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Chapter 9

THE YOUNG CIVIL SERVANT

January 1941 - April 1942

“Don't be afraid if things seem difficult in the beginning. That's only the
initial impression. The important thing is not to retreat;

you have to master yourself.”
- Olga Korbut

i - Getting Started

It was January 26, 1941, and there I was in Washington’s Union Stationand
not just for a one-day visit as I had been a couple times before. I was 19 years old; it
was my first time away from home on my own.  But I was not really on my own.  My
aunt, Regina Wallace, a second lieutenant in the nurse corps at Walter Reed Army
Hospital, had been alerted and was on hand to meet me when I arrived.  Also there to
meet me was Conrad “Connie” Lavin, a fellow I knew from the Catholic Students
Mission Crusade in Cumberland.  He had been working in Washington for several
months and when he heard I was coming to Washington he offered to show me the
ropes.  That same day, he found a clean, rather spacious room (at $4.50 a week) for
me at 1319 New Hampshire Avenue, a block from his rooming house. 

The next morning Connie walked me to my new work place on Constitution
Avenue and 17th Street.  That mysteriously named Munitions Building16 turned out
to be a relatively ordinary looking 4-story 8-wing structure, nevertheless imposing in
its stark whiteness.  Approaching, I felt helpless and inferior in the midst of all those
men and women pouring out of buses onto the crowded sidewalk and funneling into
16The Munitions Building and its twin, Main Navy, on Constitution Avenue west of 17th St., N.W., had been built
in a hurry in 1917 for World War I.  Franklin D. Roosevelt, then an assistant secretary of the Navy, had suggested
the “tempos,” and later declared: “...It was a crime for which I should be kept out of heaven for having desecrated
the loveliest city in the world.” Somehow the buildings hung on until July 15, 1970, when the first wrecking ball
began their demolition.  (Washington Evening Star, July 16, 1970).



that long, low building. They knew what was in there and what they would be doing
in there.  What did I know about munitions?The very word was intimidating! (I didn’t
know the name was a holdover from its World War I inception.)

“I’m the new Civil Service appointee,” I announced to the receptionist in the
lobby, presenting my telegram.  Not a but thenew appointee.  I was pretty naive.

I was assigned to the War Plans Division of the Army General Staff.17 My
job classification: Junior-stenographer, GS (General Schedule)-2; salary, $1440 per
annum. I would be one of six young men in a stenographic pool.  I would work five
days a week plus a half day on Saturdays.  On a rotating basis, I would serve as duty
clerk, which meant staying in the evening to provide stenographic services to the
professional staff - all Army officers - as needed, until dismissed. As duty clerk on
weekends, I would be subject to being called at home to come in to the office.

It would be a while before I realized the lofty significance of War Plans
Division’s role in the War Department’s organizational machinery: Broadly, to
develop plans and policies for every contingency relating to the security of the United
States. Its strong influence regarding the employment of military forces in war could
ultimately affect the very destiny of the nation.  I had no idea what I had gotten into!

As the world situation became more unstable, the Chief of Staff looked
increasingly to WPD for advice and assistance.  General Gerow’s “necessarily close
working relationship with General Marshall in national and international strategic
planning tended to bring on him and on WPD more and more duties, especially those
which had to be attended to at once and did not clearly fall within the sphere of
responsibility of any particular staff or agency...”18

Ironically, despite WPD’s increasing workload, I had little work to do at
first, probably because my clearance to handle SECRETand CONFIDENTIAL
information (always in big, red, stamped-on letters) had not yet been approved. But
even after I got started, it was quite some time before the material that I typed
became, to me, not merely words. The subject matter was essentially foreign to me
and was all the more abstruse because of the Army lingo in which it was written. 

Every spare moment I studied “the Green Book,” the bible governing the

18Ray S. Cline, Washington Command Post: The Operations Division, Washington, D.C., 1951.

