WAR YEARS--1940 T0 1950


IN 1940 THERE WAS'NT ANY JOBS AVAILABLE IN THE AUTOMOBILE 

INDUSTRY OR ANYWHERE ELSE, SO I WORKED HOME ON THE FARM , AND ALSO ON THE FARMS OF NEIGHBORS---THESE JOBS WERE MOSTLY FOR

LOU SCHULTZ ON HIS FARM ---HAYING, THRESHINÐÏ
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 THE WAR YEARS--1940 T0 1950


IN 1940 THERE WAS'NT ANY JOBS AVAILABLE IN THE AUTOMOBILE 

INDUSTRY OR ANYWHERE ELSE, SO I WORKED HOME ON THE FARM , AND ALSO ON THE FARMS OF NEIGHBORS---THESE JOBS WERE MOSTLY FOR

LOU SCHULTZ ON HIS FARM ---HAYING, THRESHING, AND SILO FILLING.

ALTHOUGH THIS WAS HARD WORK, MR SCHULTZ ALWAYS TREATED ME

FAIR, AND HIS MOTHER ALWAYS FED ME AT LUNCH TIME WITH A GREAT MEAL!  HE ALSO SENT ME TO WORK FOR HIS NEIGHBORS WHEN THEY

THRESHED---THE GEBERTS', HEINZS', MILLERS' AND HAROLD TESSMER.


AT HOME THERE WAS ALWAYS LOTS OF WORK TO BE DONE.  DAD RAISED QUITE A LOT OF VEGETABLES---GREEN BEANS-LIMA BEANS-POTATOES.  HE ALSO TRUCKED POTATOES, EGGS, AND ALL KINDS OF POULTRY.  HE WOULD GO UP INTO THE "THUMB" AREA OF MICHIGAN TO

BUY FROM FARMERS, AND THEN WOULD HAUL THE THINGS HE HAD BOUGHT DOWN TO DETROIT, HIGHLAND PARK, HAZEL PARK AND HAMTRAMCK TO THE FAMILY OWNED GROCERY STORES.  THE POTATOES

WERE USUALLY IN BUSHELS OR IN 100 LB. BAGS, AND HAD TO BE CARRIED DOWN TO THE BASEMENT OF THE STORES.  THE POULTRY WAS SOLD LIVE, AS EACH STORE WOULD PROCESS THEM AS THEY WERE NEEDED.  HE ALSO DELT WITH A HOSPITAL ON CARPENTER STREET AND

A JUNKYARD ON SIX MILE ROAD.  THE JUNKYARD WAS RUN BY TWO VERY KIND JEWISH GENTLEMEN---WHEN THEY WOULD GET A REAL GOOD

USED AUTOMOBILE IN, THEY WOULD TELL DAD, AND IF HE WANTED IT,  

HE WOULD PAY FOR IT WITH EGGS, POULTRY, AND PRODUCE!!!


MUCH OF THE WINTER WAS SPENT CUTTING WOOD FOR MY MOTHERS COOK STOVE---SHE MADE HER OWN BREAD AND SOME OF THE BEST ROLLS---PLUS A LOT OF PIES.   SHE ALWAYS ASKED US ON OUR BIRTHDAYS IF WE WANTED A CAKE OR A PUMPKIN PIE---NEARLY ALWAYS WE WOULD CHOOSE THE PIE---THIS MEANT WE WOULD HAVE AN ENTIRE         

PUMPKIN PIE TO EAT OURSELVES!!!


                                              ----1941-----


THE ECONOMY WAS IMPROVING IN 1941, SO IN APRIL I APPLIED FOR 

A JOB IN PONTIAC AT THE GENERAL MOTORS PONTIAC MOTOR DIVISION.

THE JOB WAS IN THE AXLE PLANT ON THE 11PM TO 7AM SHIFT WORKING ON PINION GEARS.  THIS INVOLVED WORKING ON MILLING MACHINES,

DRILL PRESSES, LATHES, STAMPING MACHINES, AND SOMETIMES THEY WOULD SEND ME TO OTHER DEPARTMENTS TO WORK ON THE AUTOMATIC GEAR MAKING MACHINES AND BULLARD MACHINES.  THE PAY WAS, AFTER 30 DAYS, A FEW CENTS OVER A DOLLAR AN HOUR.   

SINCE WE WORKED ONLY 37 1/2 HOUS DURING THE WEEK, WE HAD TO RETURN ON SATURDAY NIGHT TO WORK AN ADDITIONAL 5 HOURS---THIS

WOULD MAKE A GROSS CHECK OF ABOUT $43.00 A WEEK.


ONE DAY DAD CAME UP STAIRS TO MY ROOM AND ASKED ME IF I HAD ANY MONEY--HAVING ACCUMUATED SEVERAL OF MY PAY CHECKS, I TOLD HIM " YES" AND ASKED HIM HOW MUCH HE NEEDED--FIGURED HE WAS SHORT ON HIS PAYMENT ON THE FARM.  WHEN PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT CLOSED THE BANKS, THEY DEMANDED PAYMENT OF ANYTHING OWED THEM--DAD HAD BORROWED MONEY ON HIS PROPERTY

AND BECAUSE OF THE DEPRESSION WASN'T ABLE TO GIVE THEM THE PAYMENTS.  HE ENDED UP LOSING THE FARM TO THE BANK, BUT LATER

BOUGHT IT BACK.  THE FUNNY THING ABOUT THIS IS THAT THE FORMER 

BANK PRESIDENT WAS THE ONE THAT ENDED UP WITH IT AND WHO KNOWS HOW MANY OTHER PEOPLES PROPERTY!!!!


