Interview Sept 9, 2002

Q:  Do you remember your service number?

AO 431580 was my officer number.  My enlisted number was 16004499.  

Q:  How did you have both an enlisted and officer number?

I was enlisted before I was commissioned.  As an aviation cadet I was enlisted.  If you washed out, you still had an enlisted commitment.  You had, I think, a three year commitment to serve to payback whatever training expenses had been expended on you but if you accepted by the RCAF or the RAF you were released from that US commitment.  That was always the fall back position if you got washed out.  It wasn’t the end of the world.   They needed pilots badly no matter how poor a pilot you might have been by Army Air Corps standards.  

Q:  What were the AAC standards?

They were quite high.  I’d say at least a third of each class washed out, eliminated, by design.  Some of it was for academic shortcomings in the ground school and some of it was discipline and some of it, most of it, was for flying deficiencies.  They told you when an instructor was given six students, he’d say, “Look around you because two of the six of you is going to wash out.”  So they actually almost had a quota on how many they washed out.  

Q:  How do you think affected the training approach, the training philosophy?

It added a lot of pressure to it, obviously.  Part of the standard procedure by the instructor was, I don’t want to say harass you, but put you under a lot of pressure.  Give you a lot of instructions and clam??? you if you didn’t do them in the right sequence or up to his expectations.  

Q:  What would an example be of putting a lot of pressure on?

I’ll be specific.  What usually happened was that the instructor at the beginning, you went to ground school a half a day and you flew a half day.  Let’s say I was in the group that was going to fly in the afternoon and it was Friday.  One student would get in the BT-19 which was the Fairchild, open cockpit, student in the back, instructor in the front.  One would get in the plane, take off from the home the base and the other students along with the excess would get in the bus and drive 20 miles out to the auxiliary field.  You’re just sitting there waiting for the instructor to finish his first student instruction.  He’d come in and land and just taxi up to the waiting area and one student would jump out and the other student would jump in and then he’d take off and come back an hour later and pick up the third guy.  They’d fly around and the third guy would go back to home base with the instructor and the other two guys would get on the bus with all the others and ride back.  There were usually thirty or thirty five in the bus going both ways.  On this particular Friday afternoon I was the third guy to fly.  He was kinda’ behind schedule.  The preceding student got out and I jumped in the back seat and the guy was already giving instructions and this was before you had radios.  You had a gosport which was just a speaking tube with a hose that ran from the front seat to the student in the back seat and you hooked it up on your helmet.  He’s already giving instructions while I’m just getting in and trying to get strapped in.  On this particular occasion, he started off teed off at the other student so it carried over to me.  I did what I thought he told me to do, make climbing turns and get up to a certain altitude.  Give me a maneuver, S turns over a road, 180 degree turns and we didn’t have a full complement of instruments yet, airspeed and altimeter.  If I was doing a 180 degree turn and I came out of the turn 100 feet lower than the 5000 feet he’d assigned me to. Did this three or four times and finally he said, “Webster if what you had to fuck with was as long as your memory, you’d be shit out of luck.”  Then he told me to do a couple of things and I continued to come out lower thatn assigned.  What I would try to do is as I realized I was lower, I’d pull back on the stick to regain lost altitude.  I did this three or four times.  Finally he says, “Webster, I said 5000 feet.” and he hit the stick as hard as he could.  Course that was another thing they harassed you at, catch your pressure on the stick, they would continue to grab it and try to pull it away from you his stick in front.  He caught me totally unprepared and for once I was holding the stick with minimum pressure and he just tore it right out of my hand and in the zeal to get in and get ready and get going, I’d hooked the parachute straps to my chest and legs, I hadn’t hooked the seat belt on.  All of he sudden he hits this thing real hard and it boosted me up out of the plane and my upper body was out in the open above the wind screen and my hips and legs were still in the cockpit with the parachute attached.  I grabbed the wind screen with my hands and threw my guidance??? on my sheet with my parachute on and back into the seat and I missed the seat because I went in ahead of the seat.  Here I am with the control stick in my crotch and wedged in between the seat and the control stick was me and my parachute and a PT-19, we’re going down at about an 80 degree angle by this time.  I’ll never forget, he opened the gosport up and said, “You got it in, you get it out.”  Hell, I couldn’t get it out because I was wedged in between the stick and on the floor of the plane.  So, I finally put both feet on the rudder pedals and ooched my hips up with the parachute and got it off the floor and back in the seat and pulled it out at about 1000 feet.  He said, “Take me back to the base”, very Unintelligible.  Fortunately at that time I did know where I was, location.  So, I went back to land at Hatbox Field in Muskogee and taxied in and shut it down and he says, “Webster, have you got a date tonight?”  I said, “Yes sir.”  He said, and that was with Betty of course, “You tell your baby doll that a PT-19 is redlined at 170 and you managed to do 190 straight down.”  I noticed when I pulled out there was a little play in the wings but that was part of the treatment that they gave you was just keep chewing on you, seeing to what extent you could stand that pressure.  One of the better examples.  

Q:  That was in primary and that continued all along?

Yeah.  In flying the BT-13 not quite as bad because they’d weeded out part of that.  We had a few washouts in Basic.  A couple of guys also got killed.  But the pressure wasn’t quite so great.  (Send you an episode that happened at Basic called “Stick to the basics.”)

Q:  Most of the washouts were in Primary  then?

Yeah.  By the time you got to Advanced, of course you really weren’t a finished pilot by any means, but you’d have probably 120-130 hours.  At that point, starting in September of ’41, there were a number of announcements that showed up on the bulletin board.  They said, “If you’re interested in flying for the RAF ferrying P-40s across Africa, call this number. Or, if you’re interested in flying with American Volunteer Group in China, the Flying Tigers, call this number.  Another one, there was an offer to fly for the Dutch in the East Indies.”  While the officials didn’t recommend it, they’d honor you request if you applied.  I know I volunteered for the RAF job.  I think about fifty of us did.  They only took ten.  

Q:  Were they the ten best pilots?

They were better pilots but they were also small guys.  Because it was flying P-40s.  The Americans would ship by boat the P40s, they didn’t have enough range at that time they didn’t have any belly tanks.  They didn’t have the range to go across the South Atlantic from Belem to Accra.  They’d ship the planes in crates to Accra.  Assemble them there and these guys would then take them from Accra across West Africa.  They had two refueling stops.  Then you’d deliver them at Khartoum which at that time was of course a British territory.  

You were under contract in a funny way.  You became John Doe, Citizen-at-large, and you were under contract to Pan Am.  Pan Am supplied all the support to the route and the pay was about three times what second lieutenants were getting.  I think it was about $600 a month.  I think we were getting $212 plus flying pay.  It was a six month contract and, if you liked it and survived, of course you were flying unarmed planes, if you were caught, you were a gone gosling.  You got a $3000 bonus and you could sign up again for a second six months.  It sounded like big money.  They guys that were accepted were sent in about October, they were peeled out and resigned their citizenship temporarily and were sent down to Panama to fly P-40s where the Army had P-40s on patrol in the Canal Zone.  They wound up sitting out the war in the Canal Zone.  I’m glad I didn’t get accepted for that.  

Q:  How much was the flying pay?

Fifty bucks.

Q:  Other training incidents?

It was the day after Thanksgiving.  I was a Cadet Captain and the OD came and tole me to report to the Commandant of Cadets.  I thought, “OhmyGod, what have I done now?”  

I got in there and got sat down and he said to me, “Mr. Webster.”  I thought oh, he’s being nice.  “I’m sorry that your father had died.  I note your father died at his office in Chicago and that you’ve completed all your academic requirements and it’s only four days before graduation.  I’ve arranged a new AT-6 and a pilot.  You can fly up to Chicago for the funeral.  That was out of the arms of the Training Command.  STL to O’Hare.  Stayed at the house and then we flew back a couple of days later.  By that time the student seat was in the back seat.  I was in the front seat and made most of the landings.  I’d taxi up to the Follow Me jeep, taxi up and get out of the plane in my cadet blue uniform.  The old sergeants would look at me.  They’d never seen cadets before, such a strange uniform.  I got maybe 25 hours flying time.  An unpleasant mission, but it showed at least at that time, course this was before the war, they had time for niceties like that.  

Q:  When were you commissioned?

December 12, 1941.  Mother and Aunt Kit were there at Kelly Field, SAT.  I had representation.  

Q:  In cadet training were there many opportunities for leadership training?

Those were for parade formations.  We had civilian instructors for Primary and Basic and Army instructors in Advanced and they controlled all the air controls.  On the ground somebody had to be the guy the cadet OD went for and said get so-and-so or do so-and-so.  You’re company had to fall out at a certain time in a certain uniform.  From an organizational standpoint.  

I’d been to Fort Sheridan to Army CMTC for two summers so I’d been exposed to a lot more of the military than most of the flying cadets.  

Q:  New Guinea, the 8th squadron commander, why wasn’t he accepted.

I really don’t know why.   He wasn’t accepted by his subordinates because he didn’t set any kind of example.  He just sat in his tent and drank most of the time.  But he wasn’t even accepted by his peers as far as rank and date of rank because he didn’t try and do anything.  

I did what the squadron exec, Jimmy Downs, told me to do.  I didn’t have really much contact with Ellison.  Nobody had any contact with him other than the adjutant.  The adjutant would bring stuff up there, requisitions, morning reports and other stuff the squadron CO had to sign.  Hobart F. Ellison, I think was his name, from Shreveport.  The guy I liked was Jimmy Downs.  He was really the guy we followed and modeled our activities after.

Q:  The 8th Squadron had A-20s at that time?

We didn’t have many and what few we did were always out on loan to the 89th Squadron.  Maintenance personnel and a couple of pilots at a time went up from Charter Towers where we were based to Port Moresby with the 89th.  

Q:  Ellison then Downs then Wilkins?

Right.  Downs was moved up to, when D.P. Hall went home, Downs was made the Group Commander and Wilkins transferred over from the 89th Squadron in August.  Downs was the CO and went up to Group.  The whole sequence of advancement in the 3rd Attack was predicated on the fact that Ed Larner got killed.  The 90th Squadron, at that point Henebry was just the … Henebry immediately became the commander.  Larner would have been the Group Commander instead of Downs.  It’s funny how that one incident brought a lot of those guys from the 90th Squadron, ended up as three star general at SAC.  Henebry ended up a two star general.  They were all capable guys but Larner had the pizzazz, he had the charisma.  

Q:  What was the transition to the B-25 like from the A-20?

Rather informal.  Somebody who knew how to start the engines of a B-25 would take up us older A-20 pilots, fly around the pattern a couple of times.  The flying characteristics were very much the same.  The B-25 was a lot louder and didn’t get off the ground quite as fast.  It was 2-3 hours transition.  A funny incident happened in my early B-25 training.  All the A-20s in the 8th Squadron were assigned over to the 89th in early May of 1943, prior to getting B-25 planes and crews coming in flights across the Pacific.  They had special fuselage, in cabin fuel tanks to give them the range.  As soon as they landed, they took out the fuselage tanks and they found out they’d come over and they didn’t have any bomb racks to hang the bombs in the bomb bay.  They’d been there about six days.  

I was the operations Officer on duty one afternoon about two o’clock and the phone rang.  I picked up, field phone, and it was Group headquarters operations.  He said, “You got a B-25 ready for combat?”  I said, “Yes sir.”  He said, “We’ve got report of a submarine out in Oauro(?) Bay.  (which was about 25 miles away.  It was where the big field hospital was and where the hospital ship docked bringing casualties back from the advance battlefield.)  We’ve got this submarine reported out there and we’ve checked with the Navy.  They claim they don’t have submarine out there so it must be Japanese. Here’s your bomb load.  Go get ‘em.  Lots of luck”  I said, “Okay.  Fine”  I put the phone down called ordnance and said, “Here’s… I want four 500 pounders with 5 second delay in the nose and a 10 second delay in the tail.  Have the bombs delivered and in the bomb bay in the next 30 minutes.”  The guy says, “Well, Captain.  Can’t do that because we don’t have any bomb racks.  All we have is the old A-20 bomb racks.  They’ll hold the bomb but the safety release to arm the bombs won’t work.”  I said, “I don’t give a damn.  I’m not planning on dropping them safe.  Just put the arming wire around the…unintelligible…”  The guy said, “Okay.  If you insist.”  Then this guy happened to be walking by, I didn’t even know his name, I said, “Hey, you’re one the B-25 new boys aren’t you?”  He said, “Yeah.”  I said, “Well come on, you’re going to get your first combat mission.”  His name was Ed Shook, real nice guy.  We laugh about it to this day.  I said, “You sit in the left seat and get this thing started and I’ll do everything else.”  He said, “Okay.”  He got it started and took off.   I said “I got it”  We were about 300 feet headed for Oauro Bay.  We got out there and I think I’d been in a B-25 once before that.  By now it was about 3:30 – 4 o’clock.  It was starting to rain and when you’re on the east side of the Owen Stanley mountains the shadow of the mountains, the darkness comes very quickly there in the afternoon.  The visibility was rather limited.  We flew into the target area and sure enough there was something in the water.  Didn’t really look to me like it was a submarine, but it was something.  I came up on it and called Bomber Command to get the code of the day and the color of the day.  The guy told me.  Unintelligible…  There was somebody on this thing in the water flashing a light.  In the meantime, It’s starting to rain harder.  I opened the bomb bay doors.  Shook and I are just peering out the window trying to figure out what the heck this thing was.  So, I lined up on it a second time.  They’re still shooting a light gun at me.  I started thinking, “I don’t want to bomb this thing,  It might be a barge or something of ours out there.  I passed it up a second time Unintelligible…  and called Bomber Command again,  They said, “I don’t give a damn whether you can recognize it or not, bomb it.”  I made my third run over this thing and hit a heavy rain storm and couldn’t line up on it properly and by that time it was totally dark.  Of course we didn’t have any radio ranges or other navigation aids at night.  Unintelligible…  I headed back to the base which was no mean feat in the dark and rain.  Unintelligible…  Ed put down the flaps and gear Unintelligible…  coming along about 140 if I could see something on the ground I could recognize.  All of a sudden I saw the waves, the white foam on the waves breaking on the beach so I knew I was over land.  I went a little further and saw some jeep headlights crossing over what seemed to be a bridge and I knew approximately where that was so I said, “Okay, the heading to the strip is thus and so.  We’re going in.”  I turned on the lights and sure enough, there it was.  Made a good landing and taxied into the revetment area.  Unintelligible…  We’re all shaking our heads and laughing.  We get out of the plane.  Had one gunner had gone along as an observer and Shook and myself.  The three of us are standing there with our parachutes still on our shoulders, strapped on, chest straps on.  I told the crew chief go up there and open the bomb bay doors and I’ll take the arming wires out.  I’ll tie off the arming wires.  Unintelligible…  The cockpit in the B-25 Unintelligible…  bomb bay release handle Unintelligible…  on the co-pilot’s side.  He goes up there and Unintelligible…  assuming it’s never been used before it’s kinda’ stuck.  He jiggles it a couple of times and finally hits it, pulled to the firewall and salvos those four 500s.  Laid on the ground underneath the plane with the arming wires pulled out having been wired into the bomb bay at my instructions.  We’re looking at these bombs sitting there on the ground.  Of course they came out perfectly flat because the plane was on the ground.  They only had to fall about six feet.  Unintelligible…  I’m standing there looking popeyed at these things Unintelligible…  Live bombs Unintelligible…  Shook and I take off on a fifty yard dash with these parachutes clunking on our butts Unintelligible…  hit the ground, skid in the mud and lay there for a minute and nothing went off.  We thought maybe we can get a little further away.   Gor up and ran another fifty yards.  By now we’re into the tall kunai (sp) grass and into the trees.  It turned out that none of the fuses were armed because they hadn’t been impacted yet to start the time delay going.  We laugh about it to this day.  Each time I see Shook, I say “how are you at the 100 yard dash with parachute.”  He says, “not very good now and even worse then.”  That’s an example of the lengthy transition and introduction we got to the B-25.  

Q:  Did you ever find out what the thing on the water was?

Never did.  The guy at Group operations Unintelligible…  by now it was 5:30 Unintelligible…  Group operations called.  He was a nerd any Unintelligible…  and said, “Well, did you get it?” Unintelligible…  How did it work out?”  I said, “Well it didn’t.”  He was interested if we had hit whatever it was, he’d get a commendation for having ordered and organized the operation.  We were all disappointed but were laughing about running the rain with parachutes on.  

Q:  How important were commendations to the effort.  Was that something that was on a lot of people’s minds?

Promotions, it seemed to us promotions came very slowly.  Unintelligible…  carved out of the 46th Bomb Group and our classmates who hadn’t been shipped to Unintelligible…  go to the Atlantic and get promoted Unintelligible…  we’d barely made Captain and they were majors Unintelligible…  Because they’d been put in new A-20 training squadrons to go to Europe.  Couldn’t get promotions why commendations or decorations were a Unintelligible…  alternative.  I don’t know of anybody maybe other than Larner or Henebry or some of those glory hungry guys ever went into a mission assuming that it was going to be Unintelligible…  As an example on the first wave of the Bismark Sea battle, March 3, 1943, the 89th Squadron sent out eight planes Unintelligible…  a couple of guys from the 8th Squadron and every body in the flight got a DFC even though they may or may not have Unintelligible…  Japanese ship Unintelligible…  Gunners all got Air Medals for just going along for the ride Unintelligible…  There were those missions Unintelligible…  that were designated by Bomber Command Unintelligible…  

Q:  Back to the start of the Rabaul mission, what were the qualifications for being a flight leader?

