spend that much money nor were we willing to deal with the 
complications of remodeling.   We found a new duplex at 8305 71st 
Ave. Ct. S.W. and fell in love with it so listed our condo for sale and 

were able to have the sale concluded in time to allow us to move into 
our new house as soon as it was finished in March of 1987. 

The high point of the year 1987 was the birth of Gina Duff 
Tichenor on September 28th.  She is a delight to the whole family.

On April 15, 1988, my family celebrated my 70th birthday with 
a dinner and a birthday cake constructed of pink snowball cupcakes 
for which I have always had a passion. 

As I reflect on the passing years I am amazed at all of the varied 
events that go to make up our family journal.  As I said at the start of 

Ann, Carol, Lance  & Sharon with My Cup Has Always Been Half Full, 1989

Two travelers were given 
a half cup of water to 

assuage their thirst.  The 
one complained because 
his cup was half empty 
while the other rejoiced 
because his cup was half 
full.  It pleases me to say 
that my cup has always 

been half full.

this account, this is my recollection of these events and your memory 
may be entirely different.  A kaleidoscope does not show the same 
colors to every person nor does each one view an occurrence in the 
same way.

In closing I would like to remind you of an anecdote that I am 
sure you have heard before.  Two travelers were given a half cup of 
water to assuage their thirst.  The one complained because his cup 
was half empty while the other rejoiced because his cup was half full.  
It pleases me to say that my cup has always been half full.

THE END
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