Chapter 8

THE POSTGRADUATE
September 1939-January 1941

“My best friend is the one who brings out the best in me.”
- Henry Ford

| recall the associations and events of this chapter with deep-felt nostalgia.

The summer of ‘39 pleasantly eased the pangs of withdrawal from the last
heady spirited months of high school - a fortuitous transition into the next phase of
my formal education. | was again in a school environment but one quite unlike that
of public high school. | would now be immersed in an array of utilitarian, world-
oriented courses in sharp contrast with thgdbr liberal arts curriculum 1 had
known.And | would become intensely involved in church-related activities. New
close friendships would supplant the old.

Twice | would again know the pain of loss: the deaths of my grand-
mother Claribel Rohrer and my aunt Jeanette Rohrer, which | have described in
chapter 2, The Rohrers.

i - Cathermars Business School

Before | graduated, | had been approached by representatives of Categerman’
the local business school, and | had decided to go there for a year starting i
September Subsequent)ypeople from nearby Frostlgu(Maryland) Statdeachers
College (now State University) called upon me and convinced me to go there. So
was all set to enroll. Howevearot much thought had been given to where my tuition
payments and fees would come frofrthe $30 a year | could get from working at the
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college would be minimal. So | decided to go to Cathersnaftér all. First of all it
would cost less; Mother said she could scrape up my expenses somdten\a year

| could probably get a job (Cathermaugjuaranteed placement) and | could pay back
any money borrowed and eventually save enough money to go to a regular college.

(The subject “regular college” came up sooner than expedbdut three
weeks after starting business school, my former high school principal, Welmtey
offered me a college scholarship which a Maryland federal or state legislator hac
placed at his disposal. It was a full fegegar tuition scholarship to St. JobrCollege
(now University) atAnnapolis, Maryland. It did not include books, fees, room and
board. MrWebster pointed out that | could earn about $100 working at the college
and perhaps borrow a couple hundred from the local Rotary Club. Fearing that |
would surely need more money than | could earn and bpamdvknowing there was
simply no source for it, | regretfully turned down the scholarship. Perhaps it was just
as well. | didnt know it at the time, but St. Jolsnwas - and is - noted for its unique
curriculum of intensive study of the “great books.” | do not believe | could have
coped with the vast amounts of reading, analysis, assimilation, discussion, etc. the
would have been required, especially if | was working on the side.)

Cathermars was the only business school serving Cumberland and the small
towns in the Maryland-\@&tVirginia-Pennsylvania neighborhood. It was probably
the successor to a “Cumberland Commercial College” that | believe my father had
attended. Charles Catherman was its president and bookkeeping,teachafe
was the typing teacher and his son Charlelsalt some function | danfecall. Miss
Inskeep was the lovable stout, plain, schoolmarmish, teacher of business Englisk
business math and associated subjects. Miss Stump, neat, demure, soft-spoke
taught shorthand and she did a good job.

In the first semestemy main subject was bookkeeping, which | immediately
found to my liking, probably because of its discipline of orderly thinkinggoizing
and recording. Howevgkrdid not find it completely easy and was frustrated at times
when at the end of a lengthy exercise my books did not “balaAfer’ simple
bookkeeping came the more complicated cost accounting course. It was fascinatin
and | worked hard at it. Not satisfied with the successful physical completion of a
segment, | would review and study the whole thing to be sure | understood the
concepts and processes involved.

Shorthand was introduced after the first few months but | had given myself a
head start by learning the rudiments on my own. Fascinated by languages, | foun
the Gregg method of shorthand another language. | spent many hours in addition t
assigned homework time drilling myself on the intricacies of an ingenious invention.
Toward the end of the school yearreached the highly desired goal of taking
shorthand dictation at 120 words per minute and transcribing it within an establishec
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standard of accuracylndispensable partner with shorthand was typing, a subject |
had received a good start on in high school. Nastermined to attain a speed of 60
or more words a minute, | regularly stayed after classes to practice.

