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Richard Zorza’s Family Military History 
  
My mother, Rosemary Wilson (later Zorza, then Varney), lied about her age (actually 16) to enlist in the 
British Women’s Auxiliary Army Corps (WAAC) in 1939 within a few days of the outbreak of the war.  She 
was sent to Salisbury Plain, the biggest military training area in the UK, a delightful freedom from 
family.  Finally she was “one of the girls” without any division by class.  Her father came to visit and was 
shocked to see her scrubbing floors.  To her chagrin and against her wishes, he interceded, resulting in 
her being transferred to a secretarial role.    After that, she never forgot her primary class disloyalties. 
  
Ultimately, as a sergeant major, my mother ran a small supply support unit in Italy. While there she met 
and fell deeply in love with Peter Varney, a Navy officer who commanded a small P-T sized boat.  He was 
already married; at the end of the war, he returned to his family.  More than 50 years later, after Peter’s 
wife’s death, my mother and he got married.  They had a blissful eight years together before she 
died.  The war years were a highlight of her life.  
  
My father, Victor Zorza (born Israel Wermuth), fled east to Russia when the Nazis invaded his native 
Poland.  There, after much wandering, he joined the Polish Air Force, which was then forming in Russia. 
It got him out of the Soviet Union, and to England for training.  He then served in Italy as a member of 
the Polish Air Force, including airlifting supplies to Yugoslavia.  (Although for part of the war my parents 
ate in the same mess in Italy, they did not actually meet until after WWII ended.)  It is certainly true that 
all these experiences added to his insights as a foreign columnist for the Guardian and the Washington 
Post. 
  
My British grandfather, James V. Wilson, was a Major in the British Army in WWI.  He was gassed and 
wounded by being hit with an unexploded shell in the trenches on the Western Front.     In World War II, 
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he played a variety of roles, including checking camouflage from above — a perfect job for him, since he 
loved finding fault.  
  
My British grandmother, Dorothy Wilson, nee Harding, served in the WAAC in WWI with a support unit 
behind the lines in northern France.  She was sufficiently close to the lines that she was in the retreat 
triggered by the German 1918 breakthrough.  Her fiancee was killed while serving in the WWI.  During 
WWII she lost both her bother, the Captain of a destroyer on the Archangel run, as well as one of her 
closest childhood friends, who was killed behind the lines as an infiltrator in North Africa.  My 
grandmother was a great humorist and wrote satirical songs and stories for her friends.  The family 
believes that she made the drawing below as a self-portrait in Rouen, France about in 1917.  While she 
was always cheerful, I do not believe she ever recovered from the death of her fiancée. 
 

 
 

  
******************* 
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JEANNE BARNETT 
 
John - So pleased you are doing this.  Alas I cannot find any memorabilia from my husband A. Doak 
Barnett's service  as a marine the Pacific in WW II as part of  the invasion of Okinawa in WWII.  Born in 
China in 1921 of missionary parents - as I was born in Iraq of missionary parents - we did not meet until 
1954 when I had a summer job as a guide at the United Nations and was called on to give him a special 
tour.  We were married in Hong Kong where he was living as a journalist not long after.   For a 
honeymoon we took a ship to Japan and it stopped briefly in Okinawa in Naha.  Doak never talked very 
much about that WWII experience - and I never pressed him to do so.  I passed on his uniform and other 
medals and such to our son, Stewart Barnett who lives in North Carolina -  so I do not seem to have 
anything to 'show' except an old photo.  Doak went on to be a journalist/academic (Columbia Univ., 
Brookings, and John Hopkins SAIS) and wrote a dozen or so books on China in both its immediate 
communist and then post-communist years.   Alas he died in he late 1990s. This is more than you ever 
needed to know 
  
Jeanne Badeau Barnett 
 

******************* 
 
 

JOHN GERON MILITARY HISTORY 
 
1949-1951  Army National Guard 
Enlisting in the Army National Guard in my hometown Sterling, CO I spent about 18 enjoyable months 
reaching the grade of Private 1st Class in Company I (eye), which won the award as  the Outstanding 
Company at the 1950 summer camp at then Camp Carson, CO. 
1951 – 1956  Air Force Active Duty 
After President Harry Truman in December 1950 announced the Korean “Police Action” to be a National 
Emergency, U.S. recruiting stations were swamped in early January 1951.  My big achievement about 10 
days on active duty was to be selected to become a Flight Commander and to train 75 men at Biggs AFB 
in El Paso, TX.  Following that, as a one striper, I filled an NCO billet as a Payroll Clerk in the 97th Medical 
Group.  Famous personality John Ryan (eventually becoming USAF Chief of Staff!) was the 97th Bomb 
Wing Commander at Biggs AFB, with whom I spoke briefly in 1968 when as AF Chief of Staff he made a 
“no  notice” early arrival hour inspection of the Space and Missile Organization (SAMSO) in Los Angeles. 
(My 3-star boss was using me to stall for time ) 
In July 1952, I entered Aviation Cadet pilot training in Class 53-Foxtrot at Columbus, MS and learned to 
fly the single engine T-6 Texan.  My 1st instructor was a WWII pilot and a true iron-butt, who led me thru 
the 40-hour check.  At that point, after several classmates had washed out, I got a new instructor who 
had flown for the Navy in WWII and was an amiable dude.  Flying really became fun, and after 130 flying 
hours, in March 1953 I was transferred to Foster AFB in Victoria, TX.  (As a very important aside, 
Mississippi State College for Women(MSCW) senior Irene Lillo and I met, courted for a year, and married 
17 September 1953. Picture following the story.)  
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At Victoria, my 1st instructor was in the tri-cycle gear t-28 Trojan. He taught me formation flying, in 
which I excelled, and a deeper level of instrument flying.  On 1953 Armed Forces Day, I was selected to 
“show and tell” in a static display of a T-28 in Palestine, TX to the crowds who came out to the modest 
size airfield. Shortly thereafter, I transitioned to jets, completing 13 months in pilot training and received 
my wings in September1953, graduating in the top three of the class. 
 
