
Chapter 7

‘TIS ALLEGANY
1933-1939

“Dear old high school, our hearts go out to thee.”
Allegany High School Alma Mater song - Howard C. Hill

i - Grade 7, 1933-34

At the end of Chapter 4, I had completed the sixth grade - as far as I could go
at Saints Peter and Paul’s - and was looking forward to entering the seventh grade in
public school, the beginning of “my beloved years at Allegany.” To be accurate, my
new school was called Greene Street Junior High School, but because it had burned
down the year before, March 1932 to be exact (despite being located next to a fire
station where my uncle, fireman Bud Wallace, was on duty!), it was housed in the
building that also housed Allegany (senior) High School.  The senior school would
use the building from 8 to 12:30, the junior school from 1 to 5.  Not having to get up
early would be a luxury, but on the other hand the later dismissal time would shorten,
if not eliminate, my after-school playtime, especially in the shorter winter days.  This
unconventional schedule would continue until 1936.  

It did not take long to deal with having a different teacher for each subject.
Nor was getting used to teachers who were laymen instead of nuns a problem.  I
didn’t once slip and say “yes, Sister” (pronounced “yes’ter”).  Since I did not start
school until l:00, it did not seem strange not to attend Mass first.  However, for a
while I was aware of the absence of prayer at the beginning and end of each school
day.  Now, the only prayer to be heard was the Lord’s Prayer in assemblies.  We did
recite the Pledge of Allegiance but in those days, “under God” had not yet been
inserted.. By and large the transition was unremarkable.
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At Greene Street I had a whole new set of classmates in home room 7-4, many
of whom stayed together in both home room and in many courses throughout junior
and senior high school.  We were considered the elite section of the academic course
enrollment, the students having been chosen on the basis of their scholastic
achievement in elementary school.  (My sixth grade final average was 97 3/8 but it
was never to be equalled again!)

My first home-room teacher was Mrs. Dorothy Schaidt.  Svelte, well-groomed,
rather attractive, Mrs. Schaidt kept her squirming, pubescent or near- p u b e s c e n t
c h a rges in check with her quick manner and her sharp voice and cultivated accent.

Mrs. Schaidt was also our music and art teacher. These were new subjects to
me and from the start I was enthusiastic about them.  I looked forward to our weekly
music class when I heard recordings of serious music and listened, engrossed, to Mrs.
S’s commentary.  Grieg’s “Pier Gynt Suite” and Tsaichowsky’s “Nutcracker Suite,”
both new to me, enthralled me.  Operatic soprano Rosa Ponsell and some boy soprano
were two of the vocalists I recall. I enjoyed the group singing of “songs of our
musical heritage.” It was the beginning of my lifelong love of music, including
participation, to the extent of my limited talents, in musical activities.  From the
outset, I received A in Music on my report card.

(It must be apparent that my report cards were saved.  I must say they are an
interesting retrospective on a significant period of my education.  However, analysing
them is mainly for my personal gratification - or self-torture.  So, reader, if my report
card discussions bore you, don’t feel guilty if you feel inclined to groan and quickly
turn the page.)

Art classes were fun but not creatively demanding since everyone was
assigned the same project The only advantage of this was that even though I was not
especially creative, I still managed to make A all that year. But looking at it more
positively, maybe Mrs. Schaidt simply brought out the best in me.

Physical Education and Industrial Arts were also new school subjects.
Considering my meager interest and ability in sports, it is a wonder that I ended the
year with a B - perhaps Coach Eugene Hopkins saw that I was at least trying.
Industrial Arts that first year was an introduction to mechanical drawing.  I enjoyed
the course, in spite of my ineptitude for drawing real three-dimensional solid figures
on paper of only two dimensions.  Ernie Kieffer, who had a mechanical bent,
sometimes helped me at home and I managed to earn a B from our instructor, Albert
Loper. With the exception of C+ in mathematics (I later improved), I made A’s and
B’s for my final marks that year. Whether I realized it or not, I had made a successful
transition between two radically different scholastic environments.
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ii - Grade 8, 1934-35

Eighth grade gave me the chance, at last, to study Latin, something I had
longed to do since my introduction to the language through the Catholic liturgy.  For
a few years, I had been reciting Latin as an altar boy and had been using a Latin-
English prayer book at Mass.  I thought that might give me an edge in Miss Anna
Webster’s Latin class.  Perhaps it did in some measure, but at the same time it was
something of a challenge to learn the classical pronunciation after years of using the
church pronunciation.  Nevertheless, it was straight A’s for me all the way through
that year and next year in Latin II as well.

In the industrial arts practical applications - woodwork, metal work and
electricity - I wasn’t any more “mechanical” than I had been in drawing.  With luck
and not too demanding instructors, I did complete a wooden broom holder, a metal
something and a small, rudimentary motor.  I pulled mostly B’s, yet I knew I was
rather clumsy-handed, lacking in skill. I don’t know whether this inadequacy was
inborn or was due simply to non-exposure to tools in my family environment.
Daddy: No.  Pop: No.  Now Uncle Bud (Francis Wallace) was an expert amateur
carpenter but I don’t remember him in action, much less showing me how to do
anything.  Nevertheless, I did learn a few fundamentals in my eighth and ninth grade
shop classes, enough so that over many years as a householder I have been able to
drive a few nails and screws, replace a lamp socket, frame a picture....  

By the end of that second year of junior high, I had apparently settled in, if
my grade record is a reliable indicator.  My final marks were six A’s and three B’s ,
a rather signif icant improvement over grade seven’s three A’s and six B’s .
R e m a r k a b l y, I made A in Physical Education every six-week report period.  I truly
believe the coach gave everyone A, for I certainly didn’ t deserve one for my pitiful
diamond and court performances.

That year I was in the mixed chorus, which in May presented the operetta
“Rings in the Saw Dust,” obviously a circus tale.  Some of my best friends were in
the cast: David Weiss, Jimmy Scott, Shirley Driscoll, Mary Jackson, and the girl I had
a crush on during all six years at Allegany: Ann Hausman.

I was in the chorus of villagers (60) and the chorus of hottentots (15), whose
songs I don’t remember.  I was also in the eight-member Busy Body Chorus and we
sang “Busy Little Bumble-bee,” which I recently found I can still hum but the lyric
has vanished.  It was an exciting experience.  
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Later in the month I made my acting debut in “Polly,” a play presented by
some adults of Saints Peter and Paul’s parish.  I was “discovered” one night in the
parish bowling alley when the play’s director and some cast members dropped by
after rehearsal.  They needed someone to play “Tommy, a poor little boy.” I was
fourteen, but small for my age, so the director asked me if I would like to be in the
play.  I jumped at the chance.  (After all, as you may recall, I was King James I of
England in the third grade!) I overacted and tried to steal scenes, but the play was
nonetheless a success, as small-time parish or school productions, regardless of their
quality, usually are to their partisan audiences.

Let me expand here on the subject of stage productions and other events in
Saints Peter and Paul’s parish hall, for, indeed, “ the hall,”  as it was familiarly
known, was highly important to parish life - and by extension to my formation.
Built in 1893, conveniently situated directly across the street from the church, it is
sti ll  in active use in 1994.

In the Twenties, if not before, the parish sponsored the Saint Joseph’s Club, a
dramatic organization.  Leo Ley, a parishioner, was the respected, perennial director.
Mainly, I recall their musicals, which they devised by interpolating popular songs into
ordinary comedies and dramas.  The club had been dormant for a few years when
“Polly,” sponsored by the parish’s Alpine Club, was produced.   For a number of
years, Mr. Ley directed an annual minstrel show in the traditional format: the lineup
of black-face comedians bantering in Negro dialect with a white “Mr. Interlocutor,”
“darky” songs by soloists and chorus, skits and specialty songs and dances by
whoever had the talent -or ambition - to do so.

Twice in the Thirties, the Saints Peter and Paul Dramatic Players (no doubt
an ad hoc title) presented The Passion Play under the direction of Rev. Father
L e a n d e r, O.M. Cap., assisted by Leo H. Ley, S r. and Floyd L. Summers.  (I was in
one production, playing a bearded Jew who screams at Jesus: If thou be the Son of
God, come down from the cro s s .!).  And of course, the sturdy parish hall was the
scene of many worthwhile productions staged by Saints Peter and Paul’s
elementary and high school.  

Stage productions have been far from the hall’s only use.  Oyster suppers and
turkey suppers, annual bazaars with 25-cent gambling wheels, countless card parties
and bingo games have been attended over the years by thousands.  I enjoyed many a
happy hour there during my teenage years in Cumberland.
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iii - High School: Freshman Year, 1935-36

In September 1935 I became a ninth-grader, a freshman. I could now legit-
imately sing the pep song “‘Tis Allegany!”.

Regardless of my higher status, I was still small in stature, still wearing
knickers.  Most of the boys were learning to cope with changing voices.  Not I.  I tried
to lower my voice but didn’t fool anyone, especially the girls!  

So I was dumbfounded when Betty Phill ippi called and asked me to
accompany her to the Girls’ League dance.  I said I didn’ t know - I ’d have to ask
my mother.  Mother said, “Of course, and don’ t forget to thank her for asking
you.”  But I didn’ t know how to dance.  Mother and her sisters tried to teach me.
The family did not own a car, so my ever-resourceful mother managed to have a
date that night and her friend drove us.  I thought I had learned to dance but I was
wrong, so Betty taught me the box step and I marveled at such a clever invention.
I thought I had had the most wonderful time of my life, in spite of being the only
boy in knickers.

My first year of high school was a real challenge academically. I was
determined to earn high grades and studied hard and finished the year with all B’s
except for A in Latin.  I was disappointed.  I truly wanted more A’s.  I can’t explain
my obsession, for there was no pressure from home. Peer competition perhaps.  

I did not join any school groups that year or participate in any social functions
other than that first dance.  My first year of high school, for all my expectations, was
not especially remarkable and the arrival of summer vacation was welcome.

