Chapter 14

NEW BEGINNINGS
March 1946 - February 1947

“Ev'ry hope | longed for long ago comeseér”
LongAgo and Fa”Away - Ira Gershwin

i. Reconversion

At Fort Meade, dischge preparations included a lecture on the perils of
“reconversion,” that period between the end of military life and the resumption,
eventually of civilian normalcy We were warned that it would be a period of mixed
emotions, ranging from elation over regained freedom #omy regimentation and
reunion with loved ones to distress over the abrupt loss of comrades; frustratior
regarding employment; indecision about schooling; perplexity in dealing with
changes in relatives, friends and places. Many would havdieullitime, but we
were assured it would be transitory

My first reconversion problem was my new home, 324 North Centre Street.
That was the old Habig homestead which my mother and my stepf@bege,
shared with Gege’s two sixtyish sisters. | had never been in the house before and |
found it much too big and rambling and dark for me to feel “at hohh@niewas that
tiny, Wallace house on Fayette Street, which, even after | moved out five years before
had always been lovingly waiting for me on my frequent returns Thashington.
At this new place, | had to deal with an almost totally new set of people: | had only
known Geoge slightly and his sisters even less.

But despite my first impression of the house and other misgivings, | realized
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this was really a rather nice set up. Mother and @=®m@partment consisted of a
large living room, kitchen and bath on the first floor of one wing and two of the
bedrooms on the second floor in the main part of the house. Mother was proud of th
tasteful way she had furnished and decorated their ro&ftes. a brief feeling of
strangeness, | thought that it might be quite nice to be with my mother and father -
albeit stepfather - in more or less “our own place.” It would be a first for Mother and
me, discounting those few early months on the third floor of 216 BaltiAgreue.

Doubt struck that evening, though, when mothdinner turned out so badly
(the steak was like leather) that | almost wished for some staidarg grub.
Naively | had assumed that Mother had learned to cook after more than a year o
marriage to Gege - before that, of course, she haadooked in yeardVhat | didnt
know was thatTeresa and Mamie, thr
sisters, did all the cooking, which mac
good sense since Mother worked full tin
and the sisters were excellent cooks. P
Mother was mortified but | laughed itfof

| settled in easily. | had a big §
front bedroom with a comfortable, full-
size bed, a more than adequate clothes |
closet and a large writing table. Teresa .
and Mamie were warm and friendly, fed
me well, took care of my laundry, etc. | E

got along fine with George. It did me . “# D 2, S ‘
. . ¥ ., : 1 -
good to see Mother happily married. B 2 R
F AP -
PG ol e o T IR RN
Next to be put to the reconversic - ¥, A e el TR ¥
test was Pat’ and my relationshipi/hen 7 __i f o c,e.‘,
Pat came home from college my firg: &l : L. .
weekend back, what | had thought wou Pat on Haystack Mountain,

be a madly romantic reunion - as Cumbertand, Md., 1946

portended in our daily letters during those fourteen long months of separation - was
not as intense as one might hope fevertheless, the next weekend we agreed that
our engagement would be formally announced the following month at Easter time.
The very thought of it gave me butterflies, and in my next letter to Pat | conjured up
caveats: “I dort' feel we should set a wedding date nbwo want to be financially

able to have the kind of wedding I think we both wand even more important than

the wedding is our existence; i.e., | want us to be comfortable and be alflerdo af
some fun. In other words, | ddanwant us to have to be everlastingly scraping. | can
hardly wait to be married but | do think it would be unwise to rush blindly into it.”

A couple of weeks latem April, | visited Pat at St. JosephCollege We
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had a truly beautiful Sunday togeth@n the two-hour bus stopover in Hagerstown
on my way back to Cumberland, a new ballad “Sundaypiil” was conceivedYou

said a prayer for sunshine/And the showers stayed away/l said a prayer you'd be
mine/And the flowers bloomed that ddater in the month Pat was home for Easter
and spring breakWe went through the whole engagement rite: | called on Mr
Doerner and formally asked for his daughter in marriage and that evening | gave Pe
a (small!) diamond ringA few days laterthe announcement, with Patphoto,
appeared in the Cumberland Eveninges.

Having only a few friends in g '3""'1.-
Cumberland now and with Pat at coIIe -*"_"
most of the time, | had time on my hand
Luckily, Pats brotheM/yand, home after s
stint in theAir Force, was glad to sharjss
reconversion boredom with me. We
frequented the movie houses and

room where over rum cokes we discusg’
music and pondered life's perplexities.
Quite a talkerWyand.

was now married, his wife June was
expecting, and he was on a terrible wg
schedule. | had to face up to the fact t
our buddy days could not possibly |
renewed, and that was a little depressi _ .
One other opportunity for renewed Pat’s brother Wyand Doerner, Jr. was a welcome
friendships:The Merici CSMC unit was  friend in the early weeks following CWR's

still alive. | attended a meeting at Louis. Army discharge

Prices where everyone welcomed the returning vet. But | felt that | had been away
from Cumberland too long to expect, or desire, the resumption of friendships in an
organization that | smugly felt | had outgrown.