Transferring to Gunnery training at Nellis AFB in Las Vegas, my pilot skill set was not adequate for the 
world class F-86 Sabre, and my flying career came to an end.  The highlight of my Nellis assignment was 
as the officer in charge of the unit handling all officer files and receiving the only outstanding rating in 
Personnel by an AF Inspection team! Nevertheless, when my three-year assignment ended, the Air Force 
refused my request to remain on extended active duty in 1956 as a 1st Lt.  Not a happy moment for me! 
 
1956 – 1958  Inactive AF Reserve 
1958 – 1962 Active AF Reserve 
However, my next six years were productive (B.A., M.A., Two children, four years teaching at High 
School followed by Community College level, and business consulting leading to a new bank in Pueblo, 
CO.) in the AF Reserve, and the AF then did a 180 degree turn from my pummeling of 1956!   
1962 I was selected as an outstanding reserve officer, to return to active duty, in one grade higher – 
Captain.  
 
Now vindicated after my rejection and abrupt dismissal six years earlier, the return to extended active 
duty tour at Lowry AFB in Denver, CO was outstanding.  With no prior experience, my assignment as CO 
of the Headquarter Squadron was so productive that I was then assigned into the Lt. Colonel slot of HQ 
Administration.  Just before leaving Lowry for SE Asia, the Commanding General sent word that he 
would like to bring me back to Lowry, but I graciously declined the honor. My goal was to get new vistas, 
more challenges, and peaceful satisfaction!  
 
On January 5, 1964 I began an 11½  month in the 35thh Tactical Group in Bangkok, Thailand.  My 
primary responsibility was Chief of Administration and Chief of Security for Bangkok, Korat, Takli, Udorn 
and Utapao.  Wing commanders of those four units would call me for administrative and legal advice, 
which strengthened my skill sets.  Another honor came to Administration; after an AF Inspector General 
team inspection, we were designated as outstanding! 
 
Loyola University of Los Angeles, CA was my next assignment from January 1965 through 1968, as an 
Assistant Professor of the Reserve Officer Training Corps.  My twin responsibilities were teaching 
Freshman and Sophomores and administering the flight training program for those cadets who would 
enter USAF pilot training as 2nd Lieutenants when they graduated and were commissioned.  In all, I had a 
hand in commissioning about 400 officers, including two summer encampments.   
 
My next assignment was extremely valuable for my career, as I was interviewed for and became aide-
de-camp for a three-star Commander of the Space and Missile System Organization in 1968, and 
subsequently the Vice Commander, Air Force Systems Command at Andrews AFB, MD.  In this role, I 
interfaced regularly with men and women at the highest levels in Government and Industry 
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In 1972, also at Andrews AFB, I was appointed Administrative Officer for a two star General and served 
in that position for two years. 
 
My last assignment was at the Pentagon, during which I attended the Defense Service Management 
College (DSMC).  It was the most intensive education since pilot training, and in essence provided me 
with skills that made for a smoother transition to civilian life in September 1976, at grade of Major.  
DSMC completion led into my follow-on enrollment and gradation for the degree of (MSSM) Master of 
Science in Systems Management from the University of Southern California’s operating location on 
Washington, DC.  
 
Having served a total of 27 years in military service made for tip-notch opportunities in the private 
sector.  From 1976 to 1987 I worked in the Aerospace Industries Association (AIA), a national lobbying 
group, working with senior administrators from aerospace manufacturers; with them I engaged with 
officials in the military, Congress and the White House.  From 1987 to 1996 I worked at the Electronic 
Industries Association, in which I was responsible for leading the members in putting together an annual 
10 Year Forecast of U. S. Defense Requirements. In this effort, I arranged for EIA company 
representatives to interview U.S. government Logistic and Purchasing officials who concentrated on 
defensive weaponry for the U.S. Armed Forces as well as Foreign Military Sales. 
In conclusion of my military story, I feel humbly grateful for the opportunity to serve my country, 
helping to keep the Free World FREE! 
 
*Additional points of distinction along the way.   
1.  Received Regular Office appointment 
2.  Selected for Air Command and Staff College – did not attend 
3.  Approved for Ph. D. studies to teach at Air University, Air Force Academy, and Air Training Command 
– did not attend 
4.  Completed correspondence study for 
 a.  Squadron Officer School 
 b.  Air Command and Staff College  
 c.  Air War College 
 d.  Industrial College of the Armed Forces 
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RECEIVED WINGS 16 SEP 53 - IRENE CLIPPED THEM 17 SEP 53 
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******************* 

Constance Hammond’s Military History 

I enlisted in the United States Air Force in 1953.  The decision to join up was helped by my brother Leo’s 
support and affirmation of women in the military.  Leo served in WW2 and Korea and retired as a 
Brigadier General. 
 
After basic training at Lackland AFB, I was assigned to FE Warren AFB, Cheyenne, Wyoming. I enjoyed 
enlisted life there, but after two years applied for OCS (Officer Candidate School).   
 
Next came Selfridge AFB Michigan, Okinawa, and the Air Force Exhibit Unit at Wright Patterson AFB, 
Ohio.  Wiesbaden, Germany came next for three years as Admin Officer for AF Dependents Schools, 
Europe, then back home to Syracuse University for two years to obtain a Master’s Degree in Business 
Management.  Next came two years as Chief of Administration for Kadina Combat Support Group, 
Thailand.  The Group supported a fighter wing and a reconnaissance wing.  For that assignment, I 
received a Bronze  Star/combat support.  Next, Air Force Systems Command at Andrews AFB, Maryland. 
By then a Lt Col, I went to NATO at Izmir, Turkey.  Home to the National Security Agency for two years 
and retirement.   
 
Five years playing golf, then I applied to become a Foreign Service Officer. My first tour was at American 
Embassy, Ankara Turkey, then the Embassy at Lesotho, South Africa, and finally the American Consulate 
General, Istanbul, Turkey. 
 
I am grateful and proud to have been of service to my country.   

****************** 

Julia Freeman’s Father’s Military History 

My father, Leslie Willard Freeman, played a special role as an MD with an interest in the nervous system, 
entering military service in 1944. He and his colleagues pioneered the care of paralyzed veterans such 
that spinal cord injury, initially a death sentence with a life expectancy of a year to a life expectancy near 
that of the general population. 