One memorable event of that summer of ‘36 was my first train ride.  A f t e r
all, my grandfather Wallace was now a conductor on the Western Maryland
Railroad p a s s e n g e rtrain that ran between Cumberland and Elkins, West Vi rg i n i a .
In July he took me along on one of his trips.  For the first two days I stayed with
Pop in the hotel where he lived when he “ laid over,”  and for the remainder of my
visit with his sister, Aunt Margaret and her husband Uncle Ira Patterson.  W h i l e
there was not much to do, my hosts were warm and good-humored and made me
feel at home.  Aunt Marg a r e t ’s cooking tasted wonderful; Uncle Ira introduced
me to his favorite breakfast: toast with peanut butter.  It didn’ t take much to
please that unsophisticated teenager.
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The rest of the summer was routine, I assume, for no especially striking events
stand out in memory, unless this qualifies: Sonny and Billy Young were home from
vacation from the seminary, but they had moved from Fayette Street by this time and
were living ten or so miles out of the city.  I visited them once, during August -
hayfever season - and spent such a miserable night reacting violently to my allergies
that I couldn’t wait to get back home.

Jim Murray, erstwhile card-playing buddy, had made new friends at LaSalle
Institute, so Jim and I no longer saw much of each other.  So with the other Fayette
Street boys - Ernie, Penny, Leo and Bernard, mentioned earlier, plus two or three
from other neighborhoods - I played ball in the vacant lot opposite my house and
sometimes hitch-hiked to the Celanese plant’s swimming pool in the nearby
outskirts of town.

To tell the truth, I was not keen on playing ball and was generally relieved
when Grandma would appear on the front porch and call, Oh Billy, I need you to run
up to the store for me quick!

I spent a couple hours a week helping around the house, including cutting the
lawn and trimming the hedges, for which Grandma gave me fifty cents a week.  I had
no regular allowance from Mother but she always managed to give me the small
amounts I needed for movies and such.

Out of the little pocket money I had, I was able to take up a new hobby:
Magic.  Three or four years earlier, Daddy had piqued my interest with his trick called
“biting a string together” and one called “the chime in the glass.” He even showed me
how to perform them, but enjoined me to keep the modus operandi(he used his full
vocabulary on me) to myself.  So I expanded my repertoire by sending away for a ten-
cent New Book of Coin Tricks and one on card tricks; and for a certain number of
Camel cigarette labels, I acquired a book entitled Cigarette and Other Tricks
(Camel’s ad slogan at the time was: “It’s fun to be fooled—it’s more fun to know.”)
Other advertisers offered magic paraphernalia for coupons - the Ball-in-the-Vase
trick, for one.  I spent hours practicing manipulating cards and coins, called
“palming” and “making the pass.” Now I knew what Daddy meant by “sleight of
hand.” I’m afraid my proficiency in this skill didn’t advance far.  However, I
eventually got a little act together and staged it in my grandparents’unused garage
(one of their sons had earlier owned a car) for neighborhood kids’pennies.  One boy
had his mother hire me to perform at his birthday party. After a year or so, that hobby
died out.  (Over the years I occasionally tried to entertain my children and
grandchildren with my old favorite tricks and I still enjoy “pulling one out of the hat”
when the occasion warrants.)

One thing I got into that summer soon became a pain: About every other day, one
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of the nuns from St. Pete’s phoned and asked me to go downtown and make some small
purchase for them.  I was not allowed to refuse or make up an excuse - that would be
lying to a Sister.  The errand usually meant washing and changing into clean clothes for
in those days looking presentable downtown was d er i g e u r.  I complained to Grandma
how annoyed I was to be taken advantage of.  She was understanding and once tried to
console me with: A n y w a y, you’ll get a jewel in your crown for every time you go!

At least I was safe from the good Sisters in the summer evenings when the
neighborhood boys - Ernie Kieffer, Leo “Skinny” McGann, his cousin Bernard
McGann, Francis “Penny” Shaffer, among others - gathered on Fayette Street to play
variations of hide-and-seek.  Base was the sidewalk outside Rose Hill Cemetery’s
main gate, right across the street from my house.  Most of the time we played kick-
the-can: A player threw an empty soup can as far up or down the street as he could
and while the player who was “It” retrieved the can and ran it back to base, the other
players scattered and hid.  “It” had to look for the players; when he discovered one
he yelled “One, two three on So&So” and raced him back to the can.  If “It” won the
race, the other player was “Out” and was the next one to be “It.” If the discovered
player won the race, he threw the can and “It” had to fetch it back again.  And so on.
Although the hiding range was held to a reasonable area, there were lots of trees,
alleys and backyards for hiding places.  Only the cemetery was off limits.  At nine
o’clock the curfew, a distant wailing siren, sounded, and although the law did not
demand that we then get off the streets, parents did.

Our neighborhood was also a pretty good place for Halloween antics.  In the
cemetery, not far from the entrance, there grew a tall tree which in October dropped
its softball-size seed pods - we called them “hedge balls” - which we would gather
for the messy trick of splattering them on neighbors’porches or wedging them
between the doorknob and doorframe.  Those were the days before people offered
“treats” to forestall “tricks.”

For us boys, ninth grade inevitably meant a flourishing of interest in girls,
although there was not much “steady” dating at our age.  While school was in session
we could give vent to our crushes through flirtations, such as mine with Ann
Hausman, and some couples would walk home from school together.  But in the
summer, in our neighborhood, we did not have those opportunities for there were no
girls, except for the teenage sister of one of the boys.  Until Ginger arrived.  Now
there was a babe - all the girl that was needed to ensure that the Fayette Street boys’
natural interests did not atrophy before school would resume. Ernie Kieffer was
particularly smitten and, for some reason nicknamed the girl “Bess” and smooched a
little with her on her front porch in the warm, dark evenings. But innocence prevailed.
Well, as far as I knew, but then in those days I didn’t know much. 

Summer ended and so did my friendship with Ernie, for he moved to Detroit
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to live with his father.  It was several years before I saw him again, during World War
II, I believe.  Then in 1989 we met in Cumberland at the fiftieth reunion of Allegany
High School’s class of 1939.  Always the devil, he winked and said, “Bill, did you
ever make it with Bess?”

iv - Sophomore Year, 1936-37

This year I would have to get back into the habit of getting up in the morning
to go to school, the full-day session having been resumed.  Eliminating the split
session was made possible by the transfer of a large number of students to the newly
built Fort Hill High School on the other side of town.

By the time I graduated to the tenth grade in September of 1936, I had also
graduated to long pants.  If you find it odd that I mention this, be advised that in those
days not every human being - from babies in arms to little old ladies - wore long pants
as is the case today.

The school year got off to a good start socially with a dancing party at the
Cumberland Jockey Club in honor of Alice Louise Read on her f ifteenth
b i r t h d a y.  My invitation said that my date would be Ann Hausman.  It was well-
known that since the seventh grade I had a crush on Ann but had been too shy to
ask her for a date, so it was nice of Alice Louise to “ f ix me up.”  Except that it
was a very big aff a i r, I don’ t remember anything about it.  However, it
undoubtedly nurtured my crush on A n n .

By now I could dance a little better and looked forward to school dances.  Just
as much fun were the skating parties at the Crystal Park roller rink in LaVale, near
Cumberland.  These had become quite important school club activities and were well-
attended.  Although limited in entertainment money and means of transportation, I
somehow managed to attend most if not all of them.  Like the majority of occasional
skaters, I was merely adequate and never learned to skate backwards.  What I liked
was couples-skating - nothing fancy, both boy and girl skating forward, left hands
joined, the boy with his right arm around the girl’s waist.  I tried to have as many
“skates” with Ann as possible.  But she was quite popular.

On April 16, 1937, I celebrated my “lucky birthday” - sixteen on the sixteenth.
Grandma had always prepared a fitting dinner on the birthday of each family member
living at the Wallace home but my celebration this year seemed to receive a little
more attention than usual.  Grandma had even let me choose the main dish for dinner
- turnips!  (Cooked with potatoes and beef, they were one of my favorites.  Most
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people look at me with disbelief when I tell this story. They equate it with liking
liver!) Pop, in an unexpected gesture, wrote this note: “Greetings on this your 16th
birthday and wishing you many, many more.  Mom & Pop.” I felt that I had reached
an important milestone.  Now I could come and go a little more independently.  I was
somehow more mature.  My voice seemed to have completed its change.

Miss Eleanor Henderson’s Biology class that year was an experience to
remember.  In one report after another I received an A, with first ranking in that
totally new subject matter.  Did I do so well because I spent hours memorizing lists
of flora and fauna, anatomical inventories, etc. thereby “aceing” on quizzes?  Or was
it because I seemed to have a knack for compiling creative, colorfully illustrated
project books?  Certainly it wasn’t because Miss Henderson particularly liked me - at
times she nitpicked and belittled me.  Whatever the reason, my track record had to be
an anomaly.  It was clearly not predictive of a continuing interest in biology.

Miss Henderson made it clear, with poorly concealed displeasure, that she
was not allowed to teach human reproduction as part of her biology course.  She
got around that school board policy to some degree by having us read silently in
class a pertinent chapter from a book she owned, H. G. We l l s ’s The Science of
L i f e.  We were not required to take notes - just read the text and study the
illustrations.  To speed up the process, two students at a time read together. Miss
Henderson paired me with Ann Hausman!  Could a boy of sixteen, in those days,
be any more embarrassed?  Could I concentrate?  One thing is certain: I didn’ t
learn anything about the facts of l ife that day!

Had the Sophomore social whirl caught up with me?  The unprecedented
array of A’s and B’s for the first semester suffered a disturbing degradation by year’s
end.  Or had my behavior affected my studies - my deportment grades were lower
than ever. Was I doing too much unauthorized talking in class?  In those days students
were expected to speak only when called upon.  Whatever the explanation, I was
again dissatisfied with my performance for the year and was happy when June came
and I could lay aside the scholastic grind for the next two and a half months.

