
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

The text is copied from letters 
I wrote Mommie, Daddy and “the three 

little girls” while I was in the Army.  That text is 
in regular print.   I made some explanatory notes 65 years 

later which are printed in italics. 
 
 

This project is so dear to my heart and I could never 
ever have accomplished it if Mommie had not saved all those 

letters, if Todd had not encouraged me, solved all the production 
problems, kept reminding me to “Keep Calm and Carry On”,  

and if Beth had not helped us when the technical problems got 
                       complicated. Thank you. 
 

Beverly Wagoner 



 
 

 

 



 
 

 

MY BOYS 
 

November 11, 2011 
 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   
Those of us of a certain age will remember where we were and what we were doing on 
December 7, 1941.  I was in nursing school at the Methodist Hospital in Indianapolis.  The 
student nurses lived in Wile Hall in the 1800 block of Capitol Avenue and were all shocked, 
horrified, and probably scared when we heard the news. My brother, Stanley, joined the Air 
Corps a few weeks later. My brother, Harlan, would enter the Navy ROTC program at Harvard 
and would become a Navy pilot.  When I graduated from nursing school in 1944 I tried to enlist 
in the Navy but was told I needed to have my tonsils removed which I did.  I had an emergency 
appendectomy in November of 1944 and the Navy told me I had to wait for one year after 
surgery so I applied to the Army Nurse Corps and they accepted my application but 
recommended deferment because of the surgery until March.  On April l, I entered into active 
service at Billings General Hospital at Fort Benjamin Harrison in Indianapolis.  I remember 
telling Mommie and Daddy that I wanted to enlist and they did not object.  How must they have 
felt to have 3 of their children in the war?  None of us was ever in harm’s way but we certainly 
could not have been sure of that.   
 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
We started working on the wards of the hospital immediately and just as immediately I fell in 
love with the wonderful young men that I cared for on those wards.  At the same time, we new 
enlistees were involved with Basic Training.  We learned to march, to salute, how to wear the 
uniform, and were yelled at and badgered by our drill sergeant as any other new soldiers.  We 
were taught how to put on a gas mask – were told how important it was to put on our masks at 
the first sign of gas.  Our sergeant told us we would be shown how troops maneuver under 
smoke screens and marched us into smoke and it did not take long until we realized that tear 
gas was mixed in with the smoke and we were scrambling to get our masks on.  We did not do 
well and when the smoke cleared, one poor nurse was running wildly across the parade field 
crying.  In order to impress us with our poor performance we were marched back to our 
barracks in “close order” which was painful and nauseating since we were all covered with tear 
gas!  The nurse who ran across the field was also the one who believed the person who told her 
that her “army shoes” would be soft and flexible if she soaked them in water over night.  
WRONG!! 



 
 

 

                  
 
I was so impressed with the gallantry of the young men I was nursing that I decided there and 
then to tell their stories – never mind, that I didn’t have any talent for writing – I just worried that 
although they were heroes while in uniform, when they went back to civilian life they would be 
regarded as cripples.  I had no illusions about the number of people who would read this story – 
maybe my family and friends – I just felt if I wrote it down I was paying them some honor. I 
wanted to do something to tell how wonderful they were.  That was 65 years ago.  I sent letters 
to my family and Mommie saved them and from time to time in all those years I reminded myself 
that I woud copy those stories.  Stories about that “Greatest Generation” have surfaced now and 
then – and some of those stories tell very well the heroism of those young men - those men 
didn’t talk much about the war.  These attempts of mine will add nothing to those stories – I 
don’t know each boy’s story – I’m sure some of them are heroic. These notes will add little to 
your knowledge of those wonderful boys – it was late in the war and they were “boys” – but I 
need to copy these letters as a tribute to them – I suppose few of them are still alive. In my 
memory – they are as alive today as they were then. 

We all loved Bill 
Mauldin’s cartoons 
and we certainly liked 
this one.  During our 
basic training we were 
constantly being 
warned – “loose lips 
sink ships” “be ever 
vigilant”.  A nurse said 
to me, “I wonder if the 
enemy can booby trap 
my toothbrush.” 