Characteristicallysoon after my return | delved into several self-improvement
projects. | began working my way through Ely Culbertsaiféamous expert of the
period) latest book on contract bridge. | reviewed an earlier course in French
composition and as an exercise translated Charésets introduction to his album
of songs, which | had sent Pat from Paris. | reread Sigmund SpakthCommon
Sense of MusicAfter discovering Gege's set of Harvard Classics, | reread
Mortimer Adler's How to Read a Boaoknd tested his methods by trying to read some
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philosophy essays in the Classics - without much success.

Being formally engaged posed a dilemma Should | hold out for a long
engagement during which | would go to college under the new G.I. Bill of Rights38 or
should I go back to work now, save a little money, then get married after a reasonable
time? | decided on the latter course, for neither Pat nor | wanted to wait four years
before settling down. A third option, getting married now and going to college at the
same time, seemed too complicated - in fact, it was an option | had never entertained.

| gave very little thought to looking for work in Cumberland, mainly because
| couldnt imagine any civilian industryprofession or business being able to use the
experience of an ex-Civil Service/ArmyficE worker Also, | was now used to the
“big city” and was reluctant to stay in Cumberland. So in early May | went to the
Pentagon inWVashington to reclaim the civilian position | had set aside four years
earlier in order to join thArmy. Neither Ofice Chief of Staffor Operations Division
could ofer immediately anything more than a GS-3 stenographer rating, essentially
the grade | had left. Howeveny dear friendhlice Miller, recognizing that mprmy
experience surely qualified me for a higher grade said she knew of a position in New
York City for which she would recommend me if | were willing to go there. It was
with the U. S. Delegation to the United Nations Military S@dmmittee at grade
GS-7. | was thrilled with the prospect! | remembered reading in Berlin about the
proposed U.N. and remarking how exciting it would be to work thfefew days
later Miss Miller called to say the job was mine.

| wound up my Cumberland “vacation” by attending a two-week mission
(Catholic version of a Protestant revival) at Saints Peter andsPsuhe end of the
arduous (for me) series, which consisted daily of morning Mass, evening prayer anc
sermon, | wrote Pat:

Now the missior’over

Thank God for sength enewn!

And thank Him too for morningbliss
When | can sleep till noon!

But sleeping till noon was short-lived. On May 17 | was back at the
Pentagon inWashington to be processed for my new job.

38The Serviceman's Readjustment Act of 1944, “the G.I. Bill,” provided government aid for demobilized
servicemen after World War Il. It was designed to prevent a repetition of social problems that had resulted after
World War I. It provided financial aid for the purchase of houses, farms and businesses, and for veterans’
hospitals; unemployment benefits; and vocational training. Most significant was the education aid, which in effect
paid for four years of college education, including basic living expenses. | took advantage of it 1949-1956 at
Columbia U. and Long Island U., earning a B.A. degree.
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ii - New York Revisited

Processing in the personneffiog of the Joint Chiefs of Stafthe U.S.
Delegation, Military StdfCommittee, was a unit of the J.C.S.) was relatively quick
and painless. Making the most of my brief stay in D.C., | had dinner that evening with
Fred and Eloise Schrempfhe next day | lunched with the Kirks (Ggeis sister and
family), had a long talk with MrClark at his dice and dined with Len Strehl, a
former G.I. friend in LondonYersailles and Berlin. &

Those two full days were perhaps the last | wo
spend in my belove@ashington for a while.

Arriving in New York at about 6:00 the next
evening, | taxied to the Lincoln Hotel, where
Personnel said they had reserved aroom which would
be my temporary abode for the next several weeks.
The clerk said no such reservation had been made but
he deigned to let me have aroom - there would not be
timeto clean it, though - just for the night. If anything
could go wrong, it would, | remembered. It was a
pretty disma welcome to my new town.

Next morning | found my way to the Fisgk#
Building on West 57th Street, where the U.S. Lieutenant General Matthew B. Ridgway,
Delegation had its suite offafes. | was greeted, a head of the U.S. Army Delegation to

the United Nations was CWR’s first boss
expected, by Bill “Mac” McClearya friend from =i his post-war United Nations job,
War Department days, who was secretary to 1946-1957
Lieutenant General Matthew B. Ridgwahief of theArmy delegationAt the first
opportunity Mac presented me to the general (whom | had known quite briefly in
War Plans Division in 1941), Ridgwaythief of staf Colonel Dan Gilmerand my

immediate bosses, Colonel Day Surles and Lieutenant Colonel Hénaton.