A large part of my summer, when not occupied with chores, was spent more
or less loafing with my neighborhood buddies.  By now we felt the lot across the
street from my house was ours.  No one had ever questioned our ball-playing there or
our catching crawfish in the shallow run that ran along one side of it.  This summer
we were bolder than before, breaking into the empty garage that stood on a corner of
the lot and taking it over for our clandestine conversations.  One day when five of us
were playing in the run, a graying lady appeared from the direction of the big house
at the top of the hill above the field.  She called us to her and said she was Mrs.
Henderson and asked our names and where we lived.  When I gave her my name and
pointed to my house, she exclaimed, “You’re a Wallace?  Oh MY, I remember those
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bad Wallace boys years ago!” Then she said, “Well, this is my property and I don’t
remember giving you permission to play here.  And what’s more, that water you’re
playing in is polluted- you could get typhoid or something.  And what makes you
think you can go into my old garage?” Oh, she sounded like a tough lady all right.
Then one of the smoother-talking boys assured Mrs. Henderson that we had never
done any damage to the field and that we sure would like to have a clubhouse and that
we were sure glad she told us about the water.  She relented and said we could use
the field and in the meantime she would talk to her son, a lawyer, about the garage.
Several days later she presented this document for our signature:

THIS AGREEMENT, made and signed in duplicate this 8th
day of July, 1937, by and between LOUISAP. HENDERSON, 
party of the first part, and the undersigned “FIVE FAYETTE
STREETBOYS,” parties of the second part,

WITNESSETH:-

That the party of the first part hereby grants permis-
sion to the parties of the second part to use without
paying any rental the garage located on the rear of her
home property for the purpose of a meeting place; said
parties of the second part may also use the level ground as
a playground, on condition that they keep off the banks of
the stream and stay on the north side of the stream.

The parties of the second part agree that they will
keep the garage and the playground in a neat condition, 
clean snow off the pavement when necessary, and vacate on
two weeks’notice.

WITNESS the hands and seals of the parties hereto
the day and year above written.

WITNESS: 

Mattie Cooper Louisa P. Henderson
Bernard McGann           Victor Malloy
Leo McGann                  Joe Wilkinson
Wm. Rohrer

Thenceforth we were a “club” - the 7-Up Club, for we were actually seven in
number. The other two were Penny Shaffer and Tommy Williams.  What was the
club’s purpose, other than playing in Mrs. Henderson’s lot?  Just getting together and
talking about...Oh, nothing much, really.
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The most fun I remember having in Henderson’s field was the track meet we
had that summer.  Out of odds and ends we built sawdust pits for the running and
standing broad jumps as well as uprights and crossbar for the high jumps and pole
vault (the poles were bamboo rug-inserts).  Other equipment, such as the shotput,
discus and javelin were fairly easy to simulate.  Here was one type of sport I enjoyed,
although I certainly didn’t excel.

During that whole summer vacation, I learned firsthand that a paper boy’s job
can be hard.  A classmate, Bob Reinhard, asked me to serve his route while he was
away at his family’s summer place.  I jumped at the chance because I could use the
money. The route was Greene Street starting at Chase, from which point on one side
of the street many of the houses were perched quite a way up on the hillside.  This
meant either walking up many steep steps or throwing the papers up from the street.
I tried both.  Walking won out when it was clear that my pitching arm had never
improved.  Then there were the heavy Sunday papers, which made an excruciatingly
awkward burden for a still rather delicate young man.  Worst of all was the
combination of summer heat, exertion and side effects from my hayfever medicine.
I hated the job.  The lesson I should have learned was that I was not cut out to carry
newspapers.  But I didn’t learn the lesson and took on the job again the next summer,
but by then I was able to cope with it better.

v. - Junior Year, 1937-38

Mrs. Anna Higgins, my home-room monitor, was an attractive, patrician
matron.  Kindly but unsmiling.  She was my English teacher as well.  It was the first
English course which I recollect with any clarity or pleasure, from which I conclude
that Mrs. Higgins must have been a good teacher.  I did well.

After aceing two years of Latin, perhaps confirming my bent for languages, I had
eagerly anticipated French I.  (I never forgot the nonsense rhyme Allan Trevaskis taught
me when we were little kids - heaven knows where he picked it up: Parlez-vous français?
Une tasse de café. Très bien, merci. Oui, oui.) Mrs. Florence Warfield was our wonderful
teacher; a great part of her success was her delightful personality and good humor.

I belonged to the French club, “Les Francophiles,” which met periodically at
members’homes.  Whether it enhanced my learning of the language is doubtful, but
it did give me an added social outlet and the opportunity to see how some of my
peers’families lived.  And I hosted my first party when the club met at my house.

Through Mrs. Warfield, I started corresponding with a French “pen pal,”  A n g è l e
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Kuenemann, of Mulhouse, Haut-Rhin, France.  We had a delightful exchange of letters
- I received nine from her - over a two-year period.  Angèle wrote mostly in French and
I struggled to write in French also, an arrangement definitely to my advantage from the
standpoint of improving my French.  (In 1945, during occupation duty following Wo r l d
War II, enroute to a vacation in Switzerland, I had the opportunity to visit Mulhouse.  I
called at A n g è l e ’s address but learned that she had married and had moved to another
town to escape the anticipated bombing of Mulhouse, only to experience worse
bombing in the new town.  I never learned her fate.)

French I was a rewarding course.  I diligently memorized my conjugations
and my idioms and practiced my pronunciation and fell in love with the language.  To
cap it all, on my report card Mrs. Warfield thoughtfully recorded for posterity:
“Highest rank on French exam.  F.G.W..”

My first major endeavor as an upper classman was the last thing I would have
considered on my own: Public Speaking.  But one day early in the school year, there
I was in the presence of Miss Mary Murphy, grande dameof the school library and
demanding coach of declaimers and debaters.  My friend David Weiss had suggested
my name and, admittedly flattered, I agreed to see Miss Murphy for a tryout.  Now,
David indisputably belonged there.  He was the most informed and articulate student
in all the classes we shared.  He would hold forth on a point in, say, history class with
such conviction and flair that you had to be impressed whether you understood him
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or not!  (Oh yes, he was ribbed by many for being long-winded.) I, on the other hand,
seldom volunteered any but the briefest and most objective comments, generally
straight answers to questions.  However, Miss Murphy apparently thought she could
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‘Robin Hood’ was really a great movie. I just love Erroll Flynn. 

In my opinion, the play you put on - ‘The Strangers at Home’- is really lovely and I’m
sure it was a big success! 

Unfortunately I haven’t won the national lottery yet but I always buy a ticket...”



do something with me and accepted me in the program.

The first event in public speaking would be the annual Tasker Lowndes
Declamation Contest among the high schools of Allegany County, Maryland, to be
held in December. To each boy and girl in our program Miss Murphy assigned a
piece not only to be used for training in the nitty-gritty of speaking but also ultimately
to serve as the student’s contest piece.  There was session after session of reading our
speeches before our coach and receiving her corrections of pronunciation and local
accents and her directions as to appropriate emphasis, feeling, inflection.  I spent
hours in my room memorizing my piece and then rehearsing it before Miss Murphy.
Then came the contest before the student body in our auditorium to determine the boy
and girl who would represent Allegany in the county finals.  

My contest piece was a speech that had been given in the 1930’s by a United
States senator on the Senate floor.  It was entitled “The Integrity of a U. S. President,”
an impassioned defense of the deceased President Woodrow Wilson who, the senator
declared, had been falsely accused of being “compelled by the House of Morgan to
drag this nation into the World War and to sacrifice the lives of our boys.” Of course
it was not intended that I, a sixteen-year-old boy, impersonate an elderly senator;
nevertheless, I could see smiles as, with great seriousness, I uttered this rhetoric:

“If it were permissible in the Senate to say that 
any man who would asperse the integrity and veracity of 
Woodrow Wilson is a coward, if it were permissible to say
his charge is not only malicious but positively 
mendacious, that I would be glad to say here and elsewhere 
to any man because the charge would be not only destitute 
of decency but would be such a shocking exhibition as never
has happened in the thirty-five years I have served in the
Congress of the United States.”

As an inexperienced junior, I did not expect to win, and I didn’t.  But I had
proved that I could speak on my feet and I had made a good start on acquiring a less
regional-sounding speech pattern.

It wasn’t long before I was caught up in the next speaking event: the annual
interscholastic debate.  The question: “Resolved, that the several states should adopt
the unicameral system of legislation.” As a member of the negative team I was to
attempt to show that Nebraska’s unicameral legislature had not been successful,
therefore that system was not a likely remedy for the alleged evils in the bicameral
system.  Miss Murphy wrote our speeches, drawing heavily upon the “canned” debate
material available to schools by scholastic publishers.  This, it could be argued,
robbed the students themselves of a valuable experience in research and logical
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formulation.  However, I for one did not have the maturity or writing ability equal to
that job.  Of course, we did on our own have to study and understand the issue and
the arguments on both sides of the question.  We had to select and organize our
rebuttal material.  So debate was unquestionably of educational value and, in
retrospect, it was not terribly important that the negative team did not win.

I had resolved at the outset of my junior year that I was going to submerge
myself in school activities, but public speaking occupied only a few weeks out of the
year.  For regular involvement, music was the natural choice for me, so I joined the
mixed chorus and the boys’glee club, the “Alco Revellers.” Having had practically
no formal music training, it was a challenge to learn my vocal part, the bass or
baritone line.  I relied heavily in the Revellers on my experienced fellow bass, senior
Don Rolley, from whom I learned much as the year progressed.  These groups
performed throughout the school year and particularly toward the year’s end at the
annual concert of music clubs and at the various graduation activities, affording me a
rather solid start on my choral “career.”

I must mention at this point that Don Rolley and I became very good friends.
We went to movies and school shows together and at least twice double-dated at dances
(he drove his dad’s car).  Our friendship continued for many years, as will be seen. 

