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About the Stockyard Institute

This book was produced by the Stockyard Institute, an artistic and peda-
gogical initiative in Chicago and through DePaul University. We engage 
in the arts, public work, pedagogy and with our cooperative networks 
everywhere to develop publications, exhibitions, public art, teaching 
forums, curriculum and events around the city as sites for creative, civic 
engagement. Since our beginning in 1995 in the Back of the Yards, we 
have worked alongside so many different groups and spaces across the 
city to support projects and develop arts and education programs that 
continue to provide important opportunities for young artists, teachers, 
high school students, community residents, senior citizens, elementary 
school students, performers, graffiti writers, musicians, researchers, fu-
turists, activists, poets, foragers, collectives, university students and our 
many friends in Chicago, Oak Park, Illinois and beyond.



Bert looks over the family binder of Roy Heinekamp which is filled with 
photographs and written details of family events.   



This publication project was initiated by Celeste Duignan, Manager 
of the Senior Lunch Program for the Oak Park Township. She shared 
with me over the last five years the extraordinary experiences of her 
lunch room guests who moved through the 5th floor cafeteria at the 
Oak Park Arms where the lunch program occupied space for years 
until the summer of 2012. Stories included remarkable professional 
achievements and baring witness to historic events of local and na-
tional significance. These stories contribute to shaping extraordinary 
lives. 

When the lunch program moved to a new facilty at 130 S. Oak Park 
Ave in 2012, I decided to plant myself in and around the lunchroom 
every Wednesday to speak with the guests. I wanted some time to 
settle in and introduce myself.  The expectation of the project was to 
collect their stories and encourage particpation in this publication 
as a cooperative exchange. I also solicited the support of local high 
school students who worked as writing interns through the entire 
project.   
 
This project provided some space for these remarkable accounts, 
reflecting on the experiences of patrons who beyond having lunch 
come to talk, play cards and socialize. It is an important place of 
gathering and connecting to others who understand the generational 
layers of growing up and working everything out in a very different 
time. These stories are of war, Oak Park and Chicago neighborhoods 
and of loss. There are impressions of their long lives, good friends and 
family members infused with beautiful and painful accounts of mo-
ments that reach back to the beginning of the 20th century. This is a 
collage of their stories.  

People from Oak Park and surrounding townships and villages move 
through this lunch room. They come from all over the country, big 
cities and small towns, rich lives and from impoverished beginnings. 
The big war from the middle of the 20th century has marked almost 
everyone’s life in some way. Influences and images from planting 
victory gardens to recalling the exquisite details of overseas missions 
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from inside B-24 bombers. This book could have been about World 
War II but the stories of and from home paint similar stories of 
yearning, fear, love and sacrifice. 

There are wonderful people who sit quietly with friends and acknowl-
edge shared experiences that were often recognized by everyone at 
the table. This always happened and I came to rely on it. One woman 
recalled Civil War veterans coming on Armistice Day to talk to her 
elementary class on Chicago’s southside. It was an experience every-
one had as they nodded their heads in agreement. Stories of school 
and places long gone, memories of being at Hull House and know-
ing the people there. They spoke of open spaces, prairies and trolley 
rides, lost department stories, high school memories and the gradual 
change of Oak Park on every front. The conversations always wan-
dered. Speaking of the grand buildings would inevitably remind oth-
ers of trips to the loop and the holidays, of family rituals and seasonal 
habits. There were friends over many decades and gangsters surfaced 
as often as automobiles. These are tales of friendship and the kind-
ness of strangers, of honesty and hard work. Making commitments 
and helping others less fortunate. I enjoyed the smiles on people’s 
faces and they brought something surprising up in public. Something 
they may not have thought about for a long time. I thank everyone 
for being so willing and open to sharing parts of their experiences. I 
found it above all an enormous gift of generosity.  
  

Jim Duignan

Cover photo: Tom Murphy at 18 years old in Europe.



Thank you so very much to our contributors who allowed me to 
speak with them about their lives and work over the many months of 
this project. They include Thomas Murphy, Ed Mampre, Bob Malo-
ney, Joyce Marco, Nancy Allen, Lillian Maylath, John Palmisano and 
Roy Heinekamp. 