122

17The Army General Staff was created in 1903 in response to the recognition that the War Department
organization as then constituted was seriously deficient in the means of preparing for and prosecuting a war, as
shown by the experience of the recent Spanish-American War. After World War I (1914-1918) the General Staff
was reorganized to provide five divisions to deal with personnel, intelligence, mobilization and training, supply,
and strategic planning - the last being the responsibility of the War Plans Division.  General George C. Marshall
was Chief of Staff (i.e., head of the General Staff) and Brigadier General Leonard T. Gerow was Assistant Chief
of Staff, War Plans Division, in January 1941 when I joined the War Department.



editorial and procedural minutiae of War Department General Staff correspondence.
And the sooner it was mastered, the better, because the steno pool’s boss, Leland
Thompson (Tommy) was a sarcastic little taskmaster who from the outset gave me a
hard time. Well, I suppose I did test his patience - it had been several months since I
had done much typing and shorthand.  I plugged away, doing my best, and in spite of
frustrations actually enjoyed the good feeling of being a small part of the U. S. Army.

Of course, the U. S. Army was a whole new concept to me.  I knew that my
father had been a corporal in the World War in 1917 to 1919, and that was it.  At first
I didn’t even know the difference between “enlisted” and “officer.” I soon learned
that our staff officers were majors, lieutenant colonels and colonels and that the latter
two were both addressed as “Colonel So-and-So.” But I hadn’t learned enough.  The
first time I was sent to do some work for “Colonel Blank,” I asked, “Sir, should I type
your signature block ‘lieutenant colonel’or just ‘colonel’?” He said nothing, but
slowly, coldly turned his eyes toward the eagle on his shoulder.  “Oh, excuse me, Sir;
I haven’t learned the insignia yet,” I said weakly.

Tommy was usually stern and unsmiling, I suppose to project the boss
image, for his build and demeanor were anything but commanding. But his
immaturity showed at times.  There was the time that he sent me to take dictation
from a new colonel.  “He’s hard of hearing, so damn it, Rohrer, speak up if you say
anything to him!” I fell for his inane joke. When I addressed the colonel much too
loudly, he looked at me a bit startled and I knew I had been had. From then on, I was
wary of Tommy’s propensities, and this he must have sensed, because he began
regarding me more kindly.

Determined to succeed in my new job, I soon enrolled in free adult
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The Munitions Building on Constitution Avenue, CWR’s first workplace in Washington.



education classes in advanced shorthand given at Roosevelt High School three
evenings a week.  To make the bus trip worthwhile, I signed up for a course in
commercial law as well.  The pursuit did not last long, however, for a more
appealing study interest presented itself.

One of the residents of my rooming house was a Mademoiselle Proulx, a
French lady who taught in a Washington public school.  I couldn’t let pass an
opportunity to improve my French with a native French person and she agreed to give
me a lesson one evening a week at a dollar an hour.  In our three or four months, I
learned quite a bit from Mlle Proulx. She seemed to enjoy teaching me and we would
talk long after an hour was up.  She thought (if I may boast) I had a near-perfect
pronunciation and didn’t see how that was possible, considering the relatively meager
amount of spoken French I had been exposed to.

In those first few months, I soaked up as much of Washington as I could: the
Smithsonian, the Capitol, the Library of Congress and other places.  At first, Connie
and I did the sights together, but before long I went off on my own.  Sometimes on
my lunch hour I spent a few awe-filled minutes at the nearby Lincoln Memorial,
whose grandeur and emotional appeal made it my favorite of all monuments.
Painting and sculpture took hold of me when I browsed in the Corcoran Gallery for
the first time and I was stunned by the breathtaking beauty I saw at the National
Gallery of Art (the “Mellon”), which was then new.  I soon felt quite at ease in all
these places; with a certain pride I showed them to friends from home - Mother and
her sister Dorothy, Mary Jackson, Louise Price and others later - who came on a
Saturday or Sunday for a grueling tour of Washington, mostly on foot.

Occasionally I explored Washington with associates from War Plans.  Dick
Hickey of Nebraska and I had “hit if off” immediately.  Jerry Sternberg was another
fellow whom I got along with well.