Encouraged by my singing progress, I accepted Professor Schumacher’s
invitation to join the adult choir at Saints Peter and Paul’s.  Male voices were needed and
I suppose the Professor had hopes that, although young and relatively inexperienced, I
could be molded.  On May 8, 1938, I sang a full Latin Mass for the first time.  Sung Mass
included the p ro p e r s (including the i n t ro i t or entrance prayer, the offertory and
communion prayers) in Gregorian chant settings written in ancient musical notation,
which I never came close to mastering.  I continued with the choir until I left Cumber-
land in early 1941.  It was an irreplaceable experience that served me well in later life.
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On Sunday mornings I also attended religion classes, or “instructions,” for
Catholic students who attended public school. I attended in Senior year as well, when
the class for high school students was dubbed “Newman Club” and I was elected its
first secretary.  Father Boniface Weckmann, pastor of the church, conducted the high
school class.  A scholarly man, his subject matter was intellectually stimulating, going
beyond a mere rehashing of the grade school catechism.  In addition, he was a
friendly, cultivated gentleman.  I had great respect for Father Boniface and I am
grateful still today for an appreciation of the church’s liturgical heritage as well as the
religious values he inculcated in me.

Other church activities occupied my time.  I continued to serve on the altar
throughout this year and the next, even though I failed to make my assignments more
often than I like to admit.  In most cases I simply overslept.  It was certainly not due
to dwindling religious fervor, for I continued to be faithful to my voluntary
attendance at the weekly Miraculous Medal Novena at Saint Mary’s Church and the
weekly Saint Anthony’s Devotion at Saints Peter and Paul’s, and I tried to attend
Mass and receive Communion on the first Friday of each month.

And now, from the exalted to the inane: I started collecting matchbook
covers!  Father Leander was a collector and he got me interested.  There must be
thousands of those things created daily, assuring a superabundance for as many
collectors as the world might generate.  Avidly, I accumulated covers of all sorts, most
being of the advertising variety.  I could have made the collection somewhat
interesting by limiting my collection to a category (e.g., restaurants), a design (e.g.,
black with gold letters) or a size (e.g., jumbo).  But I didn’t.  And I found most of the
objects of my search...on the street! Then I put them neatly into a large album.  For
what purpose?  I don’t know.  I only record this to be as complete as possible.

I wonder what cynical Barney Wickard would have said if he knew of my new
hobby?  Properly speaking, I refer to Harold C. Wickard, most memorable of my male
teachers in junior and senior high school.  He taught chemistry and physics, but most
of all he was entrepreneur extraordinaire of extracurricular stage productions.  As
though defending his small stature, Barney was gruff, brash, irreverent, insulting.  He
knew his subjects well but he was something less than great as a teacher.  Even so, he
did succeed in getting me to learn material that was not really my cup of tea and even
motivated me to earn good grades.

But Barney’s heart was in his art. In 1938 he exercised that art in the staging
of “Babes in Toyland” by Victor Herbert.  “Glorious extravaganza” was not mere
hyperbole on the part of the newspaper reviewer.  Over l00 students were in the cast,
having rehearsed tricky musical numbers and dance routines for many weeks.
Costumes and scenery were spectacular. The operetta was presented at a local movie
theater - the Strand - not in the inadequate school auditorium.  This meant there could
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be only one full rehearsal at the theater on the morning of the opening performance
that afternoon of February 25!  It was a miracle of coordination.  But Barney, they
said, had been working miracles for years and Barney would continue to do so for
years to come....Incidentally, I was in “Babes,” in the chorus.  In one number I was
Mickey Mouse, oversized papier maché head and all.

Ever susceptible to the lure of a new hobby, I delved into photography.  First
I joined the camera club at school, which was not especially rewarding, but it did
afford a needed new dimension of involvement.  At home, on my own, I periodically
commandeered the kitchen for a dark room and developed and printed my own
pictures.  

Next I looked into ventriloquism with the aid of a ten-cent mail order book
and a dummy named Chatty Charlie.  It was a flop.

Concurrently I tried to learn hypnotism, also with a ten-cent manual.  When I
thought I was prepared, I tried out my new power on Vic Malloy in the 7-Up
clubhouse, using the experiment called “How to Clasp the Hands Together.” Here is
an excerpt too amusing not to record:

Place your subject on a chair.  Have him clasp
his hands together with the fingers interlocked and
the arms straight.  Place yourself in front of the
subject and request him to stare into your eyes....

Slowly stroke his arms downward and say to him,
‘You will find your arms are getting stiff...you can-
not bend them.  Your hands are getting stuck tighter
and tighter together.’

“In many cases the subject will be utterly unable
to unclasp his hands.  Don’t permit the hands to be stuck
together too long, but when you are convinced he cannot
take them apart, clap your hands together and say: ‘All
right,’ and you will find that he can take his hands
apart without any difficulty.

“If by any possibility you should become hysterical in
case he did not take his hands apart the first time you
told him to, the likelihood is that he would become 
hysterical in imitation.  Tell him decidedly that it is
all right, that now he can take his hands apart, and you
will find no difficulty.
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Well, it worked on Vic, or he said it did. But I wonder if he was pulling my leg.
I’ll have to ask him some day.

Except for dances and skating parties, my social life was mostly family and
neighborhood oriented.  I often played cards or bingo with the folks at home or at
Aunt Maggie King’s or Aunt Marie Beaulieu’s or at the church hall.  I went to
movies fairly often, sometimes with buddies, sometimes with Mother and her
friend, Foxie.  Many Sunday afternoons I visited my Grandmother Rohrer and A u n t
Jeanette and usually stayed for supper.
Once in a great while, some of the 7-Up
Club boys gathered in our garage/club
house to “shoot the bull,”  but beyond
that, boyhood ties with Fayette Street
were dissolving fast. 

Since that first box-step dance in
freshman year, I had taken to dancing
wholeheartedly and had gained a
reputation as a “good dancer.” Girls
invited me to every Allegany girls’club
dance that year and, although I was a
mere Junior, I got bids to both the
Ursuline Academy senior prom and the
Allegany senior prom. Suddenly, all this
attention from girls. It was wonderful!

The crowning event of the year,
for me, took place on May 20, 1938,
Allegany High School’s Junior- S e n i o r
Prom.  Ann was my date.  For weeks I
had tried to get up nerve to ask her and I
finally did.  Ours had been a most
juvenile relationship.  I had a crush on her
but was too timid and fearful of refusal to ask her for a date.  I could tell that she liked
me but there seemed to be other boys whom she liked better.  So when she actually
accepted my bid, I hardly knew how to react.  After the dance, I made a note of how it
a ffected me: “Phew!  What an evening I’ve just experienced.  Wow!  What a time. ”

Junior year had been full and exciting.  For the 189 days of the school year -
I didn’t miss even one - I had been up to my neck in school activities and I loved it.
Considering all this involvement, my final grades were surprisingly high: Three A’s
and two B’s.  Next year I would be in even deeper.  For one thing, I would be editor
of the yearbook - the class had elected me to that job earlier in the year.  It didn’t
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occur to me then that this was an odd way to choose an editor!  But I had noised
around that I wanted the job and now I had it.

Nut though I was about school, sleeping late on that first day of vacation was
blissful.  But my summer’s work was cut out for me: I would again take over Bob
Reinhard’s paper route for the summer.

I would again be responsibile for keeping Grandma’s pride and joy, her back
yard and her little front yard, perpetually well-groomed.  While the border flowers -
hollyhocks, peonies (she called them “pinies”), geraniums - were her own loving
responsibility, the lawn was my job - under her supervision.  Cut it once up and down,
then across.  Clipping the front hedges was up to me, as well.  I also had to trim the
grass on the family cemetery lot, which was only a couple of blocks away.  Of course,
my tools were manually operated, which is what most people had in those days.  I did
considerable interior painting for Grandma.  Common sense tempered by trial and
error taught me how to paint -no one in the house seemed to know anything about it.
I think the only task I really hated was scrubbing the white wooden wall of the
upstairs back porch; the strong solution I was given to use made my hands raw.  Poor
Billy?  No, I was not overworked or taken advantage of.  But I have to say that
Grandma was fortunate to have me for a helper, as Aunt Dorothy, who was her
principal helper, had a rather full workload already.

I started working for Mrs. Robert R. Henderson that summer.  Remember, she
was the lady who let the “Fayette Street boys” use her garage and vacant lot.  My
main job was cutting her sizeable lawn, which took about two hours.  At twenty-five
cents an hour, that brought me the grand sum of a half buck every two weeks.
Luckily, Mrs. Henderson’s lawn needed weeding so I took on that job at the same
rate.  Weeding is a slow job and I really weeded the H out of that lawn and managed
to earn quite a few additional quarters.  Mrs. H. took a liking to me and I kept up with
her for a number of years.  She was a nice lady.

Then the small-town boy finally had the opportunity to visit a big city for the
first time.  Early one morning in early July, I boarded the Baltimore and Ohio
Railroad excursion train with my cousins John and WeeWee (Marie) King for the
three-and-a-half-hour trip to Washington, D.C.  When I entered the main waiting
room of Union Station, I was awed by its immensity and heroic decor.  In the men’s
room, through the open top of a window, I had my first unforgettable sight of the
city’s grandeur: the Capitol’s dome.  So first we walked to the Capitol and inspected
its exterior but were unable to enter at that time.  Off then on our tourist’s trek to the
other big attractions - the White House, the zoo, the Washington Monument, the
Lincoln Memorial (which impressed me profoundly) and the Smithsonian Museum
and in the evening we went to a movie at a spacious, ornate theatre.  Quite late, we
returned to Union Station, footsore and exhausted.  (WeeWee confessed that she had
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soaked her feet in the washbowl in the rest room.) We got back to Cumberland at
about 2:30 A.M.  It was truly a day to remember.

I had seen only the beautiful, the interesting part of Washington, I’m sure I
realized at the time.  Yet I think it was that first visit that aroused a desire to come
back, some day, perhaps for much longer.