WHEN THE CHANGE-OVER CAME FOR THE 1942 MODELS, THERE

WAS A LAYOFF, BUT I WAS CALLED BACK TO WORK, NOT IN THE AXLE DEPT. ----THIS TIME IT WAS IN THE SHEET METAL SECTION.    THEY PUT ME ON A LARGE DRAW DIE PRESS, AND I WAS TOO SHORT FOR THE JOB.

AND BECAME VERY SORE, SO I COMPLAINED AND WAS PUT ON ANOTHER

JOB.  THE WAR WAS  MAKING STEEL VERY HARD TO GET---THE FACTORY

WAS USING ALL THE OLD STEEL THEY COULD FIND---THIS MEANT AN END 

TO AUTO PRODUCTION EARLY IN DECEMBER AND A PERMANENT LAY-OFF

FOR ME AND THOUSANDS OF OTHER WORKERS.


ONE DAY WHILE LISTENING TO MY FAVORITE MUSIC ON  WJBK OR WJLB, SUDDENLY THE MUSIC STOPPED, AND THE ANNOUNCEMENT  CAME

THAT THE JAPS HAD SNEAKED IN AND HAD BOMBED PEARL HARBOR  AND DESTROYED MANY OF OUR SHIPS THAT WERE IN THE NAVY YARD THERE--THIS WAS DEC. 7, 1941.  WAR WAS DECLARED ON JAPAN AND AND SOON AFTER ON THEIR ALLIES---NAZI GERMANY!  THIS NOT ONLY SADDENED ME, BUT EVERY OTHER AMERICAN.


BROTHER CARL HAD BEEN DRAFTED INTO THE $21.00 A MONTH ARMY EARLIER IN 1941, HAD BEEN SENT TO CAMP POLK IN LOUSIANA FOR BASIC TRAINING, AFTER WHICH HE WAS TRANSFERRED TO FORT KNOX, KENTUCKY TO ATTEND MECHANICS SCHOOL---HE WAS IN THE THIRD ARMORED DIVISION.  IN THE SUMMER MOM AND DAD, AND SEVERAL OF MY BROTHERS MADE A TRIP THERE TO VISIT HIM.  SOME OF US BOYS STAYED HOME TO LOOK AFTER THE FARM.  IN DECEMBER BEFORE THE

WAR STARTED, CARL'S FEET STARTED TO BOTHER HIM AND THE ARMY 

GAVE HIM A CHOICE---AN OPERATION ON HIS FEET WITH NO GUARANTEE THAT HE WOULD EVER WALK AGAIN OR A MEDICAL DISCHARGE!!  OF COURSE HE TOOK THE DISCHARGE AND CAME HOME, AND WORKED AT 

GENERAL MOTORS TRUCK AND COACH DURING THE WAR.


WHEN I WORKED AT PONTIAC MOTOR I PURCHASED MY FIRST AUTOMOBILE---A 1937 DODGE FOUR-DOOR SEDAN FOR $325,00 FROM "HODGES FOR DODGES" IN FERNDALE.  IT WAS A GREAT CAR AND AFTER THE WAR ENDED,  I DROVE IT FOR MANY MORE YEARS.  IT WAS A STICK SHIFT AND HAD A FINE WESTERN- AUTO  "WIZARD" RADIO IN IT.


JUST BEFORE WAR WAS DECLARED, DAD, CARL AND I ORDERED A FARMALL "A" TRACTOR WITH PLOW, STARTER AND LIGHTS.  THERE WAS SOME CONCERN BECAUSE OF THE WAR WHETHER WE WOULD RECEIVE 

IT---WE DID AROUND CHRISTMAS TIME.  IT COST $750.00.  IT COULD DO A LOT MORE WORK THAN 2 HORSES, AND USED ONLY ABOUT ONE GALLON OF GASOLINE AN HOUR!  LATER A CULTIVATOR WAS BOUGHT FOR IT.

WHILE PULLING THE CORN BINDER, I TURNED TOO SHORT, AND PUNCTERED ONE OF REAR TIRES---THIS MADE ME A LOT MORE CAREFUL

WHEN I DROVE IT---AS I HAD TO PAY TO HAVE IT VULCANIZED!!!!

 
ONE OF MY GOOD FRIENDS---EARL PARROTT  DECIDED TO JOIN THE U.S. COASTGUARD AND WANTED ME TO ALSO JOIN, BUT I DECLINED.

WHEN HE LEFT TO GO I HAD THE PLEASURE OF DRIVING HIM AND HIS FATHER AND MOTHER DOWN TO DETROIT TO THE TRAIN STATION, WHERE HE LEFT FOR HIS MILITARY SERVICE.

                                          -1942-


ON ABOUT JULY 1, 1942 THE BOYS THAT WERE 20 YEARS OLD BECAME ELIGABLE FOR THE DRAFT AND AS I TURNED 20 ON MY LAST BIRTHDAY IN NOVEMBER,  I WAS OF DRAFT AGE!!!!