That night | moved to the Henry Hudson HotelWast 57th Street. (The
personnel dice had erred about the Lincoln.) Jew¥ight, a fellow-worker would
be my roommate. He was a quite congenial fellow

After a week | was fairly well settled in my job. So,faHl | did was type
letters, memos, etc., something | had not done except incidentally for three or fou
years.And | considered the prospect of taking shorthand dictation, in which | was
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truly rusty with more than a little trepidation. It was going to take time.

My first weekend dered welcome exhilaration after the humdrum of
CumberlandAt St. Patricks Cathedral | happened upon a wedding and was moved
by the lovely “Panig\ngelicus” at the CommunioAt Carnegie Hall, although | was
not greatly impressed by the pops concert, it was a bang just to be in that grea
auditorium for the first timewith McCleary | went to the Metropolitan Museum of
Art. After dinner Mac treated me to my first Radio City Music Hall shdwvas
enthralled with the movie, ‘@ Each His Own” with Olivia Dehavilland, plus the
Rockettes, famous chorus line dancers, in a pseudo-underwaterWabet.Sunday
ended, | was on a cloud.

Initially 1 was not very busy in my job, so | used my slack periods trying to
assimilate all the information about myganization that | could get my hands on. In
Europe during 1945, | had followed the United NationgaDizations development,
its official establishment on October 24 of that year and the first meeting of its
GeneralAssembly on January 10, 194khe structure of the ganization and where
| fit in now became cleailhe charter of the United Nations provided for a Security
Council, whose five permanent members were the United States, China, Union o
Soviet Socialist Republics, United Kingdom and Frafdee Security Council was
responsible for the maintenance of international peace and sedimtycharter
placed under the Security Council a Military $t@ommittee (M.S.C.) to handle
“questions relating to the Security Courgithilitary requirements,...the employment
of forces placed at its disposal, the regulation of armaments, and possible
disarmament.The M.S.C.$ members would be themy, Navy andAir Force chiefs
of staf of the five permanent members. U.N. headquarters in NeXork, theArmy
chief of staf was represented by General Ridgwaty whose stéal was now serving.

To be a part of this prestigious institution was gratifying to be sure. 1 fitin
readily with the military dicers and the civilian sthtfmembers and soon felt
completely self-confident in my job. Only | would like to have been busier

iii - Engagement Summer

On SaturdayJune 1, | went by train and bus to Emmitgptar be with Pat
for part of her final weekend of college. It was a terrible disappointment to Pat that |
could not be there by Friday to escort her to the prom. (I could not get Fridegnof
work since McCleary had previously requested that day and | was his back-up - bu
even so Pat could not fgiwe him). Nevertheless, we had a wonderful time all day
Saturdayour first time together since we became formally engaged. In Emngjtsbur
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to catch my return bus, | stopped in the Green Parrot Restaurant and as | ate
wondered which of the waitresses was the one the college girls secretly dubbed “Mis
Pruneface.” | slipped a menu in my pocket and later mailed it to Pat, writing:

“Dear Miss Doerner W& are so happy
to have had you as our guest oreduent
occasions during the past yeaspecially on
the two vey memorable occasions when v
were privileged to glimpse that adorable bo
who, we ag told, is your fiancé .ou ar so
lucky - & so is he, Miss Doernebo visit us
again. Sincegly, Miss Puneface”

| was considered a rather serious,duyt | had
my wacky moments, it appears.

Later in June we had a beautiful
weekend together in Cumberland otiay I've
felt so happy and kind and in love with living
| wrote on the way back to Ne¥ork. But | got
little sleep on the train and arrived only tw . o @ cWR on Sun day afternoon
hours before going to work. walk in Cumberland outskirts, October 1946

For several weeks that summPat had a glorious time as a counselor at a
little girls’ camp near Grand Rapids, Ohio - Camp Ladyglen on the Maumee. My
Fourth of July weekend in Cumberland was rather dull withoutl lvenote,

“I miss you, and if you'll padon this outburst, I'm getting damned sick
and tired of missing you, and tha&n indication of my ineasing impatience for
the day when we can be mad and be together fever Right now i impossible
to say how soon that will be. The main obstaclesfimances and housing. Good as
| thought my salar was, | find that | havenhsaved a cent since going back to work
- even with my $6.00 a day for living expenses (which ltweceive much longer).
| suppose | could save if éally tried, but I'm afraid | wouldi’be happylt would
mean living in a cheapom, eating in cafeterias, ®going movies and condsr
and trips home. @, I'm going to work on some dasf scheme, because by the
first of the year at the latest | want to be in a position to make you mine for good.”