Later | completed a course in income tax accounting and one in business law
These involved concepts so new to my realm of knowledge and experience that the
were exciting challenges.

| suffered through the boredom of rapid calculation, business manners, filing,
and English grammagpelling | resented because | considered myself a good speller
But my smugness was demolished in a spelling contest broadcast from the local radi
station when | went down on my first word. I'll neverdet how to spelthaplair

il - Wayne

While ever the diligent student, | still found time -sometimes more than |
could aford - for fun and friendsAt the start of school at Catherma,nhlgh school
classmateWayne Miller and | became buddie~
Funny happy-go-lucky unhamperedWayne was
good for me, a counter to my seriousness i
restraint. He played the piano and accordion -
very well, yet | envied him and admired his oth
artistic talents.Wayne and | spent many an eveni
babysitting at his sistes house; we made musi
raided the refrigeratptearned to smoke, and talke
talked, talked. We hiked in Haystack anuVills
mountains, saw movies, bowled, went for ice cre¢
Rarely Wayne had the family carOnce we rode uf
to Pennsylvania, just across the Maryland bore
and gathered pine branches for ChristniBHse next
day | helped him decorate the dress shop wher
worked part-time. It wa$Vayne who drove us t
Garlitzs pond one day in January in order to
inaugurate the ice skates | had owned for a. y@ar Good buddy Wayne Miller.

a March afternoon, we saw “Gone with #&nd” and were so transported that we
knew our skipping school was justified.

Occasionally we double-dated. In Mafayne took EleanoFhayer our high
school classmate, to Cathernmmahnual dance. (He later married.hetook Neenah
Townsend, a Cathermangirl. In June we had blind dates for a Beall High School
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reunion dance in Frosthgr Probably owWaynes instigation, we left there early and
crashed\llegany’s alumni dance at the Shrine Club. | got home at@M@nd after
Wayne drove away found myself locked out, so | stood on the back fence and
shinnied up a post to the upstairs porch, luckily finding my outside bedroom door
unlocked! What a story | would have fowayne! OnWaynes impulse, we
celebrated the first day of spring by disregarding homework and just cruising around
One hot July night, we rode to Smowssswimming hole, a few miles outside of town,
and took a skinny dip in the pitch dark. On the serious side, for a couple months we
attended an evening course in vocal technique, harmony and the syntphghyby

Jack Platt, our former glee club directoAliegany We went to at least two classical
concerts in Cumberlangicommunity series of touring artisté/hen we didrt have
anything else to do, we walked and talk¥ds, Wayne could certainly talk and |
suppose | was a good listener

After we finished Cathermas’and both had full-time jobgyayne and I, for
reasons unexplained, didrsee much of each other

Whenever | think ofVayne Miller with his red hair and wide grin, | can’
help smiling.

il - CSMC

After Allegany’s full agenda, it was impossible to be uncommitted to some
serious project.The previous summel was approached byhekla Price, | believe
it was, to join the MericMeteran Unit of the Catholic Students Mission Crusade.
CSMC was a national organization to which students in Catholic schools
automatically belonged; as a public school student | had not been a mexdver
as a high school graduate, | was eligible to join a “veteran” unit.

Being in Merici meant lots of meetings. Early on | was elected chairman for
“Works for the Spread of the Faith.” I’'m not sure now precisely what that involved,
but it did make me a member of the executive board and that meant an extra meetin
in addition to each month'regular meetingThen came study club meetings and ad
hoc committee meetings. | was chairman of one of our fund-raising skating parties.
My lack of experience was evident: Our net profit was all of $10.95.

Merici's “adopted mission” was “the colored Catholics of Cumberland.”
Appropriately the unit formed a study club on “The Neghkmerican,” which,
successfully completed, could qualify a member for admission to “the order of
Crusade PaladinsTo me, it was an appealing opportungg | got myself into what
proved to be a considerable undertakidg.one of my study club contributions |
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researched and led discussions on the topfaradrican Negroes in the arts.