Primarily Unintelligible…  class was Radnik and myself Unintelligible…  about the same maybe Tab (?) probably was the best pilot.  Course he was the first one lost from our group of our Unintelligible…  lost.  About the same as pilots.  Unintelligible…  Not like your fighter where you have to do great acrobatics.  Unintelligible…  Just tie your head and hunker down in your seat with your helmet on and bore on through.  I don’t think it took that much in pilot ability to be a bomber pilot, just got in Unintelligible…  have to do a bunch of Unintelligible…  

Q:  There was a formal process of declaring someone a flight leader?

Table of organization would say squadron commander, squadron exec, operations officer then usually have Unintelligible…  flight leaders under that Unintelligible…  depending upon the size of the mission and importance of the mission Unintelligible…  who was assigned to Unintelligible…  pay involved or anything like that.

Q:  When did you become the squadron operations officer?

Unintelligible…  I followed Wilkins.  He came over from the 89th Squadron to be the squadron operations officer.  He was senior 41H, the class ahead of me.

Q:  He was older though?

Maybe a year or so older than we were.  He’d grown up in the Army.  His father was a career sergeant.  He was older not only in age but older in experience and older in outlook.  I never did remember seeing him fooling around or play ball on the Unintelligible…  baseball team or Unintelligible…  He was pretty much, pretty serious.  

Q:  What did the squadron operations do?

Assigned pilots and planes to each mission and work with squadron maintenance on the scheduling engine changes and inspections, stuff of that nature.  Unintelligible…  three to coordinate all the Unintelligible…  

Q:  Was there a separate maintenance officer?

Oh yeah.  Non rated, means he didn’t fly Unintelligible…  Most of our maintenance crew chiefs prior to the war Unintelligible…  were made warrant officers.  Then commissioned Unintelligible…  

Q:  The briefings made leading up to the Rabaul raid, did anything change from the initial briefing.

Pretty much a repeat and an update on the Unintelligible…  38th (?) Observation  Unintelligible…  over Rabaul Harbor Unintelligible…  unarmed just camera ships.  They would just update Unintelligible…  ships and classification of the ships and actually identifying additional anti-aircraft gun positions Unintelligible…  package (?) never changed.  

Q:  Everyone knew what the tactics were going to be?

No, everybody didn’t.  The squadron commander and squadron operations went to a briefing every night Unintelligible… flight leaders and then just follow the leader.  

Q:  I was just wondering why the 13th Squadron leader…

The problem was that he hadn’t been at … the guy who had been at the meetings, Art Small was taken sick early early morning of Nov 2nd and he just Unintelligible…  one of the flight leaders who hadn’t been to the briefings and wasn’t aware of the importance of attacking at that given angle because of the anchorage of the Japanese fleet.  

Q:  There was a navigator in Wilkins’ plane…

Yeah, nobody else had…by that time we’d, while all the B-25s came over with navigators we only kept one navigator in each of the B-25 squadrons because we were never going over 600 miles, mostly over open water, daytime so we didn’t have Unintelligible…  sightings Unintelligible…  didn’t have navigators along but Wilkins Unintelligible…  detached and have to come home alone Unintelligible…  cloud layer Unintelligible…  unique that he had a guy along Unintelligible…  

Q:  Then coming back, you just take up a compass heading?

Yeah, just dead reckoning.  It was almost, you were on course when you saw all the crashed planes along the way.  I’ll never forget we’d been maybe 30 minutes out of Rabaul shaking our heads that we were still alive when I passed up a P-38 on one engine.  The guy had the canopy open Unintelligible…  We were going maybe Unintelligible…  I Unintelligible…  down to pick up Unintelligible…  the 8th Squadron was badly damaged couldn’t go any faster so we all slowed down.  The Unintelligible…  had stopped chasing us by then.  Unintelligible…  tooling along at great speed Unintelligible…  and here’s this P-38 chunking along and not Unintelligible…  I was on his right, he was on my left Unintelligible…  I gave him a thumbs up and he gave me a thumbs up Unintelligible…  I don’t know why I never did think to get the tail number.  I don’t know whether he ever got back or what Unintelligible…  alternative.  You could go to a little island had a strip on it called Karawina (SP).  Some of the battle damaged planes that couldn’t get all the way back were instructed to head for Karawina.  I don’t whether that guy ever did.  I still regret that I didn’t get his tail number.

Q:  Coming around the side of the volcano looks like a northeasterly heading to the spot between the two volcanoes where the turn in was supposed to be and that’s where Wilkins made the turn in?

Wilkins had eight planes in echelon to the right and he makes a right turn.  Unintelligible…  were going all over the place.  

Q:  Which means when you came out of the right echelon which means you are all stacked up on the squadron leader’s right?

Yeah.  He makes a right, sharp right turn, unannounced.  

Q:  Are you at the same altitude or any vertical separation?

By that time we were maybe 200 feet off the ground, wide open throttles, 500 rpm and 30 inches manifold pressure, 240 with is the max for a B-25.  

Q:  Everyone’s at the same altitude so when he goes right, he’s turning into the squadron?  When he came out of the turn still in right echelon?

It was all over the sky.  People pulled up to avoid the plane in front Unintelligible…  pulled even harder to the right Unintelligible…  recognizable formation Unintelligible…  that’s what disrupted Unintelligible…  you were so busy dodging your own planes Unintelligible…  you didn’t have time, I didn’t have time to line up, pick a suitable target.  

Q:  One of the things I’d heard about B-25s with those twin rudders was that it was easy to waggle the nose back and forth…

You can walk the pedals if you’re talking about how to aim the machine guns.  Forward firing guns, just a little pressure on each rudder and three or four degrees that’s really all you want.  

Q:  In terms of dropping the bombs, in a little too tight to…

Too low.  Too low to make a 90 degree turn, you’d put the wing in the water.  We’d ended up at fifty…There are some formations in Simpson Harbor called the Beehives, just volcanic giant ant hills.  I remember Unintelligible…  Simpson Harbor.  I went by those Beehives and I was looking up at them.  I was maybe 10 feet off the water by that time.  

Q:  Had your flight stuck with you or where were they?

They joined up Unintelligible…  

Q:  In the flight back, when you got back in the debriefing, the 13th Squadron never did attack?

A couple of planes might have dragged over the shoreline on the southwest corner of Simpson Harbor.  They couldn’t have done much damage, strafed a couple of  … but the majority of them Unintelligible…

Q:  What happened when the squadron got back what was your assignment?  

Group Ops, assistant group operations officer for about two weeks while I was waiting for a plane to go back to the repo depot in Australia.  Rig Baldwin, the squadron intelligence officer, pilots were so hacked off at the 13th squadron and the guy who led the flight, they wanted to court martial him.  Bomber Command said, “We can’t do that.”  Unintelligible…  Baldwin Unintelligible…  One of the guys who had been a Unintelligible… right wing Unintelligible…  was shot down too.  Right wing guy named Rust remembered seeing Unintelligible… Wilkins Unintelligible… one of the shot off control Unintelligible…  Nobody had any photographs of the plane going in or any cameras from Wilkins ship showing bomb the cruiser Unintelligible… this strike report.  Either at Bomber Command or somewhere up the chain they said, “Well give the guy the Congressional Medal of , we’ll approve a Congressional Medal of Honor recommendation of the 8th Squadron if you guys drop your demand for a court martial.”  Unintelligible…  not that Wilkins wasn’t a good pilot Unintelligible… put an end to it.  

Q:  The 13th Squadron commander, what dereliction of duty would there have been?

No, not that I’m aware of Unintelligible…

Q:  All this happened while you were at group?

A lot of it happened after I left but the initial charges flying back and forth who might have been at fault Unintelligible… see Downs and Baldwin were all determined to show that the failure of the 8th Squadron to Unintelligible… totally effective mission wasn’t the fault of the 8th Squadron.  They were just following the 13th which got us out of position.  By the time we finally did get on the bomb run, everybody in Rabaul Harbor probably 200,000 Japanese knew exactly where we were going and they really turned loose with their guns at that point.  Unintelligible… understandable we were doing some Unintelligible…

Q:  Are you familiar at all with the Navy coming back to Rabaul next couple of days?

The Navy came back, course the Navy came back all the time because they came back from Unintelligible… carriers but from Guadacanal and from Unintelligible… on Bouganville.  They kept bombing it pretty heavily.  Dive bombers they didn’t try any low level stuff.  The Army Air Corps did Unintelligible…go back to Rabaul again.  Course by that time the Navy carriers were bombing Truk Unintelligible… Japanese base immediately 400 miles north of Rabaul Unintelligible… Japanese shipping Unintelligible… Truk go to Rabaul.  By the time Unintelligible… making that list tenable, importance of Rabaul just Unintelligible… Marines never did land there on Rabaul.  They just Unintelligible… Even as late as April Unintelligible… for new crews as they came in Unintelligible…by that time Rabaul was Unintelligible… ammunition, minimum food so finally it just Unintelligible…

Q:  Navy histories claim attacks on Nov 3 & 4 were responsible for eliminating Rabaul.

Great majority of the Japanese ships left the harbor and gone out to the open sea on the third.  Unintelligible… After November 2.  I wasn’t area that the AAC ever went back there.

Q:  Was that the most ground fire of your combat missions?

Yeah.  Wewak was pretty heavy but there were four airfields there and each one had its own individual defenses.  They weren’t concentrated like they were at Rabaul.  Rabaul had so many ships that had anti-aircraft guns on board.  Estimates were anywhere from 400-600 anti- aircraft guns including those on ships, in and around the harbor.  

Q:  How many total combat missions did you have?

I had 42.  

Q:  Your tour was time related as opposed to mission related?

Time related and shot down twice, I guess.

Q:  What were some of the other…?

The three big, big, big missions that the 3rd Attack had were Bismark Sea battle, I was in the second wave on the afternoon Unintelligible… target area because of the weather, Wewak, August 17 and 18th  Unintelligible… airplane Unintelligible… the ammo, the fuel, and the Unintelligible… out of treatment(?) areas were target areas Unintelligible…

like Rabaul.  
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I just remember he said, “Hey, you’re past the attack angle.”  Any other radio transmissions among the 8th (unintelligible).  Most of it was the intercom to the gunners in the back see if they could see the rest of out planes.  One guy was shot up, one of Wilkins’ wingmen, a guy named Rust was shot up pretty badly and dropped way back.  He landed about thirty minutes after we did.  One gunner was killed and the other was badly wounded.  His plane was a total wreck.  

Sense of pilot training.  Went to ground school half a day and flew half a day depending upon how your section was scheduled.  

Q:  Did they start you out on theory of flight or…

Things were simultaneous.  You got right in a plane.  I remember as a dodo, that means one who hasn’t soloed, you couldn’t wear your goggles up on your forehead, on your helmet so you had to wear them down around your neck.  You were a dodo bird.  I remember I had probably seven or seven and a half hours of dual time before I soloed.  I wasn’t too sharp on the uptake.  Four of the six guys in my flight, they had the same instructor, four of the six of them had had private lessons so they were way ahead of me in flying experience.  What was the progression?  Well you did level turns and S turns over roads.  In Primary you did very little aerobatics.  That was when you got to Basic and Advanced.  Timed turns, one minute, two minute, 360 degree turns and shoot landings.  Stalls were introduced fairly quickly, probably the first or second day.  You climbed up to 5000 feet and stalled.  I remember he…one thing I forgot to tell you, the way they hassled you.  My instructor sitting in the front with a gosport tube and the funnel shaped mouthpiece.  He knew I didn’t like to smoke so he’d light up these Cuban twists which were hand rolled cigars dipped in run or something and had a terrible smell.  He’d light up this cigar and blow a mouthful of smoke in the gosport tube so it’d come out of my ears.  Hassled me.  You’d do stalls, then he’d kick it over into a spin and say how many revolutions was that?  I thought we’d gone around twenty times and I think we’d gone around three times.  

Q:  You got into spin recoveries before you soloed?

Yeah.  Attitude of civilian instructors versus military?  It was, I recall, call it an armed truce.  The instructors were anxious to have their particular group of chicks be well enough along so they would pass your progress checks.  Every, when you had thirty hours you got a check and at sixty hours you got another check ride.  It’s called a progress check.  You didn’t do well on that then you got what was called an elimination ride.  You got a different Army instructor.  The civilian instructors would point out, now watch out for Lt. Pengelli, he’s hard on this particular maneuver.  He’d kinda’ coach you so you’d do well and wouldn’t reflect poorly on his instruction.  

Q:  How many hours did it take through Primary?

A little over 60 hours, dual and solo.

Q:  Much cross-country?

I think you only got one cross-country in Primary.  You got quite a few at Basic.  In Advanced you got night cross-country.  That was kinda’ scary.  Scary in south Texas because at that time they were flaring all the gas from the oil fields down there.  So you got a lot of artificial light lines to follow.  There were too many lights out there at night.  

Q:  Primary at Hatbox?

Yeah.  Basic at Brady, central Texas.  Advanced was Kelly Field.  Train ride from Chicago to Muskogee. 

Q:  Did the classroom track the practical?

No.  The classroom was weather, meteorology, and aerodynamics and engines.  That’s about the main things, map reading, code.  When you got to Basic, you started Link trainer.  Had to learn Morse code because at that time all your lights, you not only had the A and the N on the navigation, but you had each, flying a light line, each light had a letter that it flashed so you knew which light you were at.  

Q:  Any training that was later shown to be inaccurate?

Most of it was practical.  How to read a weather map and what the various symbols were, how air masses moved and effected weather.  

Q:  Did power or pitch control altitude?

Pitch I presume.  In Primary you didn’t have enough power to do anything.  120 was wide open, closer to 110 in a Fairchild.  

Q:  Did you have an elimination ride?

In Basic when the guy gave me a forced landing and I picked a different field than he picked.  We got down on the ground and he said, “You saw me nodding my head.  Why didn’t you pick that field?”  I said, “I saw you nodding toward the field, giving it a little body English, but I didn’t want to come in that field, come in over high tension lines, dead stick, that wasn’t the way I wanted to come in.”  He wrote me up for arguing with a commissioned officer.  That day, this was the same guy I locked in the A-20 and the next day we took off and he chopped the throttle and said, “See that herd of goats down there?”  I said, “Yeah.”  He said, “Go down and herd them.”  We went down about 20 feet off the ground and were chasing these goats out in West Texas.  He said, “Forced landing.”  At that altitude all you do is level the wings, couldn’t worry about what field you were going in or which way the wind was or how to set up a base leg or anything.  Just level the wings.  I leveled the wings and shook the stick, which meant that this was it.  He said, “Okay, take me back to the field.”   We flew back and landed.  He said, “You want to argue about anything?”  I said, “No sir.”  “You’re dismissed.”  Gave me 10 hours on the ramp with a pack on a weekend.  That was my penalty for questioning his judgment.  

Q:  A little more on the original incident.

It was a local area.  Periodically they’d chop the throttles to simulate an engine failure.  You could remember where the wind was from so you could set up some kind of pattern, base leg leading up to final into a suitable field.  His idea of suitable wasn’t the same as mine.  His had a high tension across it.  I swung past the angle of the high tension line.  I said I’d rather come into the field I picked that might have been shorter.  The worse that could happen was that I’d run into a hedge at the end of it.  He didn’t like that.  

Q:  Anything else like that?

In Advanced, they pretty much assumed that they’d weeded out all the people they wanted to weed out.  The instructors in Advanced, they were all Army instructors, Army officers.  It was pretty routine.  Back then flying was very collegial.  You were all going to be buddies later in the peacetime flying.  They almost accepted you as a human being.  

Q:  What were your assumptions about the peacetime flying?

Be an instructor at Kelly Field, which would have been a joke.  It was a very desirable way to meet your service obligation, as a pilot.  

Q:  Was there a service obligation?

Sure.  Selective Service started in 1939.  You either picked what you wanted or waited to be drafted.  

Q:  Was that one of the things that motivated you to sign up?

No.  I was, having always been an Anglophile, I really was more motivated to flying by the Battle of Britain and the RAF and all the problems they were having.  

Q:  When did you decide to sign up?

I was in advanced ROTC at that time.  They gave me credit for my CMTC, my two years of CMTC was the equivalent of two years of ROTC.  When I got to Cornell, where ROTC was mandatory, I started as a freshman I was in junior drill.  As a sophomore, I was a senior.  They started, although I wasn’t old enough to be commissioned, I’d finished my senior drill requirements.  They said, why don’t you volunteer and go up to, it was an Army base up in the northern part of New York, why don’t you go up there.  We’ll make you a staff sergeant and as soon as you’re 21 we’ll make you a second lieutenant.  I said, no, I didn’t think I wanted to march that much.  I’d rather fly.  That was kinda’ my choice.  Most of the ROTC guys in my group at Cornell went in on the early landings at North Africa.  A lot of them were captured.  I’m glad I didn’t pick that alternative.  

Q:  Wasn’t there something about a mail plane getting forced down?

That was years and years earlier when the Army was flying the mail and a plane crashed out on the south side of Hinsdale on the Jordan farm.  This would have been probably ’31 or ’32.  Just got loaded up with ice and crashed, it made about 15 air miles from Chicago Midway and crashed at Hinsdale.  

Q:  What was the procedure signing up with the Aviation Cadet?