It didn’t take long to get used to my radically new life.  Yet it was far too
soon for the ties with home to have been broken.  I wrote my mother a detailed letter,
or at least a card, almost every day.  Rereading those letters today (Mother kept them
all), I find each one containing the same trivia as the one before it: “mailed/received
laundry box,” “went to French/Spanish class,” “went to Mass/novena/confession,”
“saw movie,” etc.  One letter a week would have sufficed ordinarily, so I’m not sure
if it was out of duty or guilt from “leaving” my mother or from homesickness that I
wrote so often. 

I looked forward joyously to brief visits by my mother.  I think she would
have come every weekend if that were feasible, but since I left home she was
repeatedly knocked down by severe colds and sinus problems.  (Aunt Dorothy
said she thought Mother was sti l l  in shock over “ losing”  me.) I went up to
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Cumberland two or three times during my first five months.  I took deep pleasure
in seeing my f riends and being in the old house and sleeping in my old bed.
I n late May I had several blissful days at home; Don Rolley and I were together
much of the time.  My mini-vacation was over far too soon and I hated to leave,
but duty called.

After a few weeks in my “big-paying” job, I was able on most paydays to
send Mother a money order which I allocated toward our joint bills, Christmas
savings, something for Grandma and a few dollars for Mother’s personal needs.  I felt
very important to be doing this, especially since it was on my initiative; Mother
would neverask me for money.

In less than a month after my arrival, Connie found a large room for the
two of us on the first floor of a big old house at 1416 Rhode Island Avenue, N.W.
not far from my New Hampshire Avenue place.   This arrangement would allow
us to save a little money, a good prospect for Connie, who was scheduled to be
married in June.  

Connie was a good roommate.  A handsome guy, he was about a year older
than I but far more mature. He was sure of himself, knew his way around.  Far ahead
of me, he passed on a few “growing-up” tips.  One that I often recall with amusement
was the trick of reaching his left hand behind his head to hold his right ear back when
shaving that side of his face.  I used his system habitually for many years until I
realized that my right ear wasn’t in the way.
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CWR and roomate Conrad Lavin ate many an economical meal at Sholl’s on
Connecticut Avenue - as did hundreds of others daily.



More importantly, Connie could talk articulately and, I thought, with
convincing authority on many subjects.  While he was opinionated and tended to
dominate our conversations, he did provide a mental stimulus for me. 

Together Connie and I did such things as our limited means permitted: a
couple movies each week, sight-seeing, church, meals at economy restaurants and
cafeterias. We often ate breakfast and dinner at Sholl’s Cafeteria on Connecticut
Avenue - breakfast: juice, baked apple, oatmeal, pecan roll and milk, all for 20 cents;
dinner, the day’s special, plus a couple extras, 35 cents. For the most part we spent
evenings in the room listening to the radio as we wrote letters or I studied my French,
then talking on and on till late.  

Connie didn’t wake up easily and most mornings relied on me to keep after
him.  He got sick a few times - flu, sinus bouts, measles - and I tried to be the good
roommate by bringing in food and staying with him evenings.  It was the least I could
do for my big brother.

Early in June, I moved with Connie into an apartment at 81 Hawaii Avenue,
Northeast, and helped him get it ready for him and his soon-to-be bride to occupy
later that month.  Then, with Connie’s help, I found a place of my own: a room 12
blocks away, at 619 Farragut Street, Northwest, with breakfast and dinner, all for only
ten dollars a week.

Now I would find out if I could get along out from under Connie’s wings.

ii - On My Own: Summer 1941

It was soon apparent that in Roy and Belle Clark, my new landlords, I had
simply traded one pair of wings for two.   A childless married couple in their fifties,
the Clarks had migrated to Washington from Ottumwa, Iowa, so that Roy could work
in some small family enterprise earlier established.  To stretch their income, they
made their three-bedroom home into a boarding house.  Mrs. Clark was favorite-aunt-
like, whitehaired, warm, gentle, smiling.  Mr. Clark - redhaired, lean, ruddy
complexioned, dry-humored, laconic - made me think he must have been a farmer.