An article in Surgical Neurology, Vol.2 #6, November 1974 recounts his experience: 

Because there was not much to be done for patients with injury of the spinal cord, Bill, just 
two years out of medical school, was put in charge of the paraplegia ward at Mayo General 
Hospital, Galesburg, Illinois. The ward rapidly expanded to 100 patients, and Bill was soon 
intensely involved in social service problems, urinary tract infections, decubital ulcers, 
intractable pain, inadequate wheelchairs, lack of guide lines for physical therapy, or any 
therapy for that matter. Through enthusiastic optimism plus almost 24 hours a day effort, he 
imbued a dedicated group of nurses and medical corpsmen with the idea that these severely 
disabled men and women could become completely independent. At the same time, these 
paralyzed patients developed an affection and admiration for Bill Freeman which was little 
short of idolatry. This relationship between Bill and these paralyzed veterans never wavered.  
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At the end of WWII, my father led the transfer of paraplegics from military hospitals to veterans’ 
hospitals. This involved the remodeling of wards to fit the needs of paraplegics, first at the Hines 
Veterans Hospital in Chicago and then the Kennedy General Hospital in Memphis. 

While he was in Memphis, many of the contributions made by Bill and his group were 
published. Among these were a change in the ideas of bladder innervation from the time 
honored sympathetic-parasympathetic antagonism, to sacral 2, 3 and 4 nerve root innervation, 
a change in attitude toward prevention and treatment of decubitus ulcers, surgical treatment 
for the intractable pain and the spasticity of paraplegia. He also developed paramedical teams 
for bladder and bowel care, new concepts of brace and wheelchair construction, etc.  

After military life, my father worked with paralyzed veterans to form the Paralyzed Veterans of America 
and later the National Paraplegic Association to lobby on behalf of paralyzed folks. His career continued 
in academics, seeking surgical approaches to allow regeneration of the spinal cord, a goal not yet 
realized. Several of the paralyzed vets became family friends. 

******************* 

Harvey Dickerson’s Military History 

See copy of 2018 Presidents Award on next page. 
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Joyce Fish’s Husbands Military History 

My first husband, Ken Fish, was stationed in Hawaii, playing trombone in the Army Band, to welcome 
troops on leave. 

My second husband, John Murray, was stationed in Canada near Alaska.  He was a code-breaker. 

******************* 

Nancy Long’s Father Military History 

My father was in the Army in WW2 in the field artillery in Europe. Sensing that the U.S. was war bound, 
he enlisted early and was married in his uniform on 2/7/42. 

******************* 

Elsie Seetoo’s Military History 

Elsie Seetoo, First Lieutenant, U.S. Army Nurse Corps 

Elsie Chin Yuen Seetoo joined the U.S. Army Nurse Corps in 1944.  Born in 
Stockton, California, in 1918, Seetoo returned to Xinhui in the Guangdong 
Province of China for most of her childhood.  She entered nurse’s training 
at the Queen Mary Hospital in Hong Kong and graduated in 1942.  
Following graduation  she joined the Chinese Red Cross Medical Relief 
Corps in Guiyang, and she was then stationed in Ramgarh, India.  Upon 
joining the U.S. Army Nurse Corps, she was stationed with the 14th Air 
Force as a member of the Air Service Command.  She continued her service, 
assigned to the 95th Station Hospital in Kunming and Chengdu, and with 
the 172nd General Hospital in Shanghai until she returned to the U.S. in 
February of 1946 and was discharged from the Army. 

After discharge she took advantage of the G.I. Bill to study at Women’s College of the University of 
North Carolina and received her bachelor’s degree. 

She went on to raise a family and have a long and productive career with the U.S. government as a 
translator, editor/writer and information specialist. 

******************* 

Al Folop’s Military History 

WW II - From high school I entered The Navy College Training program (V-12}, and then into the NROTC 
at the University of Oklahoma.  Upon graduation with a major in math, I was commissioned Ensign and 
sent to Navy Electronics School at Bowdoin College.  

Post war - After I had completed 6 weeks of the 12 weeks course, the war ended. The school was 
immediately closed, and I was assigned to a ship, an Amphibous Force flagship (AGC) which at that time 
was in Shanghai. Because of the turmoil of returning soldiers to the US during this period there was 
some difficulty finding me transportation westward because everything available was coming back to 
the US, bringing the boys back home. They finally found quarters on a merchant ship under Navy 



11 
 

contract, going to Manilla, my orders specified that I was assigned solely for transportation to my 
destination, but I was given the temporary additional duty as Cargo Security Officer. This was considered 
necessary because the ship was shipping a load of beer to the boys overseas -- who were now on their 
way home. But the beer belonged to the Navy, and a contract is a contract! I got as far as Guam where I 
went ashore to check the current location of my ship. It was already back in San Francisco. I couldn't get 
my orders changed, so I "jumped ship", reported to a Navy office there on Guam, and was put on the 
waiting list for return to the U.S. I finally reached my ship in San Francisco, four and a half months after I 
started out. When I got there, I found the ship was to be put into mothballs.  Ten days after my arrival 
we received the notice offering reserve officers the opportunity to integrate into the regular Navy.  We 
sent my application to Washington by teletype, and only two days later we received a message that I 
was accepted into the regular Navy, and it included orders for me to be detached within 24 hours and 
assigned to another ship, also an AGC --- in Philadelphia. Four and a half months to find my first ship, 
and after 12 days aboard I was transferred to another ship, on the other side of the continent. Quite a 
start! 

Honors and Ceremonies - The admiral on board my new ship was the Commander Training Command, 
US Atlantic Fleet. He oversaw all the training centers on the Atlantic coast and spent most of the time 
visiting training stations up and down the Atlantic coast. The Navy has a very formal ceremony upon 
arrival of an Admiral in a port which has another naval activity. There is a very formal exchange of visits 
between the Admiral and the senior naval officer present in the port. The visiting official is "piped 
aboard" the ship and met on the quarterdeck by the Admiral and most of the senior officers aboard, and 
if there is a band (which many Admirals had) it plays. There is quite a ceremony and many watch officers 
did not like the fuss and bother, so who gets that watch? the junior officer aboard! I learned Honors and 
Ceremonies. 

Upon reporting to the ship, I was assigned as Combat Information Center officer (CIC was the 
operations, radar and electronics center of the ship). After six months on this job I was sent to the CIC 
school at St. Simons Island, Georgia, for 6 months. Because of this training, I subsequently was the CIC 
officer on each ship I was assigned to.  