They sent me up to Syracuse, went up to Syracuse on a bus and took a flying cadet qualification exam and passed it.  The guy told me, “You scored well.  We’ll call you in six weeks.  It was just about six weeks when I got notice to go into Chicago to the Federal building and take my oath of enlistment.  

Q:  When was that?

April of ’41.  

Q:  Aviation Cadet program was?

Nine months.  

Q:  What was the sequence after commissioning?

My first assignment was to be an instructor in Section 4 which was the western most set of hangars on Kelly Field.  I guess we never got organized to form because once those orders had been cut and we’d been assigned that, that was before we got the war.  (unintelligible) the same orders had been ready for two weeks.  You just showed up at Section 4 every morning.  Pretty soon, they started getting assignments to combat units.  A bunch of us were assigned to the 46th Bomb Group in Louisville.  I’d say about December 18th or 19th.  So just had time to pack up, throw things in the car and drive up to Louisville.  There were probably 35 or 40 of us from 41I flying class that went up to the 46th Bomb Group in Louisville.  Flying B-18s and a few A-20s.  

Q:  What kind of car did you have?

Grandmother Webster gave me a Pontiac sedan, graduation present.  I insured it at USAA in December of ’41.   At the time USAA probably had maybe 20 employees.  It was primarily an automobile finance and automobile insurance was essentially what they did.  They didn’t have any bank or anything like they later expanded into.  

Q:  What was attitude.  Did anyone know what was going on?

No.  It was all very hectic, about everything.  Every fifth day we’d be reassigned to another Air Force or another major command.  We really didn’t know what was going on.  As second lieutenants, we weren’t supposed to know.  We just did what we were told.  As far as the war was concerned, we read the newspaper and that was about all we could determine.  

Q:  The 46th, much flying?

We were in Louisville for a month and then we were transferred to Barksdale in Shreveport.  We were put TDY at Fort Benning, flying Russian officers around in A-20s to evaluate front line support by using panels for target designation.  We went from Fort Benning, to Tallahassee for about four weeks doing some patrolling of the Gulf of Mexico.  I guess we did have depth charges.  We were primarily trying to observe, just report any submarine sightings out in the Gulf.  Went from there, transferred back to Galveston, lock, stock and barrel.  As soon as we got to Galveston, Betty and I got married.  We were there about two weeks and sent out to California.  It was decided that the 46th Bomb Group would be transferred to California to participate in desert maneuvers with Patton and his tankers.  Also at the same time, orders for the 46th Bomb Group were to load up everything on freighters and head for North Africa to join the RAF in the Battle of North Africa.  Somehow or rather, those orders got waylaid and we ended up in California, Blythe, California, in the desert.  Got out there in July of ’42.  We were out there for a couple of months.  Two different levys were made on the 46th Bomb Group.  Send pilots to the 3rd Attack.  First group left about the middle of July.  I was in the group that was notified in August.  We left in early September.  At the time the 46th Bomb Group, one squadron had A-20s, one squadron had P-39s, one squadron had A-31s, which was a real dud, and the other squadron had DB-7s.  It was almost like a composite outfit.  You got to fly a little bit of everything.  

I flew in a P-39 and the propeller governor didn’t work and the prop ran away.  I overheated tremendously, just barely got back to the field.  I said, “I ain’t flying that damn thing again.  I’d rather fly the A-31, which was a Vultee dive bomber, grossly underpowered but at least you didn’t have to…

Runaway prop on takeoff, the instructions there you held a little flight manual in your right hand with the stick between your thumb and your forefinger you held a book and tried to match the readings you’re supposed to get with what was showing on the instrument panel.  Course your left hand was busy with the throttle.  All of a sudden the engine temperature went way off the reading and I thought maybe it had broken off or something, but, in reality, it had just gone out of sight, gone over the red line.  It was vibrating like hell, so I figured I’d better get this thing back on the ground.  I did a 180 and came back against traffic. 

Q:  Was that your first emergency situation?

It was the first and only in a P-39.  We lost a plane and crewmembers going across country.  The guy over primed the engine and a lot fuel was trapped down in the collector drain.  Once he got airborne, his plane caught on fire.  The squadron commander was very, it was his fault because he was riding this guy’s ass, “C’mon Detrick, let’s go.  Let’s go.  Let’s go.”  The guy had trouble getting the engine started and instead of stopping and draining that out, he just kept pumping the primer.  Once he took off why he was streaming smoke.  Tried to bail out and hit the prop.  A-20 wasn’t an easy plane to jump out of.  

The only in-flight emergency I had in an A-20, I forgot to latch the canopy.  Once you pulled back on the yoke, the canopy flew open so you reach up and grab it with one hand and try to fly with the other.  Kinda’ awkward.  The top opened up 90 degrees, the whole top came off, came open, hinged on the right hand side.  

Q:  How did you get across the Pacific?

Ed Larner and Jim Downs were the two first lieutenants and there were sixteen, no there was more that that.  I think there was something like 30 second lieutenants in that group, a couple of gunners.  We went across on a converted passenger liner that had been called the SS Manhattan.   The military took it over and called it the SS Mount Vernon.  It had the advance echelon of the Sixth Army.  They put all the Army guys down in the hold and by the time they got to the casual Air Corps people, the pilots, they started at the top of the alphabet filling up different little small cabins and broom closets down below first.  When they finally got to the Ws, I was up on A deck in a very plush two person cabin.  There were three of us in there.  The two pilots and the third guy was General Buckner’s aide, the Sixth Army commander.  He had to keep the general’s cook and the general’s driver busy.  These two enlisted guys showed up every morning, cleaned up the room, shined our shoes.  It was the way to go to war.  We had the meals for the people on the A deck were like 8 in the morning, 1 o’clock in the afternoon and 7 at night.  We had fresh water showers round the clock.  Our buddies, our classmates, who were down on the lower decks, they ate out of mess kits at like 6 in the morning, 11 in the morning and 4 in the afternoon.  All they had was salt-water showers, couple of hours a day.  They’d come up to A deck and beg to be let in our rooms so they could take a shower.  Only time I ever got a benefit from being last in the alphabet.  

Q:  The Mount Vernon came into Brisbane?

Sydney.  Trained to Brisbane, trained to Townsville, trained to Charters Towers.  

Q:  What did you take with you?

Had a B-4 bag and a parachute bag.  When the boat, ship, arrived in Sydney, it was rainy, cold, windy and they only sent out one tug to bring the ship in.  This didn’t have any side thrusters or any of the modern conveniences.  The old days when you had a tug would throw a line and pull it in.  They only sent out one tug to pull this…there were 6000 people on this ship.  It was a big ship.  I’d guess, classify it as 20000 tons, something like that.  With the wind and everything, he shut down his engines, which he probably never should have done.  The only way to make headway was with this one little tug.  The hawser separated and we were just dead in the water.  The wind blew the ship sideways and one end was on an island in Sydney Harbor and the other was on the beach and the tide was going out.  They had to figure out something fast.  They got everybody up on the topside.  The captain had a big bullhorn and he’d yell, “Starboard side, ho.”  Everybody would run on the right side of the whip, trying to rock it off.  All it was doing was just grinding it down deeper so it was stuck more and more.  Finally they had us all hit the gangways and go down to F deck which was about 10 feet above the water line.  First of all, we threw all of our bags overboard to try to lighten the load.  They said some of it would float and we’d pick it up later somehow or other.  The people all went down in the bowels of the ship and they opened up one of these side doors about 10 feet above the water and these tiny water taxis and all kinds of small little tugs would come by and eight or ten guys would jump out of the big ship and try to land in the tugboat.  They’d take us to shore.  Needless to say, it was chaos.  They finally salvaged most of the bags, all water soaked, parachutes and everything.  They took us out to a racetrack where they had a bunch of tents set up.  They piled all the B-4 bags and parachute bags in a big pile and you had to identify which one was yours.  It was a mess.  We were out there for about two days trying to figure out who we were and where we belonged.  

Q:  So you jumped in a tug and found your bag?

Eventually they fished all the bags out of the Sydney Harbor, brought in and piled them in one soggy mess in the middle of the racetrack.  I’d kept my musette bag, a small bag, and I had my mess kit in that, so I at least had some eating utensils.  When we went through the chow line out at the racetrack, some of the guys didn’t even have that.  They’d left their mess kits in their B-4 bags, which were eventually recovered, a bit soggy.

Q:  What was in your B-4 bag?

Uniforms, mostly, clothes.  In the parachute bag, we had all our winter flying gear.  They’d originally told us we were going to Alaska.  Which is not where the 3rd Attack was.  That was to thwart any potential spy reporting or something.  I don’t know what it was.  We had all our winter sheepskin lined flying gear for New Guinea which was bit of a supply goof.  

Q:  How much time elapsed between when they told you Alaska and you embarked from SFO?

We’d already packed all our gear, so it was a matter of a couple of days.  Probably wasn’t until we left the shore that they disclosed exactly where we were going.  We didn’t go in a convoy.  The ship was fast enough so it could outrun anything in daytime.  It did S turns during the day but ran straight at night.  We got across the Pacific in about two weeks.  

Q:  On the trip, any recreation?

The ship’s library, so I read a lot of stuff.  Played cribbage.  Course a lot of guys played poker.  As I recall we had boat drills once a day.  We didn’t line up and do jumping jacks on the deck like they always show.  I guess I have some of the book titles in my diary.  Mother may have some in V mail that I sent her.  

Q:  Any jokes?

We were about four or five days and there was a weird scratching at the door,  It was Ray Tabb who’d been down about E deck where he was berthed, scratching the door, saying, “Can I come in and take a bath.”  We got a laugh out of that.  [Shower}

Q:  Who were the people that stood out in your mind?

Ed Larner and Jimmy Downs were the two guys in charge of all us second lieutenants.  By that time, I think half of the 41I guys had been promoted to first lieutenant.  They got down to the tail end of the alphabet.  They were promoted about June, I guess.  In the meantime, we’d switched from the 1st Air Force to the 2nd Air Force to the 3rd Air Force, all these domestic changes.  Every time they did that whatever administrative work, promotions, etc. was in process had to be sent back because it had to be routed to a different command.  All the lower guys, Tabb and Taylor and Webster, we were all second lieutenants while the others were first lieutenants.

Q:  They promoted you in alphabetical order?

Yeah.  That’s the way the names went in.  Lower end of the alphabet, we were caught in one of these command changes.  We made first lieutenant in August, I think, a month or so behind the other guys.  

An anecdote.  We were going to have an inspection out in the desert.  We were told be sure you have all your collar insignia blitzed and shiny.  Somehow or other, my second lieutenant, this is when you wore your Air Corps insignia, the propellor and wings, on your collar and your rank was on your shoulders.  I’d one gold bar that was scratched up.  One of the guys in the tent with me was classmate, real hillbilly from West Virginia.  We called him Dodo Price.  He was a good pilot too.  I don’t know how he got the name Dodo.  I said, “Hey, Dodo, I got my second lieutenant bar all scratched up.  What did you do with your old one?”  He said, “I’ll let you borrow mine.”  He takes down his pants and he was using it instead of a safety pin to hold up his underwear.  Real country boy.  I passed inspection with Dodo’s underwear bar.  

Q:  Any real negative impressions?

Not really.  The way we split up on the ship, we never saw half the guys.  We ate at a different mess deck and a different time.  Other than the guys, we had two first class rooms that four of us were in together with a lieutenant and a captain, Army guys with the general’s headquarters.  So we never saw any of the other flyboys until we all jumped out of the ship in Sydney Harbor, bailing out.  

Q:  Did you go in the water?

It was a water taxi.  He was bobbing up and down.  You had to be a little careful that you jumped at the right time.  Chaos.  I’m surprised we didn’t have some fatalities in that.

Q:  How did you come back?

I came back through a replacement depot in Brisbane.  It was a converted B-24.  I think they called it C-83 or something like that.  A B-24 with fuselage tanks, gas tanks, and there were maybe 15 people on board.  Probably had fairly high priority to be flown back.  

Q:  What happened when you got back?

When we got back to SFO and then they took me to SFO international and put me on commercial and flew me to Chicago, Chicago Midway.  You were there, you met me when I landed.  Mother was there and Betty and Jack.  I had orders assigning me to Air Corps redistribution station at Miami Beach, which was one of the major centers where aircrew members were processed to receive their next assignment.  I was on leave for about four weeks.  I spent most of the time going around to where Chicago O’Hare is now.  That was a Douglas aircraft plant where they made A-20s.  They kept running me out there to different work shifts and telling them about the A-20s and buy more war bonds.  It was fun.  I was on a radio show selling war bonds, telling about life in the Pacific.  I took the train to Miami Beach.  Got down there and started a series of malaria attacks and they put me in the hospital off and on for a month or so.  Then, because they didn’t know what to do with me, malaria, didn’t have many malariaologists at the time, so they put me on temporary duty in the redistribution station rather than shipping me out to some pilot training school or OTS.   I was part of management then so I could go to the hospital every third day.  Blood taken to check malaria parasite.  I was there for…As soon as I was told that I was going to be assigned there, I called Mother and she drove the family car and you down to Miami.  We rented a house there on the Beach.  Everyone was duly combat returnees, an example, I was checking an ad in the paper and it said, two bedroom house of D.  It was within walking distance of the office I was in.  No big hotels on Miami Beach.  I called the lady.  She described the house and said it was available.  I said “How much is it.”  She said, “$125.”  Captain’s rental allowance at the time was around $110.  Okay, we’ll take it.  That’s when I called Mother and said, “We’ve got a house.  Throw everything in the car, the kid, Mother and drive down here.”  About a week after I contracted to take this house, the landlady called and said, “It’s customary to come over and pay the first months rent.”  “Okay.”  I came over there and you guys were already on the way.  I wrote out a check for $125.  She said, “What’s this?”  “First month’s rent.”  She said, “Captain, you don’t understand.  Miami we quote rent on a weekly rate.  I meant $125 a week.”  At that time I couldn’t do anything anyway.  I had no way to call the family enroute.  I just swallowed hard and said okay.  We were there about six weeks before I found another house, up further north on the beach.  Nowhere near as convenient.  That was $175 a month so we were in the high rent tourist district.  Q:  That was $500 a month?

Welcome home, hero.

Q:  You were at the depot six months?

In September I was assigned to base operations, I mean they still didn’t know what to do with me.  I was barely on flying status because I had to go in the hospital all the time.  They sent me out to Waco, twin engine advanced flying school at Waco.  I was the base operations officer out there.  This was in ‘44; all of 44 I was at Waco.  Got a house there.  That was good duty, flying AT-9s and AT-10s and we had a couple of B-25s, so I got to fly some.  Base operations, I had to maintain the flight line.  The flight school was under the Director of Operations.  I didn’t come into contact with any cadets.  I was commandant of all the WASPs.  I think I had 12 women pilots working for me.  They were fun, but they were a real headache.  They were in the military, but they weren’t military.   You couldn’t order them to do anything.  If you told them to go take plane number so-and-so, it had just had an engine change, and needs two hours of slow time.   They didn’t want to do it.  She’d just say, get somebody else.  I’m tired.  It was a loosely organized outfit.  They eventually did some flying for engineering, B-25s.  They were all anxious to get B-25 time.  They’d come up and say, “Hey, Capt. Webster.  How about us taking a weekend flight to Miami Beach and get some flying time?”  They were propositioning all the B-25 pilots to take them on a weekend flight so they could log a lot of time.  

Q:  Were you at Waco when the war ended?

No.  The most momentous thing at Waco was when the Battle of the Bulge started.  Turned out Fort Hood didn’t have a suitable hard surface strip at that time.  All the reinforcements being airlifted into the Battle of the Bulge starting about December 15 of ’44 were staged out of Waco.  ===========================================

Army people were being trucked to Waco about 35 miles from Killeen, which is where Fort Hood is to put them on C-47s.  We were real busy so for about two weeks there were all kinds of C-47 in there and that was pretty interesting to see the way they ran that operation.  

Q:  Did you learn anything particular out of that?

I was pretty impressed that they … I knew it was a desperate situation if they were going to try and airlift guys in C-47s from Central Texas and drop them in Belgium.  But they did it.  They got them in about 48 hours.  Had stage crews along the way.  Plane would land and crew would get out and give box lunches to all the passengers and new crew would come on and they’d take off again.  It was in the winter time and they had … the C-47s didn’t have the range to from Bermuda to the Azores, so they had to go from Newfoundland to Greenland, Iceland , Scotland and then into Germany.  I think the infantry guys were probably relieved to get off and get into battle and get off those C-47s.

Q:  Where did you go from Waco?

I went to Fort Worth and Training Command Headquarters.  I’d done such a brilliant job at Waco they shipped me up to A-1, Personnel and I was one of six pilots selected to take an AT-10 which was a bombardier trainer, twin engine and I had an enlisted {PhD in psychology and he had a clerk and we had boxes and boxes of testing materials and we’ld fly around the country, mostly to the redistribution stations and get all the returning pilots, navigators, bombardiers, officer crewmembers and give them this battery of tests.  This PhD would grade all the tests and based on the test outcome, determine what their future aircrew assignment would be.  So I got to see a lot of the country and but it felt almost like a judas goat because you’d get a quota and say, “Okay, the next 300 bombardiers that come through redistribution at Lackland, Lackland at that time was a replacement depot also, the next 300 bombardiers, gonna’ send them all to Big Springs, Texas for bombardier upgrade school or all the next pilots who get sent in are going to San Marcos to fly navigator training.  So I really felt it didn’t make a helluva lot of difference what you scored on your tests, whatever the immediate need was where they needed aircrew members, combat returnees.