Today, on infrequent trips into the city, I invariably see tourists - their attire,
for one thing, identifies them.  Whether they are, as was I in 1938, victims of
Washington’s magic, I cannot say.  Perhaps there is some common denominator
among the people who choose to visit their capital that seems to standardize their
behavior. They seem comfortable, not strange; wide-eyed, not blasé.  I believe that
even today I could fit right in with them and feel seventeen again.

Later in July I enjoyed another first - a trip to Solomons, Maryland.  My
grandfather Wallace’s brother, Will, a fisherman by occupation, and his family lived
there.  In earlier years, Pop traveled there a few times by train and boat, sometimes
taking along perhaps two of his children.  It had been some time since he had been
there, so he was elated when Foxie offered to drive him and some family members
there.  So at a little after 4:00 A.M. Pop, my mother, her sisters Dorothy and Regina,
and I squeezed into Foxie’s car for the approximately seven-hour trip.  I swam in the
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Patuxent - my first time in salt water.  Ben Shores, Uncle Will’ s son-in-law, took us
out in a fishing boat and we were caught in a squall which scared the dickens out of
us landlubbers. Aunt Lizzie and her daughters Elloise and Willanette prepared a
delicious seafood meal for us.  That night our hosts somehow found places to bed us
all in their small house.  For me it was not a restful night, what with Foxie’s snoring,
little Wallace Shores’s whooping and the pouring rain.  We returned to Cumberland
the next day. That night I went to bed early, thankful for my own private bed.

When I was a teenager, there was one thing, if nothing else, that summer held
for us and that was the Cumberland Fair and Horse Races every A u g u s t .
Cumberland was blessed with a breathtaking setting for its fairgrounds and race
track - a panoramic view of the nearby West Vi rginia mountains.  I started attending
with family members but by this time I went with my buddies.  The main attraction
was the races.  Four or five of us would put in 40 or 50 cents to make a $2.00 bet.
We usually bet the favorites, so it wasn’t too hard to get a consensus as to which
horse to bet on.  When we won, the generally small profit was even smaller split four
or five ways.  That summer, my records show, I played every race and broke about
even.  But what an exciting time!  To top it off, we stayed after the races for the
carnival, a gross, chintzy aff a i r, palatable only because it was a once-a-year lark.
But then came the big entertainment viewed from the grandstand -tumblers,
jugglers, high divers, etc.  The grand climax was an electrifying fireworks display,
the unique feature of which was the bombs’ thunderous reverberations as they
echoed off the mountain wall across the river.  

vi - Senior Year, 1938-39

It was a relief to be finished with paper carrying, now that Bob was back to
reclaim his route.  But that little pleasure was offset by the unpleasant necessity of
again getting up early five days a week to go to school.  Oh well, I was a big Senior
now and this was going to be a glorious, glamorous year.  Little did I realize what an
almost impossibly crammed schedule I would have.  I had brought it on myself.
Determined to go out in a blast with a big list of activity credits against my name in
the yearbook, I set out to load my extracurricular schedule to the maximum.

On the fourth day back, Miss Mary Sowerby, the yearbook advisor, called me
in and lectured me on the tremendous responsibility and workload I was faced with
as editor of the yearbook.  The next day, I tried out for cheerleader, of all things, a
naive move to show an interest in sports even though I was not a jock.  I was selected.
Soon Boys’Glee Club (the name “Alco Revellers” was dropped) rehearsals resumed.
Eventually I would also be singing in the Mixed Chorus.  Photography Club: while
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still a member, I had doubts about being able to fit it in this year.  French Club:
primarily social but I would occasionally be required to participate in programs at
meetings and that would take time.  Declamation and debate: soon to be a more
poised and confident 18, perhaps I would have a better chance to excel in these
endeavors, although they would consume a major slice of time.  With all this, would
there be time for any kind of a
social life?  An academic life?  I
was confident there would be, but
I did not foresee the rat race.

Yearbook without question
was the predominant focus of my
Senior year.  Fortunately, I had
made a head start during the
summer by establishing a theme,
inventing ideas as to photographic
style and roughly designing a title
page and other format features.  It
would be this aspect of the
yearbook process - appearance -
where I would exercise my
primary leadership and energies.
Miss Sowerby was the de facto
managing editor, the one who
oversaw the operation as a whole,
for she had the requisite
experience whereas I did not.

Early on I formed my staff
from students who applied plus
one who accepted my invitation to
serve as assistant editor, namely Ann Hausman, who was bright and good with words.
There were 24 of us, including four faculty advisers.  The main effort, however, fell
to perhaps a third of that number. Ann supervised and performed much of the writing;
the business manager relieved me of an area in which I was least talented; the
category editors, such as classes, organizations, sports, were indispensable for
conducting the liaison work that I did not have time to do.

Representatives of our publisher came to Allegany in September for a design
conference.  For two class periods, we discussed concepts and, to the extent we could
envision them, details of format and style.  We concluded with an understanding that
the 1939 Allegewi would be a “different,” a “modern” yearbook.  I was elated,
because it was on the basis of my naive bragging that I could produce an
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unstereotyped annual that my peers had elected me to the editorship!

A school annual being largely a picture book, the photography, especially the
professional photography, demanded much shooting time and much coordination, the
major part of which I conducted.  It meant frequent meetings with our photographer,
Bob Goldfine, a genial fellow whom I was soon calling “Bob,” to set up shooting
schedules and discuss photo locations, the arrangement of subjects, special effects
that might require unconventional techniques, etc.  For example, in former years,
most group photos were taken out of doors in the natural light of warm fall days.  My
plan, not revolutionary to be sure, called for group photos, especially organizations
and clubs, to be taken indoors in informal poses, for example around a table, as

though at a meeting or work session.  At first, Bob saw the plan as too complicated,
especially because it would mean bringing in and setting up his lighting equipment.
But he took up what he considered a challenge, recognizing that if our “new look”
was successful, his business would surely benefit.  The photography was a major
undertaking, keeping Goldfine, me and others quite busy from September through
February.  In addition, hundreds of snapshots, mostly by student-photographer John
Harbaugh, had to be thoughtfully reviewed in order to select a representative
sampling for publication.

Designing page layouts, including the actual mounting of photographs - that
is, making the “dummy” - was hands-on work that I enjoyed.  This, too, was time-
consuming.  I found part of that time during my otherwise free fifth period, as well
as after school and sometimes after dinner until late at night either at school or at
home.  There were decisions I preferred to make personally or at least to approve such
as the selection of candid photographs, the inclusion of written features and certain
editorial matters.  While generally not involved in business matters, I felt I had to be
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concerned about subscription progress. These things required discussion so staff
meetings after school were often held.  Mine was a stressful job, given its deadlines and
uncertainties, and more than once I recorded frustration or dissatisfaction with progress.

But day by day, progress we did, and in April of 1939 the last material was
dispatched to the publisher.  On June 1, A l l e g e w iwas distributed.  It was beautiful,
though perhaps not so “different”  as I had promised.  Now I could breathe.  Perhaps in
thoughtless reaction, I wrote, A whole year’s hard work and it takes about 15 minutes
to look at the darn thing.  Nevertheless, what an invaluable experience I had gained.

During that long stretch, I kept my equilibrium by pursuing a relatively active,
but sane, social life.  I went to at least a dozen dances and skating parties, school-
sponsored and others. The occasions were varied: church sponsored affairs, school
club dances, after-school “tea dances” (imagine that today!), and, of course, proms.
One big affair I attended was a “coming out party” for two sisters at the Fort
Cumberland Hotel.  There was one costume affair at which I was Dracula (I can’t
imagine how I managed that get-up; my mother was not creative along those lines).  

I enjoyed dancing so much that I got to be a bit of a snob about it and was
disappointed at more than one dance when the poor dancers outnumbered the good
ones.  (I like to think that my snobbery never showed.) It was the era of “mixer” dance
numbers like the Paul Jones and specialty dances - the Big Apple, the Lambeth Walk
(a British import) and the Castle Walk (revived in a contemporary Astaire-Rogers
movie based on the life of Vernon and Irene Castle, famous dancers of an earlier
period).  Jitterbug was beginning to be popular then but I didn’t become proficient
until later when I was in the Army.  Slow, romantic, cheek-to-cheek dancing was in.
It was a nice way for a bashful guy like me to get to hold a girl!  

Probably the best place for dancing to your heart’s content was Circle Inn.
This was a small coke and sandwich place, with a juke box and minuscule dance
floor, situated four miles outside of Cumberland on McMullen Highway.  I spent
many carefree hours there after a dance or game, even walked there a few times (not
a good idea at night on that poorly lighted road).  It was there at a party in May that
my date, Anna Bessie Everstine, taught me to jitterbug.  There was also a place called
Mayfair and an Elda that I occasionally went to - not having a car, I went where I was
driven.  But the most frequented meeting place of all was right on Baltimore Street,
our main drag: Ford’s Drug Store.  The idea of going to Ford’s was to see and be seen.
It had little to offer besides a generous number of booths and a juke box that could be
operated from each booth, but no dancing.  The fare was simple - fountain drinks, ice
cream and simple, cold sandwiches.  Although discouraged by the management, kids
occupying a booth for hours with a coke or two, at five cents each, was not unusual.

Scraping together money for my few expenses was no easier this year than in
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the past.  On Tuesday evenings for a few months I worked at a bingo game for a dollar.
One Saturday I worked in the produce department of a self-service market (forerunner
of the “super market” ) and earned $1.48 for my 7 1/2 hours.  That came out to 19 cents
an hour, less than my rate at Mrs. Henderson’s.  I looked ridiculous in the oversize
apron and cap.  I didn’ t work there again.