Special thanks to my extraordinary writing interns from Oak Park 
River Forest High School, Samantha Phelan and Mary Grace Detmer. 
They were responsible for listening to and transcibing hours of inter-
views that was no easy task as recorded voices wandered as folks tried 
to bring up memories of their youth. Sam and Mary Grace typed up 
scanned pages of hand written letters and stories, bringing so much 
enthusiam and committment to this project. This publication could 
not have been realized without their extraordinary contribution and 
speed. Thank you to Cathaleen Roach for pointing me to these two 
young women. 

Special thanks to David Boulanger, Township Supervisor, Gavin 
Morgan, Township Manager and Desiree Scully-Simpkins, Director of 
Senior Services. Celeste Duignan for the idea and steady encourage-
ment to imagine and enable programming for the senior citizens of 
this community.   
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My name is Ed Mampre. I was born in Oak Park in 1924, as a tiny 
baby. I’ve lived in Oak Park my whole life, traveled the whole coun-
try in my vocation but always headquartered in Oak Park.  All my 
children went to Oak Park High School, grade school, confirmed at 
St Christopher’s church, baptized at St Christopher, 4 of them were 
married at St Christopher’s Episcopal Church in Oak Park, all col-
lege grads- proud of the kids. Was married for 50 years till the Lord 
decided to take her.  Really loved the area, I like it because it’s a small 
community, and it’s a very friendly community, in my opinion.

What was your childhood like? 

Very Good.  Believe it or not Oak Park was fantabulous because if 
you were out on a street talking and b.s.ing with your friends at 7:30 
or 8 o’clock at night the police would politely ask you to go home 
and get off the streets.  I wish they would do that today. You see kids 
milling around and that’s why we got so many problems. We had a lot 
of fun in Oak Park. We had a lot of amateur sports. Everybody helped 
everybody. Everybody was like a brother or sister in town.  And that’s 
what I like about Oak Park. 

Did you have a job growing up as a kid? 



I never technically had to work but I got a job at the Oak Park Arms 
as a bellboy and a busboy, junior and senior year in high school.  And 
after I came back from service I worked there for a while waiting to 
get back into college.  And that’s the only real vocational job I held. I 
did real well and met a lot of nice people. It was a nice place to work 
and make a couple of dollars. 

The Oak Park Arms is a completely different place then too?                                  
                                           
It was an apartment, a very, very high class apartment. It was the best 
facility outside the city of Chicago.  High dignitaries would come and 
stay there. I understand that Mrs. Roosevelt was there and I never 
met her. But she had stayed there. We had a lot of top class inventors, 
a guy that invented the Mars signal light was living there.  A lot of 
wonderful, wonderful people. They were very nice to us bellboys. 

Ed, when did you enter the service and how did that come about?                                                                              

I graduated in 1942 at 10 o’clock, I was a midyear – we were the last 
mid-year class at OP.   I took my mother. She broke down and she 
let me drive dad’s car to the graduation. I graduated at 10:00, the 
service was over at about 11:30.  I drove mom home, gave her a big 
hug, grabbed the El and went downtown and then enlisted in the Air 
Force.  So I had no free time after graduation from high school. And 
that’s when I entered the Air Force.

What did you enter the Air Force expecting to do?                                                            

I applied for Cadet’s and ended up with a pilot’s license and ended up 
in heavy bombers. Headquartered out of Salt Lake City - Sioux City, 
Iowa pardon. We originally started and went over Utah and then we 
separated because we were going to go to the Pacific so we were using 
land bases.  Each squadrons had separate headquarters like you would 
have on the islands. And we were headquarters of the 445th bomb 
group.  There were 4 squadrons in the bomb group and we were the 
headquarters. And that’s where I was very fortunate to get a new CO 
by the name of James Stewart, the famous, famous movie actor.  I 
flew quit a few missions, 10 of them with him while he was CO, while 
I was over in England with the 445th bomb group.

What were those missions like?       
  
To give you an example, we flew to Brunswick, Starcourt, Coplins, 
Kastle, Keel, Germany just to name a few of our missions.  Some 
would take 8 and 10 hours.  We had the worst mishap of the 2nd 



World War of anybody. Over Kastle, we overshot the target by 20 
miles, which was our fault because our bombardier did not do a 
good job. That never fails because we had no fighter escort.  And we 
were being attacked by 109’s and 190’s. So we had no escort. We lost 
28 planes, 280 men. They were shot out of the sky, those who were 
parachuting, by the German fighters which was against international 
law to do that.  There were seven of us that came back pretty well 
crippled up in our planes two engine and had the death of the last one 
coming in.  That was the largest air disaster of the 2nd World War – 
the 280 men and the 28 air planes.      
       