Q:  Did you take the test?

Hell no.  I was flying/

Q:  So was Fort Worth where you were when the war ended?

Yeah.  I was the deputy chief of aircrew personnel reassignment.  I was in Fort Worth on VE day and also VJ Day.  It took quite a while to wind this down, so I didn’t get out right away. I continued in that assignment for six months and I went on terminal leave in February of ‘46.  

Q:  So how did you decide to stay in the Reserves?

Well, I was in San Antonio.  I’d flown down to San Antonio and Aunt Katherine, Aunt Kit, Uncle Phil’s wife, had worked in a brokerage house and suggested that I might be interested in talking to them. So I flew into the redistribution station there and went downtown to see these guys.  It sounded like an interesting opportunity, selling municipal bonds and mutual funds.  The name was Ransom Davidson, Sam Ransom and Jim Davidson. Home office was Wichita, but they had 12 offices around the country and .  so I went home and finished… Oh, in the meantime, I also flew up to Ithaca and took a bunch of tests up there and they said you shouldn’t be in engineering, you should be in Arts School. You’re one of these… occupational.. tests.  So, they said you should be in, go into Arts and Science and take finance.  At that point the housing for GIs was terrible on the base and course by then Mike was born, so I had two little boys and San Antonio looked a lot better then the winters of Ithaca.  So I went back to San Antonio and said, well, the people at Cornell said I should be in finance and you say I should be in finance, so I’ll go in finance.  So starting in July of ’46, I went to Ransom Davidson and they had a training program at their home office in Wichita and I was up there for about a month and Betty and you and Mike were still in Muskogee and I finished that school and went to the San Antonio office and meantime, Aunt Katherine through her network of old friends said that she had found a house for us.  So, once again, I called Betty and I said load the kids in the car and come down.  We’ve got a house.  So that afternoon, Katherine, course housing was critical, critical, critical short in San Antonio with all the Gis, and all the regular troops much less all the returnees so the fact that we had this two bedroom house promised to us, that was great.  Well, it turned out that the lady, I’m sure she was well meaning.  Betty and I joked that it was in the slave quarters, cause it was a big garage that had been converted did have a bath room and a bath tub, but there was no sink in the kitchen.  You did the dishes in the bathtub.  Had no screens on the windows and beaucoup mosquitoes in SAT that summer.  So we toughed that out for about four weeks and finally found a house on Elsmere that we bought.  I’d saved enough money for a down payment.  Got a mortgage and moved into the house on Elsmere and started working with Ransom Davidson.  

I had a pretty small area to cover, SAT out through San Angelo to Odessa, back to Fort Worth and back through Waco, Austin and SAT, like a third of the state of Texas.  We didn’t sell over the telephone, telemarketing was almost verboten.  Had to drive and get in front of all these bankers that you were selling and county officials that you were trying to introduce your services to float either warrants or bond issues.  Warrants, they could issue up to 20,000 warrants without an election, just by the vote of the county highway commissioners.  You could sell these warrants, they were an unsecured IOU.   Then periodically they would combine all these warrants and they’d have a refunding bond.  They’d pool three or four issues of warrants together and refunding bonds, so that would give you another shot at them another couple of points.  If you were an old hand at it, you could do it non-competitive, if you knew the right guys to give cases of whiskey to or football tickets to, otherwise you’d have a bid letting on a certain date at a certain time and you’d go in against three or four other bond houses, prepare bids for their securities and if you got the bid, why then you’d … your firm took the proceedings contract.   You brought out your law firm that you used, did all the proceedings and come out with a bond issue, send out circulars, then go around and call on all these bankers and try to sell the bonds that you brought out.  So, you got a commission for buying the issue, getting the proceedings contract, and you got a commission for all the bonds you sold.  But, it was pretty much face-to-face selling so I was doing a lot of traveling out in West Texas.  There was no air conditioning in cars then.  You had funny little round coolers with wet excelsior, water dripping through excelsior and then the motion of the air as the car drove along scooped the air ran it through this wet excelsior and cooled it down a few degrees.  That was air conditioning back then.  Did that for a year and a half and finally … the only break in that that was unique was that in Easter of 1947, I won radio contest, nationwide radio contest, identifying classical music.  Mother and I got to go to New York City on an all expense trip paid for the Easter Parade of ’47.  That was fun.  One nice day with Gramma Baldwin.  It was Mother’s first experience in NYC.  All expenses paid, that’s a bad way to be initiated to NYC.  Every time we went up after that she still thought we were charging all our expenses to BBD&O, the advertising firm that managed that contract.  It was “Treasure Hour of Song” with Reesa Stevens, the Metropolitan Opera star was the hostess of that so we got to appear on her radio program.  And that was fun.  We went to a bunch of Broadway plays and went to an opera and went to Louis Quatorce, the fancy night club.  The ad agency provided tickets for everything we wanted to go to.  That’s the way to travel.. We had a suite of rooms at the San Moritz on Central Park.  Had dinner at the Plaza one night.  Just a real eye opener.  How the upper, upper uppers lived.  

Q:  What were the circumstances of winning the contest?

We always listened to it because it was good music but the contest was to identify the classical music, you had to name it, and then you named the modern adaptation of it.  Tell why you liked one version over the other version.  It so happened, this particular time this particular night we were listening they were playing Tchiacovsky’s Fifth Symphony, the Andante Cantable, Tchiacovsky’s Fifth which later became known as “Save Me A Dream.”  That was the modern adaptation.  Needed to write which one I liked the best.  The program was on Tuesday night, as I remember, and the contest has to be postmarked nLT Friday midnight.  Betty called me Wednesday and said “you sent your contest entry in?”  And I said, “No, not yet, I’m busy, kinda’ eluding.”  She said, “No, get to it.” And I said, “Okay.”  So the next day, she calls me and said, “you sent in it yet?” I Said, “No, but I’ll do it right now.”  So I literally reached in the wastebasket and grabbed an envelope and wrote on it, “I prefer the T version because I had one album of records in New Guinea, Thomas Beacham and the London Philharmonic playing T’s Fifth and it proved to be a magic carpet to take me out of the jungle heat and fighting back to civilization, my wife and unseen son.”  Just sent it in to the address.  By God, I think it was the following Wednesday.  It was on the Mutual Broadcasting station and the Mutual station manager in SAT called our home number and said, “We’ve been advised there are two William Websters in SAT, a black family and a white family.  Which one are you?”  Betty said “We’re the white family.  We didn’t know there was a black one.”  I don’t even know that there was one.  The guy said, “Okay, Now I can talk to you.  Your husband’s entry is being considered as a possible winner in the Kanty (sp) Castile Shampoo soap contest.  Give me a little background on him.”  So she told him.  He said, “I’ll report that to the NY office and if his entry is selected as the winner, we’ll call you by tomorrow night.”  She said, “Okay.”  I came home that night.  She said, “We heard from your contest entry.”  I said, “Did we win?”  See, we figured out, course we listened to the program many times before and they had never had a WWII returnee win and they’d never had anybody from the Southwest.  They’d always been geographically from other parts of the country.  I said, “Well, I know the music and we’ve got a good enough story and they need a winner from the Southwest .  We should win.”  By God, the next afternoon, they called Betty at home.  Of course she didn’t and I didn’t want to alert anybody ahead of time because there was no cinch that it was going to be picked.  But they called the next afternoon and said, “You win.  Can you be on a plane, get up here for next Tuesday night’s show and then you can stay for an extended weekend and do all these things, but you have to able to get here by next Tuesday and we’ll have a travel agent call and make all your reservations.”  We said, “Sure.”  So, we flew up on American on a C-47 up to NYC and it just happened to be Easter weekend so Betty got to take Mother a fancy hat, walk down Park Avenue in the Easter Parade.  Kinda’ fun.  

Q:  What was the Air Force like transitioning to the reserves and what assignments did you have?

It was kinds’ chaotic as you can imagine having all kinds of excess pilots and they had rather limited slots in the manning document.  I was a squadron commander at Brooks Field.  Had a bomber squadron flying AT-9s.  A fighter squadron had some old, tired P-51s and another that had AT-10s.  It was a very loosey, goosey arrangemnt.  I don’t recall the structure above us, would have been some kinda’ group headquarters.  Don’t realy recall where we got our orders from.  We had 10 or 11 At-9s.  Base Commander had a Douglas B-26 that I’d borrow from time to time.  Kinda’ fighting for flying time.  Had a so many pilots and relatively few planes relatively few maintenance personnel to maintain the planes.  We got our active duty, we went out to Fort Worth and because we had a bomber designation we got to sit in the right seat and take familiarization flights in a B-36 and that was kinda’ interesting, six engine pushers, but nobody ever checked out in that at all. We did do some beneficial things besides punching holes in the sky.  During the Texas City disaster in the Houston area in 1947 0r 48, they had so many burn victims they had to get back up to Brook Army medical Center at Fort Sam where the Army had the big burn center.  We flew our funny little AT-9s and they could put two stretchers and one nurse in an AT-9 if they took the seats out.   We started flying some burn victims up to Fort Sam.  I made a couple of trips.  Most of the senior pilots made a few trips.  So we actually did something.  Then there was a MATS continental division hq was at Kelly Field.  I don’t know exactly how but my old squadron was taken from Brooks and transferred to Kelly Field.  So we were flying C-54s and they had the C-97 school there, the Stratocruiser transition school was there.  So I was assigned to MATS flying C-47s. C=54s and I made two Berlin Airlift runs out of SAT with the MATS outfit there and that was interesting.  One run in a C-54, first run was in a C-47 and we had to go the northern route which was shorter legs.  Had to go McGuire to Newfoundland to Greenland to Iceland to Scotland then down to Frankfurt and then Berlin.  Flew three or four shuttles. Then the second trip was in a C-54.  Went to Mobile, the depot at Mobile, then to Bermuda then the Azores and then to France and then up to Rhein Maine.  Rhein Main was in Frankfurt and then did your Berlin runs out of Frankfurt.  

Q:  How many Berlin runs would you make on these deployments?

Try to make four a day.  I made one in a C-47 that was in the winter and that was kinda’ hairy because we had…flying this very narrow airways into Berlin.  The Russians were monitoring the passing all time and it was minimum ground time so we didn’t much;  piles of bricks.  The C-54 going into Frankfurt, the people in the town one day I walked around there and it was pretty demolished.  They were rebuilding around there a lot faster than they were in Berlin.  Flight time.  Each run was only about three hours, clock hours.  Had to land, off load, crank up, come out, reload coal and flour and sometimes you’d be  carrying medical supplies.  Most of the time was coal and flour, then shuttle back.  We were pretty pooped at the end of the day.  Some pressure on instruments in those narrow corridors.  So then I was still in MATS flying C-54s.  Got checked out in C-54s and then in the Korean War came along in June of 50 and we were alerted three or four times and then finally recalled to active duty in July of ’51 and concap(?) was that the call-ups would fill the domestic assignments and the regulars, the active duty people, would take all the combat assignments.  Just didn’t happen to work that way because the people in charge of the assigning were all regulars so they assigned all the recallees to the combat units in Korea and kept all the better assignments in MATS for themselves.  (See the C’est la guerre, Major story.)

Q:  Where had you met Moser?

He was in the 46th Bomb Group, 1942.  He’d been in my squadron at Bowman field and then at Barksdale and then at Galveston.  When we moved out to Blythe CA, there were three couples of us.  We rented a one bedroom house.  Al and Mimi Moser, Smitty and his wife Abbe and Betty and I.  We drew cards and Betty and I won the bedroom.   We thought that was great but it was connected to the bathroom and the other two One of them put a bed out on the screen porch.  The other one put a bed in the storeroom.  At least they had privacy.  We didn’t have any privacy because the only way to get to the bathroom was through our bedroom.  So people were running in and out all night through our bedroom.  That’s where we got to know Moser real well.  Three couples in a one bedroom house, you get to know them pretty well.  

So flying out of the Pacific division of MATS was very interesting because you got a great variety of runs.  Okinawa.  Hickam to Johnson Island to Kwajelin  then to Okinawa.  Might even go beyond Bangkok or you go Hickam to Midway to Iwo Jima and then up to either Mineda, which was Tokyo Bay, or Taichikawa which was across the bay.  And then from Taichi we’d go to Korea.  Most of the time we took people over and brought casualties back from hospitals, a lot of wounded people.  It was pretty much air evacuation flying.  It was two years.  Good flying, lot of flying.  Very fortunate in that I’d inherited a very good squadron, a guy named Fran Tunstell, and I didn’t screw it up too much and we kept getting top utilization squadron in the group.  I ran it on the basis if there are planes in the nose dock area, the maintenance crew didn’t have to show up once the area was policed.  They had to show up for roll call every morning but if there no planes to work on, take off.  We didn’t have any morale problems at all.  Got a lot of good flying time in and I could usually make two runs a month despite the orderly room requirement.  I got to… If I was having a hectic schedule staying at Hickam why then I’d take the… We had daily runs to the Big Island, Hawaii, went to Kaui and Maui.  I’d take those every now and then just to see what those places were like.  That was all interesting.  The regular line pilots were supplied because unpressurized so it was a tiring type of flying but the Pacific was a lot easier than the Atlantic.  You didn’t have the extreme weather flying conditions that you had in the Atlantic.  For the average line pilot got at least 100 hours a month.  Average guy got 1000 hours a year which was a lot of flying time then for a four engine pilot.  Most of them had their eyes on building up a lot of time and going with the airlines which many of them did.  Many of them were recallees from the airlines.  They were a very well trained, dedicated flying and maintenance people.  

Q:  Did you ever think about going with the airlines?

A lot of our friends did and I thought about it but she was so was then and even now worried about flying, she preferred that I didn’t.  I respected that.  Korean tour got out in ’53 as a Lt. Col and I came back to SAT and I was, we had what were called corollary assignments.  They’d assign an individual to understudy an active duty guy.  I was the corollary Group commander assignee.  So, I would stick around the orderly room on my weekend, one weekend a month, and usually I’d pick a run that went say from SAT to Mobile up the east coast on to the hospital at Washington ended up at, still using Bolling Field at that time.  Never used Andrews.  Then had a corresponding run, the people who had been sent to Fort Sam and who were on the way to recovery, they’d be transferred to hospitals nearer their homes on the West Coast, then we’d fly SAT to PHX to LAX area and on up to Fairfield in the SFO area.  So I got to fly both coastlines out of SAT for a number of years.  Then I also made some runs down to SA on the embassy run.  SAT to Puerrto Rico to Haiti to Belem to Rio to Sao Paulo and you turn around at Sao Paulo and came back to the wing so that was an interesting run too.  Then each two weeks active duty, I’d put myself on AD normally in the Pacific because really preferred, I knew a lot more about the pacific conditions than the Atlantic so I’d take my two weeks AD flying to Japan usually or to Okinawa then to Bangkok and Hong Kong.  Got some good flying time there.  I made full colonel in about ’56 or ’57.

Q:  During Korea, about how many people are in a squadron, pilots and other types?

I had the 48th Transport Squadron.  I think we had 15 aircraft and about 25 crews.  We flew with navigators then although we had LORAN and TACAN still flew with navigators, so we had about little over 50 officers, not counting non-rated officers and the orderly, the adjutant, the engineering officer and an assistant engineering officer.  We had about 55 officers and about 250 in squadron maintenance personnel.  We didn’t have as large a squadron personnel as the 90th did because we used so many base facilities for our messing, we didn’t run a mess hall, we messed with the Navy.  We didn’t have any medical personnel because we used the base hospital.  So the numbers in the squadron were somewhat smaller than you’d normally find in a tactical squadron on a free standing tactical base.  

Q:  What was the situation like at Hickam, big base?

Big base, well organized.  Everybody knew everybody.  After that time they just kinda’ rotated the same people back and forth from different commands but couldn’t stay in MATS, always went to SAC and then rotated back to MATS so everybody knew everybody.  Both regulars and reserves/

Q:  Anything particularly memorable, any inflight emergencies?

Well, the biggest flying emergency I can recall is coming into Tokyo Honita(?) with a zero zero GCA  It was really soupy but very stable, thick fog and the guy gave me a good run in and couldn’t see a thing and he said, “you should be touching down right now.”  Wheels hit the runway before I even saw anything.  I don’t’ think we didn’t lose a single plane in those two years in light of C-54 if the headwind component from HI to Travis AFB, SFO.  A lot of times we had a lot of planes hung up at Travis because they didn’t have enough fuel to get the required reserves and an alternate flying westbound.  C-97s you could do it because they had so much more fuel and flew faster.  At Hickam we had one squadron of C-97s which I was supposed to take over after I went through C-97 aircraft commander school at Kelly and I got over there and the guy that had the squadron wasn’t ready to rotate and wasn’t ready to give it up and he was in the charmed circle of regular Air Force officers that liked Division Headquarters.  So, Snuffy Smith kept the 49th and I got the 48th, C-54 squadron, which was alright.  I enjoyed it.  

Q:  What was the move from Nickles like?