I worked on Mrs. Henderson’s lawn through November, until the grass was
dormant and there were no more leaves to rake.  On Christmas Eve she hired me to
help trim her tree and gave me a gift of four new fifty-cent pieces.  I resumed yard
work for Mrs. Henderson in April for one or two times but my after-school and
Saturday schedules had become so heavy that I gave it up.  Our association had been
nice.  I think it must have pleased her, as the school term moved on, to see my name
and picture in the Cumberland Ti m e s in connection with my high school
involvements. (We communicated once or twice a few years later when I was in the
Army and she sent a gift when I was married.  A few years later she was killed in an
automobile accident.)

My lawn- mowing, shrub-clipping and room-painting jobs at home continued
for the usual weekly 50-cent stipend, although Grandma often slipped me a modest
bonus as well.  One of my wintertime chores was to “bring in the coal.” There was
no room in the small, unfinished cellar for coal to fuel the stoves in the living/dining
room and in the kitchen, so each day’s supply had to be carried in buckets from a shed
at the foot of the backyard to the backporch.  Many a cold Saturday morning when I
would like to sleep late, I was hustled out of bed to do my duty. Winter also meant
shovelling snow and this year, on January 14, we had a lot to shovel - 12 inches.  

And so I struggled through my Senior year on a pittance.  But then, with more
money at my disposal I might have been tempted to go places and do things to the
neglect of my studies and my extracurricular activities.

Here is a description of me written in November 1938 which I thought
ridiculous at the time.  Re-reading it in 1994, I find that perhaps as my life unfolded
and ultimately took shape, the analysis was not far off the mark.

You have a logical, well regulated mind.  You are
rather versatile, able to do many things well, and you
like to dabble into this and that and exert your ingenuity.
You haven’t so much aggressiveness, but you do have perse-
verance and ambition.  Plain, practical and good taste
combined with common sense, sane judgment and a leaning 
toward conventions, help to make you a good wholesome
individual, one of the kind that makes good husbands,
inspiring fathers and desirable citizens.  You are regular
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in your habits, dependable when it comes to making promises
and appointments and your principles are fine.  You would
make a good manager or director of some branch of business
or work.  A light profession would be suitable to one of
your ability, temperament and personality.  Selling ability
is not [a strong characteristic].  Your interests will be
promoted by the development of more self-confidence and
aggressiveness.  You enjoy the outdoors, natural beauty
and gardening.  

(From a handwriting analysis by Jeanne French,
“Internationally Famous Graphologist”)

Yes, I was a cheerleader.  Miss Sowerby tried to discourage me.  The first time
she saw me in my uniform, at a pep rally in the gym, she told me quite frankly that
the white pants, sweater and shoes made me look “so very pale.” It was clear that she
thought cheerleading would take away from my yearbook time.  But I refused to
withdraw.  I really enjoyed being a cheerleader.  More important, it forced me to go
to games, where I got a little much needed exercise and quite a bit of nervous release.
Also, the opportunity to perform in front of hundreds of people was good for my ego.
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Going to out-of-town games gave me at least an acquaintance with the towns and
countryside of the area in which I grew up.  I suppose Mary Sowerby got used to
having a many-sided editor.  She was nice to me.

In Senior year, I was so caught up in school l i fe that almost al l my
friends were Al legany students.  Vic Mal loy, a LaSal le boy, was my remaining
“Fayette Street”  buddy early in the year, but he too was soon involved in his
own school’s activi ties.

Ted Ferrato, a Junior and fellow cheerleader, and I became close friends.
After games we often finished the evening at Ford’s.  Some evenings we spent time
at Saints Peter and Paul’s bowling alley, generally not to bowl or play ping pong but
just to loaf, or hang out, as we say today. These were places we could walk to - he
too had no car - and our homes
were not too distant.  This was
good: Walking with friends in the
quiet Cumberland nights meant
t a l k i n g with friends, and that
meant learning from each other.

Under forgotten circum-
stances, a rather insecure, lonely,
Sophomore boy named Jimmy
Orndorff latched on to Ted and
me.  He was in desperate need of
friends it seemed.  Soon he was
phoning me and showing up at
Ford’s more often than I liked, for we had nothing in common. But I tried not to
ignore him because I thought it would hurt him. I listened to his problems and gave
him advice and assuaged his concerns based on my “vast experience and
accomplishments” (so he felt) as a Senior.  I hope I didn’t do irreparable damage!
Circumstances eventually changed and Jimmy dropped out of our lives.  Chalk it up
to a lesson in interpersonal relations.

Enter Marcellus Barncord - Barney - into the Ferrato-Rohrer partnership.  He
was good for Ted and me, who were somewhat serious while Barney was sort of devil-
may-care, a cutup.  For better or for worse, Barney had access to the family car.  We
had some good, harmless times that went on into the summer after graduation.  T h e n ,
almost without realizing it, the paths of Ted, Barney and me took different directions.

Jimmy Scott was not a close, everyday pal but he was certainly a good friend
It was Jimmy who organized a group of classmates for a train excursion to Wa s h i n g t o n
on a beautiful April 2. This time I went into the Capitol, even climbed up into the
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dome.  And while I found the cherry blossoms “not so hot,”  the Kay Kyser band show
at the Earle Theatre, mobbed by young people, was exciting.  It’s Jimmy to whom I’m
forever grateful for the many rides to dances and games that he gave me.

David Weiss was perhaps the most intellectual of my friends.  Occasionally
we studied together or saw a movie.  But David was not one to waste time just
hanging out, say at Ford’s. I was always stimulated (sometimes mentally enervated)
after times with David.  Our main involvements together, as in our Junior year,
were declamation and debate. We also collaborated on a physics project and took
part in assembly presentations and closed-circuit radio shows over the school’s
public address system.

On Columbus Day of 1938, David and I spoke in assembly on boats and
navigation in Columbus’s time and the explorer’s role in the development of the small
countries that he visited.  In December I moderated a “Professor Quiz” program via
radio and David, not surprisingly, was the winning contestant.  As a Physics
assignment, David and I, and on another stint Bill Burger and I, went up to Allegany’s
roof daily for two weeks and there read a set of weather instruments and forecast the
day’s weather.  One of us called the reading to the local newspaper which published
it as the day’s unofficial forecast.  (Our accuracy rate was not too good, even though
our physics teacher often made the predictions.) In February, I played the role of
Thomas Paine in a radio playlet commemorating Washington’s crossing the Delaware
River and the Battle of Trenton.  David was not in this for some reason.  

It was December 8, the church’s commemoration of the Immaculate Con-
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ception of Mary, and I attended Mass that morning and prayed for help in the
competition David and I would face that afternoon.  It would be a contest among
ten Allegany students to determine the school’s entrant in the annual Tasker G.
Lowndes countywide declamation contest. 

My speech was “What Democracy Means to Youth” in which the author,
Eugene Lyons, a noted journalist, enjoins the young people of America to recognize
the evils of dictatorship manifested at that time in Germany, Italy and Russia, to resist
“propaganda of hatred” and to “safeguard the treasures of human freedom.” Imagine
the emotional wallop a good speaker could get from lines like these:

You know what goose-stepping means; you’ve seen
pictures of soldiers doing it.  Well, modern dictators 
have demonstrated that it’s possible to make an entire
nation of a hundred and seventy million people do the
goose-step - not with their feet, but worse: with their
minds and their hearts.

And these:

For more than a hundred and fifty years - ever since
the American Revolution and the French Revolution - the
world has struggled to establish a few simple but towering
facts: that the state is the servant of the people and not
the other way ‘round; that the happiness and dignity and
freedom of the individual man or woman are the final test
of any system of life; that man shall be free to think and to worship.

And:

American youth, even more than the older generation,
needs to understand and to meet the challenge of the
European dictatorships.  It must demonstrate that we can 
attain a better life for all our people without paying
the price exacted by a Mussolini or Hitler; that we can
do it within the framework of free institutions, without
enslavement to a super-state.

It was a wonderful oration, full of lofty sentiments, strong images and
patriotic appeal.  Looking back today, I see that experience as symbolic of my
inevitable immersion in a momentous period of history - World War II.  With material
like that, how could I have failed to win?  The fact is, I did win.  I was awarded a gold
medal and the nomination as Allegany’s representative in the interscholastic contest.  

On December 16, I went to 7:00 Mass and prayed that I would do well in
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the declamation finals that night at Beall
High School.  Again I won!  It was
A l l e g a n y ’s third straight victory in the boys’
division, entitling our school to permanent
possession of the banner.  Two weeks later I
made a protocol visit to Tasker Lowndes, at
his invitation, in his office at the Second
National Bank.  It turned out to be a question
and answer gril l ing, although pleasant
enough.  Later I gave my speech at a
luncheon meeting of the local Rotary club.
(In their newsletter, a writer commented:
“E v e ry once in a while we get discouraged
and think that the whole of civilization is
going haywire; and then we run into some
youngster who seems to be doing some re a l
thinking about the situation and we cheer up
a bit.”  He thought I wrote that speech?  I
m u s thave spoken convincingly - or was a
better actor than I knew!) I again gave my
talk at a meeting of a Baltimore and Ohio
Railroad Y M C A group which my
grandmother and grandfather Wallace as well
as my Aunt Margaret and my mother
attended, to my great pleasure.

In February 1939, the question for the
annual Will iam A. Gunter debate was
announced: Resolved: That the United States
Should Establish an Alliance with Great
Britain.  It could not have been more timely:
Only a year earlier, Hitler had annexed
Austria.  On March 15, 1939, just before the debate preliminaries, Hitler had
occupied Czechoslovakia.  E u rope was in turmoil.  Great Britain was a part of Euro p e .

For my tryout presentation in early March, I presented arguments both pro
and con and gained a slot on the negative team, whose other members would be Alice
Keller, Bill Holt and John MacFarlane.  My friend David would be on the affirmative
team.  On March 24, 

“Over 200 Allegany High School students listened
carefully as eight glib students presented their cases.
Following the verbal wrestling match, Principal Ralph
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R. Webster declared that the assembled students should
put the matter to a vote.  All in favor of such an
alliance say I, the students were told.  The call for
affirmative votes resulted in a wave of quiet.  But the
call for negative votes resulted in a loud chorus of
‘ayes’as the students voiced their sentiments against
the entanglement proposition.” 