After a few months, as tangible evidence of our study effort - or Paladin
Round Table, as it was formally known - we developed a presentation comprised
of talks, recitations, choral numbers, posters and exhibits, which we mounted in
May (1940) in the parish hall. The souvenir program alone was a substantial effort.
Working with a Negro men’s quartet as part of the program was good for my social
development. (Cumberland’s Negro population was small, Negro membership in
our church was minuscule, and in 1940 public schools were segregated.
Incidentally* Negro” was the accepted appellation then.) The choral segment was
under my direction, my first musical leadership undertaking. | pulled together and
directed a small band of members (supplemented by my good buddy Wayne,
although he was not a CSMC member) which sang “a group of Negro songs.” Pat
Doerner provided indispensable piano accompaniment. But the event was poorly
attended. We rationalized, no doubt correctly, that the knowledge and experience
gained were compensation for our efforts. We even held a little celebration
afterwards, memorable because | taught Pat some rudimentary jitterbug steps that
| had recently picked up.

Staff of the Merician Crusader, periodical of the Merici unit of the
Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade, March 1940.

Two days laterat a big CSMC regional ral]lywe received our Paladin
certificates. In addition | was one of the recipients of an “Archbishbfgdal,”
based on the vote of my fellow Merici members.

With such incentives, could | refuse to take on a stint as editor of “The Merician
Crusader our monthly publication? Or refuse election as corresponding secretary?
The former | tackled with delight, my stimulating high-school yearbook experience till
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being in my blood. It was a modest publication of four 8-1/2" by 11" pages, so the
material to fill them was not too difficult to come by. But difficult indeed - at least to
me - was the laborious typing of those pages on wax stencils for reproduction by
mimeograph machine. | had typists on my small staff, but | often had to pitch in with
the typing. No wonder photocopy machines and computers were invented!

Perhaps typical of youth ganizations, Merici Unit had its fun-and-games
times. There was a wiener roast, a hike on Haystack Mountain, a dance, anothe
skating party (under someone etsehairmanship we did better!), a Halloween party
and a scavenger hunt. Our seriousrés were few and unimaginative: collecting
used Catholic literature for the foreign missions, a rummage sale a bake sale. Othe
years, | like to think, may have been more productive..

The many new and interesting people with whom | was associated in Merici
made my year and a half with theganization one of the memorable periods of my
youth. Foremost was Merisi’oganizer catalyst, guiding light and dedicated
laborer:Thekla Price, who would soon leave to join the Ursuline order of nuns in
Louisville, Kentucky and in time be known as Sister Mary Consuelo.

And Ah, the fervor of youth! Let it go into the record that during all these
months | continued to attend - perhaps not with unbroken regularity - Mass and
communion on first Fridays of the month, monthly communion with the sriéaly
Name Society , and weekly novenas at St. Pasriakd Sts. Peter and Paullhe
church-goingWallaces’example plus my immersion in churcHaafs through the
Catholic Students Mission Crusade had an inescapdbls.ef

iv - Home and Family

In 1939, the Public Service department store where my mother was employec
closed. In the fall she had the good fortune to move up the street - and up the scale
to the citys then prestigious department store, Rosenbaum Broiltesse she was
to remain for a number of years, becoming a popuiligh-visibility fixture in the
ladies’neckware department just inside the main entrance. In time she accompanie:
Mrs. Rosenbaum and other executives on buying trips toYekvCity. For this she
was neither promoted or additionally compensated and was made to feel lucky to ge
an expense-paid trip to the big city a couple times a adrMother liked her job
and presumably was earning as much as any other woman in non-commission reta
sales.That wasnt much, to be sure, in those Depression years. Somehow with those
meager wages, supplemented by small loans, she supported the two of us.
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In September of 1939, Mother and Foxie drovékoon, Ohio, to visit her
sister Magaret and her husband, B&emmer Foxie came to town again in
December for the last time. Mother had found out - | never knew how - that Foxie
was still legally married. It is possible that he had been separated for years an
intended eventually to be divorced. If so, it didmatter; to Mother the deception
was serious and unconscionable and she ended the relationship abruptly an
categorically If there was any regre ! -