The Clarks’ house, though simply furnished, was immaculately kept.  My room
was a fairly large twin-bedded room, actually the master bedroom, which I shared with
another fellow.   Mrs. Clark was a marvelous cook.  We were like a happy family when
Belle and Roy and their five “children” congregated for dinner.  I felt lucky indeed to be
living with these nice people in this city I loved and to be working for Uncle Sam.
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My new home was conveniently located.  St. Gabriel’s church was only
a few blocks from home, so I was able to remain pretty faithful to my religious
obligations - Sundays, First Fridays, confession, etc.  Georgia Avenue was within
easy walking distance and
there I would often go in the
evening or on Saturday
afternoons to the barber’s ,
c l e a n e r’s, drug store or
movies.  Importantly, the bus
line to work was close by; the
45-minute trip was a quite
acceptable trade-off to l ive at
619 Farragut Street.

John O’Hara was my
roommate.  John, from Florida,
was a tall, darkhaired, square-
jawed young man of about
my age.   Friendly but shy, he
had completed three years of
col lege and was qui te
intelligent, yet it was I w h o
had to keep our conversations
going - something I  had
become unaccustomed to
during my five months with
talkative Connie Lavin.  John
was employed by the
Government as a draftsman.
We often enjoyed Wa s h i n g t o n
together: the roller coaster at Glen Echo amusement park, the Franciscan
M o n a s t e r y ’s glorious gardens and interesting buildings, the restful atmosphere of
Rock Creek Park.  (Later that year, when it f irst snowed, John asked me to go
outside and take part in this f irst-in-his-lifetime experience of snow.  His silent
grin said everything.)

That summer of 1941, I got my first extended dose of Washington‘s
infamous heat and humidity.  Many evenings, some respite could be found at the
Watergate19 amphitheater near the Lincoln Memorial and the Potomac River whose
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19Several years later, a nearby apartment-office complex was built and given the name Watergate.  During the
1972 presidential campaign, a break-in of the Democratic headquarters there occurred and a series of scandals
ensued which eventually brought down the administration of President Richard Nixon, including his resignation
in 1974.   The whole affair became known as “Watergate.”

CWR’s boarding house friends in early Washington yeas, 1941-42.
Proprietors were Belle and Roy Clark (center front and rear,
respectively); John O’Hara, CWR’s roomate, rear left.



breeze provided a modicum of relief. Seating was on the cool stone (concrete?) steps
that sloped down the bank of the river to the water’s edge where a stage for presenting
summer entertainments was mounted on a barge. The first-class presentations at the
Watergate were inexpensive and accessible - a special city bus ran from my
neighborhood directly there.

In June I heard the National Symphony Orchestra for the first time - in fact,
it was my first big-time symphony concert.  Oh what a thrill.  I can’t miss another!I
wrote.  July’s series included Jessica Dragonette, popular radio soprano; Alexander
Smallens conducting an all-Gershwin program; scenes from operas; the National
doing two great Tchaikovsky symphonies.  In August I avidly pursued the grandeur
of the Watergate’s opera series.  I experienced my first complete opera - La Traviata
- along with Wyand Doerner and Louise Price who had come down from Cumberland
for the day. Then Madama Butterfly, Carmen, Martha, Aida (Wyand here again), Il
Trovatore.  What a feast!

Late that summer, my mother and I spent our vacations in Washington.  I
kept her in a relentless whirl: a ballet performance, the Washington Monument, the
Smithsonian, the zoo, the Franciscan Monastery, the Library of Congress, the Folger
Shakespeare Library, the Capitol, movies - including Citizen Kane, then in its first
run - and of course shopping in the “big stores,” where Mother was in her glory.
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I concluded the summer with a two-week vacation in Cumberland.  It started
with Don Rolley, Anna Mary Mullan, Mary Jackson and I double-dating for dancing
at the Clary Club.  It was a beautiful reunion that made me feel as though I had never
left home.  The next day, a group (I was with Pat Doerner - was this portentous by
any chance?) went to a football game, after which we went to Doerners’where
Kathryn D. was celebrating her 25th birthday.