- The Cumberland Evening Ti m e s .

(The outcome might have been different if the contest had been after the following
September when Britain was actually at war with Germany!)

For the next round a week later, our negative team traveled to Frostburg,
twelve miles distant, and defeated Beall High School’s affirmative team.  I was
awarded the medal for best speaker on my team.  David’s affirmative won against
Barton (Maryland) High School and he, too, won the medal.  Finally came the
“ d e b a t e - o ff”  between the two schools (Allegany and Bruce, at We s t e r n p o r t ,
Maryland) whose affirmative and negative teams had both won their respective
debates.  Somehow it was decided that only the Allegany negative and the Bruce
affirmative needed to fight it out.  By April 6, I was weary of the contest, or maybe I
had become complacent.  I stumbled a little in my speech.  I was not at my best and
was grateful for my three capable team mates, Bill, Alice and John.  Nevertheless,we
won!  Our victory entitled Allegany to possession of the Gunter Debate banner at least
for one year.  Our victory was all the sweeter because Bruce had been holding the
banner for the three previous years.  It was a relief to have those grueling speaking
contests behind me.  But what a valuable training ground they had been!

With debate out of the way, a new experience was about to unfold: play acting.
I had not been in a dramatic play since the passion play a few years earlier.  Now
Barney Wickard offered me a minor, but important, role in the annual senior class play.
Casting well-known seniors, with or without proven acting ability, was his way of
promoting the play.  “Strangers at Home” by Charles Divine, an earlier Broadway
production, was touted as the “delightful, homey story”  of a family whose members are
“virtually driven from home by the mother, in the name of accommodating tourists.”  

I was to portray Stuart Mason, “a well bred young man who falls in love with”
Kay, the romantic lead (so read the local newspaper article, which also carried my
picture).  I would need to provide my own costumes - three different summer dress-
up outfits, none of which I already owned.  My mother’s budget would suffer, but she
came through somehow, as always.

On April 11, at the second rehearsal, I was doing a scene with Kay, played by
Ann H., in which I was to try to kiss her.  I started laughing and Barney pulled his
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first outburst.  (I had been warned about his tantrums.) He yelled from the back of the
auditorium: “Just because you never kissed a girl, do you think you can disrupt a
rehearsal with your silly giggling?” And he went on in that vein.  Oh boy, what had I

gotten into by accepting this role!  Should I back out?  I didn’t, I’m glad to say.  From
then on, rehearsals went fairly smoothly, except for a few incidents involving other
actors.  No doubt Barney was entitled to make demands to ensure that this, his one
hundredth production,was a success.
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And a success it was declared to be.  Strangerswas presented at the Strand
Theatre on May 5 to a large audience.  J. William Hunt, perennial theatre critic, in his
usual totally laudatory review commented: William Rohrer gave such a good
performance as the young socialite suitor that it is regrettable he did not appear in
more plays during his high school days.  Ahem!
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Here is an excerpt from that romantic scene that Barney Wickard gave me a
hard time about:

Stuart: It’ s such a nice night.
Kay: Isn’t it?  Lovely. I hear peepers in 

the grass.
Stuart: Sign of rain.
Kay: Do you ever get this queer feeling that

the world is too beautiful?
Stuart: Too beautiful?  No... But I could

feel that way about you.
Kay: Stuart!
Stuart: [Puts his hand on her shoulder as if

he were about to kiss her]. I could.
Easy as anything.

Kay: [Impulsively; grabbing him by the hand].
Come on! Let’s go in the parlor. This
is too public.  

A party followed the performance, lasting until 1:45.  It had been a memorable
day.  In June we put on a benefit performance of the play at a local elementary school.

Back to my friendships.  Closest of
my girl -pals (that is, those without
romantic interest) was Shirley Driscoll.
She was a cute, sl ightly plump, curly
haired, blonde, dimpled (I think), vivacious
girl.  She was usually going steady with an
“older”  man, never, as I recall, a current
Alleganian.  She said she was my big sister
and of ten affectionately cal led me
“ B r o t h e r.”  She was a good friend in time of
need: When I  had no way to get to
F r o s t b u rg for the finals of the county
declamation contest, she enl isted her
boyfriend to take my mother and me in his car.  Shirley was my adviser in aff a i r s
of the heart, specif ically, my Ann Hausman crush.

Encouraged, no doubt, by my prom date with Ann back in May, in our junior
year, I continued in senior year to “like” her.  She knew this without any overt act on
my part to make it known.  I was so dumb.  I didn’t even ask her to go to a movie.
But again, I was still afraid of refusal for I was aware that there were two other “Bills”
whom she cared for. There were times she could not ignore me.  Walking her home
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one night after a late yearbook work session, my admiration of her was fired but it
was clear that she was forever lost to me.  Nevertheless, I continued to walk her home
whenever I had the chance.  By May I tried the tactic of pretending to have given up

my pursuit, passive though it had been.  It
must have been clear that I was whistling in
Dixie.  That June, as graduation
approached, I walked Ann home from
Ford’s and for the first time we candidly
expressed our feelings for each other.  I told
her that I cared for her very much.  She said
that ours was a “beautiful friendship” but it
was not the same as her friendship with Bill
Hewitt.  I wrote: “We understand each
other now!  It’s really all very pathetic.”
End of saga?  Not quite.

Meanwhile, there was Jane Nicholls, a
cute, perky girl, from Girls’ C e n t r a l
(Catholic) High School, who had entered
my life in the previous summer of 1938.  I
went to her house for the first time with
some other boys to play poker with Jane’s
stepfather, George Deal.  She seemed to
like me, so I started going to see her.  She
lived in LaVale, a suburb of Cumberland

three or four miles distant, which meant I had to take the city bus as far as it went,
Narrows Park, and walk several blocks farther to the Deals’house.  This was no
burning romance, by any means, but it was a more positive relationship than the one I
had with Ann and so it was good for my ego.  We would just talk on the front porch or
play cards; twice we went on outings.  Then Jane asked to wear my class ring and
reluctantly I let her.  My mother (who had bought the ring for me) was quite displeased.
Nevertheless, I continued seeing Jane occasionally,
either by accident or on visits to her house, usually
with other boys.  Once I went to see her and 15 other
boys were there!  That didn’t sit well and I wrote
afterwards that I didn’ t think I cared for Jane the way I
did for Ann.  Not long after that I asked Jane to return
my class ring.  I thought that ended our fling, but no, I
kept running into her, as though it was ordained that
our friendship stay alive.  Then in June I took her to a
post-graduation dance of the Allegany H.S. Sub Deb
Club.  And the summer had barely started.
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In the turmoil of all the extra-curricular activities, the social whirl, the
drugstore loafing and the romantic torments, let it be known that I still made time for
studying.  Believe me, I had to.  I was not a “brain,” a quiz kid, a quick study. The
mostly A’s and B’s I earned came as a result of long, hard work, often until so late at
night that my mother periodically got on my back.  The truth was, I enjoyed studying.
Sure, I got weary of it at times.  But I earnestly believed in learning the material from
day to day rather than cramming at the end, although at times it was impossible to
avoid.  In an essay for English class on the correlation of school records and success
in life (later published as an editorial in the school newspaper) I wrote, somewhat
awkwardly and verbosely:

Anyone who is not accustomed to doing things to 
the best of his ability finds great difficulty in obtain-
ing perfection when perfection is absolutely necessary.
It will be still more difficult if this person has passed
his school days.  It is during school life that habits are
formed, good and bad.  Habits formed in these years are
usually difficult to break.  After this time it is difficult
to acquire new habits.  A student who has early learned to 
apply himself to his studies and to strive for excellence
will nearly always continue in later life to be satisfied
with the results of only his bestefforts.

Here, then, is a brief look at the results of my best academic efforts in my final
year of high school.  In the first semester, trigonometry was especially difficult for
me, despite the efforts of a brilliant, well-liked teacher, William Noland.  Solid
geometry in the second semester was less difficult for some reason.  Even in English,
usually fairly easy for me, I got off to a slow start, possibly because Pearl Eader set
such high standards.  But I picked up and received a final grade of A.  In Mr.
Wickard’s Physics course I started with an A but for the rest of the year I didn’t get
beyond B.  The mechanical aspects of physics were hard for me.  In Typing I
vacillated between A’s and B’s, with a final grade of B.  Along with English, typing
probably had more lasting value throughout my life than any other school subject.  I
continued to ace in French, no doubt because I liked the subject and therefore devoted
a great deal of time to it.  Ivan D. Neidermeyer was my instructor - a short, stocky,
balding man, a touch prissy.  I liked him; he motivated me to love languages more
than ever.  But he was intolerant of undisciplined behavior, which at times I must
have exhibited in the form of talking or uncontrolled giggling.  One day in February
I reported to him after school, as commanded, and, unexpectedly tranquil, he spoke
to me about the belief he had held that I could go far if I wanted to, but that in the
light of my recent behavior he was beginning to lose faith in me.  I tried to be more
respectful after that incident.  
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Three A’s and two B’s: That must say something about the adage that the more
you do the more you cando.

The school year began to wind down as annual Senior class events took place.  

The Junior-Senior Prom was held on May 12.  I took my “big sister,”  Shirley
Driscoll.  Untypically, it was a costume dance and we went as cheerleaders - easy for me.

On May 18, the seniors elected the class celebrities, e.g., Most Popular Girl,
Most Handsome Boy, Best Girl Athlete, etc.  I was voted Most Talented Boy.  In a
separate election, the class voted Bill Holt to be Class Orator, the student speaker at
commencement.  There is no doubt that Bill merited the honor, but I couldn’t help
being disappointed that the honor did not fall to me on the basis of my successes in
declamation and debate.  