I was down in London on the 5th of June, my dad had written, he 
said, “Boys, you’re real close to each other, I can trace your APO 
number, and I’m running around like a dummy asking, ‘Wheres the 
hundred and first, where is  the hundred and first, I know they’ve 
got to be here.’  I hope that your brother gets home safe. He’s right 
outside, he’s in Torqui, he’s not too far from here. We’ll let him know 
that we got in touch with you.” And they flew me back to my base, 
and at 10 o’clock at night we started bombing Northern France to 
deploy the enemy, knowing about D’Day invasion on the 6th. So 
that was my spite with a five star general. He was a heck of a guy, you 
respected him dearly. It was, we were close.

Air Force is different than the infantry, different than any other 
branches of service. I happened to be talking to guys who were in 
other, they were in infantry, they were in jumpers, they were this, 
they were that. We were a whole bunch of different guys than the Air 
Force, I don’t know why but you weren’t running out like the poor 
infantry guys, sleeping in a mudhole, dodging bombs coming in and 
out, and we went into combat by flying into combat and came out 
hopefully safe. So it was a whole different life and living. They always 
called us the hoypoloi I don’t know why. We got the same pay as 
everyone else. 

Yeah, it was very impressive, you know 19, in fact the first George 
Bush and I graduated about the same time out of cadets, and he was 
Navy and I was Army. For 19 year old wet rat from a little town of 
Oak Park,  and most of us guys were 18, 19, 20, 21. We had a guy that 
was a major that was 22 they were promoting guys left and right. We 
had no military and one year we just developed, out of the 16 million 
that were in, we just had a tremendous military. 

So, everybody respected everybody. Having Jimmy Stewart, we were 
fortunate to get movie actors and performers like Glenn Miller. He 
performed at our base at Tibinum, and we were the last ones to see 



him alive, because when he left our base, I was supposed to take him 
back to France but we had a Berlin raid, so he called his personal 
pilot, and that was the last that anyone ever saw of him. Whether 
he went down in a channel, nobody ever knows whatever happened 
to him. Because of Jimmy Stewart, we had all of the top entertain-
ment. I enjoyed it, I think personally, I grew up and became a man. 
I respected elders. Over night I went from wet pants to an adult in 
a hurry. I never regretted it, to me it was worth a million dollars, but 
I wouldn’t pay a million dollars to do it over again. But I think every 
person should put in a couple years, they would really learn to love 
this world, they would really show you that respect. I really believe 
that. I didn’t regret anything, the 4 years that I put in.

What was it like after you came back to Oak Park after all this ser-
vice? How were you treated?

Oh, everybody wanted to know, of course just about everybody was 
in the service. I mean you either had to meet a guy that was blind 
crippled or crazy, or lame sick and lazy that hadn’t served. But they 
treated you wonderfully. Then we got, I don’t know what they called a 
52 20 club. You got 20 dollars a week from federal government, so we 
all got on that little bandwagon while we’re waiting to be accepted to 
college. Then you’d pick up a job like I did here and there, but they 
respected you when you came back. Just about everybody and your 
brother was in service, because 16 million, there isn’t too many left. 
They were drafting everybody.

You went to school on the GI bill?

I went down to Navy Pier, and I was disgusted. So I said, I don’t need 
this, so I applied and went to school down in Champaign, Illinois. I 
got a very good education, it didn’t cost me any money, I got on the 
GI bill. We were very fortunate, I understand the kids today don’t get 
what we got. I think I got 20 dollars a week or a month or something 
like that. My brother got 65 because he got banged up a little bit 
more than I did. We  got all our books, I got my degree, I was very 
thankful for that. I don’t think I’d have been able to afford college if 
I didn’t get all that help. I appreciate the dear lord for bringing me 
home. 