Jim and Sam were two diametrically opposed personalities and they were both big gamblers and on top of that Jim Davidson was a big drunk.  So they came to a parting of the ways and decided to split the company.  They drew straws for who was going to get which office.  There was the SAT office and one in Harlingen, office in Miami Beach, office in NYC and office in Atlanta and the way the cards were cut, Sam Ransom got the SAT office.  I much preferred Jim and at that time there was an opportunity to go with the National Bank of Commerce in their securities department.  I was tired of driving six and seven hundred miles a week out in West Texas and maybe sell a couple of bonds and maybe not wither to buy a small bond issue or maybe not.  So I was making big money then that was maybe $600 a month
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Q:  How big in annual sales was that company and did it merge with any company later on?

No.  Sam and Jim went their separate ways.  Jim drank himself to death and Sam got out of the business.  

Q:  How did the NBC offer come about?

I sold some bonds over there and made a few inquiries.  They decided to expand their securities division and invited me to come on board.  

Q:  When was that?

October of ’47.

Q:  In the Securities department what were you doing there?

I was the … Had a large corresponding bank relationship so all the Rio Grande valley banks that they dealt with when they bought bonds they’d deposit them with NBC on their account so I checked in all the bond deliveries, checked invoices and verified costs and accrued interest and issued the safekeeping receipt.

Q:  How long did that last?

Course in the same time I was still active in the Reserves out at Brooks Field and was working 15 or 20 football games and 30 basketball games each season.  That lasted through ’48 and’49 and ’50.  June of ’50 the Korean War started and the active Reserves, we were called up in June of ’51 so I went on active duty in June ’51.

Q: Had you been working in just the Securities division or did you have new responsibilities?

I jumped boxes in safe deposit and audited safe deposit boxes in deceased accounts.  I was pretty much working in the basement of NBC, in the vault.

Q:  What goes on in the vault?

That’s where you check in all the securities.  From correspondent banks and where the people have their safekeeping boxes.

Q:  The bank’s general funds are kept there?

General funds are kept at the Fed.  The credit balance at the Fed.

Q:  But any cash on hand is in the vault?

Yeah.

Q:  You did that then for four years?

Yeah.

Q:  How many people were down there working with you?

Eight people.

Q:  Who was running the place?

A guy named Ed Bell was the VP in charge of investing section, real nice guy.  

A Latin American called Luz Roblan, Eddie LouZ, Luz Roblan he was the actual vault custodian. 

Q:  Did you have any training, take any courses while you were working there?

We took AIB, American Institute of Banking, courses.  We took investments, trusts, trust administration, banking law.  I was in night school once a week.  

Q: On top of refereeing, how did you happen to get into refereeing?

Had to make money.  Plus I liked athletics.  I probably would have done it if they hadn’t paid me, but if they’re going to pay me $20-25 bucks a night that was good money back then and it was needed.  

Q:  High school games mostly?

High school, small colleges and service games out at… quite an active service league out at Fort Sam Houston.  Used to work all those games.

Q:  In those games, anything interesting happen that you can remember?

The very first game I worked I was paired with a guy who’d played pro ball with the Brooklyn team, name was Joe Ward.  He’d been an All-American at Texas back in the middle ‘20s and the other guy was named Meeks, Mucky Meeks.  He was a high school coach at one of the high schools in SAT.  I was the new boy.  Joe Ward drove his Jeep and we were working a game in Uvalde which is about 90 miles west of SAT and it was Uvalde versus the Texas Deaf School.  It was the first game of the season so none of us was really too sharp on our mechanics of operating three man and four man officiating.  We were so convinced that we were going to have a fourth official that he was going to be the referee and make all the decision and the other three of us were just going along for the ride.  We get out to Uvalde and meet the school superintendent out there and say, “Who’s the fourth guy?”  He says, “There is no fourth guy.  You three are going to work the game.  Who’s going to be the referee?”  Joe and Mucky look at each other and they both point to me.  Hell, I’d never worked a game before and I was going to be the referee.  So, despite that fact that we working a team with deaf boys on it…they were very…rather that hear the whistle, they apparently could feel it and we had no problem at all.  Joe Ward, an All-American from the University of Texas, people were always cheering him, paying more attention to him then the game.  We got down to the last play of the game and the home team was ahead 21-0 as I remember and the Deaf school had the ball on about the Uvalde 10 yard line and they threw a pass in the end zone and Joe was working as the deep judge and he threw a flag and called pass interference.  Mucky had the gun, he was keeping the time and time ran out so he shot the gun.  Here we had a pass interference in the end zone and time ran out on the play, what do you do?  The three os us got together and I said “Joe what are you doing, what’s your guess?”  He said, “In the pros we’d call it a touchdown.”  I said, “That’s good enough for me.”  So, I threw up my hands ‘Touchdown.’  At that point it’s 20-6.  Neither coach questioned it.  The boys lined up for the extra point and the Deaf School made the point so it was 20-7.  As soon as they made that, I suddenly realized Hell, that’s the wrong call.  You can’t give a team a touchdown, even though time had run out.  They’re entitled to one play from the one yard line.  In the meantime, after they had scored the extra point, both teams went into the locker room.  I got both coaches together and said, “Hey, let’s call this thing right.  Get the boys out of the locker room.  By then about half of them were already in the shower. Let’s get them back out here and run this last play the way it’s supposed to be.”  They thought it was kinda’ useless to try and do it right, but they agreed.  Finally got them out there and ran one play and the Deaf School scored.  Then it was 20-6 again and they all ran off the field again.  I said, ”Where you going?”  He said, “Well we already made the extra point.”  I said, “That one didn’t count because it was after an illegal touchdown so come back and run the extra point again.”  We were out there on the field for 45 minutes after the final gun had gone off before we were able to walk off the field.  I think we got $15 bucks that night.  Every time I run into Joe and Mucky after that we’d laugh at how we screwed up that last play.  

Q:  Anything in basketball games or other football games?  

At Bandera, I was working a game and there was a big fat boy in the center of the line for Bandera, the home team.  He was swearing and I saw him bite two or three guys in the leg in these big pileups.  He was just trying a leg with a different colored sock on than his.  He’d just bite into it.  At halftime, I called the Bandera coach over and I said, “Number 71, next time I see him bite another player or do something unsportsmanlike, I’m going to disqualify him.”  Coach said okay, he’d warn him.  Sure enough on the fist play of scrimmage, Bandera had the ball and they went in a big pileup.  This big fat guy bit one of the lineman.  So I took him by the jersey and walked him over to the sideline.  Told the coach, I said, “This guy is disqualified for unsportsmanlike conduct and I’d warned you before.  Get a substitute out here and let’s get going.”  I started walking back to the center of the field where the play was going on and all of a sudden the crown started laughing.  I turned around and looked and here’s this big, fat sheriff walking out leading this big fat kid by the arm, leading him back out onto the field after I’d escorted him off.  This guy had a great big old-timey .45 pistol in his holster.  He put his hand on his holster and he said, “You can’t disqualify this boy, he’s my son.”  I said, “You’re right, Sheriff, get him in here.  Let’s go.  First and 25.”  Took off from there.  So never try to kick a Sheriff’s kid off the team.  Might have repercussions.

Q:  Get a ticket driving out of town if nothing else. 

Basketball there are always a lot of complaining.  Basketball is a tough sport to officiate because there is always fouls going on even in high school.  College, it’s even worse because you got bigger bodies flying around even faster.  So, no matter what you call…I like to call a double foul which is most of the charging and blocking fouls are double fouls.  When you call a double foul, nobody’s happy, so everybody’s mad at you.  So that was my standard was call a double foul.

Q:  So each got a foul and no foul shots?

Yeah.

Q:  In getting ready to be recalled, the bank didn’t have any problems with you going overseas?

No, the Chairman of the Board was a major general John 
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Q:  Anything particular there?

No, I just alternated between the first and second team.  I was an end and a blocking back.  I only weighed 155 then.  I was playing against people that weighed 200 plus.  I wasn’t that aggressive.  I didn’t knock too many people down.  I maybe outran them but I didn’t knock them down.  Then I went out for freshman basketball as soon as football was over.  I was actually a much better basketball player than I was a football player.  I made the first team frosh.  We used to scrimmage the varsity and I could knock a few of the varsity players off their ass, diving for balls and being pretty aggressive.  That impressed the varsity coach.  After the frosh season, he told me he didn’t want me to go out for varsity football, he wanted me to show up for varsity basketball the first of October.  I said, okay, which I did.  So, I played varsity basketball first team as a sophomore.  Again basketball’s changed so tremendously now.  I can’t recall a game where we ever scored more than fifty points.

Q:  What position did you play?

I was a guard.  I was kinda’ the point guard.  I brought the ball down and passed off to Jim Bennett, a real nice, good shooting forward, and Howie Dunbar who was a football player.  He was the center.  I think he was all of 6’2”.  Biggest game I played in was Ohio State.  I think I got seven points against Ohio State.  I got five points against Michigan guarding Tom Harmon.  Harmon was a basketball player too.  I got to play against old 98.  That was Harmon’s number in football and also on his basketball jersey.  He was an egotistical bastard, but he was good.  He could afford to be egotistical.  He was an All-American football player.  I remember one time he faked the guy guarding him out of position.  He came down the middle and I left my man and challenged him.  There was a big bump in the middle and I blocked his shot.  He grumbled and the next time he came through and did the same thing and I left my guy and met him right in the middle again and we crashed.  Again, he outweighed me by 25 pounds.  He said, “Don’t do that again,  kid.”  I said, “Okay.”  Next time he came through there and I left my man and I faked going up to block him but I never left the ground.  I just stood there and watched him.  He was kicking and flailing in the air, hoping to cut me up into little pieces.  Ref called him for traveling.  He was peeved.  

Q:  You didn’t play football that sophomore year?

That’s right.  I went out the next year, made the squad and I was first team jayvee.  The third team was usually called the junior varsity.  We suited up for all the home games and made some of the traveling games.  I played in the jayvee games and played in a couple of varsity games.  Got my jayvee letter, I didn’t get a varsity football letter.  That was a good team.  Beat Ohio State twice.  Went 19 games without a loss and then the fifth down came up at Dartmouth in the Fall of ’40 and Cornell gave that game back to Dartmouth.  That ended the string.  We lost to Penn two weeks later at Franklin Field.  The team’s record that year was 8-2 where the previous year it had been 9-0-1.  

Q:  Did you play basketball that year?

Yeah.  Greg Gullien, the basketball coach, was pissed off at me for going out for football.  There was one other guy that had done it, the center.  He was only big guy he had, howie Dunbar.  He later became a successful doctor.  He was able to make the two sport.  We were the only two sport guys at the time at Cornell.  Two sport meaning football and basketball.  A lot of the football players played baseball and they were good baseball players.  A number of them went into the minor leagues.  One guy got to the major leagues.  Most of the football players played rugby in the spring.  It wasn’t a university sanctioned sport.  It was just a club sport.  Kept them active.  

Q:  We were talking about two sport, did you have a spring sport?

I went out for frosh baseball and got my numeral so to speak.  That was it.  

Q:  What courses were you taking in college?

Usual math courses, calculus, chemistry, strength and materials, physics, of course.  Major was electrical engineering.  Dad was an electrical engineer and GE distributor in Chicago, the Midwest out of Chicago.  

I liked the management courses such as time and motion study, labor relations and more the administrative type rather than the high tech type.  

Q:  From an extracurricular standpoint what activities did you have?

Athletics and fraternity.  I pledged Chi Psi fraternity, predominantly an Eastern fraternity.  

Q:  Did you go into NYC aq lot?

No.  It’s a long way from Ithaca to the city and not having a car and even the train trip wasn’t very practical.   I maybe went in, bummed a ride in with somebody, a fraternity brother who lived on Long Island, I’d occasionally go in with him.  It was kinda’ exciting, New York in the late 30s.  All the big bands, famous names or later became famous names playing 51st Street.  Artie Shaw, Benny Goodman, Barrigan, Count Basie, all those were playing different night spots, bars, no cover charge, couldn’t even buy one drink and sit there all night and listen to them.  

Q:  Did you ever play a musical instrument?

When I was in grade school, I played the saxophone in the grade school band for Mr. Buckburrough (sp).  Then, later, my high point of that was playing one chorus and singing one chorus of something about the Ganges, forget what it was.  Wayne King was the popular saxophone band leader then.  Everybody, no television, but radio and records.  Wayne King was the model for all us young saxophone players.  Then at about seventh grade, I switched to the oboe, a double reed instrument.  The fingering was essentially the same.  My brother played the bassoon.  We had a weird sounding household during practice time, a low sounding bassoon and the squeaky oboe.  We drove our parents crazy.  When I got to high school and started playing athletics, I didn’t do band anymore.

Q:  Let’s move to high school.  The high school was?

Hinsdale Township High School, 700 enrollment at the time, that was the only one then.  There are three now.  It covered Hinsdale, Clarendon Hills and the eastern half of Westmont.  

College prep.  Great school, probably one of the best in the state, from an academic standpoint.  Adequate facilities.  It was only half a block from my house which made it  extra attractive.  

Q:  What made it better academically?

The selection of teachers.  The fact that the teachers, when there was a vacancy, the teachers knew where the other good teachers were available that might be hired.  The essentially were all from Iowa, funny thing.  They were recognized along with New Trier.  

Q:  What fundamental things that you picked up in high school have you found useful throughout your life?

The value of reading and the appreciation of teachers and their dedication.  Large impression of that.  I can’t remember a teacher I didn’t like and wasn’t challenged by in a nice sort of a way challenge.  

I liked English, math and French and chemistry.  Once again, all of those were teachers that I particularly responded to.  

English was reading and reporting; reporting on your reading either in written form or verbally in class.  The teacher’s name was Miss Swindle and she was, some people thought she was a real tyrant, but I didn’t feel that way.  I felt she was very incisive.  She was just a good teacher.  She was older than most of them.  She was in her late fifties or early sixties when I had her in class.  That made her ancient in those days.

Q:  What was the town of Hinsdale like?

Fantastic.  Hinsdale is the first town on the Burlington Railroad that’s immediately west of Cook County.  It’s in Dupage County.  Cook County with all its crooked politics from Chicago and extreme, high property tax rates, was a place not to have your home.  If you could afford a bigger, more expensive home, you’d buy it in Hinsdale and pay much less real estate and school taxes than you would in you were in Cook County.  It was lovely, suburban town, lots of trees, a few rolling hills, quaint down town shopping center, no hotels, no motels, no bars, even now.  It’s a dry city, not that aren’t plenty of wet spots all around the perimeter but Hinsdale has just never been wet.  

Q:  How did you get started in scouting?

Primarily because again emulating my very successful brother, who by that time was, I think, assistant scoutmaster.  I got into scouting early. In those days, you didn’t have all the variety of scout groups to join.  They didn’t have the cubs or the senior scouts and all those other things.  You went in, you could go in when you were 11, I remember.  You started with your second class requirements and your first class requirements, then you started on your merit badges.  When you got 21 merit badges, 10 of them were required subjects, got 21 you were eligible for an Eagle scout rating which I got age 13.  I was one of the younger Eagles in Troop 10.  We met at the Memorial Hall which was up on a hill above the railway station, very beautiful place, a big statue inside the entranceway and a quotation from Lincoln, part of the Gettysburg Address was carved in stone on the inside.  It was also the public library.  Mother was on the Hinsdale Library Board, so she was up there a lot and I would go up there with her even before I got into scouting.  I’ve passed Memorial Hall frequently.  

Q:  Let’s talk about Lincoln for a moment.

Lincoln came from Springfield which is about 100 miles south of Hinsdale, 120 miles south.  Hinsdale was on the main coach road from Springfield to Chicago.  There are lots of Lincoln Slept Here spots that are now antique shops along Ogden Avenue which goes into Chicago. All of Illinois, but particularly, Springfield of course, Hinsdale was Lincolnophiles.  

The quote from Lincoln was toward the end of the Gettysburg Address, “not have died in vain.”  The Memorial Building was put up as a Memorial to the WWI dead.  All their names were carved in stone and then on the other side of the main hall was this quote from the Gettysburg Address.  As a boy scout, we, I can recall, on Memorial Day we would carry flags.  It was the typical Middle America holiday where the decorated bicycles and floats, and the Boy Scouts marched and the High School band and the Civil War soldiers and all the veterans.  When I started out in about 1929 marching with the Boy Scouts, this would have been 73 years after the end of the Civil War there were still five or six Civil War veterans living in Hinsdale.  By that time they weren’t marching anymore.  By the time I saw them they were riding in open cars in their blue caps and canes waving to people.  The Spanish American War vets with their slouch hats, they were still marching.  The World War I vets, most of them still had their uniforms and could fit more or less.  They had the wrap around puttees and the steel helmets and some of them, I don’t know legally or illegally, still had their Springfield rifles.  I got to see veterans of three war groups, parade with them so to speak, march with them.  It gave me a real thrill to see the Civil War vets.  Most of them by that time were living at Soldiers Home.  I never got out there.  I didn’t know any personally.

Q:  After the 21 merit badges, did you continue on?

Yeah.  I continued on.  I got for every five after that you got a palm, bronze palm above your eagle badge, red, white and blue ribbon, with the eagle dangling below it.  I got two bronze palms.  By that time, I was going to scout camp at camp Lake Delava (sp) up in Wisconsin was where our suburban conference of Boy Scouts went.  I’ve been there three years.  I was senior patrol leader in Troop 10.  When I got started actively in athletics, with three sports, football, basketball and track, most of my weekends and afternoons were taken up, so I didn’t really have much time for scouting after that.  But I subsequently served on troop committees in SAT, troop committee and merit badge counselor, sitting on the Eagle scout selection board.  