Again | wrote,

“I envy you for being able to view a beautiful sunset just any old time.
Buildings ae usually in the way aund hee. Once in a while | catch a glimpse of
the sun descending into the Hudson, and gshakien | happen to be on one of those
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long straight steets that un from whee I’'m standing clear to the riverSunday |

found myself planless but talked myself into believing that solitude was good for the
soul. So in solitude loamed though Central Park, ate sundaes, slept and went to a
show I'm afraid my soliloquies on solitude veart very convincing, howevér

Writing every day as we did, letters sometimes took a juvenile turn. One of
my letters contained an introductory lesson in Gregg shorthand (foisting my self-
improvement obsession on the dear giffhen | got oh-so-clever by illustrating a
letter with stickmen (e.g., man with book, squeezed between two typewritten lines, is
captioned: “Reading between the lines.”) One letter was written in German script (I
was studying Germanfnother was typed without capitals, punctuation or spaces
between words. Pat could be playful at times, too. No harm in a little.levity

When Pat returned from camp in August, | lost no time hightailing it to
the old home town. | was there again for Labor Day weekend. It had been a
memorable summer

iv - GettingAlong in NewYork

While our engagement was the serious reality of that sujrinreajoyed a
rather active leisure-time life with my friends in the big .cieeping cool those
sweltering months was not always easy after leaving theoadtitioned dice. The
Henry Hudson Hotel wasot cooled but at least it fdfred a pool, free to residents.
Sometimes we had ice-cold beer on the hotel roof, where a nice breeze was usual
blowing. A Manhattan oof really is omantic | wrote. You've seen such scenes in
pictures no doubt.

Tom Gresham, a fellow-G.I. froMvar Department days - still in tihemy -
joined our stdfin June and was soon one of the small group (Dot Madkeym
James and Mge) that | had been joining occasionally after work and on weekends.
With Tom | went to Coney Island, the first time for us both, and, except for a sunburn,
we had a great timeéWNe witnessed for the first time a radio broadcast, Paul
Whiteman$ “Stairway to the Stars,” with Marth&lton, and again, U.S. Stegl’
“Hour of Mystery” Twice that summer the group took the Pennsylvania Railroad to
Wantagh, Long Island, then a bus to mammoth, teeming Jones Beach, where w
roamed the boardwalk, watched a show in the big saltwater pool, and lay in the sun
again getting far too much sunburn.

While happy to have new friends in my new world, | clung nostalgically by
correspondence to my recent Berlin buddies, now also back in the States. Clar
Thiemann wrote that he had been to Boston, where he and Donna had patched thin
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up and were going to be married (they later decided on December 26). Bill, Miller
continuing his studies at Northwestern U., planned to go all the way to the doctorate
with a view to a career in international relations.

Don Landvogt, also from my Europe tour of dutyited me to his house on
Staten Island, Nework, for dinner with him and his wif&Vith a few of his friends,
we knocked golf balls around a nearby course. It was my first - and only - attempt,
and | was lousyl stayed overnight, then arose early for the bus-ferry-subway trip - a
novel experience for me - to work in Manhattan.

Don had earlier told me that Maurice Urdang, the wealthy private on our staff
in London and Paris who had treated us on two or three occasions, was living in
Manhattan and suggested that | contact him. | met Mauricein the bar of the St. Moritz,
where he resided and we talked for about an hour. He said he had a millionaire friend,
an amateur pianist, with possible connections in the music world, whom he would ask
for advice on getting started in the songwriting business. But | sensed that Maurice,
now back in his own world, had met me only out of courtesy, so | did not pursue our
acquaintance. As expected, no songwriting advice was forthcoming.

Mid-July I moved from the hotel to thé&/est SideYMCA on 5West 63rd
Street, wherdom was staying. My room was small and lacked a private bathroom
and telephone, but it was cheaper and that was an important consideration now th
my $6.00 per diem allowance had expired. Besides, for the membership fee necessa
to live there, | had free use of the swimming poaniTand | went fairly often) and
the sun room, as well as the exercise facilities (which | never got around to using)
Another advantage of living at thewas its proximity to Central Park. One summer
evening | simply walked across Central Pavest and listened to the renowned
Goldman Band, free.

The United Nations was a novelty for NeYork, whose predominant
concerns seemed to be the commercial and the artistjan2ations and institutions,
public relations conscious no doubt, invited United Nations people to all kinds of
affairs, some more attractive than othersAbmust there was the Morris County
(New Jersey) Faiwhich no one seemed at all interested in - extept and me (we
could use the free meals!We boarded a bus with members of other U.N. national
delegations; took a historical tour of the county; went to thgrfainds for the
traditional agricultural exhibits; in the evening watched a rodeo, followed by a
pageant, “Peac&riumphant.”The day was quite worthwhile, if a bit overlong.