NOT HAVING A JOB, AS JOBS WERE VERY HARD TO GET, I DECIDED

TO HELP OUT ON THE FARM, AND HAD ORDERED A LOT OF GARDEN SEEDS---LIMA BEANS-GREEN BEANS-CARROTS-BEETS-WATER MELON-

MUSKMELON-OKRA AND OTHER SEEDS.  THESE I PLANTED, BUT NOT WITH THE IDEA OF GETTING A DRAFT EXEMPTION, BUT TO HELP MY MOTHER AND DAD OUT!!  WHEN I RECEIVED MY NOTICE, I APPLIED FOR A POSSIBLE FARM EXEMPTION, AND THE DRAFT BOARD SAID THAT SINCE 

THERE WERE SO MANY YOUNGER BROTHERS AT HOME "NO WAY".  IF DAD HAD BEEN A WELL TO-DO PERSON, HE COULD HAVE BOUGHT ME A HERD OF DAIRY CATTLE AND SET ME UP IN THE DAIRY BUSINESS AS SO MANY OTHERS DID!!!!!  THIS IS SOMETHING MY DAD OR I WOULDN'T HAVE EVEN THOUGHT ABOUT!!!


THIS IS THE YEAR MY ONLY SISTER BEATRICE MARRIED JOHN

WINNE  ON MAY 1, 1942.  HE WAS A ALBANY, NEW YORKER, WHO SHE HAD MET EITHER AT WAYNE OR THE UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN.  HE WENT INTO THE ARMY AIR FORCE AND WAS STATIONED AT THE AIR BASE IN WICHITA FALLS, TEXAS.  SHE JOINED HIM THERE AND LIVED IN WICHITA FALLS.  SHE HAD GRADUATED FROM WAYNE UNIVERSITY WITH A DEGREE IN CHEMISTRY.


ALFRED, MY OLDEST BROTHER,  WAS MARRIED NOV.21, 1942  TO BETTY COOPER OF CLAWSON,  AND JOINED THE FERRY COMMAND OF THE ARMY AIR FORCE, WHERE HE WAS STATIONED AT ROMULUS AIR BASE NEAR DETROIT.  HIS JOB WAS FERRYING COMBAT AIR CRAFT FROM THERE TO SOUTH AMERICA, OVER NORTH AFRICA TO ITALY.  BEFORE GOING INTO THE SERVICE, HE INSTRUCTED NAVAL STUDENTS AT THE PONTIAC AIRPORT---HE HAD HIS INSTRUCTORS , INSTRUMENT, AND PILOTS LINCENSES BEFORE THAT


DONALD WHO ALWAYS HAD A LOVE FOR RADIO--HE  PUT TOGETHER A RADIO KIT AND ENJOYED ANYTHING TO DO WITH RADIOS!

HE JOINED THE SIGNAL CORP. RESERVE AND WAS SENT TO CHICAGO TO ATTEND A PRIVATE RADIO OR COMMUNICATION SCHOOL THERE.


EARLY IN AUGUST I RECEIVE MY NOTICE TO GO DOWN TO DETROIT

FOR MY PHYSICAL AND OTHER EXAMS.  MY FIRST TRY I FAILED TO PASS

 MY PHYSICAL AND HAD TO RETURN, BUT THIS TIME I PASSED WITH FLYING COLORS, WAS SWORN INTO THE ARMY, SENT HOME FOR TWO WEEKS, UNTIL AUGUST 26TH TO GET MY THINGS IN ORDER..  BY THEN THE CROPS I HAD PLANTED FOR MY FOLKS WERE GROWING GREAT!!

YOU CAN BET I WAS PRETTY EXCITED ABOUT LEAVING FOR THE SERVICE,

BUT THERE ALSO WAS A LOT OF SADNESS TOO!!


ON THE 27TH OF AUGUST, MOM AND DAD TOOK ME UP TO THE

ROMEO DRAFT BOARD--MOM CRYED AND THAT WAS SOMETHING  I HAD VERY SELDOM  SEEN HER DO, AND DAD DID LOOKED WORRIED.  THEY GAVE ME MY PAPERS--PUT ME ON A BUS TO DETROIT GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY STATION.  THERE I HAD A VOUCHER FOR MY LUNCH--THE MAN BEHIND THE COUNTER, BECAUSE I DIDN'T USE THE ENTIRE AMOUNT OF MY MEAL VOUCHER GAVE ME A CANDY BAR, SO HE COULD COLLECT THE ENTIRE VALUE  OF THE VOUCHER AFTER I HAD SIGNED IT!!  JUST ANOTHER CROOK, I THOUGHT!!!! 
  


THIS WAS TO BE MY FIRST RIDE ON A TRAIN AND OF COURSE I WAS EXCITED ABOUT IT!!  MY TICKET CALLED FOR A STOP-OFF IN DURANT FOR A CHANGE OF TRAINS, AND THEN TO CONTINUE ON TO

BATTLE CREEK AND CAMP CUSTER,  THE TRAIN LEFT THE STATION AND HEADED NORTH THROUGH ROYAL OAK AND PONTIAC TO DURANT.

MOM TOLD ME LATER THAT THEY HAD WENT UP TO PONTIAC TO SEE THE TRAIN GO THROUGH.  THE STATION AT DURANT WAS HUGE AS IT WAS THE CROSSROADS OF MANY RAILROAD LINES.  AFTER CHANGING

TRAINS I ARRIVED IN BATTLE CREEK AT THE  STATION, WHERE I WAITED

FOR QUITE AWHILE BEFORE THE ARMY PERSONELL ARRIVED TO TAKE ME TO CAMP CUSTER.


THE BARRACKS I WAS PUT IN HAD BUNKS THREE TIERS HIGH--LUCKY I WAS ON THE BOTTOM BUNK!  THE FIRST DAY  I WAS ISSUED MY

CLOTHES, SHOES, AND THE REST OF THE STUFF ISSUED TO A NEW

RECRUIT--LUCKY FOR ME EVERYTHING WAS A PERFECT FIT!  THE NEXT DAY EVERYONE WAS GIVEN THE APTITUDE TESTS AND I REALLY TRYED MY HARDEST TO GET A REAL GOOD SCORE.  HERE I HAD MY FIRST TASTE

OF K P (KITCHEN POLICE)---IT WAS A HOT, ROUGH, HARD, LONG HOURS

JOB WORKING IN THE MESS HALL, WHEN ONE CONSIDERS THAT IT FED

SEVERAL HUNDRED NEW SOLDIERS THREE TIMES A DAY!