 
 

 

                                                 MY BOYS 
 

20 April 1945 
Billings General Hospital 
Fort Benjamin Harrison 

Indianapolis IN 
 

 
Now, please understand, dear friends, and gentle hearts, that I’ve no idea to whom I’m writing 
this, maybe no one will ever read it but someday after this horrible carnage is at last finished 
and our world is at peace once more, then maybe I’ll find this someplace and will relive once 
more my month of Basic Training at Billings General Hospital at Fort Benjamin Harrison in 
Indiana – no, I’ve no idea to whom I’m writing this but I can tell you FOR whom I’m writing it – 
the GIs who are so gallantly fighting this war – and the GIs in hospitals in particular.  Ernie Pyle 
writes so humanly about them – George Hicks – so eloquently – and many, many others – I 
write – not humanly – certainly not eloquently, but with a heart full of admiration and respect for 
those GIs – “my boys”  a heart which loves them so much that it must say somehow its feeling 
for them.  That feeling must be conveyed on paper. They’ll never know how we felt – we nurses 
– because you see one doesn’t go up to Tony Zeimba from Chicago – a patient in 1212 – a boy 
who has 6, maybe 9 months to live and say, “Tony, you are a wonderful guy.  I admire you very 
much.”  Tony was hit by machine gun fire somewhere in Germany.  His abdomen was literally 
riddled.  He has a double colostomy and is merely living to die.  But does Tony lie in his bed and 
stare at the ceiling? No!  Tony’s wide grin is well known to everyone.  Tony has two interests – 
the large group of girls who come to see him and his meticulously trimmed moustache.  Pvt. 
Zeimba was the one who said to me one morning – the second morning I was on duty – and 
one of those mornings when I had struggled with my insignia, making sure that the very shiny 
bar was 1” from this corner and 3/8” from that corner – “Lt. Meal, did you know you have your 
insignia on the wrong side of your collar?”  Needless to say, my face got very red and in a few 
minutes all the fellows in the ward knew my mistake and once more knew that I was one of 
those green basics!  So every morning for a week, immediately on arriving on duty I marched up 
to Tony Zeimba’s bed for inspection. 
 
Could I tell you, too about Pvt. John Alexander from South Bend who was admitted as a litter 
patient as part of a convoy from Halloran General Hospital in New York – a shy little blonde who 
was so obviously happy to be back in Indiana that it made your heart glad because he was so 
glad.  He had troubles – he had given someone $240 to give to the Receiving Officer and didn’t 
get a receipt and was so worried.  We all knew something was up but he wouldn’t say a word.  
Of course, by my third day on the ward the boys who weren’t calling me “Lt. Corn” were calling 
me “Indiana” and one day he said, in a very soft voice, looking up from the beautiful yarn rug he 
was making, “Lt., are you really from Indiana?” and then slowly the story came out – so of 
course, I got his receipt and now he smiles when we talk.  “But,”you say, “such a little thing – 
why bother to put it down?”  It is a little thing but it is the sum total of such little things that made 
my days happy ones. 
 
Cpl. Juett, with 2 fractured legs and obstructive jaundice – has to be on a special diet – and 
somehow our ward boy, Jeff, never seemed to remember to go get Juett’s diet – so he was 
always hungry – and then when he got it – no butter – no cream.  One morning I found him 
crying.  Was he crying because he had been in bed for 6 months?  Crying because he’d been 
through hell in the Sicily campaign?  Crying because he was going to have his legs amputated?  
He was crying because he wanted some ice cream! 



 
 

 

 
Fullerton was that incredibly good looking man – what a bad boy he was!  He had a wife and 
several girl friends and yet he was so cute and quite clever and liked being a mimic.  He could 
imitate the sound of a B24 taking off or a dog fight with equal ability. 
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I must tell you about Jeff – our ward boy, though “boy” is certainly a misnomer.  Do you 
remember Charley Archey, the janitor at Waldron High School?  He and our Jefferson might 
have been twins.  Jeff was 50 – had no teeth. Has been in the Army almost all his life and is still 
a private.  Every day we had to tell Jeff how good he was because every day he threatened to 
quit though how anyone “quits” the Army is slightly beyond my powers of perception. 