My mother came to the city in July on a buying trip for Rosenbsum’
Highlight of the visit was a performance of “Carousel” - then, as moyfavorite
musical play| later saw a revival of “Show Boat,” which, for some reason Itdon’
recall, | was not greatly impressed with!
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In August, John and Kathryn Kreidler visited me on their way to Reading,
Pennsylvania, Johe’home townWe rode through Central Park, had dinrteen
strolled down Broadway to see the lights, the clever neon and mechanical signs, th
pleasure-seeking multitude.

In addition to my regular
group, | got to know a few male
friends (as an engaged man, | was
dating girls). Perhaps | should bett
call them “acquaintances,” because
think they were more interested in n
than I in them. (Even at 25, | was st
boyish looking.) First, there was Joh
the middle-aged masseur who lived «
my hall at the “Y”. U.S.-born of
Swedish descent, he spoke with
accent. He kept inviting me to join hir
and a few other residents in his
elaborately decorated room to listen
records. | was usualy “too busy.”
Although John was probably harmles
| couldnt help being a little uneas
when he began showing up too often
the communal shower when | We Kathryn and John Kreidler, with Margie and Johnny,
there. (He gave Pat and me a visited CWR i_n New Yprk City on their way to
handsome, tall table Iamp as a Reading, Pa., in August 1946
wedding gift and treated us to a Radio City Music Hall show and drinks at a nearby
nightclub.We exchanged Christmas cards for many years.)

Then there was Raoul (also with an accent), afellow of about my age, whom
| met | know not where. We went to a Holy Name peace rally at the Polo Grounds and
after that he kept calling meto go out but | usually declined, mainly because | couldn’t
stand his incessant whining and cynical gabbing. He was “OK” asfar as| knew.

v - Songwriting, Etc.

If it seems asthough | did alot of “going out,” | actually spent far more of
my off-duty time in my little cell at the Y. That first summer | went on a minor
literary splurge: The Hucksters, recommended by Colonel Winton; Henty V,
anticipating the Olivier movie; Maugham’'s Razois Edge, Jane Eyre, and half-
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hearted attempts at Kenilwoth (boring) by Sir Walter Scott and the ponderous Stoly
of Mankind by Van Loon. | was excited about a book on semantics by Hugh
Walpole but found it above my head. On top of all that, | tried to teach myself
German from a textbook | came across.

CWR;s first song, May 1944. Pat later composed the accompaniment but
never got around to writing it out.

But inevitably my songwriting obsession took ovedn early August it
suddenly struck me that a certain melody running through my head would make ¢
wonderful popular ballad. It was one of the Polovtsian dances from Baapera
“Prince Igor” | spent hours devising a lyric and after six and a half weeks sent “Y
Are My Only Love” to Pat for arranging. (LatdPat heard on a radio show a song
titted “Cynthia,” based on the same Borodin therAenumber of years later
“Stranger in Paradise,” from the musical “Kismet,” also used the tune.)
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About that time, Major Brandstetter (General Ridgwaite) said he would
show our songs to a friend of his who was an orchestra leaderAsttreHotel. |
gave him a couple arrangements but nothing ever came of it. (AJdiah) there
were the people who would naively aslave you sent any of your songs in?

The songs occupied me fully the rest of the summer and fall. Next came
“Don’t Think It Hasnt Been Fun,” a satirical numbeny first departure from the
serious love ballad theme. | tried revising &V Always Dancing” (our first song)
to bring it more into the standard pop format. Eventually | revised all of our early
pieces and shipped themf ad Pat to write out the accompaniments. “Haghdy
wrote, “I get more excited about this hobby of ours every. déyuldn't it be
wonderful if we could make something of it?” | was imposing , but | diclize it.
Pat didnt mind composing an arrangement at the piano, but she hated writing it out.
Once, upon receiving an arrangement, | promptly wroteu¥e done a truly artistic
job! and proceeded to suggest (really lecture) that it would be a good idea to
conform to certain notational conventions that | had picked up through analysis of
professional sheet music. | sound, as | read that lettey insuferably pedantic.
How did Pat put up with me?

Through study and trial and err@ided perhaps by instinct, | learned quite
a bit about songwritingVhen | readPopular Songwriting Methodlsy Wallace G.
Garland - “the unit system for composing melodgrmony rhythm and lyrics” - |
realized that | had already picked up a great deal of technique without knowing it.

Vi - Job-related Miscellany

June: SenatoAustin, U.S. representative-designate to the U.N., made a
walk-through of of the U.S. delegationfioés. He popped his head into myicé,
said good morning and shook hands. | was impressed.

A farewell reception for Herschel Johnson, who had been acting U.S.
representative to the U.N., was held at the Savoy-Plaza Hotel. It was “a very happy
affair,” | wrote Pat. “Alcohol flowed like wine at a Mardi Gras.”