ONE FINE MORNING THE SERGEANT CAME AROUND AND ANNOUNCED THAT HE HAD A VERY IMPORTANT JOB TO BE DONE, AND HE NEEDED SOME EXPERIENCED TRUCK DRIVERS AND ASKED IF ANYONE HAD THE QUALIFICATIONS FOR THE JOB??  QUITE A FEW MEN RAISED THEIR HANDS, AND HE LED THEM OFF FOR THE DAYS WORK.  IT SURE SOUNDED LIKE A GREAT DEAL, BUT WHEN THEY RETURNED LATE IN THE AFTERNOON, THEY WERE DIRTY, TIRED AND TOTALLY DISCUSTED!!!  THEY WERE HAULING GRAVEL FOR THE RAILROAD BED, SHOVELING IT INTO WHEELBARROWS AND THEN PUTTING IT BETWEEN THE TIES!!  RIGHT THEN MY MOTTO BECAME "NEVER VOLUNTEER FOR ANYTHING, STAY OUT OF SIGHT, NEVER RAISE YOUR HAND, AND KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT IF YOU CAN KEEP IT CLOSED!!".


AT CUSTER I DIDN'T HAVE TIME TO BECOME ACQUAINTED WITH ANY OF THE OTHER RECRUITS.  FOR SOME REASON I HAD THOUGHT THAT MY PARENTS MIGHT DRIVE OUT TO CUSTER AND THEY DID WITH CARL AND HIS FUTURE WIFE LUCILLE.  THEY ARRIVED AFTER I HAD LEFT.  THEY DID HEAR THE NAME SCHOONOVER CALLED, BUT IT TURNED OUT TO BE 

A YOUNG FELLOW FROM OHIO.  BY THAT TIME I WAS ALREADY ON A TROOP TRAIN HEADED SOUTH AND WEST!!


WHEN OUR ORDERS CAME TO LEAVE CAMP CUSTER, WE PACKED OUR GEAR IN OUR DUFFEL BAGS, AND MARCHED DOWN TO THE RAILROAD SIDING, AND BOARDED THE TRAIN,  THE RAILROAD CARS WERE LOADED TO THE HILT WITH US ROOKIES, HEADED FOR "GOD" KNOWS WHERE!!  ON THE TRAIN ONE OF THE FELLOWS WANTED TO SELL HIS "GRUEN" WRIST WATCH FOR A FEW BUCKS, SO I BOUGHT IT.  ABOUT ALL I CAN REMEMBER ABOUT THE TRAIN RIDE WAS THE STOP WE MADE IN ST. LOUIS AT THE STATION THERE.


ALL OF US KINDA KEPT TRACK OF THE DIRECTION WE WERE HEADED AND THE TOWNS AND CITIES WE PASSED THROUGH.  ONE OF THE LAST PLACES WE WENT THROUGH WAS WEATHERFORD, TEXAS AND SHORTLY AFTER WE PULLED INTO THE RAILROAD SIDING AT OUR BASIC TRAINING CAMP--CAMP WOLTERS, TEXAS, WHERE WE DISEMBARKED

AND I WAS ASSIGNED TO A HEAVY WEAPONS TRAINING BATTALION--THERE THE TRAINING IS,  NOT ONLY TO BE A RIFLEMAN, BUT ALSO TO USE MORTORS AND MACHINE GUNS!!  THIS OF COURSE WAS NOT MUCH TO MY LIKING--BUT HERE I WAS!!


IT WAS A FEW DAYS AFTER WE ARRIVED THAT ONE OF THE SERGEANTS CAME AROUND AND CALLED OFF A BUNCH OF NAMES OF MEN THAT HAD A HIGH ENOUGH I.Q. TO QUALIFY FOR RADIO SCHOOL.  WE WERE MARCHED DOWN TO THE 52ND TRAINING BATTALION FOR A RADIO APPTITUDE TEST.  THE TEST CONSISTED OF LISTENING TO MORSE CODE AND GROUPING AND IDENTIFING THE LETTERS AND NUMBERS WE HEARD OVER OUR HEADSETS.  ON OUR TESTPAPERS WE WOULD MARK WHETHER THE TWO SOUNDS WERE THE SAME OR DIFFERENT.  TO ME IT WAS FAIRLY EASY!


OUT OF THE MANY MEN THAT HAD TAKEN THE TEST, IT ENDED UP THAT ONLY FOUR OF US WERE CHOSEN TO ATTEND THE  RADIO SCHOOL OF THE 52ND BATTALION.  IT WAS A VERY WET-RAINY DAY WHEN IT CAME TIME TO TRANSFER DOWN TO OUR NEW BARRACKS.  THE FOUR OF US PUT ON OUR RAINGEAR, PICKED UP OUR BELONGINGS AND WERE MARCHED DOWN TO CO. "A" OF THE 52ND.  TWO OF THE MEN WERE OLDER--ALLAN TIBBITTS OF RIVER ROUGE AND JOHN PALMER OF 

DETROIT.  THE OTHER FELLOW WAS A YOUNG MAN FROM ONAWAY , HE 

WAS QUITE A SHORT LITTLE GUY, AND HIS RAINCOAT ALMOST DRAGGED THE GROUND!!  WHAT A SIGHT WE MUST HAVE MADE MARCHING THROUGH THE  HEAVY RAIN. 