Mother kept it to herself and carried @
with characteristic spunkApparently |
she did not consider the diamond Fox3|
had given her an engagement ring i
an outright gift and refused to return i§

| managed to cling to familyji
relations, though the tie was loosenirj
The Kings' house continued as a |
relaxing place to visit, if only to listerf§
to the radio or chat witAunt Maggie §
as she busied herself in the kitchej
Still interested in a small way in
photographyl watched John, the elde§
King son, an accomplished amateur
photographeras he developed and
enlaged photographs. | liked bein
around the other King siblings, too.
had grown up with Marie (“\&eWee”),
who was about my age. Margaret
(“Sis™) had always been nice to me at
| admired Carl (“Bone’) and Jim
(“Deacon”), tall, good-looking high
school athletes.

In earlier years | often went to
the Beaulieu house, headed by Aunt The ladies dressed up in period gowns for Rosenbaum’s
Marie and UncleArthut They had alot Department Store’s 100th anniversary, 1948
of kids of my generation to play with. Now that the eldest, Ruth Lee, was married to
Ed Joyce and had a child of her own, | spent time at her apartment, usually to babysit
with little Eddie. Then along came baby Mary Barbara and Ruth Lee asked WeeVé¢e
King and me to be the godparents. That must have meant | was now an adult!

At 19 and no longer a kid (I liked to believe), | could now join the older family
members’'shrimp-and-beer parties. In the past such parties were held when Pop’
railroad job took him out of town - not that he was against shrimp and beer per se bu
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he would object to the noise and late hours. Now that Pop was retired, the parties
were few and far betweeihe last one | remember was in July 1940 when Pop and
Grandma were visiting theemmers irAkron. | could take or leave the bebut Oh,

those sumptuous steamed, spiced, giant shrimp that you gulped down one after tf
other as fast as de-shelling them allowed!

Grandma saw that | kept my hand in with some of the household chores,
especially trimming the lawn and hedges. Once she had me tear down an old ros
bush before it tore down the fenceo(this day | dread the punishing fetcts of
pruning my own sadistic rose bushes.) Mrs. Henderson, as well, seemed determine
to make a gardener out of me. In the summven Cathermas’was drawing to a
close, | did yard work for her for about a month, which gave me at least a few quarter:
for movies and milkshakes.

But yard work was not good for my aliges, which at this period seemed to
have become increasingly severe. In the spring of 1939 Mother had been sc
concerned that she somehow found the means to have me takepdestoibed
sensitization shot®unt Regina, a nurse, at first administered the shots then taught
me to do it myself. (Some peomeknees turned to water when | told them this.)
Although the result was not successful, my doctor wanted me to try the same
treatment again in 1940Again, it didnt work. A couple of times, outside of the
hayfever season, | had bouts with bronchial asthma - scary but thankfully short-lived.
Throughout my life, I have had to put up with occasional asthmatic attacks.

v - Pursuing “Culture”

The French language was still in my blood, nurtured by continued
correspondence with my French pen pal Angéle. | even went so far as to
systematically review my French grammhtried to teach myself Spanish - Mrs.
Henderson said Spanish was nibw language to learn.