After this school, my next ship was another AGC home ported in Norfolk, Va., It was the flagship of the 
Commander in Chief of the Atlantic Fleet, the senior Naval officer of the Atlantic Fleet. And a great deal 
more Honors and Ceremonies. 

Mediterranean "show the flag" trip - After six months the Admiral moved to larger headquarters that 
had been built ashore for him. Shortly thereafter the ship received orders to make a "good will tour" of 
the Mediterranean. The ship was the senior ship of a three-ship task unit. On our trip across the Atlantic 
we used a formation with one ship 10 miles away on the left side and the other 10 miles away on the 
right side. We had an accompanying set of oceanographers on board and on the trip across the Atlantic, 
and each ship ran a continuous strip of fathometer measurements for the water depth, entirely across 
the ocean, which had never been done before. Forty years later I met a Collington resident who 
remembered the report of that trip and its contribution to knowledge of the undersea geography of the 
Atlantic. 

Upon our arrival, the Admiral commanding the US forces in the Mediterranean 
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Port visits moved aboard our ship because it had more comfortable quarters than his regular flagship on 
a cruiser. At every port we visited: Honors and Ceremonies! 

We visited all the regular Mediterranean ports: Naples, Trieste, Athens, and Izmir, showing the US flag. 
The trip from Athens to Izmir crossed the Aegean Sea, which has many Islands. The only navigation 
charts for the Aegean Sea dated from some made by the British Navy about 1850, so our 
oceanographers gathered updated information, using my radars to get the exact location of some of the 
islands which were not properly located on the older charts. And we went to Cairo but didn't have shore 
liberty there because of riots in the streets. 

From there we went through the Suez Canal, across the sea of Arabia and up the Persian Gulf to the tiny 
country, Kuwait. Honors and Ceremonies! There we found out why our entire Mediterranean voyage 
was actually being made. While there, our oceanographers made an extensive survey of the beaches at 
Kuwait. The reason for this was to be prepared, if an Arab country would invade Kuwait to obtain 
control over its tremendously extensive oil sources, the US would have the maps to make an amphibious 
invasion to rescue the country and its oil supplies which were critical to the world. 

And after this was completed we returned through the Red Sea and the Suez Canal, dropped off the 
admiral onto his regular flagship and returned to the US, passing by Cairo, but didn't have shore liberty 
there because of riots in the streets.  

Assigned to a Radar Picket Destroyer -  I received another year of schooling (Line School in Monterey 
Calif.) which was to make up for my not having attended the Naval Academy, and was then assigned to a 
radar picket destroyer, a destroyer having special radar for detecting and attacking aircraft which might 
be endangering a carrier. It was stationed on the east coast of the US and after "good will tour" of the 
Mediterranean by this ship, it was reassigned to a destroyer squadron on the west coast of the US. 

Because our new squadron was in the western Pacific at the time, our ship was started on a "good will 
tour" of South America to wait for their return. On our first day at the first port, Cartagena, Columbia, 
we were suddenly broken off and rushed through the Panama Canal to meet our new destroyer 
squadron in Tokyo: North Korea had just invaded South Korea! After six months on shore fire support 
and guarding the aircraft carrier against possible submarine or air attack, and one month after China had 
entered the war, we were relieved and returned to the US. 

More schooling - I then went to the USN Postgraduate school, studying Electronics Engineering. During 
the first semester there I was selected for the Advanced Science Course sponsored by the Office of 
Naval Research: a course that allowed you to study any subject you wanted at any college in the US! I 
selected Mathematical Statistics at Princeton, and after 2 years received a Master’s degree in that 
subject. 

And use of the training I received - After that, I was assigned for two years on a retired battleship 
operating out of Norfolk, Va., running experiments testing equipment and tactical matters for the 
Operational Development Force.  (Statistics <==> experiments).  My next assignment was as Gunnery 
Officer on a Destroyer Flotilla staff in the Pacific, giving readiness inspections on the destroyers. 
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My next shore duty was as instructor in the Mathematics Department of the US Naval Academy, lasting 
2 years. 

My next "sea duty" was as the CIC officer on a ship under construction: the USS Long Beach--the peak of 
my career. The Long Beach was the first nuclear powered surface ship in the Navy and it had a pair of 
fantastic new experimental radars. They directed the radar beam electronically rather than 
mechanically, with the capability of automatically detecting and tracking 400 targets at a time. As the 
ship finished its construction phase and officers who had completed their tour on board were being 
transferred, I fleeted up to the head of the Operations department, and when the Weapons Officer was 
transferred, the Captain, realizing the integrated functions capable with the new radars, combined the 
Operations and Weapons departments, and I became the head of the combined department with the 
title Combat Systems Officer (a new title in the Navy). My tour of duty was approaching an end also but 
for somewhat less than a year that I held that job I think I was the only officer in the US Navy who held 
the keys to the magazine carrying missiles’ nuclear warheads who hadn't been to Nuclear Weapons 
School. 

When my tour of duty was over, I returned to the Mathematics Department at the Naval Academy as 
the Department Executive Officer. I had several interesting extra jobs there: Secretary to the USNA 
Board of Visitors one year, and Naval Academy representative on the Midshipman summer cruise, one 
year. 

From there I was assigned to the Navy Bureau of Weapons but was given an initial 6-months temporary 
duty assignment to a joint activity of the Defense Department and the Arms Control and Disarmament 
Agency, called Project Cloud Gap. This project ran large scale field tests to determine the requirements 
for inspection teams supporting a nuclear arms agreement, e.g. the qualifications and numbers of 
inspectors and the necessary access for inspections, etc. (field tests <==> statistics). My job there was as 
Technical Director of several of the tests. Things worked so well on the temporary duty that they 
requested that I be assigned there permanently, and I was, and remained for 3 years. 

When I was passed over for promotion to Captain, after 24 years of service, I retired. 

Subsequent civilian jobs related to my Navy experience. 

After a short period obtaining a Bachelor of Music degree from the University of Maryland, using the GI 
Bill, I had the opportunity of entering the field of computer programming for the Navy Tactical Data 
Systems (NTDS) with a civilian company, the Vitro Corporation, a large company of some 5000 
employees working almost exclusively on classified US Navy contracts. 