I’m still a big advocate of scouting although I think one of the reasons that scouting has lost its attraction now, so many things competing for a young boy’s attention, computers and television and things like that.  Back in the “old days”, you took an 11 year old in and learned to be a member of a patrol and a troop and learned to cooperate on joint ventures with the other boys and as he got older, he was given a certain degree of responsibility as a patrol leader, assistant patrol leader and assistant scoutmaster.  You got these kids at 11 and brought them up 13, 14, they were doing some of the administrative work, supervising of troop activities.  When they got to be 15, 16,17, then they were a real help to the troop organization.  They’d been around a long time and knew what was to be done and not to be done.  They took a big load off the scoutmaster and the troop committee.  Nowadays, when they come in as starters, as cubs, webelos, then scouts, then senior scouts, so just at an age where in years past they started to get into the supervision of troop activities, nowadays if you want to go on in scouting, you’re not expected to be a troop leader.  You can just bug out and go into senior scouts.  Not that they don’t have a good program and more interesting activities and merit badges.  It weakens the troop structure when you’re losing all your older boys to the advanced scouting.  I’ll get off my soapbox on that.  

Q:  Do you remember the merit badges, anything stayed with you?

The thing that stayed with me was lifesaving merit badge.  I was a good swimmer.  We had a summer home up in Michigan, Indian Lake.  A lake about three and a half miles long and about a mile and a half wide, not quite a banana shape, but kinda’ that shape.  I would swim every day.  I got used to long distance swimming by, Jack would take me out in a rowboat and for some reason or other, he’d start teasing me or he’d want to do something and I wanted to do something different.  He’d say, “If you don’t like what I want to do, swim home.”  So I’d just jump out of the boat and swim back.  I could swim a couple of miles if I had to.  Then of course in scouting I took all the lifesaving techniques and sure enough, when I got shot down in July of 1943, we crashed in the water and I was able to save a guy’s life.  Very poignantly thinking about scouting and techniques for towing an unconscious person, person in the water…..
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Q:  So the people didn’t have time to get off the stage

Rianna Recicative and give them four or five measures to get off the stage and get ready for the next group of people to perform.  It finally was all put together.  Then I had all the  student books and addresses of people that Mrs Vinth had taught piano to for twenty years.  We invited all them to come to the grand opening of “Life At The Mission”, to be held at the SAT Municipal Auditorium which holds 6000 people.  Ticket sales weren’t going too well, so we gave away about half the tickets to school children, which was fine.  My obligation wasn’t to make it a profit.  My obligation was just to get it performed.  Three or four of these people came in from all over the country, old students of Mrs. Vinth.  One of them came in from Washington State.  She’d been kinda’ of a foster daughter to them during the time they were in Mexico City.  She said, “Whatever happened to the Maximilian night set.”  I said, “What’s that?”  She said, “They bought it from the curator at the Mexican museum who sold it when he shouldn’t have.  It’s the night pot and the vase and the basin from the bedroom of Maximilian and Carlotta when they were Emperor of Mexico back in the 1850s.  She said, “What happened to that?”  I said, “I never heard of it.”  So, we got the list out from the Joske curator, Joske antique expert.  He’d just put on….. Disconnect…..

….I forgot to tell you.  It was about three days before the performance after we’d made all these arrangements and had all these people coming in from out of town.  The performance was on a Saturday night and I think this was on a Thursday, the regular day of the Board meeting.  The secretary of the board came down to my office and said, General Bennet wants to see you down in the board room.  So I went down there.  I said, “yes.”  All the board was sitting there looking at me and he said, “My wife and several other wives have been to the symphony rehearsals of LATM and they don’t think it’s going very well.  Why don’t you cancel the performance and just let it become a musical scholarship?”  I said, “John, you’ll do that over my dead body.  I’ll resign before I’ll cancel this thing.  I got too much blood, sweat and tears in this thing.  I think it ought to go on.”  He said, “Okay.”  He let me go ahead.  That’s the end of LATM

Q:  We were at the Joske’s evaluation of Maximilian’s chamber pot.

He didn’t recognize it either.  It was purple with these gold fleur de lis on it that should have given a hint that it was something French.  He didn’t recognize it.  It had actually been stolen from the Chapultepec Museum in Mexico City.  

Q:  Did it ever turn up?

Not to my knowledge.  

Q:  What happened the night of the performance?

The performance went off all right.  I had a couple of buddies in a reserve coast artillery outfit and I got them to lend me two big klieg spotlights, searchlights.  I had them out in front of the municipal auditorium, circling the sky, looking for airplanes.  We looked like Grauman’s Chinese at the world premiere of a movie in Hollywood.  Performance went off all right.  Afterwards, I took the cast to a cast party some downstairs restaurant there, Mexican, can’t remember the name of it.  It was fun.  We all got a big laugh out of it.  The future production rights went to the University of Texas rare books section.  Whether they ever produced it…I know they had several inquiries about it because they would reflect the inquiries to me and I’d tell them the story, the background of the opera, how it came into being.  Whether anybody ever proceeded to produce it again, I’m not aware of it.  

Q:  The relationship with Mrs. Vinth, obviously the trust relationship has you…

A lot of times you almost became members of their family.  Something like this, I was taking her grocery shopping every Saturday and I took Mike over there a couple of times and he played the piano for her.  Even though her hands were all gnarled up with arthritis, she could still play the piano quite well.  She was an interesting character.  One of the things, during the Spanish American War, the Army hospitals had no nurse corps.  Katinka and some other non-citizens, some other foreign ladies, volunteered to serve as orderlies in the Fort Sam hospital there at SAT.  This was in the early war years.  Consequently in subsequent years, they were finally able to get a special legislation passed recognizing them as retired Army nurses so she got the use of Fort Sam Houston for her medical needs which I thought was nice.

Q:  Web says Fort Worth public library has the Carl Vinth papers, provenance is unknown but materials were donated prior to 1991.  

They would have gone from Austin to Fort Worth because I delivered them to Austin together with his gold encrusted ebony baton and some of the other mementoes he’d collected while he was at the New York Philharmonic.  

Q:  Did you have any other clients like that?

Not to that extent.  That was so labor intensive, you couldn’t handle more than one of those a year.  Two or three hours per week with her.  

Q:  What year was the opera performed?

I’d say 1959.  

Q:  In the reserves, coming back from Korea what was your assignement?

At that time they had what was called corollary assignments where reservists were assigned to ride shotgun on an active duty guy and become familiar with his job.  My corollary unit assignment was deputy for operations of the Pacific Division of MATS out at Travis AFB, SFO.  I’d get my monthly flying at Kelly Field with Central Division of MATS, but I took my active duty out of the Pacific Division out of SFO.  Most of the time I went to Japan or on the embassy run to Hong Kong and Bangkok, and India.  I didn’t like to stay around headquarters and the guy I was working for didn’t want me getting in the way all the time.  He’d authorize me ACM status, that’s additional crew member, I could go out on the line and hop whatever crew I wanted.  That was from ’54 to 1960.  

Q:  That was just giving you a chance to travel around the world sounds like? 

Exactly.  By then I was a fairly senior full colonel.  

Q:  Were there any AF courses you went through?

Correspondence school, yes.  Staff operations.  Command and staff.  Air war college was active duty status, a three or four month course.  I guess I could have and Bennet probably would have authorized it.  I liked just what I was doing.  

Q:  When and where did you run across Ikuku?

We had a trust at SAT that this lady had created to educate young women under the age of 21 in the mission field.  Maybe there was $50-60,000 in it.  When I took over the trust department in ’58, I researched the history of this account.  Found we’d never put anybody into the mission field.  We’d paid the tuition to two or three girls to SMU and they’d always meet some guy down there, a football player or would be preacher.  They got married before they ever got into the field, before they ever graduated.  I said to myself, “If we can’t get American girls to go into the mission field, let’s see about talking to the World Board of Missions in NYC and getting some recommendations from them for some foreign girls to take advantage of this scholarship.”  They gave me three names and I picked Ikuku’s name out of there.  

Corresponded with her, the record indicated whe could speak and write English, which she could.  So, I wrote her and explained to her what the trust was and what we’d be able to provide her.  She wrote back and was thrilled being selected.  She’d be available next summer.  This was in the preceding fall.  About February-March I got a letter from her.  She said family circumstances had arisen where she could not take advantage of this scholarship and she regretted having pass it up.  The message was kinda’ guarded.  Didn’t say I don’t want to go.  She just said family circumstances.  I went out to Travis, put myself on active duty for two weeks and flew to Japan and met her.  I found out that her mother was frightened about sending her daughter to the United States where all these people were such savages that they would fire bomb Tokyo and kill hundreds of thousands of people and have the atom bomb.  She didn’t want her daughter being exposed to these barbarians.  I asked her, “Do you want to go?”  She said, “Yes.”  She still would like to go but she had to honor her mother’s choice.  Japanese are very…that’s very important…is following your parent’s directives.  I said, “Is your mother home now?”  She said, “Yes.”  I said, “Let’s go see her.”  She said, “You want to see my mother?”  I said, “Yes, I want her to see me.”  We’d met in this playground of the school she was enrolled in.  So, we walked a couple of miles.  She said, “How are we going to get to my home?”  “How far is it?”, I asked.  She said about two miles.  I said, let’s walk.  She said, “You like to walk?”  I said, “Yes.”  She said, “Americans don’t walk, they just ride taxicabs.”  I said, “Well, I walk.  Let’s go.”  I grabbed her hand and took off.  Got up to Mrs. Watanabe’s house and met her.  Showed her pictures of the children, the church that we went to and the college that she was going to, the Presbyterian missionary school in Richmond, VA.  Ikuku translated all this stuff on my behalf to her mother.  She and her mother were talking back and forth in Japanese of course.  Ikuku finally said, “Excuse me, we’re going in the other room and talk about this.  You just stay here.”  She came back a couple of minutes later and said, “Mother said I can go, if you promise to take care of me.”  I said, “I’ll take care of you.”  That was how we finally got her family approval to come to the US, because I wouldn’t take No for an answer at the time.  

Q:  What school?

The Presbyterian seminary in Richmond, VA.  Very specialized in training girls for missionary work.  

Q:  What happened after that?

She finished the two year course there.  She would spend the summers, vacation time, most of it with us.  Sometimes she would go with other girls at the school.  Then she went back to Japan and worked with one of the famous Japanese Christian ministers there.  There weren’t that many of them at the time.  I don’t recall his name.  She worked in his office.  Enjoyed the work.  Then Michio Kishi, her fiancée, came to the United States on a Fulbright scholarship to study finance at University of Wisconsin.  He contacted us.  We had him come down for vacations.  We got to know him.  He finished his graduate work in banking at Wisconsin and went back to Japan and they got married.  He had a career around the world for the big bank in Japan that was kind of a consortium for all the other banks, specialized in overseas loans.  International Bank of Finance, I think it was called.  It was nothing for him to make a $500 million loan to Iraq or Iran, countries like that.  He was a good banker.  We visited them in Tokyo several times and they visited us in SAT and later in LIT.  

Q:  Were there any other foreign guests?

No.  Gerhard, of course, was an outstanding example of cast your bread on the water and it comes back filet mignon.

Q:  I seem to remember a couple of Thai Air Force officers and a Hungarian or something like that.  

Boy, I draw a blank on that.  Of course, in SAT we lived next to General Harold Clark who was a two star general back in the 30s.  Laid out the, he was an engineer at West Point engineer and he laid out the plan for Randolph Field.  One time, shortly after Lynn was born, I was out in the back yard in SAT hanging out diapers.  General Clark called over and said, “Colonel Webster, come over, I want you to meet a friend of mine.”  I jumped over the fence, just about four feet high, pair of cut off shorts, no shoes, and clothes pins hanging out of my pockets and a couple of wet diapers hanging over my arm.  I come around the corner of the patio where he and his guest were sitting.  He said, “Tooey. I want you to meet a friend of mine.  Colonel Webster, this is General Carl Spaatz.”  Here I am, I’m sure Spaatz said what the hell, this guy’s a colonel?  He’s hanging out diapers.  Very funny.  But he was very congenial.  Fortunately, somehow or other in the previous two weeks I’d had occasion to read up about how Spaatz and Eaker and a couple of other guys had set the world’s endurance mark for refueling an Army plane that flew something like a hundred hours by handing cans of gasoline up from a speeding truck as the plane lowered down and somebody leaned out the back cargo door and picked up these jerry cans of gasoline and they’d pour it with a funnel into the tank of the plane and they’d fly for another three or four hours.  Flew something over a hundred hours.  Then the plane’s name was “The Question Mark.”  I asked him a couple of questions about the flight in the Question Mark.  There was another guy there that was a three star general, kind of a Spanish name.  What the heck was his name?

Q:  Quesada?

Yeah, Pete Quesada and Eaker and Spaatz and there was a fourth guy there.  They had put this thing together on a shoestring.  Set a world endurance mark at that time.  

Q:  Do you remember your questions and his responses?

I told him I was familiar with the general records of the flight.  He said the plane got pretty smelly after a while because they had no way offloading the crappers.  It was kinda’ hot and got kinds’ smelly.  Got tired of sandwiches too.  He was very congenial about it.  That some youngster would know something about the flight.  Because that would have been in the early 20s, I’d say 1923 or 24, something like that.  

Q:  Anything else from a business standpoint?

Nothing outstanding.  You had your normal mix of small estates and large estates.  Some of them were complex.  Some were less than complex.  

Q:  Did you get any do’s and don’ts out of that?

I was on the Trust Advisory committee of the American Bankers Association.  I went to lots of meetings in Washington and NYC and got exposed to lots of sophisticated things that some of these hotshot planners were doing and it convinced me that trust departments should be a lot more aggressive in marketing instead of just sitting there and taking what comes in.  Go out there and get after it.  

Q:  Did you implement any of those marketing things?

When we got to Florida and the Trust Company of Florida we marketed our services through all the savings and loans in central Florida.  We didn’t want to expose their customers to commercial banks because at that time, savings and loans weren’t authorized to buy trust services.  They later became authorized.  But at that time they weren’t so they were happy to invite us in because we couldn’t take deposits although we were a chartered bank, we could only provide trust services.  We got in the habit of making calls which prior to that trust departments didn’t do, didn’t do trust solicitation.  Nobody had ever done it aggressively.  Comptroller of the Currency expanded the functions of what trust departments and savings and loans could do.  That gave it a broader field, more players, brought more players into the game.  

Q:  When was that?

That would have been the middle to late Sixties and early Seventies.  

Q:  Up until then there was no…

I can’t say there was no, but you didn’t see much evidence of it.  Some of the big trust companies, Northern Trust in Chicago had actually opened a branch, they had so many of their trust customers moving to Florida they got a charter for a Northern Trust of Florida so they’d opened a trust company in Florida.  There were the United Bank of California had done the same in Phoenix.  Up until then trust marketing was almost non-existent.  

Q:  Let’s go back to college, how did you wind up at Cornell?

I’d applied for a scholarship and Cornell had a pretty active alumni group in the Chicago suburb area.  One of my high school, I won’t say idols, but upper classmen friends was a guy named Freddie Jakes who went to Cornell.  His uncle was president and CEO of Inland Steel and Freddie eventually became CEO of Inland Steel also.  Real nice guy, played football, sang in the choir, and we had a lot of similar interests and my mother knew his mother and my brother was a friend of his older sisters.  Freddie was anxious and did a lot in recruiting me to go to Cornell and got me on the list for a McMullen scholarship which was a tuition only for not just students but all around students, athletes and extracurricular activities at school.  I’d been, my junior year in high school and senior year in high school, I’d gone to CMTC training at Fort Sheridan, so I’d already met my minimum ROTC requirements when I got to Cornell.  Freddie, again there were four or five guys in the Chi Psi house that were from the Chicago suburb area so they gave me a big rush.  I pledged Chi Psi in the fall of ’38.  

Q:  You were on a general not athletic scholarship?

Yeah, they didn’t have athletic scholarships, not per se.  You didn’t ask for any practice then either, just showed up in the fall and tried out for the team.  Freshmen didn’t compete with the varsity.  You didn’t try out for the varsity.  You played frosh schedule, Syracuse and Colgate and a couple of prep schools around there, Manleeis (sp) and Ithaca College which was a very fine phys ed college down at the foot of…

===============================================================

Interview 

…I could retain and was consciously thinking about it.  Lifesaving techniques learned in scouting when I was in the water.  It wasn’t something that I learned and forgotten.  I remembered it very specifically at the time.  I also remembered how I disliked swimming in salt water, which, of course, is the ocean.  I was a fresh water swimmer but at that point I didn’t have much choice.  I towed Murphy for a little over an hour, swimming, and finally got to a little outcropping of rock out about three miles offshore, volcanic pimple that had popped up above the water.  We got up on the beach.  Then I started remembering, and he was coughing up a lot of blood, so I remembered the lifesaving technique, putting him on his stomach and getting the water out of his lungs.  The other thing that they didn’t teach me, he went into shock, was suffering great chills.  There we are right on the Equator and the guy is suffering chills.  I laid him out on the beach and packed him in warm sand.  I’d keep him in warm sand about an hour and then pick him out and move him over to another section of the sand where the sun had been baking it and pack him in warm sand again.  I’m sure it helped minimize the shock he was going through from the near drowning.  

Q:  What were the other two crewmembers doing?