T/5 Belcher was one of my favorite boys.  
Shot in the hip and evacuated to the Z.I. 
(Zone of Interior) in a complete body and 
double hip spica cast – a fine looking boy 
and very sweet.  He’s an example of our 
fighting men – he lost a foot because 
somebody – somewhere – slipped up – the 
medic who unwrapped Lloyd's cast covered 
his left foot completely – thereby 
automatically cutting off all circulation.  He 
kept complaining about his foot hurting him 
but people were too busy to notice – so – 
when his cast was removed his toes were 
gangrenous and his foot had to be 
amputated.  Please understand that I’m not 
telling the story to blame the medical officer.  
It was just one of those things and of course 
the truly miraculous things they have done 
will far outbalance the bad accidents. I tell 
you the story because I never once heard 
him blame the man who was at fault for 
causing him to lose a foot.  The picture was 
taken by Cpl. Duke from Brooklyn – a gay 
(2011 note: “gay” didn’t mean homosexual 
in those days – it meant “happy” “joyful”) 
boy – he bugled for “retreat” I loved him – 
he always winked at me as I passed by.  He 
said I was his inspiration and he often said, 
“Oh, if only you weren’t a Lt!” 
 
 



 
 

 

          
 
 
 
 
 

This picture reminds me of Pietrowski.  He 
was so hard to awaken and when he did he 
would proceed to have palpitations while we 
held his hand - his first words were always, 
“”What’s the temperature, nurse?”  I called 
him “Caterpillar” because he was always 
“peeling”  He was in and out of casts so 
many times he was always like a caterpillar 
emerging from his cocoon. 
 

These are “my boys”, too.  Pfc. Dore was a 
honey.  While he was at Billings he saw for 
the first time his 2 ½ month old baby son.  
After that sight he didn’t need crutches – 
he flew.  Pfc. Thomas was a square peg in 
a round hole – a little psychotic – thought 
no one liked him but he’ll snap out of it.  
Bill Faulconer was one of my pets!  He was 
the father of the sweetest little brown eyed 
“Sue” and he adored her.  His only worry 
was getting his hair cut.  When this picture 
appeared in the paper he sent it to the 
barber with this note, “Dear Mr. Barber, 
Now will you believe I need a hair cut?”  
He and I were special buddies because 
when Capt. Crumpler was making ward 
rounds one day after Bill was out of his 
cast and he asked the Capt. If he could go 
to the latrine via wheel chair and after the 
Capt. meditated a while he said, “Well, Lt. 
Meal, what do you think?’  I said, “He’s 
been a very good boy, Capt.!” And we 
were buddies 
 



 
 

 

 
                              
 
                              

This picture is typical.  A call home brought happier smiles than anything 
else and what a thrill it must have been to hear, “I’m home, Mom!” 
 
 



 
 

 

  
 
 
After basic training I was sent to Newton B. Baker General Hospital at Martinsburg, West 
Virginia.  It was a sprawling set of buildings – built out in nowhere outside this little town which 
was near Washington, DC.  It had 1800 beds. There I was a general duty nurse – my record 
says:  Served as supervisor of three 80 bed wards.  Supervised 4 medical corpsmen.  Had 
charge of all admission to hospital and screened these men.  Had charge of allergy clinic.  
Served as general duty nurse on plastic, hand, orthopedic and medical wards.  Served as head 
nurse on general surgical ward and supervised nurses, cadet nurses, WACs and medical 
corpsmen.   
 
We received patients from overseas hospitals – kept those with us when we had services to 
help (hand injuries, plastic surgery, general surgery, some psychiatry) and sent others to more 
appropriate hospitals – tried to get the patients close to their homes.  When the patients arrived 
the ambulatory ones wore pajamas and bathrobes and usually wore boots.  I became an expert; 
I could identify the branch of service by their boots.  Infantry boots were very different from 
artillery boots and most different from all other boots were those worn by the paratroopers.



 
 

 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 
MY BOYS  

 
INSTALLMENT II 

 
 
 

My, my, I have been in the Army Nurse Corps 6 weeks and how much I’ve learned.  My boys, 
well, I realize that boys are the same no matter where they are or what their injury.  All my boys 
here have nerve injuries.  So I won’t ever forget them, though I really don’t need this reminder, 
let me put some of them down on paper. 
 
 
 First comes Snodgrass – Howard Snodgrass – had a skull injury which left him with a left 
hemiplegia – and how he works to get his arm to work again.  Every day he has me grip his 
hand to see if he getting stronger. He is a big man and a little on the dull side but so sweet.  Will 
I ever forget the day when I was walking down the street in Martinsburg and met him and his 
wife, who obviously adores him. He introduced me and said, “This is Lt. Mess, honey” When I 
laughed and corrected him, he blushed and said, “Well, I knew it had something to do with 
food.” 
 