Those two heady days were followed by one of gloom and the brave efforts
to dispel it.  “Today [I wrote] the Army claimed the best friend I ever had. Don
enlisted last week and tonight at 3:00 AM his Dad and I put him on the train to Camp
Meade, whence he’ll go to Wichita Falls, Texas, for 3 whole years! We made quite a
celebration of his last day.  He had me to his house for dinner, then we got Anna Mary
and took a long drive till about 6:00.   Don and Anna Mary picked me up at midnight
and the three of us went down to Porter’s restaurant for a while, took a short spin,
took A.M. home and got Mr. Rolley, then went to the train.  Say I didn’t hate to see
that guy leave! My best pal.”

I was still in Cumberland when Don, now in uniform, came home for a final
weekend before going to Texas.  “Don drove up to the house about 6:00 PM and very,
very quickly said goodbye.  He acted as though it about killed him to leave - cause
boy this time it’s for good, at least for a pretty long while, cause Texas is no hop.  Sure
hated to see him go.”

Vacation ended.  I was glad to leave Cumberland, which I called a “dead
city,” and be back in “my dear old Washington.” The home ties were weakening.

iii - The Imminence of War

Amidst all those summer activities, I also worked, believe it or not.  Back in
April I had been assigned as Colonel Cockrell’s private steno.  It was an uninteresting
job with little work; I typed many a personal letter - had to keep in practice.  

I must have done something right.  Two months later I was transferred to the
office of the Army secretary of the Joint [Army-Navy] Board, still in War Plans
Division.  At first I was to understudy the incumbent clerk-steno who had been
drafted and would one day be leaving. If I passed probation, I would eventually be
promoted - a pleasant prospect, indeed.

The Joint Board was a high-powered committee made up of our Chief of
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Staff and the Navy’s Chief of Naval Operations and other high-ranking officials,
including our War Plans Division chief.  War Plans Division played a major role in
the matters that the Joint Board was concerned with, therefore the coordinating
secretary, my boss, came from War Plans Division.  

I was excited about my new job. By this time I had a little better
appreciation of the crucial nature of Army planning and I would soon realize that
the Joint Board was a step higher in the planning process.  Now, the subject matter
would be complicated by the involvement of both the Army and the Navy, whose
cooperation on reaching conclusions on plans and policies affecting both of them
was imperative.2 0

At that time the Board met once a month.  The job of the clerical staff of
the Joint Board secretariat job involved typing planning and policy documents,
reproducing them and assembling them for distribution to the members and doing
the clerical preparations for meetings and their follow-up.  Most of the documents
were classified, requiring the exercise of strict accounting, safeguarding and
storage of all copies.

Some days, especially when a Board meeting was near at hand, were
intensely busy ones.  Then there were very slow periods of days on end.  But you
could never predict what tomorrow would bring, like that Fourth of July, a
government holiday, when I was subject to on-call duty - not necessarily for Joint
Board work but for any work in the division requiring clerical assistance.  Sure
enough, I was phoned by the duty officer, Lieutenant Colonel Ridgway21 of the Latin
American section, to come in as soon as possible.

From 10:00 to 5:30, close to a full day, I worked for Major Wedemeyer.
“Swell guy,” I wrote.  “Gave me a 2.00 tip.” (Little did I envision the prominent Army
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2 0The Joint Army-Navy Board in 1941 was comprised of the A r m y ’s Chief of Staff (General Marshall), Deputy
Chief of Staff, Deputy Chief of Staff for A i r, and the Assistant Chief of Staff for War Plans Division (Brigadier
General Leonard T. Gerow) and of the Navy’s counterpart positions.   Beginning in 1939, the President, as
Commander in Chief, had put the Joint Board under his direction and supervision as well as under that of the
Secretary of the Army and the Secretary of the Navy.  The Board “became increasingly active in 1940 and 1941,
making exploratory studies of almost every aspect of common Army and Navy interest and arriving at some far-
reaching policy decisions in this field.  It completed a number of joint strategic plans which brought together and
defined general and specifically interservice elements in Army and Navy plans for identical operational situations.”
Ray S. Cline, cited above.