July: While McCleary was on vacation, | took over as secretary to General
Ridgway Although the general was on a fishing trip part of the time, | was,
thankfully, a little busier than usual. | helped Major Brandstetter with a personal
project and he took me to dinner at the Barbizon Plaza.

September: Preparing for the personal visit of Britain's famed Field
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Marshall Bernard Law Montgome¥ as guest of General Ridgway kept the fstaf
hopping.We spent a number of hours, too, on the post-visit wrap-up: compiling the
names and addresses of Néark andArmy people who had assisted with the visit

- police oficers,Army escorts, guards, etc. - and issuing letters of appreciation. It was
good to be occupied with somethingfeient.

We had a farewell party for Norm James. Jé&kayght and others as well
were expected to leave the delegatidhere seemed to be a current of discontent
among the civilian staf

OctoberThrough the U.N. Hospitality Committee, | “volunteered” to accept
an invitation to a tea held by the Corn@lbmens Club at the Barbizon Hotel. I'm
sure the ladies were expecting a higlesel representative from the U.S. Delegation,
but were nevertheless quite attentive, plying me with liquor and questions about the
U.N. | surprised myself as | held my own against a bunch of articulate women. Maybe
the alcohol just made it seem that way

November: Mr You, our Chinese interpretetreated a group of us to a
sumptuous feast at a Chinese restaurant. It was my introduction to Chinese food ar
| found it “perfectly delicious - bird-nest soup and all.”

Major Brandstetter was honored at a farewell party at the U.S. military
delegatiors entertainment center at Fodtten. McCleary was there with his wife,
Dodie, whom | met for the first time. (The center was a mansion originally built as
the FortTotten commanding &€er's quarters, but the current CO found it too
immense. General Ridgway latched onto it on the basis of the delegatesd for
diplomatic entertaining.)

Colonel Gilmer at a cocktail party said th&ad would put Pat to work after
we were married. “Can she typetie colonel was an ambivalent character: He was
demanding, often displayed a tempeas resented by marfyor some reason he was
wonderfully considerate with me.

Colonel Gilmer thought McCleary and my civil service grades should be
raised from GS-7 to GS-8. He said he was going to treat us as “junfafétadrs,”
giving us assignments that he felt were at the GS-8 level. On my own, | was to look
for and perform what | thought were higHevel duties. Both Mac and | were
skeptical that the personnelfioé’s job-rating analysts would see the merits of a
promotion. Even so, | was pleased with the opportunity to add a more interesting
dimension to my job.

39First Viscount Montgomery of Alamein (1887-1976), British Army leader known as the commander who never
lost a battle. He commanded the British forces in the invasion of Normandy in 1944 and later became deputy
supreme commander of the North Atlantic Treaty Organization, 1951-58.
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| delivered a paper to General Ridgway at U.N. headquarters at Lake
Success (at Flushing, Long Island, at the former site of the \M@BRI's Fairf0,
where he was attending a meeting of the Political Committee of the General
Assembly It was my first visit so | took the opportunity to look around: spotted Mr
Molotov, Soviet representative, and Senator Connlll§. representative; found the
conference rooms impressive; saw the enormous cafeteria, where, | was told, Eleanc
Roosevelt - widow of former President Franklin D. Roosevelt and at that time a U.S.
representative to the U.N. - often ate with the rank and file.

December: More on my proposed promotion: In response to General
Ridgways strong letter to FirsArmy headquarters (they handled our civilian
personnel matters), a team of analysts interviewed me to determine whether th
research aspect of my job wasfsuént to warrant a higher grade. (The promotion
was denied, but the following March Mac and I, in what amounted to a consolation
prize, were awarded a “pay increase for superior accomplishment” of $125.40 per
annum, bringing my annual salary to the grand total of $3522.60 - butah4947.)
Meanwhile, my workload had increased considerabhtailing overtime, and my
renewed job satisfaction was gratifying.

vii - Wedding Plans

Pat did not return to college in Septemlisne resumed piano lessons with
Mrs. Lua Syckes and joined the new Cumberland symphony orchestra. She tried rug
weaving. She helped with the Brownies - not many years before, she herself had bee
an assistant Brownie leader “Tawny Owl,” no less. She did a little cramming for
homemaking by taking a cooking cour8ed | continued to keep her busy with song
arranging and music copyinghen one November evening Pat phoned to say that she
was in the hospital! She had been horseback riding in the afternoon, was thrown, an
suffered a concussion. It was mintinank GodA few days laterwhen | saw her on
Thanksgiving in Cumberland, she was at home and doing well, although her doctol
forbade any “heavy” piano playing.