THE 52ND INFANTRY TRAINING BATTALION CONSISTED OF CO. "A"--

COMPANIES "B"- "C"- AND "D" TRAINED WIREMEN, MESSAGE CENTER MEN AND INTELLIGENCE PERSONNEL.  THE CAMP WAS FAIRLY NEW AND EVERYTHING THERE WAS CLEAN AND TIDY!!  THE FOUR COMPANIES FACED A LARGE OPEN TRAINING AREA--WITH TWO COMPANIES ON EACH SIDE.  THE LOWER NUMBERED BATTALIONS BELOW US WAS WHERE  THEY TRAINED MEN TO BECOME TRUCK DRIVERS, MECHANICS, COOKS, AND BAKERS.  ABOVE OUR BATTALION WERE THE MANY BARRACKS WHERE THE RIFLEMAN AND HEAVY WEAPONS  SOLDIERS RECEIVED THEIR TRAINING.


FINALLY WE LEARNED THAT OUR TRAINING WAS TO CONSIST OF SIX WEEKS OF BASIC INFANTRY TRAINING FOLLOWED BY SEVEN WEEKS OF RADIO SCHOOL.  FT. WORTH AND DALLAS WERE OFF LIMITS TO US, BUT THE LITTLE TOWN OF MINERAL WELLS WAS A PLACE WE WERE ALLOWED TO GO ON A PASS, AND I WENT THERE SEVERAL TIMES.  OUR FIRST SERGEANT WAS HENRY ROSA--BELIEVE HE WAS FROM BROOKLYN.

THE COMPANY WAS HOUSED IN TWO TWO-STORIED BARRACKS, WITH THE LOWER-LETTERED LAST NAME RECRUITS IN THE FIRST BARRACKS AND THE OTHERS IN MY BARRACKS.


BASIC TRAINING WENT OFF REAL GOOD--THERE WAS CLOSE ORDER DRILL, HIKES, PRACTICE MAKING OUR BUNKS, PITCHING OUR TENTS, BAYONET DRILL, HAND TO HAND COMBAT PRACTICE, ARMY INFORMATION MOVIES TO GO AND SEE, PLUS A WHOLE LOT OF OTHER

CLASSES AND ARMY INSTRUCTION!!  ON FRIDAY NIGHTS EVERYONE

PITCHED IN TO SCRUB THE BARRACKS FLOOR--THE BUCKETS WERE BROUGHT OUT AND THE GOOD-OLD-G.I. SOAP AND SCRUB BRUSHES, THEN EVERY ONE GOT DOWN ON THEIR KNEES AND SCRUBBED AND SCRUBBED, AND THEN CAME THE RINSING PROCESS--THIS WAS ALL DONE 

IN PREPARATION FOR THE BIG SATURDAY MORNING INSPECTION.  AFTER THE INSPECTION WAS OVER AND EVERY THING WAS UP TO THE ARMY STANDARDS, PASSES WERE ISSUED TO MINERAL WELLS!


EVERYONE WAS REQUIRED TO GO OUT TO THE RIFLE RANGE TO QUALIFY, SO WE SPENT SEVERAL DAYS THERE, NOT ONLY SHOOTING OUR OLD SPRINGFIELD 1903 BOLT ACTION RIFLES, BUT ALSO TAKING OUR TURN IN THE PITS OPERATING THE TARGETS.  THIS WAS A LOT OF FUN, BUT TRUTHFULLY,  IT WAS'NT SOMETHING I WAS A MASTER OF!!!  THERE WAS A CONTEST ON BETWEEN THE FIRST AND SECOND PLATOONS TO OUTDO EACH OTHER.  THE LOSERS HAD TO TREAT THE WINNERS TO A BIG STEAK AT THE "BAKER HOTEL" IN MINERAL WELLS.  MY PLATOON ENDED UP BEATING THE FIRST PLATOON, SO THEY ENDED UP PAYING FOR OUR STEAK DINNER.   ONE EVENING WE ALL WENT INTO TOWN TO THE HOTEL FOR OUR BANQUET--WHAT A MEAL IT WAS--A BIG JUICY STEAK WITH ALL OF THE TRIMMINGS!!  MINE WAS AS TOUGH AS LEATHER,  BUT AFTER ALL IT WAS ON THE FIRST PLATOON!!  THERE ALSO WAS A PROGRAM AND REWARDS GIVEN FOR THE SHARPSHOOTERS. 


OUR GREATEST JOKE ABOUT THE RIFLE RANGE WAS WORKING IN THE PITS UNDER THE TARGETS.  WHEN THE RIFLEMAN MISSED THE TARGET COMPLETELY, WE WOULD WAVE THE LONG POLE WITH THE RED FLAG ON IT TO SIGNAL TO THE SCOREKEEPER THAT THE SHOT HAD BEEN A MISS!!  IT WAS CALLED "MAGGIES DRAWERS".  THE HITS ON THE TARGET WERE ALSO MADE KNOWN TO THE SCOREKEEPER.