Then, close to my heart is Bernard Walper – S/Sgt. Walper – one of those people who read 
good books, knew the difference between a symphony and an opera and who had a delightful 
sense of humor – you know, a clever person with an apt way of saying something at the right 
time.  Walper was bitter as far as religion goes, in his own words, “Go to church?  Why should I? 
Sure, I used to go to church.  The last time I went to church was in a tiny French town which had 
been bombed almost to destruction with the exception of the church. The chaplain was a good 
man with a wife and two children.  We were going into combat and we needed and wanted the 
sermon he preached to us that day.  It was on faith.  The next day while riding in a jeep with 4 
other people he was killed – all the others were unhurt.  It got me.  I just thought if God would let 
a good man like that die, why should he worry about someone like me?”  He went to church with 
me on Mother’s Day.  Maybe he didn’t believe what the preacher said, maybe the hymns to him 
were mockery but as we went back to the ward he said, “Thanks for taking me to church, Lt. 
Meal.  Will you take me again next Sunday?”  Next Sunday we will go again – and some 
Sunday he’ll be walking – not in a wheel chair. 
 
 
Then there’s George Cerrito – a skull defect – with very halting speech.  One day he came out – 
showed me a clipping from a Hoboken paper with a picture of him.  He pointed to it and said, 
“Me – hero!”  The he produced a photo of a handsome fellow in a paratrooper’s uniform and 
said, with a grin, “My brother – him not hero!” 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Remember Mario LaPelle, the little gnome of a man over in the corner who always wanted to 
play cribbage with someone and whose favorite songs were Strauss waltzes and he played 
them constantly.  Once in a while he’d play “Red River Valley” for Jimmy Napier.  Jimmy Napier, 
another hemiplegic, who had convulsions quite often – so sweet.  When he first came to the 
ward he spoke to no one and let no one come close to him but gradually became cheerful and 
could even laugh and talk – how he loved cowboys.  Jimmy loved little Lt. Valahovic and his 
eyes followed her all over the ward. 
 
There’s Jess Adkins who could not talk, read or write.  I know I’ll never forget his first sound – it 
was “Woo Woo” when I walked by his bed one morning.  The ward was in a state of complete 
pandemonium!  Now he can make a few sounds – most of them are like sounds made by a deaf 
mute and his most accomplished sound by now is “wigged”.  I say to him,” Good morning, Jess,” 
–he’ll struggle and struggle and then – “wigged” He’s getting better.  He’ll learn.  He listens to 
everyone and doesn’t miss any happening and it’s a common sight to see the fellows laughing 
and big old Jess laughing, too, soundlessly, his entire body shaking with mirth.  Jess is a farmer 
on a small scale and will I ever forget the expression on his face when I read him a letter from 
his wife in which she said, “I made the last payment on the place today and now it’s all ours!” 
 
 
Don’t forget Leland McFarren, whose mother sent him those wonderful toll house cookies.  
Andrew Brielle, a true Sgt. Mulgrave.  He always had something to sell or a money making 
scheme.  Earl Carlson, who slept all day and was always fussing when we woke him, Pierre 
Milhaud who had been in the French Army – came here on a 6 week’s furlough – France 
surrendered while he was here so he joined the US Army.  He had a terrible Vohmann’s 
contracture.  I loved to hear him talk.  John d’Elsi, the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen – Jay 
Duke who got 20 Christmas packages while a patient on 101.  So many more, each one of them 
is infinitely interesting to me.  Must tell you though about Steven Nagy – a Polish boy just back 
from overseas who said he wanted milk more than anything – he drank 2 quarts just like that.  
Michael Spano – an unquenchable flirt. I can’t end this without telling you about Peter Cappazoli 
– Cappy was a Sgt., had a brain injury which became infected and developed into a brain 
abscess.  No one thought he would live but live he did.  Now, most people thought Cappy crazy 
which was exactly what he wanted us all to think.  But those who were around him a great deal 
felt differently...  Delameter was telling me how on VE Day Cappy walked over and said, “Well, 
the war is over, I guess I won’t have to act crazy anymore!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

 
 

 

MY BOYS 
 

27 June 1945 
 
So, having just “GI ed” the kitchen and polished off my  desk with mineral oil, I take my pen in 
hand for I feel the time has come again to once more put on paper my current feelings about 
those I serve. 
 
I must tell you first about Chester Archnecki – mostly because he told me the other day he 
thought I was the nicest nurse in the hospital!  The outstanding thing about him is his seeming 
magnetism for enemas.  Four times he was scheduled for surgery.  Four times he had his pre-
op enema and four times his surgery was cancelled.  He’s going to have a family crest made – 
an enema can! 
 