After high school, | decided | had outgrown being an altar doyas now
time to become a full-fledged member of Professor Peter Schurreeleit choirl
prided myself in learning what | consideredidiilt Latin masses (especially the one
by the intimidating compose6Griesbacheror so went the choir consensus). | was
excited when singing the stirring music of Christmas midnight Mass and was moved
by the solemn Holyeek litugy. Then there was the material reward of being a
chorister: the annual banquet tendered by the parish in recognition of our Atork.
the last one | attended, my favorite of all pastors, Father BotwWackman, gave his
usual witty talk; then we had beer and song in the cafeteria and finally bowling in the
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parish lanes. My brief choir experience was to be resumed much later in my life.

Wayne Millers example inspired a renewed interest in the piano. For months
| spent a period after supper practicing on the big mahogany upright \alleee
parlor | dug out a method book that one of the girls had used when studying with the
nuns, progressing on my own (with a little help from one of the girls) from “The First
Violet of Spring” through “March of the Plaidiriplets.” | gave up on the book and
began trying pieces th&Vayne played and in time | memorized the then popular
“Woodpecker Song.” Sometimes there were complaints about my frequent or perhap
lengthy sessions at the piano, but Grandma would come to my defense with, “A
now, how can he learn to play if he dopractice?” God bless her!

vi - Whatever Happened to Jane ddl... andAnn?

| guess they got sort of lost in the dteif

After the start of my Catherman’s year, | ran into Jane once or twice. In
November | took her to Catherman’s dance at the country club. | saw her at Aunt
Maggies, where she happened to be visiting with her parents. “Swell kid,” |
commented in my diary, “but still not for me.” And that was that. (A few years
later | saw Jane at church. We were both married then, otherwise it might have
been alittle awkward.)

As for Ted, | hadrf seen much of him since Septembkle was still going to
Allegany, undoubtedly caught up with new friends in the whirling life of a Sertier
called me, surprisinglyin February and we walked to Circle Inn for old timsaske.
After that we saw each other only rarely and then just in passied.b@came a flyer
in World War I, stayed in théir Force and eventually became a full colonel.)

Ann’s is a longer story In the previous chaptemy crush on her was still
alive as her friends put her on the train for Pennsylvania to start college. During
Thanksgiving break she came back to Cumberland. Dancing with her at Hollands
one evening, | realized how much | had missed her but concluded it was too late no\
to do anything about it. But “hope springs eternal” : During the Christmas season |
chanced to me&tnn downtown and walked her “the long way home”, in the course
of which | fell anew and got the message that she too had succuritiedbeing
with her at a holiday dance a few days latellowed by a nostalgic hour or so at
familiar, romantic Circle Inn, | was stunned by this favorable turn of evés. oh!

What do | do now! Maybe | was better off when she was irehitteiVhat | did
turned out to be, unintentionallthe best thing | could have dorlewrote Ann a
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rather bold, mushy letter after she returned to college. It must have intimidated
her, for in the spring when she was in Cumberland once more | was unable to
reach her by phone and it was clear that the avoidance was intentional. After
college let out in June, we saw each other in an informal group and again in
August when a bunch went dancing, and | could tell that Ann would never again
lead me on. At last | saw the light.

vii - Don

Donald Rolley and | became casual friends when he was a senior and | &
junior in high school (school year 1937-38Ye had met as members of the boys glee
club and were both French club membaf#e took in a few events together but were
not close buddiesToward the end of that school yeardouble date, Don furnishing
the car was of such importance to me that in my mind my friendship with Don was
forever sealed—because my date, long coveted, was none oth@&nth&tausman,
the occasion the high-school junigenior prom. But then Don graduated and was
caught up in a job. | became intensely involved in senior class activities, a busy
summer and then CathermsnAs a result, for the rest of 1938 and all of 1939, Don
and | saw each other raregnd then only in passing.

Quite unexpected]yon January 31 of the following yeddon came to my
house to ask me to be a pallbearer for Rosemary Soevimzhad just died of bone
cancer Rosemary and | were in elementary school togetben and she had been
neighborhood friends and in recent years | believe they went out tagettaepted
the duty of course, although | was uncomfortable with the thought of helping to carry
that beautiful young girl to her cold grave. (I did not serve as pallbearer after all, but
| did attend the funeral.) Don was deeply saddened but, with the composure anc
maturity of a much older man, helped to sustain Rosespgyents.