MINERAL WELLS HAD TWO LARGE HOTELS--THE BAKER AND THE CRAZY HOTEL.  THE CRAZY WAS SO NAMED BECAUSE MINERAL WELLS WAS THE HOME OF THE FAMOUS "CRAZY WATER CRYSTALS", A PRODUCT THAT WAS EXTENSIVELY ADVERTISED ON RADIO STATIONS THROUGHOUT THE U.S.A.  THIS WAS THE FIRST TIME I HAD EVER WALKED ON BOARD SIDEWALKS IN AN OLD WESTERN TOWN!!  THEY HAD THEIR SHARE OF SHOPS FOR US G.I.S TO BUY OUR NEEDS.  ON A SATURDAY I WOULD CATCH THE BUS TO SPEND A FEW HOURS SHOPPING AND LOOKING OVER THE TOWN--I LOVED THE SMALL TOWN ATMOSPIRE--SOMEWHAT LIKE GOOD OLD UTICA, MICHIGAN!!


ON ONE OF OUR FIELD TRAINING DAYS , WE WENT OUT AWAY FROM CAMP TO A FIELD WITH TALL GRASS TO PRACTICE FALLING DOWN WITH OUR RIFLES AND THEN CRAWING ON OUR STOMACHS--WITH OUR BUTTS DOWN NATURALLY!!  DURING THESE EXERCISES I LOST THE FLOOR PLATE OUT OF MY SPRINGFIELD '03 RIFLE--IT HAD BEEN POPPING OUT EVERY-SO-OFTEN.  WHEN THE DAYS TRAINING WAS FINISHED, I TOOK OFF TO ATTEMPT TO FIND THE MISSING FLOOR PLATE, BUT TO NO AVAIL!!  WHEN I TOOK THE RIFLE INTO THE SUPPLY ROOM, THE SERGEANT SIMPLY SAID, "YOU WILL HAVE TO PAY FOR A NEW ONE!".

SEEMS LIKE THE TAB CAME TO $4 to $5 FOR A NEW ONE--ALL THE TIME I'M THINKING THAT A BRAND NEW ONE WOULD BE INSTALLED IN MY '03.

LO AND BEHOLD, THAT SLY OLD SUPPLY SERGEANT SLIPPED ME IN ANOTHER OLD WORN OUT FLOOR PLATE!!  IT WAS JUST AS BAD AS THE OTHER ONE, AND KEPT FALLING OUT.  JOKES ON ME!  FROM THEN ON I MADE SURE I DIDN'T HAVE TO PAY FOR ANY LOST ARMY PROPERTY.


JUST ONCE AT CAMP WOLTERS I WAS ASSIGNED GUARD DUTY.  MY ASSIGNMENT WAS TO TAKE MY RIFLE, GO DOWN TO THE STOCKADE,  AND PICK UP A PRISONER, AND TAKE HIM OUT TO THE OPEN AREA ACROSS FROM THE BARRACKS TO POLICE UP THE GROUNDS.  I'M NOT SURE HOW FOOLISH HE FELT ABOUT IT, BUT I SURE AS HECK FELT THAT WAY WHEN FORMATIONS OF TROOPS PASSED US!!  IT WAS SUPPOSED TO BE THE TRUTH THAT IF YOU LET A PRISONER ESCAPE, YOU AUTOMATICALLY ASSUMED HIS SENTENCE.  EVERYONE ALWAYS SAID,  "IF HE TRIES ANYTHING, SHOOT THE S.O.B.!!  OF COURSE HE GAVE ME ABSOLUTELY NO TROUBLE, BUT I WAS MORE THAN HAPPY WHEN THE DAY ENDED, AND I RETURNED HIM TO THE STOCKADE.  WHILE GUARDING THE PRISONER, I HAD NOTICED AN OFFICER PASS BY MARCHING HIS TROOPS AND FOR SOME REASON I THOUGHT IT MIGHT BE BOB RANKIN MY BROTHER ALS GOOD FRIEND FROM UTICA--NEVER DID FIND OUT.


MY BEST FRIEND AT BOOT CAMP WAS MY LITTLE BUDDY FROM ONAWAY, MICHIGAN--ART VASHON.  DURING OUR TIME THERE WE DID MANY THINGS TOGETHER AND OFTEN TALKED ABOUT GETTING TOGETHER AFTER THE WAR.  HE DID SOME BOXING AT MATCHES HELD AT THE FIELD HOUSE.  JOHN PALMER AND ALLAN TIBBETS WERE ALSO REAL GOOD PALS!!  EVERYONE THERE WAS FRIENDLY AND KIND--THAT KIND OF REFLECTED THE QUALITY AND INTELLIGENCE OF THE MEN IN THE RADIO SECTION.


ONE OF THE GREAT EXPERIENCES OF BEING IN THE SERVICE WAS  GETTING  THE REQUIRED MEDICAL SHOTS!  ONE SUNNY DAY WE WERE ALL MARCHED DOWN TO THE FIELD HOUSE TO BE INOCUATED WITH OUR TETNUS SHOT--WE LINED UP  AND PROCEEDED FORWARD UNTIL IT WAS OUR TURN.  AFTER THE DAMAGE WAS DONE, WE WERE TOLD TO GO OUTSIDE AND SIT DOWN--OR ELSE WE WOULD PROBABLY FALL DOWN.

THAT SHOT HIT LIKE A BULLIT AND SOME OF US WERE LUCKY TO MAKE IT OUT SIDE TO SIT DOWN!  THE ARMY MUST HAVE GIVEN US AN EXTRA LARGE DOSE OF TETNUS --WE SURE HAD SOME MIGHTY SORE ARMS!!!

MOST OF US SPENT HOURS EXERCISING OU R ARMS TO GET RID OF THE SORENESS--TETNUS SHOTS HAVE TO BE THE WORST OF THE WORST  !!