2 1Matthew Bunker Ridgway, 1895-1993.  He served in War Plans Division from about 1939 to January 1942, when
he became deputy commander of the 82nd Airborne Division.  “During World War II he led the first full-scale US
airborne attack in the invasion of Sicily (1943) and took part in the invasion of France (1944).  He became
commander of the United Nations forces in Korea (1951), supreme commander of NATO Allied Force in Europe
(1952-53) and US Army chief of staff (1953-55).”- The New American Desk Encyclopedia, Signet, 1989.  In 1946-
48, I was a secretary on his staff when then Lieutenant General Ridgway was the Army representative on the U.S.
delegation to the United Nations’ Military Staff Committee in New York City.



career that he was destined for.)22

Little by little, events connected with my work led me to a vague sense of
the imminence of war.  One day in August, work was unusually slow and I wondered
if it was because the big ‘chiefs’were out of town, i.e., the President, the Army Chief
of Staff, the Deputy Chief of Staff for Air, the Chief of Naval Operations, et al.  There
was speculation in the papers that they were on a secret rendezvous with Churchill,
whose whereabouts was also unknown!23

The next month, Roosevelt addressed the nation by radio, giving blunt
warning that in view of several recent attacks on US ships, he had ordered the Navy
to defend itself to the limit against “Nazi piracy.” In this tense atmosphere, I was a
few days later again required, as weekend duty clerk, to assist Major Wedemeyer.

Saturday half-days became fewer and fewer; one Saturday in October I worked
until 4:30 on a “blitz”  (jargon at that time for a frantic, super-rush project) and piously
wrote, “It’s got to be done and it’s very important, so I don’t mind.” Then I worked on
“that big study the Joint Board is getting out - something about Over-all Production
Requirements to Defeat US Potential Enemies.  Interesting - but gad, what a job!”  

October and November were busy months.  But it’s said the busier you are the
more you find time to do - and I decided to study Spanish! After all, I had to give up the
French lessons when I moved so far from my instructor’s house and I rather missed the
fun of my favorite subject, languages.  I enrolled in the Sanz Spanish School at 11 2 8
Connecticut Avenue for classes two evenings a week. I enjoyed the experience and
studied faithfully for four months, even through the hectic days and events that followed.

Here is the bombshell I recorded in my diary on December 4, 1941:

“Never thought I’d be connected with anything as ‘historically sensational’
when I accepted this Civil Service job.  The story: today the Times Herald & Chic.
Tribune came out in headlines & huge story about the ‘secret war plan of F.D.R.
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23It turned out that they were on a ship on the Atlantic for the signing on August 14, 1941, by President
Roosevelt and Prime Minister Churchill of Great Britain of the Atlantic Charter, a “declaration of common
objectives...before the US entered WW II.  It affirmed the determination of the American and British governments
not to extend their territories and to promote every people’s right to independence and self-determination.” - The
New American Desk Encyclopedia, Signet, l989.

22Albert Cody Wedemeyer, 1897-1989.  Came to War Plans Division in early 1941, and remained in the division,
renamed OPD, until September 1943, at which time he was a brigadier general.   In 1943 he was made deputy
chief of staff to British Admiral Lord Louis Mountbatten, commander of the Southeast Asia Command.  In 1944
he took command of the China Theater and later became chief of staff of the forces of the leader of China,
Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek.   In 1946 he became commanding general of the U.S. Second Army in
Baltimore.  He went to the Far East on a fact-finding mission for Pres. Truman.  He later commanded the Sixth
Army in San Francisco.  He retired in 1951 and was promoted to full general on the retired list in 1954. -
Wedemeyer, Wedemeyer Reports, New York, 1958; obituary, Wash. Post, Dec 20, 1989.



[President Franklin Delano Roosevelt].’They claim they got possession of a copy of
this plan somehow. Anyway, the plan was prepared right there in ‘my own’Joint
Board - that is, it was mimeographed & assembled there...there’s sure to be an
investigation, & naturally I’ll be questioned...Well, the whole War Department was in
an uproar today, & poor Col Scobey ran around like mad though he was perfectly
calm.  What tomorrow will bring only the Lord above knows, but it’s sure to be hot!”