 After 7 years on this job, Vitro assigned me to a project in Germany, supporting the German navy in 
updating their NTDS, weapons, and fire control systems. Nine years earlier they had bought 3 destroyers 
from the US, and these were now being updated to match the updating of the same class of ships in the 
US Navy. The main objective of the Germans was to integrate the operations and weapons functions 
into one computer-- a close parallel to my experience on the USS Long Beach which the US had not yet 
fully incorporated into their destroyer systems. This task was to last for 2 years--it lasted 7. 
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While I was working in Germany for Vitro, the 1985/86 economic crisis in the US began causing US 
companies to retire their more senior employees to reduce costs. I was offered such retirement, but 
since the German contract continued, I was retired and then offered status as an independent 
contractor to complete the contract, which I accepted. 

Security clearance confusion 

Soon after this change, a US security check of the Vitro operations in Germany by the US Consulate in 
Bonn revealed that they could not give security clearance to an independent contractor, so the Bonn 
security office cancelled my security clearance! And since they discovered that Vitro was knowingly 
continuing my employment on their German contract with an invalid security clearance, they cancelled 
the security clearance of the entire company! The security clearance for the entire company was 
cancelled because one employee had retired! A busy week of obtaining exceptions to the rules and all 
security clearances were restored and the world regained composure. 

When the project was finished, after 7 years in Germany, I returned to the US, retired again, and moved 
to Collington. 

******************* 

Anita Myers’ Father 

THE OLD ITALIAN AND THE BRIDGE 

by Gleason C. Fetterhoff (Anita Myers’ Dad) 

This is one of many stories.  My dad wrote similar accounts about the war and other experiences in his 
life until the day he died.  He also took a prolific number of photographs.  I have been blessed to have 
them and am working on transcribing and digitizing them. ~Anita Myers 

I was sent to the 761st Railway Company to run trains in support of the 5th Army under Army General 
Mark Clark.  The first train was a 430-ton Alco diesel, controlled by the head diesel pulling a train of 
military freight. 
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1860 280 Baldwin oil burner   

1861 280 Baldwin oil burner 

1866 280 Baldwin oil burner 

A box of sand was used to cut 
the soot out of the flue pipe 
and to make more steam. 

As more engine men arrived, I 
was to help give out rations and 
mail.  I picked up outgoing mail 
to give at the W.A.C. company.  
It was raining so much, I 
thought it would go on forever.  
We slowed down.  We were 
nearing the end of our run 
before we crossed a long bridge 
at the end of the run. We 
stopped when we heard voices 
and saw lights.  I heard a man 
yelling in Italian, “No go” … 
[something untranslatable] … 
“finito” “No go!” 

   
   
      From “Railroaders in Olive Drab” by Lt. Col. Clayton R. Newell, USA-Ret.    
          [If that is not my dad on that engine, he would have known who it was.] 

I got our lanterns.  Sergeant Margoluse got his flashlight.  We got off the train and walked up to the 
engine.  I saw the old Italian and he said, “Señor, No go, il ponte è finito, No go!”  We walked to the end 
of the railroad track and we could hear the water.  It stopped raining.  “No go!” he kept saying.  It was 
very dark and it was overcast, but we noticed it getting on to daylight and we could see there was no 
bridge.  It had washed away. 

This old Italian saved our lives.  I talked to the Sergeant about what food we had left.  The train would 
have to be pulled back to Rome.  We called the Italian and asked him if he had a wagon; we had food 
that he could have.  Most of what we had was dried to be reconstituted with milk and was for ladies 
with bambinos, half and half. 

I got the mail bag to go to the highway.  Then I got a ride in an Army truck to the W.A.C. camp where I 
turned in the mail to be forwarded.  As I always did, a call was sent to Rome. The train would have to be 
called back to clear way for a work train to rebuild the bridge. We were running trains to the wash out. 

At the W.A.C. camp, they had a command car going to Rome in a couple of days.  I could stay there until 
I could be put up in a tent with a guard.  A W.A.C. sergeant was the guard.  I would be escorted to eat 
with them (“being escorted, you mean I’m in jail?”).  The Major said, “If you wish.”  I asked how to 
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address her, sir or ma’am?  She said, “Sir will do.”  I said, “Yes Ma’am… I mean, yes Sir.”  On the third 
day, a command car pulled up to my tent.  I was going to Rome with all ladies in the truck with all 
women drivers!  We arrived in Rome in time for the first tank Giverny a week later. 

I was recalled back to the 761st Railway Company.  I was told to report to Capt. Hatley.  He heard that 
the bridge was out.  He said I was going home and had leave.  I could go home for three weeks leave and 
be reassigned or a 30-day leave and return to the 761st.  I would have to make a choice.  If I go home, my 
brother Harold would be left all alone.  “What do I come back for?” he asked.  “I can’t say you have to 
make a choice.  My hands are tied.”  I didn’t dare say what I was thinking.  “I’ll be back.”  He shook my 
hand and handed me my T-4 Sergeant stripes.  “When you come back, you’ll be wearing five.  You sure 
earned them!” 

Once home, the first thing I did was take Marie up to City Hall to get a marriage license.  When we came 
home and showed Mom and the girls our marriage license, they got all excited and began planning a 
rainbow wedding. 

A neighbor, Mrs. Robinson, asked me over to see her.  Her son, Roland, was killed in a glider crash in 
Europe and they sent him home in a sealed box.  She cried on my shoulder.  “I did’t get to see him.” 

My leave was up.  I had a relapse of malaria. I assured I was going back as soon as I felt better.  I called 
Fort Meade.  They told me to go in the city post office to the Provo’s office.  I was given a railroad pass 
to Virginia at Patrick Henry Camp.  I was put on charters until a ship was going to Southern France.  I 
went up to Nice, France, and then on to Germany where I caught up with the 761st.  They were 
unloading artillery shells for the field.  Ground shells were hitting everywhere.   

Harold caught up with me.  He said our First Sergeant was hit and was blinded.  Several others were hurt 
or killed.  I asked for Capt. Hatley.  “He is somewhere,” Harold said.  “He was one of those taken to the 
hospital.”  He went to check on Hatley and when he came back, he said, “It’s worse.  Capt. Hatley lost 
both of his legs.” 