For Pat and me, the big push afféanksgiving was not Christmas shopping
- butthe wedding

We had to decide upon a date. Pat came up with the following February 15.
That would be the last Saturday before the beginning of Lent - the forty-day penitential
period before Easter during which the Church prohibited weddings. For some reason,
she did not want to wait until after Easter. | said that was OK with me, hoping it was

40This was the temporary U.N. headquarters. The permanent buildings are in Manhattan
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not Febmuary that my mother had said was a bad month to be married in.

Back again in Cumberland for Christmas. It was a marvelous, hbppy
time for usWe had meals with Patfolks and my folks. Louise Price had a party at
her houseWe danced at the country club with dear friends - Don and June Rolley
Louise Price and fiancé Jack Fqldphn and Kathryn Kreidlewyand Doerner Jr
and JosiaVilson. We went to the court house and applied for our marriage license;
bought wedding rings; ordered invitations; ordered the sn@nmal attireAt Saints
Peter and Paud, we received from the pastéather Irenaeus, an instruction on the
churchs teachings on marriage - its obligations, privileges and prohibition$heta.
we bought a record: “FoYou, For Me, ForevermoreWhen we sang it, we said
“forever Rohrer” - and we still do.

(I would not have remembered all those details had Pat not made a note o
them and included them in her next letgaying, “W have letters telling what goes
on when you're not here, but unless | write it down we’d have no record of the time
we’re togetherAnd | do want to remember everything about the holidiayreply |
wrote: “Think how much nicer it'll be years from now when we dig out that letter and
all the millions of other lettersA prophecy has been fulfilled.)

It was my job, of course, to find a place for us to livke United Nations
was sponsoring the development of two apartment complexes on Long Island.
applied for and was fd@red an apartment in the Great Neck project for immediate
occupancywhich would have meant buying furniture and moving in by myself for
the first two and a half months before our marriage. | tidike that idea.
Furthermore, the rent was rather high. On the other hand, the-lemtgproject in
Jamaica, Long Island, would not be ready until MarcApil. The decision: Find a
temporaryfurnished place to occupy until the Jamaica apartment was available.
housing ofice recommended taking simply a furnished room, for taking a furnished
apartment might jeopardize our priority for a U.N. apartment in the spring.

Then a lucky break came our way. Lieutenant Colonel Neil VanSickle, an
officer of the Air Force section of our delegation, was looking for someone to
occupy the third-floor apartment in his spacious quarters at Fort Totten, Long
Island, rent-free, in exchange for baby-sitting his two little girls. Pat was a bit
skeptical at first but soon felt that “it has possibilities.” She wanted to know if the
VanSickles by any chance had a piano! After looking at the apartment, | told Pat |
was somewhat disappointed: There was no kitchen - we would have to eat out; there
was little furniture - in fact the “bed” was two Army cots. Yes, there was a
Gulbransen piano in the VanSicklesliving room, but | wasn't sure if we could use
it. Pat replied optimistically: “Nearly all furnished apartments are unprepossessing
until some personal touches are added. We'll fix it up. When’ll you move in? Can
you imagine ‘us’ living there?’
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| moved in on Saturday, January 18. Sunday morning | went to Mass in the
post chapel, a stone’s throw from the house. | reported to Pat: “I have afeding you'll
like it out here. It would have been a hectic play on your nerves to toss you into
Manhattan, had we been forced to live there. It's so peaceful out here, and beautiful,
even in this season. From our living room window we can see the bay. Come spring this
place will really be beautiful. Think of those walks we can take aong the bay shore.”

House at Fort Totten, Long Island, N.Y., where CWR and Pat would occupy an apartment,
their first abode, after their wedding in February 1947.

Living at FortTotten demanded a new routine and presented an introduction
to the duties of a house-husband. It meant getting up at 6:20, walking to the For
Totten gate to board the bus for Bayside, where | caught the Long Island R.R. trair
for Manhattan and work. Each evening in the apartment | did things like cleaning
walls and woodwork. | went to bed fairly early because the apartmenttwasy’
warm at nightThe VanSickles were most accommodating. Neil said | could use his
tool chest if there was anything in the apartment that needed fixing (little did he know
how inept | was in that department). He said he would ask the post engineer tc
provide a small refrigerator and if that was not possible, we could shafehéeand
Kathleen (Tink) VanSickle were cute, smart little girls and | felt Pat and | would
enjoy taking care of them.

Our honeymoon plans were moving along. We agreed to go to New
England for our trip rather than to, say, Florida or the Caribbean, likelier choices,
perhaps, in the dead of winter. What the heck, it's winter, so let’s enjoy it, we felt.
And it would be less expensive. So in early January | started gathering brochures
and mailing them to Pat. She thought Greenfield, Massachusetts, with its small
hotel, the Weldon, sounded appealing, but left the final decision to me, since
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“you’ll be paying the bill.” Greenfield it would be.