The plan, called the Victory Program, was that “Overall Production
Requirements...” project that I had worked on in October.  Who in God’s name was
responsible for the leak?2 4

iv - The Beginnings of War 

December 7, 1941: Bombshells again, literally.  “At 4:30 I received a call
from the War Dept. in which I was told to report to the office pronto.  At the time, I
hadn’t the least idea of the cause for the summons, but soon found out: Japan had
bombed Pearl Harbor, Oahu, Hawaiian Islands!!!Worked from 5:30 till 2 AM.
Looks bad for US and us! As Colonel Wedemeyer (recently promoted from Major to
Lieutenant Colonel) said: ‘We’ll make them pay for this.’”

December 8: “Congress formally declared war on Japan.  It’s come at last.
We all expected war sooner or later, but just the same it was quite a shock.
Washington’s morale seems quite high; all seem resigned or else indifferent!”

December 11: “Germany and Italy declared war on us today and it wasn’t
long before Congress declared it right back on ‘em.  It’s hard to realize the moment
has come, but now that it has we’ve got to win...if it means sacrifice after
sacrifice...We must be prepared to do it!”

War Plans Division was soon on a 7-day week and 24-hour days.  Clerical
employees would rotate working 8-hour shifts.  One consolation: in mid-December I
was promoted by one grade to GS-3 at $1620 per annum.  

In January, Aunt Regina, 2nd Lieutenant, Army Nurse Corps, my one family
connection in Washington, was transferred from her cushy assignment at Walter Reed
Army Medical Center to an undisclosed overseas post.  It was another reminder that
we were indeed at war.
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Not until January 13 did I hear anything further about the Victory Program
leak when investigators asked me a few simple questions.  But the full-scale inquiry
began a few days later and I was questioned intensely by FBI and G-2 (intelligence)
officials.  Presumably they were satisfied that I was in no way responsible for the
leak.  It was the last I heard of the matter.

The defense establishment lost little time reorganizing to meet the
exigencies of war.  In less than two months after Pearl Harbor, a Combined (United
States-United Kingdom) Chiefs of Staff Committee was established, with offices in
the Public Health Services building on Constitution Avenue across from the
Munitions and Old Navy buildings.  The U.S. side of the CombinedChiefs of Staff
was of course the JointChiefs of Staff, which for all practical purposes was the Joint
Board, the organization for which I worked.  The Joint Board would continue to exist
on paper but its business would be conducted within the new system.  So, essentially,
the job of secretary of the Joint Board was obsolete and Colonel Scobey’s job was
taken over by the new secretary of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Brigadier General Walter
Bedell (“Beetle”) Smith.25 Theoretically, I, too, was out of a job, so I was sent across
the street to help with the clerical aspects of the transition to the new set-up.  

A couple weeks later I was among the civil ian men working in the new
Joint Chiefs of Staff organization who were invited to enlist in the Army for
immediate assignment to a detachment to be set up to support that organization.  I
had not yet made up my mind to enlist, when I came down with a terrible head
cold that kept me home for four days.  I was demoralized - would my il lness reflect
on my suitabil ity for enlistment? Furthermore, at home I was out of touch with
persons who might have offered pros and cons of my enlisting.  So I came to a
decision on my own: I would enlist.  Back on the job after my cold, however, I
d i d n ’t feel quite ready to take the plunge and got approval to go on a week’s leave
(against my overtime accumulation) back home in Cumberland.   I arrived on a
cold night, met by my mother.  The next day I suffered a relapse with a sore throat
and soon a painful earache, necessitating the lancing of the eardrum.  I phoned for
an extension of my leave in order to recuperate.

Back in the Munitions Building, I found there had been some changes during my
temporary stint with the JCS in February and my two weeks’ sick leave: The division had
been gradually reorganizing, even physically changing around, to keep pace better with
the nature, the urgency and the magnitude of its wartime responsibilities. The day I
returned, March 23, WPD formally became Operations Division - OPD.  Since February
16, the division had been headed by a new man, Brigadier General Dwight D.
E i s e n h o w e r. When occasionally I passed our serious-miened boss in the corridor, little did
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25General Smith (1895-1961) later was wartime chief of staff in Europe and he negotiated the surrenders of Italy
(1943) and Germany (1945).  He was ambassador to the USSR 1946-49, CIA director 1950-53 and
Undersecretary of State 1953-54.