They weren’t in as bad a shape as Murphy.  The co-pilot, he got out alright and one of the gunners.  The other gunner was probably killed when the plane crashed.  He’d been shot, the turret gunner, by the attacking Japanese aircraft.  Probably was dead before we hit the water.  The other two guys were able to swim on their own, which was good.  I was remembering what’s called the tired swimmer’s technique where you either push a guy or pull a guy.  I pulled Murphy’s shirt, the back end of his shirt, up through the collar of his life vest and that gave me another foot or two to get away from him where I could still hold on and swim side stroke and pull him that way.  If I’d had, you can also grab his hair, but that wasn’t very practical.  There are a number of techniques that are taught in lifesaving merit badge that I utilized there.   

Q:  What were some of the other merit badges?

You had first aid, that was a mandatory badge for Eagle, civics, study about government, animal safety, how to take care of your pets, cooking, I liked cooking merit badge.  That was fun.  

Q:  Did you have any pets when you were growing up?

Yeah.  We had a mixed breed terrier called Whizzer.  My first pet we didn’t own.  It was the dog across the street.  Mayor Bruckner, the mayor of the city, a successful banker, owned a couple of banks.  He also had a one horse stable and the stable master was a Hungarian cavalry from WWI.  They also had a big police dog, German shepherd police dog called Pilow.  Don’t know how you spell it, whether it meant, “pee low”, or whether it was some foreign name they’d adapted.  

Pilow had the run of the neighborhood.  Mother used to put me in a little kind of a harness and hook it up to a pulley, put the harness on a rope and a pulley on the other end of the rope and attach me to the clothesline so I could  roam around the back yard but not roam too far.  On this one occasion, Pilow came over.  Pilow was a WWI messenger dog.  I remember when we had a thunderstorm, lots of lightning, even across the street, I could hear Pilow, he was kept in the stable, and he was always howling.  As they say, he was shell shocked, all this noise apparently awakened old memories.  On this particular occasion, Pilow came over and I was in the back yard, tied up.  I got pillow to chew on my rope and chewed through the rope.  When they found me, I was down the alley holding on to Pilow and we’d walked halfway down to, we lived on 3rd street and I’d gotten in the alley and walked across 2nd Street and was going down 1st Street in the alley there.  Somebody kindly called the police and said, “There’s a two year old boy and a dog walking down here.”  They recovered me and returned me to my incarceration.  Pilow was my buddy after that.  

Q:  How did you get the dog to bite through the rope.  

While he was panting, I put the rope in his mouth.  He chewed on it.  We had this slick haired terrier called Whizzer.  What else did we have?  Think we had a cat or two and we had a goldfish.  I think I had a turtle.  Having a pet was a bit of a logistical problem for us because the day after school closed, finished for the year, usually the last week of May, we’d leave and go up to our summer place in Michigan.  Transporting a pet back and forth wasn’t easy in those days.  I remember, we took Whizzer up there a couple of times for the summer.  We had one old car that we left up on jacks during the winter, left it up there.  Had to put it up so the tires didn’t rot in the cold weather.  It was a Moline Knight.  It had plastic side curtains and wheel mounts in both fenders.  We always had a car up there.  The family car was always left down in Hinsdale.  Every Friday afternoon, Dad would catch the Michigan Central from Chicago union station and get off at Niles which was about 12 miles from the cottage at Indian Lake.  Mother would take the Moline Knight and pick him up.  He’d stay up there Saturday and Sunday, then she’d take him back about 6 o’clock Sunday afternoon back to Niles.  There was a late train into Chicago.  He’d go into Chicago and stay at his club during the week and occasionally go out to Hinsdale.  Most of the time he stayed at the Halliban (sp?) club which was fairly near his office.  He was able to have a little relaxation on the weekend.

We were up there full time.  The cottage the first couple of years, and they bought that about 1922.  I can remember that we didn’t even have electricity at that time up there.   Kerosene lamps and kerosene stove.  We did have running water.  About the middle 20s, electricity, Michigan Electric, put power lines through that area and we got electric lights and electric stove.  We never did have gas there.  We had kerosene and electric.  We got an electric refrigerator with the big cooling ball up on top.  I can remember distinctly the iceman would come by with his horse drawn wagon.  You had a little card about 8 X 12.  On each side of the card, each corner, you’d have 10, 25, or 50 and whichever one you stood upright so he could read it, you stood it in the window.  Then, it would save him a trip to the house to say how much do you want?  Didn’t want any, there was a corner that said Zero.  He knew not bother stopping at your house.  The kitchen window, fortunately, faced the road, unpaved at the time.  I can remember the guy coming in shifting the ice to fit in the ice chest, the drip pan underneath; ice melted and collected the melted water.  You had to empty it every day otherwise it got some fuzz, mildew on the top of it.  That was my job, emptying the drip pan on the ice box.  

They relocated the roads, service road and graveled it.  The road, whereas before we lived right on the service road, now the service road was maybe 200 feet away.  Most of the cottage owners bought the property between their cottage and the extension of the service road.  So, we had great big yard. Put in grass.  My job was to cut the grass.  It was a 100 by 200.  I got Dad to put up a basketball backboard.  We laid out a badminton court.  Jack was never interested in the basketball angle.  We had some real rugged badminton games.  I would cut that grass literally every other day, push mower.  I enjoyed it.  Didn’t seem like work to me.  I took pride in how good the yard looked.  What a nice playground it was.  Lot of kids in the neighborhood would come down.  They’d laid out their additional properties and gardens and ours was just clear, well mowed grass.  We had a lot of games of touch football, baseball in the Webster yard.  I was the greenskeeper.  

We lived about 100 yards from a golf course.  I caddied every morning and usually played at 4 o’clock in the afternoon.  Nine hole course so I could always get home in time for dinner.  A typical day for me up there was get up real early, say like at five o’clock, run up to the clubhouse and sign on the caddy sign in sheet.  That established the priority in which you were sent out by the caddy master.  Then run back home.  There was a real old guy, he was a Civil War veteran.  He was the only contact I’d had, but he wasn’t in Hinsdale.  He pitched a tent in the property next to us which was owned by some fireman in South Bend.  They weren’t there very often.  They gave Granpop Simpson was his name, they gave him permission to pitch a tent on their property right down by the lake.  We had a pier and two boats as I remember.  One was a flat bottomed rowboat and the other was some kind of canoe.  Had a pointed front end but the (?) was (?) so you could attach a motor to it.  I forget it was some kind of (?).  Anyway, I’d run back from signing in the caddy sheet at the clubhouse.  I’d run back wake up Granpa Simpson and we’d go out in the flat bottomed boat.  He’d have the fishing poles and bait and worms and we’d go out and fish for about an hour.  He was a good fisherman.  Catch some what are called sunfish and bluegills and perch, an occasional bass.  Then he’d come in.  He’d clean the fish and He’d go up to the house and ask mother if she wanted any of the fish we’d caught.  Sometimes she did and sometimes she didn’t.  They’d had all the fish they wanted for a couple of days.  After I had breakfast, I’d go back to the clubhouse and physically sit in the caddy tent which was out in the middle of an apple orchard.  We’d sit out there and yap with each other until somebody came in.  In caddying you had free lance or steady.  Your steady was one when they came in you went with them regardless of your sequence on the sign in sheet.  The free lance, you just took them in numerical sequence as they came in.  About half the time the caddying was for a steady, somebody I’d caddied for before and they would ask for me and then I’d go out other times and just wait and free lance it.  Usually your steady paid you better.  Nine holes, you required to get fifty cents.  If you were real nice and your steady was generous, he might give you  seventy five cents.  The free lancers, they were just vacationers up for the weekend.  Usually bad golfers, golfed infrequently, so you actually had to work harder but got paid less.  Course was about maybe 31-3200 yards.  It wasn’t long.  It was kinda’ challenging.  I can still remember the exact layout and sequence of holes.  One water hole went out over a marsh.  A lot of times, weekend golfers, they’d hit a ball in the marsh and insist that you go out and look for it.  Get in the swamp with all the snakes and the bugs and wade around in all that slop out there.  Most of the time if you had a good steady, why you got $.75 and took maybe an hour and a half to play nine holes.  Again, it was close to the house so occasionally I’d gone in and come back.  Run home for lunch.  Ran everywhere then, primarily because my brother was a runner.  We’d run together.  Occasionally I’d go to the clubhouse and ask Mrs. Stienlee who’d family owned the golf course and orchards around there, I’d order a regular lunch which was a peanut butter and mayonnaise sandwich on white bread and a bottle of something that you don’t even see anymore so I can’t remember it, course a coke or root beer, a cream soda was what I think it was called, kinda’ yellowish stuff.  The sandwich cost fifteen cents and the drink cost a nickel.  My summer activities were very selfishly spent doing pretty much what I wanted to do when I wanted to do it.  Half the time was the golf course and the other half was either on or in the lake.  We had what we called a pier.   It was really four 55 gallon oil drums, sealed, and you build a frame over the top and anchored it out in front of your house, your cottage.  I’d dive off the pier and swim out to the platform every day, sometime during the day, right after I’d played golf in the afternoon.  By then it was probably six o’clock.  Swim out to the pier.  Occasionally, there was a recreation pier about 400 yards to the east of our cottage, kind of entertainment center, jukebox, and soda pop machines, boat rentals and things like that.  Almost every day, I’d swim from our platform down to Weshis Center (sp?) and turn around and swim back.  I got a half mile almost every day, sometimes longer if Jack was teasing me.  I jumped out of the boat and swam home to spite him.  

Q:  What was your relationship with your older brother like?

Course he was four and a half years older than I was.  He ran with an entirely different set of people during the school year.  When we up at the cottage, I was his principal companion and opponent.  I was very competitive.  No matter what we were doing, I would try to do everything he did only do it better.  Course I couldn’t outrun him.  He was on the track team at University of Chicago by then.  He was on the high school track team earlier.  We would run a lot.  We got along fine.  As older brothers might do, he was kinds’ inclined to tease me about a lot of things because he knew I’d respond to the tease and that’s what he wanted to do, see me blow my top.  

Q:  What was the wellspring of the competitiveness?

Just my nature, in the genes.  Dad was a big athlete in college.  He was born and raised in St. Louis.  He was 12 years old when his older brother ran away to join Teddy Roosevelt’s Rough Riders at the beginning of the Spanish American War.  He caught malaria and was in the hospital in SAT and Grandmother Webster felt obliged, even though she was mad at him for leaving without her permission, felt obliged to go down and help take care of him because there was no Army nurses at the time.  If you were in the hospital, the only people to take care of you were members of your family or friends that might be there.  Orderlies were limited to medical duties.  They didn’t help you go to the bathroom or feed you or anything of that nature.  Sophie Webster, Grandmother Webster, left St. Louis, she and her husband had already split and he’d moved out and was living downtown St. Louis then in a hotel, a down town hotel.  He was a restaurant hotel crockery drummer.  He sold plates and silverware, that kind of stuff in hotels and restaurants.  They decided to split up.  She was Catholic so she never did get divorced.   He just moved out about 1895.  The Spanish American War came along in ’98.  Phil who was 10 years older than Dad.  He took the train down to SAT and enlisted.  The recruiting station for the Rough Riders was in the bar of the hotel, the Menger Hotel.  He signed up there, got malaria, was in the hospital.  Sophie went down.  Dad opted to stay in St. Louis, live with a family.  Spent a lot of time at the YMCA.  He was quite a swimmer.  When the Olympics, shirttail Olympics, where held in St. Louis in 1904, he was on the YMCA water polo team.  Water polo back then, as it is now, is a pretty rough sport.  There wasn’t time to have a competition to see which team to enter.  Somebody, game organizers, selected the St. Louis Y as the US Olympic team because they were already there.  Dad, I think, was fourteen at the time or fifteen.  At the time he was the youngest ever Olympian for the United States.  Didn’t win a medal, but he competed.  In subsequent years he won the St. Louis downriver swim, a 20-mile swim down the river while he was still in high school.   He went away to college, was a football, basketball, baseball player at Rose Polytechnic, which was an engineering school in Terre Haute, IN.  He was all everything there.  The high point of his athletic career, probably in 1908 or 07, Rose Polytechnic played and beat Purdue, which of course is another engineering school, much larger than Rose is.  That was the high point of his athletic career.  From those genes.  Dad would compete on almost anything just for the fun of competing.  Both Jack and I got that from him.  Mother wasn’t very competitive.  She was an old timey Gibson Girl lady.  I don’t ever recall hearing her utter a swear word, just a nice, polite person.  Jack and I, I don’t care, whether we were playing mumblety peg or anything burn out.  We played burn out.  That’s where you and your companion, opponent, stand about twenty feet away from each other with mitts and baseball and see how hard you could throw it at the guy.  Make his hand hot form the speed of the pitch you were throwing.  After you did that at twenty feet, you’d move up, back and forth, ten feet you don’t have much time to react.  The ball is really coming even though you may not have a good pitching arm at that range you can heat it up pretty good.  We did that and we also raced swimming quite a bit too.  We were just competitive boys, that was all.  Only thing was, he was forced to compete against me, being four and a half years younger, he could always beat me.  That just drove me to a higher degree of competition.  I could beat him at badminton and at basketball, but swimming or running…  I could beat him at fishing, too, and at golf.  He caddied some, but not like me.  I caddied every day.  If  I didn’t caddy at least one round and play at least one round every day, it was snowing in July.  The day before school started, we’d reverse the sequence.  Close up the cottage.  The last weekend we were up there, Dad would drive the Hinsdale car up to Indian Lake and then put everything in it.  Put the Moline Knight up on jacks in the garage, lock everything up, drain the pipes to minimize freeze damage and drive back to Chicago.  It was about three and a half hours then, US 12 and 20, the major thoroughfare.  Went through Hammond, Gary and the south side of Chicago.  Was a long, hard  trip, wasn’t necessarily long.  It was particularly hard for me because both my parents smoked.  Half the time I was hanging out the back window to keep from throwing up from all this second hand smoke that I was getting.  Dad was smoking his pipe or cigar and mother would smoke cigarettes.  The next day, school would start.  Immediately jump into all those activities.  

So much for my youth.  

Q:  Did Granpa Simpson at the lake ever talk about Civil War activities?

He wasn’t very talkative.  He had a sometime companion, an Indian half-breed.  Skeeter was that guy’s name.  He and Skeeter developed a little dialect of their own that was part, those were Blackfeet Indians up in that part of Michigan at this time, they would develop a little patois that was a combination of Indian and country English.  Skeeter was the only one I knew he ever talked with, particularly.  He probably died in 1929 or 30, so I wasn’t really that old.  My curiosity about the Civil War hadn’t developed.  So many times you wish you could go back and do a lot of things you weren’t smart enough to do the first time around.  That would have been one of them.  One of the other things unique about that Indian Lake experience was in back of the Weiss (sp) entertainment pier there was a parking lot and a big open field.  Every Sunday, they laid out a baseball diamond.  They’d have baseball games.  Sometimes traveling teams, course the House of David was big in South Bend, so maybe two or three times a summer they would come to Indian Lake to put on a game against any challengers.  These strange combinations, lots of blacks who were good baseball players by the standards of that time and possibly could have played in the big leagues had the big leagues not been all white.  To see all these blacks and half-breeds running around out there.  Actually then there was maybe an Indian reservation just the other side of Wojacks(sp?).  It was about 10 miles away.  You would actually see squaws in Indian blankets.  A lot of people, they weren’t wearing feathers but you could identify a lot Indians around there at that time.  That’s it.

Q:  How did your interest in the Civil War get started?

I think primarily seeing, being in the middle of Lincoln land and seeing all the Civil War vets riding in the phaeton, open touring cars.  Back then to live to the age of over 80 was really unique.  Life expectancy at that time was probably 55.  

Q:  What were the first things about the CW that got your attention? 

Reading about it.  That was about the only thing you could do.  They didn’t have any TV documentaries like they have now.  Then, as I got older, there were no CW battles in Illinois that I’m aware of.  As I got older, I took every opportunity, one weekend when we were living in Louisville, couple of us rented a plane and flew down to Gettysburg, spent the weekend roaming around there.  I would visit, any time we were near a CW battlefield, I would visit it.  

Q:  What was it about CW that you put a lot of time into studying it?

Struggle that they had to preserve the Union.  I wasn’t concerned about the slavery issue.  It was the Union.  The efforts of this good man from Illinois to try keep the Union together.  The terrible struggle he had with the people and his own cabinet.  Didn’t get the picture like he did.  

Q:  Why did you feel keeping the Union together was important?

Because I was living in the recombined Union.  All the benefits that we had at that time you would say, where would we have been if the Union had dissolved.  Where would the country be?  It would have been vastly different than where we were in the 20s and 30s when my interest began in CW.  

Q:  What military aspects interested you?

The long range marches that they did.  Like the young boys from VMI who marched from where VMI is located to New Market where the spies had indicated the Union was heading for battle.  These guys marched like 125 miles in 2 and a half days, kids.  When they got to the battlefield, they just flew in and marched forward with guns at the ready.  I mean the stamina of these people was so far superior to what we were doing then and could do now.  Maybe the Army Rangers or some of the Special Forces could duplicate the physical prowess of the people and the stamina.  You got to realize those people weren’t marching over roads or paved roads.  They didn’t have water, most of them were underfed, most of them had minimum shoes.  All these things impressed me with what a dedicated soldier can do if he’s properly motivated.  

Two things that we need to add in this great documentary, the Gerhard Hess activity and Cassius Clay episode.