Although it seems the majority of our foreign lads are Polish or Italian every now and then an 
Irishman pops up and is so refreshing.  One of these is Joseph Allgood and when I tease him 
about his accent he always says. “Shure, and I like butter on me pie, and milk in me mush and 
you want to know where I came from?''. 
 
Next comes Edward Cornhoff – 19 - and what a mischievous lad.  When I hear a big commotion 
I always know Cornhoff is in the middle of it all.  One night, the Red Cross had a carnival down 
in the Rec Hall and Cornhoff came back laden with silly hats and horns and a record he had 
made.  He went around all evening annoying everyone with his noise.  You should have seen 
his face when he blew a horn at the night supervisor thinking it was I. 
 
The “Dead End Kids” – Lewis and Gardner – about 20 years old and oh, did they think they 
were tough.  Both of them were very short.  Lewis had a moustache and talked out of the corner 
of his mouth and Gardner had a broken nose and let his hair grow long  They had one 
weakness – hot jive music and every night I’d have to chase them away from the vic on the sun 
porch to go to bed.  They were the ones who started calling me “Bev” and when I, in a very 
shocked and very military manner informed them that they couldn’t call me “Bev” they changed 
it to “Myrt” and then to “Lt. Myrt” 
 
In every bunch of men there is a Jack Wagoner.  An easy going guy who takes any amount of 
ribbing and still smiles.  He’ll always be a Pvt. – The kind who does KP and digs ditches and 
does anything to help fight a war. Jack was a sweet guy and a joy to have on the ward... When 
Sgt. Willis Spurrier found out I didn’t like snakes he made my life miserable by putting a little 
green plastic snake wherever I would find it.  He looked like an angel – blonde curls – rosy 
cheeks - dimples and an ever present grin.  Sometimes when I looked at him I could see him 
playing center on a high school basketball team, carrying groceries, and mowing lawns – or 
even as a patient – but as a soldier? Somehow the picture didn’t fit – that’s when I realized - 
that’s our Army – made up of boys who mowed the lawn, played basketball and carried 
groceries – and a wonderful army they are.  Abraham Isaac Spiegel always had something to 
sell. – some big enterprise.  I remember Abie especially because whenever he saw me – no 
matter who was around – he started yelling, “I love you – I love you!” 



 
 

 

The men on 101 will always be near my heart because that’s where I started at Newton D, 
Baker, Two boys, William Julia and Dan Haupt, were unusual cases for Newton D, because 
they were both amputation cases and those cases all go to Walter Reed but is so happened that 
they both had lost their left leg and have nerve injuries to their right leg so they were here 
because this is a neurosurgery center.  I was amazed by the fact they were both happy and 
seemed to regard their loss as just another injury.  When Don would play dance music he’d ask 
me to dance and when I’d grin he’d wiggle the stump of his leg around in perfect time. Then Bill 
would look down at his one GI shoe and say “UMM, good looking shoes.  It’s a shame they 
would only sell me one.”  One night one of them had said something a bit out of order and I 
demanded an apology.  With a twinkle in his eye, he said, “Lady, I beg your pardon.  In fact, I’ll 
get down on my one good knee and beg your pardon.”  How can one lose faith in mankind when 
kids are faced with the prospect of years in a hospital and never be normal again – face that life 
with gaiety, courage and no bitterness.  When they went on a furlough – they were happy to go 
home but with a bit of dread in their eyes because they knew, I think, that people would stare 
and somehow I don’t think they knew exactly how to combat it.  “You have to be tough to be a 
nurse, you say?  No, not tough but understanding without being mushy – sympathetic without 
crying”  
 
The night man on Ward 103 always teased me about the way Hoosiers speak.  He said I said 
things like “Djeet yet?”  “I had aigs for breakfast” He just called me and asked me if my utility 
room door was closed.  I asked, “Why?” He answered, “You’d better be careful – all your ducks 
will fly out!” (“duck” being the usual name for a urinal) 
 

 
 

  Bev note:  When I read these notes some of the names bring back the boy clearly – some not 
so clear and some I didn’t write about but remember vividly.  I’ll never forget Peter 
Devecchio,(top row,second from left)a big tall Italian with a mop of black curly hair and big grin – 
Pete is one of the few boys I saw after he left the hospital.  He lived in the Bronx – was a 
typewriter repair man – he had a unfixable nerve injury in one leg and wore a heavy iron brace – 
he came to see me at Fern’s one time – he was happy to be home – and the grin was still there 
but some of the spark of the grin was gone.  