It was not until August of that year (1940) that Don and | reactivated our
friendship - 26 months after the end of our high-school association. We bumped
into each other after church. Don suggested we walk over to see Patti Rickey,
who was in town for avisit. He remembered that | had had a minor flirtation with
her in high school. The next day, again after church, we went to a movie and the
Queen City ice cream parlor. Two days later we went out on a double date. Soon
| finished business school and had ajob, so there was now time and a little money
for going out. Another week, another date, the first of a series that continued for
more than five months - Don always with Anna Mary Mullan and | with Helen
Kerber or a different girl - or without a date. We went dancing, sometimes we
bowled, went to a drive-in for snacks, ice skated or saw a movie. Once we took
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atrip to Skyline Drive. With Betty Greenya, | went to my first formal concert
with Don and Anna Mary; Don insisted we wear tuxedos (few others did), so |
borrowed a slightly vintage one from my boss. When she was home from college,
| was fortunate to have Mary (“Jackie” or “Billie”) Jackson, my good high-school
friend, as my date on two or three occasions. Sometimes Don and | alone would
go to amovie, bow! or just go for milkshakes, especially when the family car was
not at his disposal. On October 31,

we watched the Halloween parade

from awindow of the Cumberland

Evening Times building (where

Don worked). Leading the parade,

perched on acar, was Sally Rand, a

famous “fan dancer.”

When Don had a date with
Anna Mary, he often invited me to
go along even without agirlfriend, a
situation which, for some reason,
began occurring more often than
not. We laughed about this and
adopted “We Three” as our “theme
song.” | wrote: People, | suppose,
are wondering just who goes with
Anna Mary - Don or 1!

Don had done a lot of
singing in high school. He had a
marvelous baritone voice and
studied with alocal si nging teacher. “We three” -Don Rolley, Anna Mary Mullen and
When Jack P|att, amusic director at CWR - reunited here circa 1942.
Alleganyformed the Cumberland Choral Society in 1940 and announced Handel’s
Messiah as its inaugural presentation, Don thought he and | should join. On
September 24 we began weekly rehearsals. After rehearsals, Don and | usually
went someplace until it was time to pick up Anna Mary at the Algonquin Hotel
where she managed the front desk on the evening shift. Then “we three” would go
for snacks. Often we went to Doerners’, Kathryn Doerner being a member of the
choral society. A warm and lasting friendship developed among Don and me and
the Doerner family. Thus began my many happy hours - over many years - of
“singing around the piano” to the playing of (then) 14-year-old Pat Doerner, who
even then could play anything.

Handels level of dificulty was well above my head, but | was determined to
see it through and spent hours at the piano picking out my baritone parts and singin
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themad nauseanmuntil memorized. Finallyon December 10, we presented Messiah
at theAllegany auditorium and | felt that myfefts were rewarded. Don drove us to
the Shrine Club for a reception, which | recorded as “a pretty schndary’ af

Page from score used by CWR in Messiah performance in 1840 and
clipping from local newspaper

Don Rolley was the most gregarious person | ever kii#hatever he did, it
had to bewith somebody It came time to write Christmas cards: Don asked me to
his house where we could do our cards togefhieen he had\nna Mary and me help
him trim his familys tree. | sometimes think he took me on dates Auiiha Mary
because he needed more than one person to satisfy his need for cqpahg
always brought me home first!)

It was touching when on December 25 Don spent some time with Rosemary
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Soehnés parents on their first Christmas since Rosemary’s death. He had asked
me to go with him.