Since Christmas, our letters were full of wedding details. Cousin Persh had
agreed to be my best man and had sent the measurements for his formal outfit. | he
ordered the gifts for my wedding attendants: leather monogrammed cases with com
and nail file. Pat, up on all the traditions, assumed there would be a bachelor part
and | should therefore come drhursday before the wedding, since on Friday
evening the rehearsal would take place. Our fHpRait wrote, had been announced
at Saints Peter and Paulfor the first time on January 28es, | agreed, Father
Irenaeus should be thefiofating priest at our wedding.

Pat was amazing! It was enough to be beset by the minutiae and anxieties c
her imminent wedding, but she also faced the daunting ordeal of her concert-pian
debut. She was worried, she wrote - rehearsals with the Cumberland Civic Orchestr
had been bad. But the concert on January 21 “went beautifully from beginning to
end...I wasrt' a bit afraid when | walked out to playndeed, critic JWilliam Hunt
was most laudatory: Miss Patricia Doerner, piano soloist in the orchestras
performance of “Deep Purple” (De Rose), was the highlight of the evening. Her fine
musicianship and sensitivjtyo amply demonstrated in hepgrammed numbgwas
recognized by such applause as to bring as an enaonotable performance of
Debussy “Clair de Lune.” In addition to her solo, Pat played with the orchestra in
the other numbers and accompanied a clarinetist in his solo piece.

And now, this gem from my last few days of bachelorhood: Tom
Gresham, who had been undecided about coming to the wedding, went out of his
way to have lunch with me. “I won’t be at your wedding after all, Bill, because I’'m
getting married that day myself!” It was my fault, he joked: When | moved from
the Y to Fort Totten, he was lonesome, he confessed, and decided to do something
about it. He had not told me because of the uncertainty of a placeto live, but now
he had found a small furnished apartment in Brooklyn. The bride-to-be was
Pauline Frost (“Frosty”), a Washington girl he had been going with for some time.
What a wonderful, fictional turn of events. | was elated. (To this day we
congratulate each other on our joint anniversary.)

4INotice of intended marriage, usually announced three times. The custom is no longer strictly observed in the
Catholic Church.
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viii - Culmination

Wedding reception at Doerner residence, February 15, 1947.
Front: Ursula Lindner, Josephine Wilson, CWR, Pat, Kathryn Doerner Kreidler, Margie Kreidler,
Noel Zimmerman; back: Nancy Doerner, John Doerner, John Kreidler, Wyand Doerner, Sr.,
Donald Rolley, Pershing Rohrer, Wyand Doerner, Jr.

On February 1 | addressed my last letterMiss Patricia Doerner

“1 wondered what | should write and my conscience answered: Ask her if
she knew, when she read that very first letter (the one in which you threw the line
about ‘a beautiful friendship’) that one day in February of 1947 she’d meet you at
the altar. You shouldn't be afraid now to tell her that you knew it all the time - well,
at least that you were entertaining the idea in a most sumptuous manner! Go ahead
and admit that you even then were lonesome, that you wanted ‘a girl’ you could brag
about as the other GI's did. Admit what an awful job it was to propose! It took days!
You decided each time you set out for a walk that you' d lead up to the big question,
but all you ever led to was the Dingle! End up by saying how happy you are that all
those lovely days, those lovely dreams, have turned out so wonderfully. In other
words, tell her you're awfully glad she's going to be your wife in 84 hours.”

February 15 was dismal but our wedding at 10:00 Mass at Saints Peter
and Paul’s was beautiful. Yes, in spite of my being stranded in the sacristy for
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twenty minutes waiting for my bride! (Pat had broken her heel coming out of the
house and her father took time to fix it.) As planned, Persh was my best man and
Pats sister Kathryn was matron of honor. Don Rolley and Carmella Guarino
sang. There were several ushers and bridesmaids. It was a grand, formal, fancy
wedding, indeed. Afterwards, a wedding breakfast at the Algonquin Hotel was
attended by a couple dozen close relatives and friends. Then there was an open-
house reception at the Doerner home.

Train schedules dictated an early afternoon getaway on the first leg of our
honeymoon tripWe stayed overnight iWashington and after Mass early the next
morning began the long, arduous (due to lengthy stopovers between train
connections) journey to Greenfield.

CWR and Pat on honeymoon at Greenfield,
Massachusetts, February 1947.

Greenfield was blessed with a big, beautiful snowfall in which Pat and | took
long walks. Evenings, Pat played the grand piano in the hotel lobby for admiring
guests, her proud bridegroom on the bench beside her

After a week, we settled into our Fdiitten apartment and spent the second
week of our honeymoon doing NeXork City.

The Rohrers were bfo a good start.
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