 
 

 

 

 
 
Two of the medical corpsmen I worked with.  It was late in the war and the Army put men 
wherever they were needed.  One of these men had been a baker and one had been a 
mechanic.  The medics who served overseas became as expert as nurses and doctors.   
They learned by doing. 

 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

 
 
 
 
Some place in the letters Mommie saved there was a paper that just had some names  -  I am 
sure I intended to write more about each one but at least I need to write them down – Stanley 
Jedrezyczyk – Stanley Davis – (I remember Stanley, he was madly in love with one of our 
nurses – fraternization (what a dumb word, now) was forbidden but sometimes she would walk 
outside with him – he was SOOOO handsome – Steve Hrnciar – Leo Imes – Louis Genovese – 
Roosevelt Robinson – Major McQuade – Capt. Young – Lt. LeShan (I remember Larry very well 
– he was a sergeant – a psychologist – who performed so admirably and helped so many 
patients that he was given a “field” commission – he was married to a psychologist, Eda, who 
wrote books and whose name pops up every now and then in crossword puzzles) Lt. Alhaus – 
Major Swart (a gruff orthopedic surgeon –we called him Major God)  One time I was making 
rounds with him when we came to a bed, I said, “This boy……….” and was interrupted by him 
saying, “Lt., this is NOT a boy, this is a MAN!”  -Camil Spiceins – Thomas Daley .  So many 
names …………….how I wish I could tell a story about each one – but at least saying each 
name pays them some honor. 
 
The most colorful figure I’ve met here at Newton D. is Sgt. Rocky Engarde.  He was a patient 
here for a time and when he recovered he was attached to the Medical Corps- largely to keep 
him out of trouble.  At the age of 19- which was 6 years ago in spite of the fact that he looks only 
21 now.  Rocky fell in love and was jilted so tried to join the French Foreign legion only to find 
after a trip over on a tramp steamer that he was too young so returned and was put back in 
college by his irate parents and he ran away once more this time to join the Canadian Army.  
The officials told him he’d have to renounce his US citizenship which he refused to do so he 
came back and joined the US Army.  Because he wanted action they sent him to Mexico – then 
somehow he went to Spain – down into Africa – joined the paratroops and fought all over 
everywhere – wounded many times – finally badly enough to ZS.I. him.  Rocky has been court 
martialed 9 times – always for insubordination – usually for talking back to an officer.  So, now, 
he is on night duty which he asked for knowing it would be harder for him to get into trouble.  He 
likes very few people around here and when he does they always seem to be the underdog.  
Most people call him Rocky.  I call him Robin Hood – because that’s what he does – mistreats 
the rich and befriends the poor.  As a rule he hates nurses but for some unknown reason he 
seems to like me and brings me coffee every morning and a sandwich usually and we have 
deep discussions on fundamentals and sarcastic banter about trivialities. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

MY BOYS 
 

6 June 1945 
 

D-Day plus 365 
 

This chapter would fit into this so-called manuscript only because it’s about my life in the Army 
because it’s about my p.o.m. leave (Bev note:  I can’t remember what these letters mean – I do 
know it was the kind of leave one got shortly before being posted overseas) from May 21, 1945 
to June 5, 1945.  After spending a wonderful, scintillating weekend in New York with Fern and 
Vladimir I returned to find myself alerted and posted to go home.  But let me tell you first about 
my weekend.  I wanted to go so badly I skipped a “must” movie on the treatment of a 
neuropsychiatric patient – but off I went.  Rode to Washington sitting on my suitcase but had a 
seat from there to New York.  Was met by Fern and Vladmimir and went to the Russian Tea 
Room – then to 39 West 70th – Bumchick is still wearing his cardboard collar.  Poor Fern slept 
on the floor while I slept in her bed.  New York was rainy the next day but I loved it anyway I 
discovered just how friendly New Yorkers are to service people when went to Radio City Music 
Hall and found a line 3 blocks long BUT we got right in because a policeman said, “Go around 
to the side door” Then back to Newton D to find myself alerted.  Excitement was no word for it.  
Here I had spent practically all my money in New York but I made it...  By the time we were an 
outside Cincinnati I was looking at my watch every 15 minutes. I gave the conductor a carton of 
cigarettes if he would stop the train at Shelbyville.  So happy to see my parents – gee, they’re 
tops!  I really think everyone should go away from home for a time just to know how wonderful it 
is to go home – especially with parents like mine.  Someone said, “You mean, they’ll get up and 
meet you at 1:30AM?” Somehow I know they’ll always be ready to help me when I need them.  
Then followed 15 days of joy and happiness – let me name a few of them and someday when I 
have time I’ll elaborate. 