You grow up in a heck of a hurry, we lost our tail gunner, and if you 
ever ran out of B24 it was a 10 man crew and we wouldn’t get in at-
tack until the ball touret that was underneath your plane would drop, 
and then they would attack you. So, that guy in the tail, he’d have to 
crawl back there, there’s no way out for him. The ball guy had to be a 



little guy because he went in on that touret without a parachute. We 
had 2 of them that were shot out and you see them floating, there’s 
no way you can get out. We reduced it to a 7 man crew and really 
shocked the enemy when they didn’t realize we didn’t have this or 
that cover, but its something. You all stick together, the captain, the 
pilot is in charge of the ship, until you go down. Then the radio man 
takes over if you have to crash land, because he carries a portable 
radio and then he’s in command. But all the men, I don’t care if their 
Sergeant or Lieutenant or Major, they respected your rank, but we 
fought as a family. It really hurt us if we lost one of our men. I lost 
my engineer, we had  a 100 pound demolition get stuck in the Bomb 
Bay, We couldn’t close the door. I sent him back there he said, “Its 
stuck.” I said, “Kick it loose.” So he hung on and when he was kicking 
it flack came in, cut him all the way up, and he straddled the catwalk. 
Had he not released it, he saved 10 men with his own life. Its a whole 
different world. I now have a couple of grandsons in the military and 
I can see the reflection, what their gaining by being with the military. 
I think that its good for anybody, personally. Its a lot of good experi-
ence, a lot of good men came out of there a lot of them grew up and 
did real well in business because of their experience

Were their lifelong friends that you had?

Yeah, I lost a couple of my buddies that I grew up with. They were 
killed in the Pacific. I was fortunate, I went to the ETO European 
theatre, rather than going to the Pacific. To me it was clear, in Europe 
and I was awfully happy I ran into my brother and we got to spend 
a night in jail together. He came up to visit, surprise me, so we went 
to town, there were a dance hall with about 9 women and 90,000 
GIs trying to dance, and we got shoved around, and before we knew 
it we ended up in cooler and wrote home in mom and dad, Al and I 
spent the night together, but they didn’t know where or how. But it 
was, you know nobody got hurt, everybody knew what everybody was 
there for. No matter what their job was, whether you’re working in 
the arley room, or you’re working any job, nobody downed anybodies 
position.  I think I grew up overnight the minute I put the uniform 
on. I didn’t realize how old, 19 years old, getting commissioned. I’ve 
never heard of anything like that. Good life, I’m not sorry I went in, 
I think I grew up in a hurry. It helped my family, it helped me as a fa-
ther, it helped me as a husband, it helped me as a grandfather. I think 
its done all that for me. 

Thanks for talking



Above is a photograph of Ed Mampre in a traditional Scottish uniform. The 
photograph was taken in Edinburgh, Scotland in 1944. The photograph was 
provided by Ed Mampre. 



I was born in Chicago, February 1913, I was there not quite a 
year, my mother had two other children, my brother and my sister. 
They were older than me. We moved to Montana not quite a year 
after my birth, we lived there. My dad moved to Montana with his 
brother for work, and he finally came to pick us up and we lived 
in Montana. He died and it was hard for my mother. I was the 3rd 
oldest, with three little ones after me. We had to move to town, 
and we ended up going to school for a while. I got to high school, 
and they would send me to the country to cook for thrashers. They 
were those who cut the wheat and separate the straw and wheat. 
This is what they had me do after high school. I would get picked 
up to get around. All of the stores were in a whole lot, and every-
thing was sold in these lots. I studied whatever they had in high 
school. When we got out of high school, my sister went to beauty 
school and I got a job. I worked at different places, like Sears. I 
worked on giving credit for returns and mailing folders. They also 
had me work on other things around the store. 

I lived in Big Sandy, Montana. I was only there for high school. 
After I finished high school, I came back to Chicago, and my sister 
was at beauty school so I tried out that too, but I got a different job 
for some time. I lived with my sister in the Berwyn area when I 
came back to Chicago. I had some relatives over there, so when we 
came back I stayed by one aunt and my sister stayed by the other. 



We were the oldest, so my other brother and sister came later, I 
had to furnish a house and have it ready, so when they came we all 
moved in together. I don’t remember dates very well. One Sears 
store was closing, so they moved the stuff near my place, so they 
had us help because we lived so close. I worked at Sears for quite 
a while. I got married in Chicago. I don’t remember what year, but 
I always lived in Chicago. I never had a car, I could never afford a 
car. Now I’m glad I never bought one. 

Many of my close friends are dead. Its hard to contact them. I’m 
the only family member alive, which surprises me that I’m the 3rd 
oldest. I used to exercise a lot. But now my daughter helps me. 
They took my pants and gave me too long of ones. They said they 
would fix them but they are gone. I think the lunchroom is ok. 
There are some girls that I talk to at the lunchroom, they are dear. 
They moved the lunchroom so a lot of people stopped going be-
cause it takes so darn long. I don’t go to the lunchroom everyday. 