Experiences in World War II from December 1942-43 

by Gleason C. Fetterhoff 

[December 1942] 

We had no more than gotten ashore when we piled in an Army truck and rushed down to England and 
the channel coast.  We arrived as the Germans were bombing and strafing British troops as the pulled 
out of Dieppe [France].  British spitfires had their hands full, darting in and out to shoot the German 
planes down.  I was given an M-1 Garand and two bandoliers of M-1 clips.  We didn’t know if the 
Germans had planned on an invasion at that time.  We could only fire at low flying German planes.  It 
didn’t last long.  The Germans broke off and left.   

We stayed the better part of a week, and then pulled back to Tidworth Barracks where we were on 
standby.  A little over a week later, we went to Glasgow, Scotland.  We met with the British troops who 
filled us in on the Germans and the tricks they pulled.  Just to give you an idea what we were up against, 
our Army trucks came and took us down to Liverpool.  There we went aboard several small ships and 
headed out on the Atlantic Ocean, out of sight of land.  We went from the small ships to a much bigger 
ship, in a zig-zag formation most of the time.  It was almost dusk when we saw light from a town.  The 
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ship’s radio picked up music from shore.  They were playing Christmas carols.  I lay on deck with Ray 
Judd.  I pointed out the Big Dipper and the North Star as the ship kept its zig-zag course, all the while 
heading south.  About the wee hours of dark, I had dosed off to sleep.  It was still getting dark when 
awoke.  I scanned the sky for the Big Dipper, and when I found it, I called Ray Judd.  He said, “What’s 
up?”  I said, “Guess where we are going?”  I pointed out the big dipper.  “We are now heading east; we 
are off the coast of the United States, heading east.  It has to be Africa.”  He said, “How do you know?”  I 
said, “Because it’s too warm.” 

At the first light of day, we could see dark shapes in all directions.  I asked, “What do you make of it?”  “I 
can’t tell.  It’s too dark,” Ray answered.  As it got lighter we could see ships as far as we could see.  I was 
put on a detail and went down in the hold of the ship.  I opened boxes of 30 caliber shells in web belts.  
We twisted each one so they were loose and put them back in ammo boxes.  We checked our web belts 
to make sure we had all our M-1 clips and checked to make sure the mortar shells had tape on the 
buttons.  It was late by the time we finished, and soon it was dark again. 

We had cooks on our ship and they took over to give us the best meal before we hit the beaches.  For 
many, this would be their last.  This was our final session before we invaded the Green Beach at Arzew.  
Ray Judd got so sick he had to be put in sickbay.  It was still dark when the LCI [Landing Craft Infantry] 
headed to shore.  We had a Lieutenant as a section leader, and Corporal Marino stood up over our L.C.I. 
and said, “They’re serving coffee and donuts on the beach.”  The Lieutenant looked up, and just at that 
time small arms file raked our L.C.I.  The Lieutenant cried, “Marino, this ain’t no time to joke.”  He wet 
his pants.  We hit the beach and dropped our ramp.  I was the first one to jump in the water.  Another 
L.C.I. right along side us did the same, only they had blue dungarees.  They were mud Marines.  We all 
ran up to the shore where we encountered small arms fire.  I hit the dirt sand.  As I got up to run, I didn’t 
see the Marines any more. 

In Arzew, we didn’t see any people, so we headed to the next town ~ St. Cloud.  We saw dead bodies all 
along the way.  We came to a large field, and as we crossed there was artillery fire.  It was getting dark 
so we just lay in the field until daylight.  As we started across, someone waved a white flag.  As a 
Lieutenant started towards the white flag, he was shot dead.  That’s when we all started shooting.  The 
person who shot and killed the Lieutenant was killed as soon as he was seen.  It actually turned out to be 
a woman.  A Sergeant ripped her clothes off and threw her body on a brick wall for everyone to see.  We 
kept on going as we were getting fired upon.  It was coming from a hedgerow.  Everyone fired on it.  A 
man stood up carrying a rag and someone who had been shot.  He came to us and gave up.   

We pushed on to Oran.  We fixed our guns with bayonets and charged.  Shots came from a building.  We 
shot at all the windows, and some of us rushed into the building.  We heard the sound of a 45 caliber 
Tommy gun.  That’s the best gun to use; it’s quick and deadly.  It was all over.  We took the bayonets off 
and put them in our backpacks and spent the night in Oran.  The next day we pulled out of Oran to the 
next town, Saint Denis de Sig.   

An Army truck with bales of hay stopped and gave us hay to put on the cement floor for bedding, and a 
guard was posted outside.  First Ray Judd showed up.  I made room for him, and by that time it was 
dark.  We lay in the hay and were talking for the longest time.  Then I heard my name called.  I 
answered, “Here.”  The guard said, “Someone out here to see you.”  I left my full field pack and rifle with 
Ray and went outside.  There the beam of a flashlight stood my brother, Harold.  We hugged and I asked 
him, “What brings you to this hell hole?”  He said, “We were on board a ship off shore listening to the 
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fighting going on.  As soon as Oran was ours, we came into port and landed.  We took over the railroad.  
I said to Sergeant Falk that I was going to look for you.  We had landed in England looking for you, then 
Tidworth, then Glasgow, Scotland.  By that time, you had left Liverpool to do boat landing drills.  We 
went from a small ship to a big troop ship.  As it turned out, it was the Del Pacifico Batavia, the flagship 
of the invasion force.  I wondered why we were always out first in line.  It was getting late, and we were 
told to cut it short as we were getting up early for breakfast and pulling out for Tunisia. 

We did pull out and got as far as a grove of trees, just short of our destination.  We pulled inside the 
grove to hide our trucks.  In the morning, we pulled out but we didn’t get far.  We got out and were told 
we were to go by foot to Long Stop Hill.  Here we dug in and put out barbed wire and dug foxholes.  We 
were told to hold our position at all costs.   