June 1: Yearbook, the Allegewi, was distributed.  Classmates wrote messages in
one another’s books.  Mostly we wrote cliches: “Lots of luck,” “Remember me,” etc.
Friends wrote compliments: “To a swell kid,” “Allegany is proud of you,” “Congrats
on the yearbook.” Ann was her usual exasperatingly ambi-valent self: “Actions don’t
say everything and you should know by now that if it hadn’t been for you my last six
years wouldn’t have been nearly so nice.”  The yearbook carried thumbnail
descriptions of each graduate.  Ann’s said, “has trouble with her ‘Bills’.” Mine said:
“Disarming grin... leader of cheers... one of true ambitions and high aims...work and
you shall succeed.” (What less could the writer say?  After all, I was the editor.)

June 2: Final issue of the 1938-39 Alcohi Mirror, the “graduation edition,”
published the Class Will in rhymed couplets.  “Bill Rohrer leaves to Soupy/His badly
tattered heart.” Eleanor Thayer, the paper’s editor, inserted her poem, “Farewell,
Allegany,” which said in part:

For the ideals that you have taught us,
And the happiness you have brought us,...
For the beautiful friendships we’ve made here,
We thank you.

Amen!

June 2: Last day of classes before examinations.  Senior Assembly, Allegany’s
traditional final assembly of the year at which the felt “A” was awarded to many
students in all areas of accomplishment.  I received my letter for cheerleading,
declamation, debate and yearbook.  After our class president, Bill Oswald, presented
the “staff of leadership” to the next Senior class president, the Class of 1939 walked
to the rear of the auditorium as their places in the front seats were taken by the Class
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of 1940.  The audience stood at attention as we Seniors sang for the last time the
Allegany alma mater, “Dear Old High School.” It was a dramatic scene.  A few
sentimental girls cried.

June 5 - 8: Final examinations. No comment necessary.

June 11: Baccalaureate services at Centre Street Methodist Church.  Rev. Fred B.
Wyand, my distant relative from Washington County, gave the “senior sermon.” I was in
the choir, which sang Mendelssohn’s “Lift Thine Eyes”  from the oratorio “Elijah.”

June 13: Senior Class Night.  This “fun night” tradition this year took the form
of a three-act comedy with music written by vice-principal Lewen Davis.  It was a
topical satire on German dictator Hitler, British prime minister Chamberlain and U.S.
President Franklin D. Roosevelt in a plot involving a mythical kingdom, Allegania.
Humorous impersonations, kidding of faculty and students, contemporary songs with
appropriate lyric changes and talent acts gave the production an outrageous
vaudeville-like character. As to the story line, when “Hitlerini” (Hitler + Mussolini)
is about to impose a totalitarian regime on Allegania, a freedom-loving citizen played
by one William Rohrer makes an emotional speech, the one serious note in the show,
that convinces his countrymen to vote against the dictator:

Somehow it seems a shame that a day may be near
when this great nation shall be free no more.  This land
of ours - from pineclad hills to the sunny South - has stood
through the years as a light house. [Warming to subject]
It has sent out a gleam of hope to the oppressed peoples
of all the world.  We have taken the poor and have clothed
them.  We have fed the hungry and have given new ideas of
liberty and justice to all mankind. Are we mice or are we 
men that we entertain, even for a moment, a thought of
accepting this infamous proposal?... If it were with our
last breath might we shout our answer to this fiend. Which
will it be? Yes or No?

From the reaction of the capacity audience, our Class Night was a big success.  For
me, it was unmitigated fun. 

June 14: Senior Prom.  I wrote afterwards: “I had positively the most
wonderful time I ever had.” I took Mary “Jackie” Jackson, a bright talented girl who
had been in many of the same courses with me throughout our six years.  “Why do
times like these have to end?” 

June 16: Commencement exercises at the Strand Theatre for 192 students—
97 girls and 95 boys.
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“It was a scene to remember for a lifetime,”  the newspaper article began.

“There were the tiered rows of graduates, the girls graceful and womanly in
their gowns of white, the boys trim and manly in their white suits and blue ties.

“Banked before them were basket after basket of beautiful flowers, decorated
with multi-colored bows, flowers which went clear across the stage and ranged
around the sides of the theater.

“The high school orchestra, minus its senior members, of course, played the
introductory music, and the lilt and feeling of its music found a receptive audience.

“Then the curtains parted upon the spectacle which everyone had come to see,
the seniors on parade, and there was no one there who would have ventured to deny
that they made a grand spectacle.”

Only in a small-town newspaper would a high school graduation be reported in
such lofty, florid language and allotted two 16-inch columns.  But the thought did not
occur to me that the description might be overdrawn.  It expressed exactly the way I
felt, in words that I could never have put together myself.  

After the speeches (Bill Holt did a good job) and after the diplomas were
distributed, the special awards were announced.  Ann starred: scholastic excellence award,
gold pin for music and, most prestigious of all, the girls’ Welcome Home key as
determined by class vote.  Bill Holt won the boys’ Welcome Home key and award for
commercial course excellence.  David Weiss received the much deserved history medal.
I received the medal for excellence in English and the cash award, given by Mrs. Florence
Warfield, for excellence in conversational French.  “Then the Rev. David C. Clark asked
G o d ’s blessing for these new citizens of the community, and the ceremonies were over. ”

That evening, the Allegany alumni held a dance honoring the new graduates.
Again, Jackie was my date.  We had a good time, but Ann, the object of my
hopelessness had been there, too.
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Aunt Dorothy Wallace, right.

Dear old high school,
Our hearts go out to thee...

(Allegany Alma Mater song)



vii - The Summer of ‘39

Officially, school days were over but I couldn’t let go easily and clung to my
high school friends Ted and Barney for the rest of the summer.

I will never forget the picnic at Blue Beach with Te d ’s family in July.  We
visited some friends at a nearby camp and went in swimming.  Swimming back to
shore from a raft, I panicked when the current seemed to be forcing me downstream
and yelled for help. Anna Bessie Everstine swam out and held me up from
underneath unti l others rowed out a boat and took me to shore.  W h a t
embarrassment.  A few days later at Blue Beach, this time with Barney’s family, I
was more cautious.  (I might as well confess here and now the fact that I was a poor
swimmer then and remained one.) 

That summer I worked rather often in Pop’s vegetable garden nearby on
Tilghman Street.  I don’t remember anything about that experience; if I learned
anything, I never used it.  The only gardening I have done since has involved flowers,
and that on a small scale.  

I could not get Ann out of my system.  While I didn’t actively pursue her, she
kept turning up.  Jane, as well, was still very much in the picture, our friendship
having picked up a little momentum as a result of our date at the post-graduate Sub-
Deb Club dance toward the end of June. 

Then one evening, Barney and I dropped in on Nancy Holland and A n n
happened to be there and we danced and chatted in our accustomed “ just good
friends”  mode, but I was encouraged.  After a belated Senior Outing at Blue
Beach on June 26, which Ann also attended, I came home more up in the air than
ever about our relationship.  Ann was continuing to keep me guessing!  T h e n ,
i r o n i c a l l y, on the Fourth of July, I took J a n eto Nancy’s party in honor of A n n
who was soon to leave Cumberland to rejoin her parents in Connellsvil le,
Pennsylvania.  What was I doing!  

Ann’s absence should have given me the chance to get her out of my system;
but no, stupidly ever-hopeful, I was soon corresponding with her.

Jane continued to seem mildly interested in me.  Late in July, we went to
a party at Circle Inn and had a great time dancing.  After a picnic with her family
at Mill ison’s Mill, I found the ride back with Jane “pretty nice.”  We danced again
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at Cottage Inn after a wiener roast at
M i n k e ’s.  And then, for no specif ic reason,
our f ling came to a standstil l - temporarily,
as it turned out.

While dating Jane, Ann had come
back to Cumberland on visits and I tried to be
around when I thought she would be present,
say at Nancy Holland’s house, which had
become a sort of headquarters that summer.
Without doubt, I was still obsessed with Ann.
There was one final, happy evening at
Hollands’: Nancy, Ann, Bill Hewitt (sup-
posedly her preferred boyfriend), Barney and
I, plus Rankin Holland and his friends, had a
jam and song session.  Finally, a couple days
later, a few of us took Ann to the train station.
It was September and colleges would soon be
opening.  She would be back.

In the middle of that “Summer of
‘39”  embroilment, I got away from Cum-
berland for my first lengthy vacation.  My
cousin (on my father’s side) Jean Scheller
and her parents, Fred and Rachel, invited
me to visi t with them in Keedysvi l le,
Maryland.  On July 17, I took the We s t e r n
Maryland Railroad train to Hagerstown, where I was met.  My hosts treated me
r o y a l l y.  I slept in a wonderful featherbed (maybe a little t o o soft), ate delicious
food, enjoyed a lot of carefree fun with Jean and her teenage friends.  Jean knew
I l iked to dance, so we went once to Braddock Heights for dancing to a l ive band
and there was a party at Schellers’ with dancing again.  Jean’s uncle Russell and
wife took us to nearby Boonsboro’s homecoming celebration; it was fun—but no
horse races.  On several afternoons I fi lled in on rehearsals for a dance number for
K e e d y s v i l l e ’s forthcoming homecoming celebration, which, however, I did not
stay for.  Jean and I went to Hagerstown for Jean’s driving test, which she passed.
On the 29th, a relative, Scheller Emmert and his wife, who were driving through
Cumberland that day, brought me home.  It had been a very pleasant vacation. 

Soon Cumberland’s annual horse race meet was on.  I attended seven times,
a record for me, but I didn’ t set any record for winning bets.  Mother, as well as
Grandma and Pop, went one afternoon, a rare occurrence.  Other days, I went by
myself and placed bets for Grandma on the horses she had selected at home. She
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won on two “daily doubles,”  split with another person, bringing her about forty
dollars.  She was tickled.  It gave me a good feeling, too, for Grandma’s diversions
were rather few.

That was it, finis.  My beautiful, fleeting high school days and their summer
wind-down were over.

On September 5 I became a student once again, an event that determined all
the future events of my life.
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