1. the “smell” of Home Place Farm 
2. the “look” of Indiana – no mountains – no plains – just – Indiana 
3. cinnamon rolls 
4. surprising everyone at Methodist – Sarge, Lindy, Dr. Scott, Spur, Mary in the kitchen      
      Dr. Hicks, seeing Dr. Kerr 
5. dressing in girl clothes 
6. trip to Billings to see Aggie                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
7. seeing Eris and hearing about Pat (I hope she marries him) 
8. Sunday at church 
9. Fried chicken, hamburgers, iced tea and homemade ice cream 
10. Rotary and Col. Blocker 
11. May’s chocolate cake 
12. The “3 little girls” 
13. The party in Indianapolis with Dot, Eris and Mickey 
14. Trip to Chicago to see Harlan – Ivanhoe’s – Aragon – Downbeat Room  FUN 
15.  Driving the tractor and going barefoot 
16. Birthday – grand plus angel food cake 
17. Well, it all adds up – people are wonderful especially those named Meal 

 



 
 

 

     

     
 
 
 
 
 
Came back to find myself going on Night Duty – in the meantime I’m on 105 – an abdominal flap 
ward.  It’s a fascinating process. (These boys were mainly burned patients – many of them had 
been inside tanks and had scarred faces and hands – missing ears, noses, etc.  This process 
sounds primitive now, I’m sure.  Our plastic surgeons made of kind of tube on the patient’s 
abdomen – connected at both ends.  When circulation and healing occurred one end of the flap 
was cut loose and connected – usually to an upper arm – the patient usually had a cast  to 
support his arm while the graft healed – once that healed, one end was grafted to someplace on 
the head and the process continued.  The USO sent units to our hospital to entertain the boys – 
one time the patients on my ward were going to see a little circus – those who could not push 
their chairs were being pushed by those who could walk – sometimes with casts and grafts up 
over their faces.  One of the boys stopped by my desk and said, “We don’t need to go see a 
circus – we ARE a circus!”  Now and then, the grafts didn’t work and the process would start 
over.  Sulfa powder and penicillin were available but not many more antibiotics.) 
 
Our ward officers are Capt. Payne and I wish he wouldn’t stare at me and Lt. Fowler, that plastic 
surgery wizard.  We all think he should be a Capt. Or a Major.  He’s terrific – a little “snappish” 
to us nurses but swell to the fellows and does truly marvelous work. 
 

When I was home on leave before going to Europe my best friend, Eris Holland and 
Mickey Scudder met Harlan, a friend of his and me in Chicago. 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 

 
I described some pictures that I sent.  Pictures of our chapel – a beautiful little place inside and 
out.  Both our chaplains are good guys.  The virgin timber around the grounds is beautiful.  The 
administration building with the flag still at half mast for President Roosevelt.  The building was 
my first taste of Newton D. Our barracks – with the exception of the palatial entrance are 
identical.  How I wish this was a really good picture 'cause how I loved these boys.  Walper, in 
the wheel chair, I’ve told you about him already and Duke, Jay Duke, a sweet boy who waited 
anxiously for mail to arrive and who received 11 Christmas packages one day in May.  He had a 
skull defect which made him excessively sensitive to sound and although he smiled almost 
constantly he rarely laughed because the sound hurt his head.  
                      
In all my life – I sound as though I were 80 – I have never seen a more beautiful sight than I see 
now from my window.  It’s just twilight, the sun going down behind the mountains.  The green 
lawns of the hospital dotted with patients wearing maroon convalescent suits and navy blue 
bath robes.  So until the next time I feel an urge to tell you about My Boys, “farewell”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
My brother, Stanley, died 
suddenly at his home of a 
heart attack.  I was given 
emergency leave – first 
time I ever flew. 
 