I found a very large rock and dug a trench around it like a gutter in case it rained, so the water would run 
downhill and away from me.  I fastened my half tent to the back side of the big rock with my tent rope.  
The valley ran in front of us from west to east, and the Atlas Mountain range ran across our front.  To 
our left was Tunis and Bizerte, a stronghold of German and Italian troops.  To our left on our side of Long 
Stop Hill was a farmhouse at least two hundred yards or more away, and right above us was a higher hill 
where our artillery O.P. was located.  They had a direct telephone to headquarters.  Our phone line ran 
to headquarters also.  Ray Judd and I were sent on outpost.  We waited until almost dusk and were 
given the password for when we returned in the morning.  We dug our foxholes at least deep enough so 
we would be below ground.  We finished when it got dark.  There were plenty of stars but no moon.  
Boy was it dark!  I don’t know what time we heard a loud whistle, then the shell going off.  The Germans 
must have been watching us dig in and then waited until we went to sleep to let us know they were out 
there.  They threw half a dozen rounds at our position and then stopped.  Then I heard a multi-engine 
plane coming toward us.  When it was almost above it, it throttled back, and we could not hear it until it 
passed by us and started up going away.  Ray and I dug our foxholes the better part of ten feet or more 
apart and used a tent rope to communicate.  We could tug if we wanted to talk under a raincoat or to 
keep us awake.  In the wee hours but still dark, we heard a dog bark from the farmhouse.  I gave a tug, 
then Ray gave me a tug.  We worked it out that if one of us gave two tugs, it meant we wanted to talk 
under our raincoat.  We whispered.  I said, “Did you hear the plane and then hear the dog bark?”  He 
said, “Yes, the farmer’s got company.  Paratroopers!  Better stay alert!”  

By daylight we filled in the foxholes and headed back.  We were challenged and had to give the 
password.  When we got back, we opened a ration can to eat before turning in.  A Lieutenant from 
headquarters entered and said he was going out in the valley to see if he could see anything.  He left 
word with the O.P. up above the farmhouse.  He had a flare gun and said if he got in trouble, he would 
fire his flare gun to call for smoke shells to cover his return back.  I had finished eating, so I got a pair of 
field glasses.  I could watch from the top of my big rock with a flat-like tabletop.  I was watching when I 
saw the Lieutenant almost to the other side of the valley, heading towards a haystack.  Then I saw his 
flares and I heard boom, boom behind me and saw two shells hit and the valley filled with smoke.  I 
scanned the area, hoping to see the Lieutenant heading back out of the smoke.  As the smoke cleared, I 
never saw the Lieutenant.  I kept watching until about noontime.   

I kept watching and, as I took a look at the haystack, I noticed the V-shape above the haystack in the 
mountain.  It was in line to my big boulder.  It put me in mind of the buckhorn sight of a hunting rifle.  
Then I heard someone yell, “Bandit!  Bandit!”  As I looked, I saw a plane coming up the valley towards 
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us.  I took about four clips of eight M-1 bullets and laid them on top of my big rock.  I had put three 
armor piercers and a tracer, and then three more armors and a tracer in about five clips.  I already had a 
clip in my M-1 Garand.  As the Messerschmitt at treetop level came straight at me, I held my aim to let 
him fly into my line of fire.  I slammed in another clip, firing till the clip flew out, and then I slammed in a 
third.  I kept firing and could see me shells hitting under the engine, a red tracer and armor.  I then saw a 
trail of black smoke behind the plane.  I picked up my field glasses.  The pilot climbed higher before his 
engine froze up from the loss of oil.  I could see a parachute, and the plane did not crash but skidded to 
a stop on the valley floor.  A group of riflemen were going to capture the pilot, but he was long gone into 
the hills toward Tunis.  One of the riflemen had pried a plaque off the cockpit and gave it to me.  I 
thanked him.  I was able to scratch the excess off around the German eagle.  I etched on it the date and 
“Long Stop Hill, Tunisia.  I downed an ME109 Messerschmitt with my M-1 Garand for Pinkie [my 
girlfriend back home], January 28, 1943.”   

I picked up my field glasses to scan the valley for the Lieutenant.  I had forgotten about the haystack; 
then I got an idea.  A C-ration box was made of wood and was fastened with nails.  I got a box lid and 
saved the nails.  Then I placed a box lid on the top of my big rock and scratched along all four sides.  
Then I put a nail as an aiming post; then a nail in line to the haystack that lined up to the V-shape in the 
top of the mountain.  Since I had plenty of nails and more haystacks, I made more posts for each 
haystack.  I took another look to see that they all lined up.  By that time the sun had gone down behind 
the Atlas Mountains, and in no time it would be dark. I had just time enough to show Ray Judd.  We got 
one last scan before it got too dark to see.  Then we got back to our foxholes.  I put the wooden C-Ration 
box top up against my big rock.  It was a boulder the size of two grand pianos end to end. 

Shortly after dark, we got plastered with artillery again.  I was awake and heard the throb of a multi-
engine plane.  The sound of the plane seemed to stop long enough for paratroopers to bail out; then the 
sound started up again.  I was half asleep.  Then I heard a dog bark off in the distance, in the wee hours 
of the morning.  Then it was quiet.  I dozed off, but as it got to be daylight, I got out of my tent, took my 
nail board and put it on top of the boulder.   As I scanned, my heart began knocking on my ribs.  I called 
Ray Judd, and he came in a hurry and took a look.  By that time, I was on the phone.  I turned the handle 
so long and heard someone say, “This better be good!”  I said, “It sure is.  Get up here!  I think I know 
what the Lieutenant saw.”  He came in a hurry. 

I showed him what I did and what I saw.  He got on the phone and I heard him say, “Give me the old 
man.”  I heard the Sergeant say, “George, this is Hennessee.  Call the O.P. and have them set one or two 
haystacks on fire.  Which one?  Any one!  It looks like there are more than one.  Start with the one 
where the Lieutenant was last seen.  I heard two guns and watched as two haystacks, blazing, began zig-
zagging and headed behind the hill out of sight.  The Sergeant said the Old Man said, “Fire them all!”  
We heard the guns sounding off and, boy, what a sight!  Haystacks were ablaze, zig-zagging everywhere.   