I know that I was in the presence of future greatness.2 6

I announced to Major Hammond of the Joint Chiefs of Staff secretariat that I was
ready to enlist but he said that I needed my mother’s OK since I was three weeks short of
age 21.  Well, that would not be a problem; Mother had already said she would go along
with whatever I felt was best.  Nevertheless, there would be a delay while the approval
form was being sent to Mother and returned.

In the meantime, Alice Miller, one of my War Plans Division mentors,
advised me that an enlisted detachment was also being planned for the new
Operations Division27 and it would probably make sense to enlist with WPD, my
parent organization.   Although I had misgivings about relinquishing the chance to
work in the prestigious new Joint Chiefs of Staff organization, staying with OPD did
appeal to me.  The OPD executive officer, Major Charles Gailey28, got the approval
of General Smith for my release from my informal commitment to the Joint Chiefs.
I called Major Hammond and expressed my regret that I would not be joining the
Joint Chiefs staff.  He understood, of course, saying that while he could have used me
“very nicely” in his office, he certainly did not want to rob OPD of its experienced
personnel under any circumstances.  I was rather flattered. 

Major Gailey recommended that I wait to enlist for OPD until I was about to be
drafted.  But I wanted to be in the Army n o w- for the puerile reason that I was anxious to
wear a uniform! (Don looked so handsome in his.) A few days later that advice was
reversed - OPD was now asking their draft-eligible men to enlist now.  The inducement
to do so was the potentially good position we would be in to work up to the higher ratings
that would be available.   So with little delay, Mac McCleary and I requested and received
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26Then Colonel Eisenhower had come from a field assignment to War Plans Division on December 14, 1941.
He was division head until June 23, 1942.  In 1943 he became commander of U.S.  forces in Europe.  As
supreme commander of the Allied Expeditionary Force he directed the assault on the European continent in
1944 and the campaign which led to the surrender of Germany in 1945.  He headed the occupation force until
1948.  He became supreme commander of the North Atlantic Treaty Organization in 1950.  He was elected
President of the U.S. in 1952 and reelected in 1956.

27It was difficult to obtain and keep clerical and stenographic personnel, civilian men and women, who could
measure up to the strain of dealing with the type of military work, with its attendant strict security requirements, that
OPD handled.  Qualified enlisted personnel were far easier for the Army to obtain from its expanding personnel
resources.  The formation of an enlisted detachment was therefore justified: It was more convenient to use enlisted
personnel for short-notice overtime (civilians could not be compensated for overtime); enlisted men and women’s
schedules could easily be arranged to staff the many jobs involving night work; qualified enlisted personnel were
easier to obtain than qualified civilians.  Because of OPD’s prestigious position, higher enlisted grades were
available compared to Army-wide.  The employment of enlisted women started in late 1943 to release able-bodied
young enlisted men for service overseas.   - Source: Ray S. Cline, previously cited, pp 201-2. 

28Major Gailey was WPD/OPD executive officer (or chief administrator) for most of the war, attaining the rank
of full colonel.  He was a hard-driving man, not to be crossed.  Ray S. Cline remarked that persons on duty in
the War Department during Gailey’s tenure as executive credited him “with successfully exploiting the command
post responsibility in day-to-day staff work.” Some “were convinced that he always insisted on the impossible in
order to get the near impossible done” and he was “dedicated to arbitrariness, disagreeableness, and
unreason.” Source: Ray S. Cline, previously cited, p 122 (footnote).



the green light to sign up.  

On March 31, we underwent the A r m y ’s degrading day-long ritual, the mass
physical examination.  McCleary and I, both of us underweight, nevertheless were
accepted - no doubt because the War Department itself wanted us.  That evening Mac and
I went to the Earle theatre to hear Johnny Long’s orchestra, one of the big swing bands.
We were celebrating our last day as civilians.

The next day, April Fools’ D a y, we went to the recruiting station at 8:00 AM, sat
waiting for almost four hours, and were finally sworn in as Private McCleary and Private
R o h r e r.  “Hurry up and wait.”  It was an old Army game that we would take part in again
and again during the next four years.
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