WHILE AT THE FIELD HOUSE ONE AFTERNOON SOMEONE WAS CALLING "HEY SCHOONOVER"  AND I ASSUMED HE WAS YELLING FOR ME,

SO I PROCEEDED TO LOOK FOR HIM, AND HE SAID THAT I WASN'T THE ONE HE WAS CALLING.  HE FINALLY FOUND HIS FRIEND AND INTERDUCED ME TO HIM--HE WAS FROM OHIO--PROBABLY A 25TH COUSIN!!!


OUT OF THE MEN IN THE TWO BARRACKS A SELECTION WAS MADE FOR A STUDENT COMPANY COMMANDER AND VARIOUS OTHER STUDENT

NON-COMS.  A TEXAS BOY--ALLAN ZOLL (HIGH SCHOOL R.O.T.C.) WAS CHOSEN TO BE THE STUDENT COMPANY.  THANKS GOODNESS THESE DUTIES WERE NOT OFFERED TO ME, AS I WOULD HAVE DECLINED!!


THE COUNTRYSIDE AROUND THE CAMP WAS BEAUTIFUL!  THE HIKES WE TOOK OUT IN THE SURROUNDING HILLS AND VALLEYS WERE QUITE ENJOYABLE DESPITE THE SORE LEGS AND ACHING FEET!!  

                                        RADIO SCHOOL 1942


AFTER OUR INFANTRY BASIC TRAINING WAS FINISHED, WE STARTED OUR RADIO SCHOOL CLASSES AT THE 52ND BATTALION RADIO SCHOOL--NOT ONLY LEARNING MORSE CODE, BUT RADIO PROCEDURE AND OPERATION.  TO EVERYONE IT WAS A REAL CHALLENGE TO LEARN

MORSE CODE AND THEN BEING ABLE TO PASS THE REQUIRED RECEIVING

SPEED OF 14 WORDS PER MINUTE.  OUR SENDING SPEED WAS MUCH SLOWER.  


EVERY MORNING AFTER BREAKFAST AND MAKING OUR BUNKS, WE  MARCHED IN FORMATION DOWN TO THE BUILDINGS WHERE THE RADIO

SECTION WAS TRAINED.  AT LUNCH WE MARCHED BACK TO THE MESS HALL FOR LUNCH, AFTER WHICH WE MARCHED BACK TO SCHOOL FOR OUR AFTERNOON CLASSES.  THE CLASSES WERE ONLY FOR THE FIVE DAYS, AS SATURDAY WAS THE DAY FOR INSPECTION--OUR FOOTLOCKERS, BED, CLOTHES, THE BARRACKS,  LATRINES AND OUR PERSONAL APPEARANCE HAD TO BE ACCEPTABLE TO THE INSPECTING OFFICER OR ONE ENDED UP ON SOME DETAIL AS PUNISHMENT.  DURING MY STAY IN WOLTERS I DID NOT DO ANY EXTRA DUTY!!!

          AFTER LEARNING THE MORSE CODE AND PROPER RADIO PROCEDURE WE TOOK TO THE FIELD TO LEARN TO OPERATE THE RADIOS 

THAT THE ARMY HAD AT THAT TIME.  IT WAS ALL SIGNAL CORPS

EQUIPMENT---SOME OF IT QUITE ANCIENT!!  THERE WE PRACTICED OUR SENDING AND RECEIVING OF MORSE CODED MESSAGES AND ALSO VOICE

TRANSMISSIONS.  THE RADIOS HAD A HAND OPERATED GERERATOR TO PRODUCE THE POWER TO RUN THE RADIOS.  THIS MEANT THAT TWO MEN WERE INVOLVED IN THE OPERATION---ONE ON THE RADIO-WITH HIS HEADSET ON OPERATING THE SET AND THE OTHER TURNING THE HANDLES ON THE GENERATOR.  AT THAT TIME OF YEAR THE SUN IN TEXAS WAS MIGHTY HOT AND THE SMALL SCRUBBY TREES WEREN'T MUCH HELP.  WE WORE OUR OLD GREEN FATIGUES WITH THE UGLY

FATIGUE HAT WHICH WAS OUR DRESS FOR ALL OF OUR TRAINING AT

CAMP WOLTERS!!  IT ALL WAS ENJOYABLE AND FUN.


DURING THE 13 WEEKS OF TRAINING WE HAD TO TAKE OUR REGULAR TURN AT K.P.  THE MESS SERGEANT INSISTED THAT THE DISH WATER BE BOILING HOT WHEN THE DISHES WERE WASHED.  AL TIBBETTS

HAD THAT JOB ONE DAY AND BURNED HIS HANDS QUITE BADLY, AND  AL ALWAYS SWORE THAT HE WOULD KILL THAT D----- MESS SERGEANT SOME DAY!  KNOW HE MEANT IT!!  K.P. USUALLY INVOLVED ONE OF THE FOLLOWING ASSIGNMENTS--DISH WASHER; POTS AND PANS; DINING ROOM ODERLY; THE OUTSIDE JOB--GARBARGE ENGINEER FIRST CLASS!!

THIS JOB WAS TAKING CARE OF THE GARBARGE, SCRUBBING THE CANS,

TIDYING UP THE AREA, AND SOMETIMES THE STINKY-SMELLY JOB OF CLEANING THE GREASE PITS.


DURING ONE OF MY TOURS AS A K.P. FIRST CLASS, ONE OF MY DUTIES WAS PEELING POTATOES--THE SPUDS WERE FRESH FROM THE FARM--COMPLETE WITH SAND AND DIRT.  QUITE UNEXPECTEDLY I WAS ORDERED TO ,REPORT INTO THE MESS HALL.  ALONG WITH MY FELLOW K.P.'S WE WERE LINED UP AGAINST THE WALL FOR AN INSPECTION BY A GENERAL INSPECTING THE SANITARY CONDITIONS OF THE MESS HALL!!