I had to go get water and a can of gas for my group.  As I was on my way across the open field, all hell 
broke loose.  Shells were hitting all around me.  I dropped the can of gas and made it to a gulley and 
jumped in with the can of water as a shield.  I could hear our machine guns firing.  When it let up, I got 
the can of gas and headed back.  I saw Ray Judd and asked, “What happened?  Where’s my big rock?”  
Ray said it got a direct hit; it was just a pile of rubble.  Ray said one of the two who were on outpost left 
his raincoat and went back to pick it up.  He saw a German paratrooper come out of the haystack.  He 
fired and missed and ran like hell, firing at the German.  He got back and yelled, “Germans are in the 
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farmhouse, at least two planeloads.”  We lobbed mortars into the house and haystack, and cut loose 
with our machine guns.  I don’t think any got away; we killed or captured most.  I asked, “Who is the 
‘Old Man’?”  I was told, “George Patton.”   

We were pulled out and other troops moved into Long Stop Hill.  They asked, “What’s it like?”  I said, “A 
piece of cake.”  We moved into a grove where a kitchen truck had warm food for us.  We also got extra 
ammo.  They were looking for truck drivers, and I said I had a military driver’s license and was a relief 
driver.  The gas tanks were topped off, and early the next morning we pulled out.  We were headed for 
El Guettar on the edge of the Sahara Desert.  We were zipping along when I had to double clutch to get 
some speed out of the motor.  Our Sergeant said, “I thought you could drive.”  About that time, a 
Lieutenant Colonel drove up and said, “There’d better be something wrong or I’m going to get 
someone’s ass.”  He came back with a mechanic.  He jumped up on the hood and opened it when he got 
the smell of coal oil.  He called the officer to get the gas truck up there, saying, “He got coal oil; better 
call the gas truck.”  He pulled the plug and dumped it on the ground.  Then he asked, “How did you keep 
it running as long as you did?”  I said, “I had to double clutch a lot.”  “I guess you did!  I’ll have to ask, 
does the Lieutenant Colonel want to kiss it now or later?” he laughed. “Don’t ask!”   

The mechanic did say I did one hell of a job keeping the truck running.  After that, the truck ran like a 
dream.  We got to El Guettar and pulled into a grove for the night.  We ate a can of C-Rations and turned 
in.  It seemed night was over too soon and before we knew it, it was daylight.  Or maybe it was still 
night!  The sand picked up like a gale.  It hit us like stinging rain… only it was sand!  If you took a deep 
breath, you could choke to death.  I put a patch in my rifle and covered it up in my raincoat.  I covered 
up in my shelter half.  The sand blotted out the sun so that you couldn’t tell if it was day or night.  Then 
it let up a bit.  What had been level surface now were mounds and mounds of sand.  Our truck was 
covered up with sand, and we could not move it until we dug out.  I looked like a giant scoop picked up 
the sand and dumped it on all of our trucks.  All raincoats were put on all truck motors.  It was a good 
idea, but it didn’t keep all the sand out.   

It was some time before a truck got started to get out of this sand trap.  When the sun finally shown 
through, you could fry eggs on the hood of any truck.  We moved to Faid Pass and back to Kasserine and 
into the Kassarine Pass.  Erwin Rommel had a Blitzkrieg on us.  We were outnumbered and got into a 
huge cactus grove and dug in.  Our trucks got outside the cactus grove, away from the Germans.  It 
began to get dark and the Germans began shooting up parachute flares.  They were out for blood!  If we 
stayed in the grove, they kept shooting into the grove, hitting those big cactus leaves that sent spears 
flying like daggers and shrapnel flying.  We managed to stay ahead of them.  We eventually outran the 
Germans and they broke off.  We got a bloody nose.  We lost a few good men and we lose our entire 
mortar section.   

We regrouped in Tebessa where we got re-supplied and replacements, and General George Patton gave 
us a heart-to-heart talk.  “First of all, you didn’t come here to die for your country, but to make them 
poor bastards die for theirs!  We are going back to Kassarine Pass.  We will be ready for them.  I will be 
leading you.”  So back we went; we got as far as Patton wanted to go.  He lined up tanks, backed by 
artillery, just below the ridges.  “No one fire until I say so.”  We waited…  The Germans came up to the 
ridge, their underbellies exposed.  Patton yelled “Fire! Fire at will!”  We raked the trucks loaded with 
German troops.  We fired till our guns ran hot.  We chased after the Germans, then we slowed up until 
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more of our unit caught up, and then raced on again.  The British were on our right flank, and the two of 
us kept the Germans on the run towards Tunis. 

With Patton about to team up with U.S. Bradley and the British Anderson, the final push was to Bizerte 
and Tunis.  The Germans and Italians were floating on wooden doors to escape, but the American and 
British moved to capture them all.   Both Bizerte and Tunis fell.  Over 9,000 were captured the first day.  
We pulled back and let the truckloads of MP’s take over.  We finally won!  A lot of credit goes to General 
George Patton for taking over our First Infantry Division.  We showed the Germans what it’s like to get 
an American-style Blitzkrieg.  We don’t give up; we attack and regroup; we attack again and again. 
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Above: Photos of my dad’s mess kit. He carved the name 
of every town he was in during his 4 1/2 years in the U.S. 
Army. 

Also: plaque off the cockpit of the downed ME109 
Messerschmitt with Dad’s M-1 Garand. January 28, 1943. 

Anita 

 

******************* 

Faith Torsani 

 

This picture was taken on 9 July 1976, during the week long festivities celebrating our country’s 
Bicentennial in New York City. My husband (Colonel) Joe Torsani was the Commander of Military Ocean 
Terminal Bayonne (MOTBY) in Bayonne, NJ. We were told that Queen Elizabeth was prone to sea 
sickness, so we had her sailing ship, the Britannia, moored at MOTBY. (I know. It’s a long story, but I love 
telling it. Great memories for me. Hope you don’t mind. )  
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They flew her in from Philly and motorcaded her from Newark. We were the first car to pick her up as 
she entered the Terminal. All went well until we made a turn, and the stevedores (in good faith and 
love) threw out a sheet from one of the buildings near the port that said “welcome Liz and Phil”. Don’t 
know why Joe didn’t fall out of the car as he hung out and told them to quickly take it away. Not 
particularly respectful.  

The younger officers’ wives helped me pick the dress to meet the Queen. We had a great relationship 
with our younger officers. 

She looked like a size 10 in a size 14. I wanted to bring her home for a quiet cup of tea.  

Doesn’t look like me, but ‘tis! Faith 

 
******************* 

 

 

 

 

 