When I was in Montana I did all the shopping and worked in the 
garden, I even cut the grass and stuff. If the El isn’t running, and 
sometimes it doesn’t, I’ll just walk. I feel pretty good. My legs 
used to get so tired. I have no secret to my health, I didn’t want to 
be the last one. Its hard to be the last one. You can’t remember or 
read anything. It’s terrible. There are people from all over at the 
lunchroom. I used to know more people, but now I can’t see so its 
harder. Many of my friends are gone. I go by myself to exercise. I 
was there yesterday.

In February of this year Lillian celebrated her 100th birthday with lunch and 
a special cake at the Senior Lunch Program. 









These are the original drafts of Joyce Marco’s paper on Illinois’ Principle Roles 
in the Revolution and the Civil War. 



Illinois’ Principal Roles In the Revolution and the Civil War 
By Joyce M. Marco, Oak Park, Illinois  

It is not widely known, even in our state, that the southern part of 
Illinois played significant roles in these two key turning points in 
US history. The eighteenth century; Fort Massac  At the end of the 
French and Indian War, France ceded to England the Illinois territory. 
This area was between the British colonies and the large area west of 
the Mississippi that was later sold by France to Spain. In Southern 
Illinois, between the Ohio and Mississippi Rivers; France had devel-
oped a lively trade with the Native American Groups. The British 
Quickly put a garrison at Fort de Charter near St. Louis, but did not 
station troops at Fort Massac, on the Ohio.

When the colonies declared independence from Britain, they recog-
nized the risk that Britain might use Fort Massac to invade Virginia 
from the west so they station troops at the unoccupied Fort Massac. 
The British did not attempt to march across Illinois and capture this 
fort. After the revolution, the new country continued to use Fort 
Massac. A lively trade developed along the Ohio, and further to New 
Orleans, especially after the Louisiana Purchase. In 1900 the state of 
Illinois created Fort Massac State Park, our first state park. Fort Mas-
sac has been completely rebuilt, and can be visited every day of the 
year, with literature available for self guided tours. A prime ground is 
also available. Abundant motel space can be found by Harrod’s Casino 
in nearby Metropolis.

The Civil War, Cairo and Mound City,  General Grant could not 
have succeeded in opening the Mississippi River in the Union Army’s 
western campaign against the Confederacy without Cairo (his head-
quarters) and Mound City (the river port on the Ohio nearest its 
junction with the Mississippi). The Mississippi brought resources to 
Cairo from St. Louis; the deep-water, narrower Ohio carried material 
and river boats from Pittsburgh and Cincinnati. Mound City’s Marine 
Ways Shipyard was able to construct and repair river craft and return 
them to the water. It was accessible to both the Mississippi and Ten-
nessee rivers, making it possible for Grant to surround the fortress 
city of Vicksburg, MS. For his attack on Vicksburg, Grant needed a 
hospital. A warehouse at the Mound City Marine Ways was converted 
for this use. The government hired physicians and surgeons for the 
hospital; nuns volunteered for nursing duty. Coming from the order 
that served Notre Dame College in South Bend. The hospital moved 
to Cairo in the 1890s and served the entire region. Many of the 
wounded (Union and Confederate) died in the hospital. 



A grave yard was opened for them near the Marine Ways. The Mound 
City National Cemetery was commissioned by president Abraham 
Lincoln the same day as Arlington Cemetery for the dead in the cam-
paign of Northern Virginia. Over 3000 of the dead buried at Mound 
City could not be identified-the largest number of unknown soldiers 
in any cemetery. Troopers were buried in separate sections of United 
States (U.S.T.), Confederate (C.S.T.), and “Colored” (U.S.C.T.) service 
men; civilians who died on the river boats were also buried in the 
national cemetery.  During the Civil War, the separate units of col-
ored troops were sent only into areas where there was little danger of 
capture, to protect them from enslavement in the Confederacy. The 
racial segregation continued through the Korean War, after which 
President Harry Truman ordered the integration of all U.S. armed 
forces.