WHEN HE CAME THROUGH, HE TOLD US TO HOLD OUR HANDS OUT IN FRONT OF US FOR HIM TO SEE.  HE NATURALLY LOOKED AT OUR FINGERS, BUT WAS MORE INTERESTED IN MY FINGERNAILS!!  HE SAW THE SAND UNDER MINE AND TURNED FIERCELY TOWARD THE MESS SERGEANT AND ASKED :  "WHAT IS THIS MAN DOING WITH DIRTY HANDS AND FINGERNAILS"?  WHEN HE WAS TOLD THAT I HAD BEEN PEELING UNWASHED SPUDS, HE CALMED DOWN AND CONTINUED ON HIS WAY!!

FOR A MINUTE I REALLY THOUGHT THAT I HAD HAD IT!  AT LEAST A GENERAL HAD INSPECTED MY FINGERNAILS!!


EVERY SUNDAY I ATTENDED CHAPEL AND ENJOYED IT.  COL. BAKER WAS THE CHAPLAIN, AND ALWAYS HAD A VERY GOOD SERMON.

THE ORGANIST AND SOLOIST WAS A FELLOW FROM THE DETROIT AREA BY THE NAME OF JACOBY.  THE SERVICE WAS VERY SIMILAR TO THE ONE AT TROY METHODIST CHURCH.


WHEN OUR TRAINING WAS NEARLY FINISHED AT CAMP WOLTERS, WE LEARNED THAT MANY OF OUR BUDDIES HAD APPLIED FOR AND WERE OFF TO VARIOUS OTHER POSTS FOR SPECIAL TRAINING--TIBBETTS, PALMER, AND ZOLL WERE OFF TO OFFICER CANDIDATE SCHOOL--SEVERAL HAD ENLISTED IN THE SKI TROOPS AND WERE OFF TO COLORADO SPRINGS--MY BEST BUDDY ART VASHON ALONG WITH SEVERAL OTHERS HAD JOINED THE PARATROOPERS.  THE PARATROOPERS HAD A SPECIAL INCENTIVE--FOR A PRIVATE THEY RECEIVED THE CUSTOMARY $50 A MONTH PLUS ANOTHER $50 A MONTH FOR JUMP PAY!

THE DOUBLE PAY WASN'T ENOUGH TO GET ME TO VOLUNTEER!


WHEN OUR TRAINING FINALLY ENDED, WE WERE MARCHED DOWN , WITH ALL OF OUR BELONGINGS TO THE RAILROAD SIDING, AND WERE ASSIGNED TO OUR COACHES.  ALONG WITH THE RADIO OPERATORS, THE TRAIN WAS LOADED WITH OTHER 52ND BATTALION MEN.  THE REST OF THE TRAIN WAS LOADED WITH MEN FROM THE OTHER BATTALIONS--RIFLEMEN, HEAVY WEAPONS MEN, COOKS, BAKERS, MECHANICS, AND TRUCK DRIVERS.  PRESENTLY THE TRAIN PULLED OUT OF THE CAMP WOLTERS SIDING ONTO THE MAIN TRACK.  WHERE WE WERE HEADED, WE HAD NO IDEA, BUT ONCE THE TRAIN HEADED WEST, WE WERE PUZZLED

WHETHER WE WERE HEADED FOR THE PACIFIC THEATER OF OPERATIONS OR TO A CAMP ON THE WEST COAST!!


SINCE I HAD NEVER BEEN OUT WEST, I REALLY ENJOYED THE DESERT, THE MOUNTAINS, AND ALL THE SCENERY IN WESTERN TEXAS, NEW MEXICO,  ARIZONA, AND SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA!  AMONG THE NEW

THINGS I SAW WAS THE SALTEN SEA, DATE PALMS WITH THE BIG BUNCHES OF DATES COVERED WITH WHITE BAGS, AND MANY BEAUTIFUL ROCK FORMATIONS.  PERSONNALLY I DIDN'T CARE FOR THE SAND DRIFTING THROUGH THE WINDOWS OF OUR COACH.


THIS HAD BEEN MY FIRST CHRISTMAS DAY I HAD SPENT AWAY FROM HOME AND MY FIRST WHILE IN THE SERVICE--I HAD ALWAYS LOVED THOSE CHRISTMASES AT HOME, WHEN WE ALWAYS HAD A TERRIFIC MEAL--TURKEY AND ALL THE TRIMMINGS!!  MOM ALWAYS MADE A SLEW OF PIES--PUMPKIN, ELDERBERRY, AND MINCEMEAT.

SHE USUALLY MADE A SUET  PUDDING WITH A WHITE SAUCE TOPPING--BOY WAS THAT GOOD!!  THIS CHRISTMAS DINNER WAS TO BE FAR DIFFERENT--MY WORSE EVER!!  WITH THE DESERT SAND DRIFTING THROUGH THE WINDOWS, WE WERE BROUGHT A GLOB OF CANNED ARMY STEW--HALF WARM AND TASTELESS!!  THAT WAS THE MAIN COURSE AND IF WE WERE GIVEN ANYTHING ELSE--I JUST DON'T RECALL!!  IT WAS CHRISTMAS DAY, BUT OUR MORALE AND SPIRITS WERE  SURE LOW!!                                                                                                                                                                             

AS HARD WORK, MR SCHULTZ ALWAYS TREATED ME

FAIR, AND HIS MOTHER ALWAYS FED ME AT LUNCH 