 



 
 

 

 
 
 

        
  
 
Outside Newton D. Baker Hospital – I would take a bus into Martinsburg where I would get a 
train to Washington D.C. and frequently then take a train to New York to spend the weekend 
with Fern and Vladimir.  Harlan would sometimes meet me in either Washington or New York 
and now and then he would come to Martinsburg to see me.  He would always tease me that 
the Navy treated its personnel so much better than the Army.  The Navy served meals on china 
and with linen tablecloths.  We ate in a cafeteria on metal trays.  Our waiters and cooks were 
German POWs. 
 



 
 

 

   
 

 
No story about my days in the Army would be complete without introducing Capt. Isabel 
Brooks.  She had been in the Army for several years – had worked in the Indian Service. 
She was a private duty nurse for the wife of General George Marshall.  She admired 
General Marshall and he made a big difference in her life. Following that duty she was 
transferred to Newton D. Baker – we lived in big dormitories and she heard me singing – 
she liked it -and introduced herself to me.  We spent a great deal of time together – her 
parents were Quakers. They spoke “plain” language to each other but not to others.  I 
think one time Mr. Brooks addressed me as “thee” and I was thrilled.  They lived in 
Latrobe, PA where Arnold Palmer grew up and where he still owns the Golf Club there.  
Izzy idolized Arnie and loved playing golf.  She taught me to play golf and we had 
wonderful times together.  She loved classical music – she loved Home Place Farm – 
came out there often and loved driving Daddy’s tractors.  She bought a car - we named it 
The Cheerful Cherub – we often drove to Catoctin Mountain Park near Frederick 
Maryland – Camp David is in that park.  I met the rest of her family – her sister, 
Meredith, and her brother, Skip.  Meredith’s son, Bobby, came out to visit Home Place 
Farm and loved it – he couldn’t understand why we washed – the air was never dirty. We 
kept in touch after the war – she worked for the surgeon general – Dr. Parran - then 
went to work at the University of Pittsburgh where Jonas Salk was working on the polio 
vaccine and where she got to know the famous baby doctor, Dr. Benjamin Spock, well 
enough to ask him to autograph a copy of Baby and Child Care for me. 

 
 



 
 

 

 
Somehow or other the official papers granting me leave before I went overseas to the European 
Theater of War are missing.  I well remember going home on that leave and I have written about 
it earlier in this story.  There were parties and it seems to me there was some crying – I could be 
shot – my ship could be sunk.  Shortly after I arrived back at Newton D. Baker, the war in 
Europe was over.   Shortly, we received orders to go to the Pacific and this time we had our 
malaria and yellow fever shots – our trunks (foot lockers, we called them – because you put 
them at the “foot of your bed” had been sent and I went home on leave again.  This time I don’t 
believe there were as many parties and I don’t remember anyone crying.  Before we left the 
hospital we learned that the war in the Pacific was over.  I suppose it could be coincidental that 
the news of my deployment and the end of hostilities happened at the same 
time…………………!  We started closing the hospital and were told that we could go to England 
and ferry war brides and babies to the United States or we could be discharged. 
 
I chose to be discharged.  I was very anxious to take advantage of the GI Bill which granted 
generous education benefits and I went to Columbia University in New York and applied for their 
nursing school.  The fall class was closed and I was advised to go home and take some classes 
at a school near my home.  I always thought it was kind of amusing that I joined the Army on 
April 1 – April Fool’sDay – and was discharged on July 4 – Independence Day.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 



 
 

 

 
 

I went home to Home Place Farm, got a job at Major Hospital in Shelbyville, lived in their 
nurses’ home and was planning my educational future when I met Kenneth Wagoner who had 
recently come to DePauw University to take an interim position in their Psychology Department.  
His father had recently died and he wanted to be near his mother who was in poor health.  We 
saw each other frequently and when, in October, I was notified by Columbia University that I 
could enter their spring class.  I think K thought it would be too much trouble to continue our 
relationship at such a long distance and asked me to marry him which I did. 



 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

More than 59,000 American nurses served in the Army Nurse Corps during 
World War II. Nurses worked closer to the front lines than they ever had 
before. Within the "chain of evacuation" established by the Army Medical 
Department during the war, nurses served under fire in field hospitals and 
evacuation hospitals, on hospital trains and hospital ships, and as flight 

nurses on medical transport planes. The skill and dedication of these nurses 
contributed to the extremely low post-injury mortality rate among American 

military forces in every theater of the war. Overall, fewer than 4 percent of the 
American soldiers who received medical care in the field or underwent 

evacuation died from wounds or disease. 