Q:  Yes, I was also interested how you happened to pick Ikuku.  Where were the other candidates from.

As I pointed out, I’d gone to the World Board of Missions.  Ikuku had somehow or rather had applied.  I don’t remember the other countries.  I just felt it was appropriate to help somebody from a defeated country.  I kinda’ felt the same way about Gerhard.  

Q:  How did that come to pass?

This was before any of the children needed the car so I was given the car to drive to work.  Lucky me.  Driving down San Pedro, going downtown to national Bank of Commerce, on this one occasion it was raining.  I pulled up to a stoplight and there was bedraggled looking young man there with long hair, knapsack and blue jeans that were kinda’ dark brown cotton pants, bedraggled looking jacket.  He’d been standing in the rain for quite some time waiting for a bus.  So I rolled down the window and I yelled at him, “You want a ride downtown.”  He said, “Jah, jah.”  He got in and I said, “Where are you going downtown?  I’m going to National Bank of Commerce.  I’ll take you as near as I can to where you’re going.”  He said, “I’m going to the Federal building.”  All of this, of course, is in heavily accented, German accented, English.  He said he was going to the Federal Building.  I said, Oh?  He said, “Yes.  The people I’ve been staying with, the Army couple I’ve been staying with, the husband has been transferred to Korea and the State department doesn’t want me living in the house with his young wife.”  He accepted the morality of the situation.  “So they’re going to depart me back to Germany and I’m to report to the Federal Marshal for that process.”  I said, “That doesn’t sound fair to me.  You didn’t do anything to justify that kind of treatment.”  So, I’ll walk him to the marshal’s office, which I did.  I explained I was an Air Force Lieutenant Colonel at the time.  I felt it was unfair to ship this kid back, he was probably 17 or 18 at the time, ship this kid back to Germany.  Could my wife and I assume the sponsorship of this kid.  The Federal Marshal was happy because it made it a lot easier for him.  He said Yes.  We signed a bunch of papers.  At that point, Gerhard was our charge.  I called a bunch of friends, even friends who had German family backgrounds, like Rudy Stomberg, people that spoke German to ask them to help me find this kid a job for the summer.  This started in April or early May.  I wanted to find him a job for the summer.  He may not get into college at University of Texas.  He went to three or four job interviews.  People whom I’d asked to consider him.  Without an exception they all called back and said, “Yes, he seems to be a nice young boy but he speaks with such a broken accent, German accent, my customers would be offended to be waited on by a German.  Remarkable how we were still that anti-German ten years after the end of the war.  I finally got him a job at the SAT mental hospital out on the south end of town.  He was a night attendant in a nut house, which was the best I could do for him.  I knew it wasn’t very good but it gave him a place to stay and gave him meals and it gave him a minimum wage and kept him busy.  I think that experience made him appreciate normality more than the average person, that work as some night clerk in a mental institution.  

Then I got him into the University of Texas at Lamar in Beaumont.  Couldn’t get him in the main University.  Some problem about his transcript from his Gymnasium which is their preparatory schools in Germany, Gymnasium but they pronounce it Gimnasium.  There was some incomplete answers on his transfer.  He couldn’t get into University of Texas, but they’d take him into the Lamar branch.  He was at Beaumont and he’d come back to SAT and spend vacations with us.  He was very homesick for his fiancée, his girlfriend.  I don’t know whether they were actually engaged, but they were committed so to speak.  The problem was, they had a very strict quota at that time for admitting Germans in this country.  I grabbed the bull by the horns and put myself on active duty for two weeks.  Thanks to the Central Division of MATS. I flew from SAT to Wiesbaden, which was the nearest Air Force base where he and his girl friend lived at Darmstadt, about twenty miles away.  In the meantime, I’d corresponded with her.  We agreed to meet at 12 o’clock noon in this particular hotel in Darmstadt, which she described.  She had dark hair and would be wearing a blue suit and we’d meet at 12 o’clock there.  I landed in Wiesbaden about 7 in the morning.  It took me about two hours to be obnoxious enough as a lieutenant colonel down in the motor pool to convince the motor pool sergeant to give me a driver and a staff car, drive 20 miles Darmstadt to keep my appointment.  Got there just right at straight up 12 and I walked into this hotel lobby area.  Here was this pretty, very petit, un-German looking, she looked more French than German, blue suit and matching blue coat.  Her name was Kristine Basenhauer (sp).  Her nickname was Bim.  I said, “Fraulein Basenhauer?”  She said, “Colonel Webster?”  That started it.  She said she was way, way down the list.  I had armed myself with one telephone number in Germany, the telephone number of a Hinsdale High friend of mine named Betty Berry.  Betty had come from a wealthy family and she had traveled a lot and she was in Germany in the late 30s and had met, whirlwind courtship married a German Army office and was trapped over there during WWII, living down in the south of Germany.  The guy she married, her deceased husband, had some property and then she married another guy and he had some property and he got killed in the war.  By now, and her own family was wealthy, she had lots of money and property in Germany.  She had volunteered to work in the State Department as a translator doing something with immigration control.  I had Betty’s phone number and called her.  Told her I had a friend who was way down the quota list, how could she help me?  Come into town tomorrow, to the I.G. Farben building in Frankfurt and we’ll see what we can do.  I stayed with Bim’s family that night and caught the train into town the next morning and went to the humongous big I.G. Farben building, the big chemical company whose property had been taken over by the U.S. government.  Betty had told me what room to go to.  I went to it and reported to the name of the guy she’d given me.  Turned out he was from Milwaukee or Madison, came from a second generation German family.  I told him my story.  He nodded and said, “Would you leave the room, I want to talk to Fraulein Basenhauer privately.”  I waited out in the hall while he talked to her.  The way she told me, he’d called down to Darmstadt to check with the police and see what her police record might have been.  She had no police record.  He had somebody come get me out in the hall.  Said, “She seems okay.  I’ll approve her immediate visa to U.S.  You want to take her with you?”  I said, “No.”  He may have thought I was taking her for illicit purposes, I don’t know.  I certainly didn’t want to take her with me.  He assumed I was going to fly her back commercial.  I said, “I’m in a military plane.  I’ve got to get back to Wiesbaden and catch the one back to SAT.”  He just authorized to put her on the list and she said she could be ready in two weeks.  He approved her for departure on that particular quota list.  She came to SAT.  Stayed with us for maybe four weeks in SAT. Gerhard came over occasionally.  Course he was thrilled to death that she’d gotten to the U.S. so much sooner than anyone anticipated.  Mother took her to the grocery stores.  Course she had gone to facilities they had in most larger German cities that had American troops stationed nearby, something called “America House.”  If you were so inclined, you registered to take courses to improve your English, something about history of America, American customs, social mores of the United Stated.  She got all that.  She spoke quite good English, nowhere near as heavily accented as Gerhard was then and is now.  Thanks to America House and Betty spent a lot of time taking her to stores.  The unique thing about Bim was she was an excellent seamstress.  She made all of her own clothes, sewed them.  We didn’t have to do anything about her wardrobe.  She came adequately provided for.  I arranged for their wedding at the local Lutheran Church.  We gave them their wedding.  I can’t remember where we had a little reception for them.  I gave them bus tickets to go back to Beaumont and start their married life together.  Gerhard was finishing up on his bachelor’s in sociology at UT Lamar.  He finished there, graduated there.  I don’t know anything about their married life.  She got a job.  They worked hard like most foreigners do.  At least got along.  He got accepted at Columbia to work on his Master’s degree.  I called a friend of mine who was a big shot in the ABA, American Bankers Association, Trust Division,  Manny’s one of the big trust departments at Chase Manhattan bank.  I got him to give Gerhard a job in the night crew, shift, the transfer agent department of his bank.  Gerhard had a job and they found a little apartment.  Gerhard started his Columbia.  He got his master’s degree in a year.  She was working for Lufthansa Airlines, which was a natural.  Betty and I used to go to NYC at least every February for the mid-Winter Trust Conference.  Sometimes we’d go more frequently, certainly, we were always going to be there every February.  We’d stay at the Waldorf and invite Gerhard and Bim to come down for Sunday brunch with us when we were done with all of our banking meetings and that kind of stuff and were just waiting to catch the afternoon plane back to SAT.  On this one occasion, course Gerhard, infrequently he would call long distance from NYC to SAT to ask me about something, mostly as a parent would be asked sometimes.  On this one occasion, he called and I said, “We’ll be in NYC next week.  You and Bim have to come down and have breakfast with us as we usually do.”  He said, “I can’t do that now.”  “What happened?”  He says, “Bim’s left me.”  I said, “We’ll talk about it when we get there.”  I called him when we got to the Waldorf.  He came down on Sunday, as was his custom.  No Bim.  Turns out, course at that time he’d gotten his Master’s and was working on his Doctorate, so he was studying for his Doctorate half a day and was a student instructor at Columbia half a day and working at Chase Manhattan trust department at night and she was working.  They obviously didn’t have much time together.  They had accumulated a little bit of basic houseware, a table and four chairs, eight plates and six glasses…She’d gone to this party he wasn’t able to go to and she’d met this smooth talking, good looking older man, turned out to be a successful lawyer.  She’d poured out her troubles to him.  She said I don’t know what I’m going to do.  I can’t hack this existence.  He said, “I’ll be glad to provide you with an apartment and you’d be my companion from time to time.”  Sounded good to her.  She was just starved for a little attention.  She said I can’t do that unless I get a divorce and I can’t afford a divorce.  He said, “I’ll arrange that.”  She didn’t have the residency in NY long enough to file in NY, so he said, “I’ve got a friend in Mexico City.  We can get you a quickie Mexican divorce.”  This guy bought her a ticket and sent her on a plane to Mexico City.  His confederate down there met her at the airport, took her into the city.  They signed a couple of papers, was handed a paper saying you’re divorced from Gerhard Hess, put her back on the plane and flew her back to NY.  This guy put her up in an apartment, visited her frequently, I’m sure.  It was kinda’ a survival necessity for her.  After about six months, she got, I don’t know whether it was her conscience or what, she got fed up with this guy the way he got on and got off, or whatever.  She called Gerhard to ask him if he’d take her back.  That’s what prompted him to call me to say what did I think.  He poured out his heart to Betty and me in the breakfast room of the Waldorf.  We said, it may sound heartless but what’s done’s been done and you can’t undo it.  We’d suggest you just go your own separate way, which he did.  We went to NYC a couple of times after that and would invite him down.  One time he asked if he could bring a date.  We said, yeah.  He brought this attractive older lady down.  She was and is maybe eight or ten years older than Gerhard, very attractive lady, who had just been divorced from her extremely wealthy and prominent Manhattan physician who just happened to be the doctor of the Shah of Iran, that was the level of clients he had.  He had a bunch of the city politicians and city gangsters, mobsters, were all patients of his.  He was always well paid, but apparently wasn’t well laid.  He took a young girl in and paid for her apartment.  Beverly found out about it and filed for divorce and got a divorce.  Got a humongous monthly separation payment, $6,000 a month, which was a lot of money, back then.  Whenever she married that living allowance would terminate, that was part of the divorce decree.  This guy’s name was Keene, Dr. Keene.  She was then Beverly Keene.  She’d been an actress and had been out to Hollywood and appeared in one movie.  It was a name part, she was with Dick Haynes and Sonja Heine.  I forget the name, something about ‘It happened in Monte Carlo’ or something like that.  Anyway, she came from a wealthy Canadian family, so she and Gerhard established an attractive relationship.  He was living, in the meantime, he’d gotten his doctorate and he was in charge of the foreign student exchange program for the State of NY University system.  He monitored and placed both American students in foreign universitys that they might want to go to but also acted, conversely, he would go around to Europe because he was German passport, he could get into the Iron Curtain and visit universities, colleges in Europe, interview students who wanted to come to NY state colleges.  He traveled a lot.  When he was in, at home base, he and Beverly spent a lot of time together.  She had a lovely apartment, Sutton Place South.  It was like breaking into Fort Knox to get in there.  It was, security was so tight, but a lovely place.  She by now had become an art critic and wrote art reviews and actually wrote two books on art, the art, impressionist paintings that the Russians had confiscated and placed in the Hermitage museum in St. Petersburg.  She was knowledgeable.  They still couldn’t marry because she had this $6000 allowance.  In time, I guess this was in about 1980, and we’d gone way, way up.  In the mid-80s, her mother died and left her a bazillion dollars.  She didn’t need Keene’s $6000, miserly $6000 a month.  She had all the money she needed.  Gerhard by now had qualified for early retirement from State of NY college system.  So, they got married and were looking around for a place to stay.  His mother in the meantime had also died.  His brother had died.  He had no relatives back in Darmstadt, no need to try and settle down there.  Because of taxation, they didn’t want to settle full time in NYC.  Her mother had an apartment just six or eight blocks away.  They bought a castle in Scotland and subdivided it with an architect.  They kept 22 rooms, place called Cullen, Cullen House in Cullen, Scotland, which was in the north of Scotland.  It had been the home of Scottish nobility, Lady Seaforth.  Golly, I’m dredging these names up better than I thought I could.  The Duchess of Seaforth, when she died, her son, he already had enough castles, so he put this thing up for sale.  Gerhard and the architect laid out a way to subdivide it.  Now, it’s in four units.  They kept 22 rooms.  With her money totally redecorated it where it’s very, very plush.  We’ve since visited them there six or eight times.  Sometimes with Lynn and Rod and Celeste and once with you and Barbara.  I think it measure up to everything we’d spoken about in years past about how delightful people they were and what a lovely home they’d made for themselves.  They still, they don’t keep her apartment, when her mother died, her mother’s apartment was actually smaller, but they didn’t want a, so they sold Beverly’s two bedroom apartment at Sutton Place and kept the mother’s apartment as a NYC pied a terre.  They also have a time share place in London for two weeks each year.  At one time they thought they were going to have to move from Scotland, sell the castle because of the succession, inheritance taxes on English property, pretty steep.  Beverly’s health is not great.  She’s in her late 70s now herself, middle 70s.  They thought they were going to have to sell the Scottish properties because if she died, it’s all in her name, she died, it would have to be sold.  Like a 50 per cent succession, inheritance tax would apply.  There was a recent tax treaty negotiated between the U.S. and U.K. where before they couldn’t spend more thatn 30 days a year in the U.S.  now under this new system they have to spend, if they spend more than 60 days in the U.S. their U.S. citizens for succession tax purposes.  There won’t be any taxes at her death on that Scottish castle, won’t be any U.K. taxes.  Now, for tax purposes they are U.S. citizens, but they still maintain their place in Scotland.  We like to visit it.  I’ve done Gerhard fairly well.

Q:  How about Cassius Clay?

In the meantime, after their divorce, Bim married an American guy who was a chemical engineer and had a couple of children.  She and Gerhard never had any children, which was fortunate in view of their divorce.  We haven’t seen her since their breakup.  We see Gerhard frequently.  We always laugh about what his life might have been had he not been standing at that bus stop a rainy day in SAT.  Undoubtedly, it would have been a lot different.  

Cassius Clay.  That was a group of 10 men in Louisville called the Louisville Sponsoring group, prominent lawyers and financiers, wealthy people.  When Cassius Clay won the Heavyweight Division Gold medal at the 1960 Olympics, came back to Louisville.  They thought it would be appropriate from civic pride to form this group to sponsor him.  They all had to put in $10,000 in the hat, start with $100,000 operating fund, to finance Cassius and pay for his training and various expenses he would be incurring.  The agreement was made with Cassius and his father and mother.  His father was Cassius, Senior, short guy, nowhere near as big as Cass was.  He was still a minor, wasn’t yet 21.  To sign this contract, with all these lawyers on hand, they lawyered it up.  They asked Mr. Clay if he wanted to be the guardian for Cass and manage the money.  After they interviewed him for about thirty minutes, they knew he was nowhere up to that task.  They searched around and found a black lady lawyer in Louisville, whose name was Brown.  Brown actually was named as guardian for Cass and signed the contract with the Louisville Sponsoring Group.  From then on, it took off.  Spokesman for the Sponsoring Group as a guy named Arthur Grafton.  Grafton got a manager for Cassius and they set about promoting this guy and building him up.  Hopefully, to be number one heavyweight in the world.  This manger, I can’t remember his name. I remember the trainer’s name was Brundesi.  I wasn’t involved in the early stages of it.  He’d had two or three early fights won by knockout and everybody was amazed.  One of the sponsoring group was a guy named Norton, Lester Norton, super nice guy.  He was on the board at Citizens Fidelity and was on my Trust Committee.  He had a son and a daughter.  His wife was a Morton and her two brothers were both U.S. senators at that time.  It was a very prominent family.  Mr. Norton had named Citizens Fidelity as trustee, executor of his estate, co-executor with his wife as trustee of this trust he created.  Strike that, she was the trustee and the bank was just the executor, co-executor.  Among his assets was a 1/10th interest in Cassius Clay.  He was still going by that name then.  That was when I was introduced to the sponsoring group.  I was the shadow partner representing the Norton family.  The next fight was with a broken down heavyweight named Willi Besmanhoff.  If their ever was a put up match, it was with Besmanhoff.  I don’t think he could have gone five rounds, but they agreed he was going to tank it at three, which he did.  The sponsoring group, in the contract with Cassius Clay, and you have to remember that at this time it became disclosed that Joe Louis owed the U.S. government some $5 or 6 million for back taxes that he hadn’t paid on any of his previous purses that he’d gotten.  