Don married June Bunkley in 1944, became a dentist after the war and
established a practice and a family in Salisbitgryland. He died there in 2000.

viii - Working

While | attended Catherman’'summer session, primarily with a view to
passing the 120-word-peminute shorthand test, | also put in some hours in the
school ofice addressing envelope3hen came my first outside job referral by.Mr
Catherman: taking dictation and transcribing letters for a local businessman, Russe
Saville, for several hours over a three-day period.

Next | had a2 to 5 job as a clerk-typist for the service manager at Fletcher
Motor Company. Mainly | straightened out his files and typed envelopes for
mailing out ads. | thought | was doing a good job for a neophyte - until the day the
front office said they had been getting phone calls from customers to say they had
received an empty envelope. Ow! | had probably mailed out a whole batch! Soon
followed this: the service manager said he had to pick up a car on Bedford Road
and bring it in for servicing and he needed me to go with him and drive the truck
back while he drove the customer’s car. | said, “But | don’t drivel” Looking
incredulous, he said, “My gawd, | thought everyone droove!” To this day, my wife
or | pull that one out when someone in the family confesses he can’t do such and
such: “What! | thought everyonedroove”

It wasnt funny when payday came about three weeks. |Atdlten | started,
nothing was said about my rate of pay - | hate’en very smart. But | was hoping
to get at least 50 cents an hour; after all, Mrs. Henderson gave me 25 cents for ju:
doing yard work, but dice work took special training! | thought I should receive
around $20.00 but | opened my envelope and found a lonely five-dollar bill. Now |
was not an aggressive kid; in fact | was rather timid. But this hit me hard. So |
marched into the front bte and politely (I believe) asked if there had not been a
mistake. No, the éite manager said, we let you work here for ¢ixperienceand
the $5.00 is sort of a tip. I'm sure there was disappointment, if not,amgey face
as | said | could’'work there any more, and headed out the door for home.

My next job was a longer story but it didn't turn out much better. In
September 1940, | got ajob as bookkeeper - again through the school - at Builders
Paint and Supply Company. My pay: $15 per six-day week, number of hours not
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specified. (Onmy first day, | was called back after dinner and worked until 10:00.)
Now, | had made good grades in bookkeeping but | soon found that keeping real -
world books had only superficial similarity to textbook exercises. But | worked
hard to learn my new job, frequently working overtime to keep my head above
water and felt that | was doing all right. Not so, it seems. After two months, the
outside auditor, performing hisfirst periodic audit since | started, found that | was
doing certain things wrong. It was clear that the cheerless old man was disgusted
with me and presumably recommended that | be relieved of bookkeeping duties.
The boss kept me on, at the same wages, as a floor salesman and sometime
installer of venetian blinds. That kind of work was not my cup of tea and my
business education was being wasted. Besides, | resented the boss's picayune
criticisms, even when said jokingly. So | offered reasonable notice of quitting and
asked Mr. Catherman if he could find me another job.

On January 17, 1941, | started working at the Second National Bank, in a job
that Don Rolley had vacated. It would pay about the same as my former job but for

fewer hours. My duties would include sorting customanscks received at the bank

for payment. Each day | would have to carry a quite heavy bag of coins to anothe
bank a few blocks awayThere must have been other duties as well, but | wasn’

around long enough to find out.

On January 18, | received a telegram from\ze Department ééring me a
Civil Service job inWashington.The position was that of junior stenograplpatying

$1,440 a year - an 85 per cent increase over my bank job. | agonized. Mother ha

misgivings about her unseasoned sogifay out on his own but did not try very hard

to dissuade me. But | could not turn down such an opportunity - and so much money

- so the next day | wired my acceptance.

On my eighth, and last, day at the bank, | was paififfteendays, a patriotic

gesture, | suppose, to show support for a young man about to work for his cuntry’

War Department in that period of precarious international relations.

My friends were enthusiastic over my decision to g¥Vlshington, easing
my apprehension during the last few days at home.

Two days before | left, “we three” had our final date: bowling followed by

cake and cokes anna Marys. | knew | would miss those two.
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