Today the Marine Ways is closed. The hospital has been consolidated 
into a larger regional hospital. Some space is still available for new 
burials in the National Cemetery, but it no longer has a full cemetery 
staff. The superintendent’s house is a museum and the cemetery can 
be visited every day. Contact for information about schedules, events, 
and burial can be made through Jefferson Barracks Cemetery in St. 
Louis.  A videotape has been produced about the history of Mound 
City’s Civil War experience. For information or to order copies, con-
tact: The Mound City Preservation Commission P.O. Box 45 Mound 
Cit, IL. 62963 www.moundcitynationalcemetary.org



My name’s Thomas L. Murphy. I was born February the 8th, 1926 in 
Butte, Montana. There must have been a mix up because according to 
my birth certificate, I was born February the 27. So when I had to get 
my passport, to go to Europe or wherever, I had to put the 27th down 
because that’s what the birth certificate said. So then I called Helena, 
Montana, that is the capital of Montana, to see how they have me 
registered. They have no record of me at all. In other words I guess I 
don’t exist. So anyway, my mother should know better than what the 
records said. So when I was discharged from the Marines, and I was 
in the Army too, on my discharge from the Army it was February the 
8th. But on other stuff it’s February the 27th. So kind of a mix up to 
start with there. 

JIM: You know, I hear of quite a few mix ups early on, just with the 
records and paper copies, and people being born at home. 

TOM: Yeah but I was not born across the alley from the hospital, I 
was born in the hospital. My father worked for the hospital, and my 
mother, she was a nurse.

JIM: What did your father do? 

TOM: He was an accountant in Butte. 



JIM: You were in the city of Butte? 

TOM: Yes, in Butte. Butte, Montana, at one point had 100,000 peo-
ple. But when I was growing up it had 40,000. When it had 100,000, 
they had 20,000 miners there because it’s a copper mining area. 
Started out in the 1800s, maybe like 1864, 65, something like that, 
they found gold there, then it was silver. Then this Irishman named 
Marcus Daily, he was mining down in California, in Nevada, and he 
came up there to Montana and he saw the real money up there was in 
copper. So he started the Anaconda Copper Mining Company, he had 
backers but he knew what he was doing. It’s very important to tell 
you this because, he was from County Clare, Ireland. And that’s not 
a mining area but there are mines in West Cork. And as years went 
by, those mines in West Cork, they were called the Puxley Mines. 
The English closed them, and so the miners who worked in those 
mines, of course they had to do other things too probably because 
it was a small area. So when they closed those mines, he wrote back 
there to County Cork and said anybody who wants a job come to 
Butte, America. Not Butte, Montana, Butte America. So one third of 
Butte, Montana was Irish. And most of them are from County Cork, 
West Cork, the peninsula. So that’s history right there. I grew up 
with the Irish, I grew up in a part of town where they were all from 
County Cork. And everybody’s father and mother, it seemed, were 
born in Ireland. Except for mine, mine weren’t. My mother was born 
in Denver, Colorado and my father was born in Centerville. That’s 
like a suburb of Butte. So this Marcus Daily, in history probably not a 
lot of people know about him, but he started his own town, 19 miles 
out of Butte, called Anaconda, Montana. And that’s where they put 
the smelter. They used to have smelters in Butte. And Butte’s in the 
mountains, in the Rocky Mountains. And because of the smelters all 
the foliage was destroyed. So they put the smelter out there. It was 
the biggest stack in the world, I think it was 500 some feet high out 
in Anaconda. So they had their own little railroad. Butte Anaconda 
and Pacific they called it. 

I was in about third grade, I jumped the ore train car one time. We 
would catch them on the run and we’d jump them. Nobody would 
ever see us because it wasn’t that strict. Like if you were jumping 
freight trains, a lot of times they’d kick you off the freight trains, but 
this small rail road they didn’t. So then I’d have to jump off, I didn’t 
want to go to Anaconda, how would I get back. I think a lot of those 
cars, they go to Anaconda with ore and drop it off. And then they’d 
probably, after its smelted, they’d take that up to Great Falls, Mon-
tana to put it into wire. So those two, three towns, that one company 
kept them going. And the Anaconda has since folded up. They had 



a lot of mines in Chile but the Chile communists got in there and 
they nationalized everything, so there was no more Anaconda Cop-
per Mining Company. But it was a big company, it was on the New 
York stock exchange and everything. So basically, in my whole life 
everything was pretty well predicated on my being born and raised 
in Butte. Because when I was in seventh or eighth grade I started to 
hunt. Just with kids, I never hunted with adults. My father left when 
I was six years old, he left us and so we were pretty poor after that. So 
I hunted with other kids. That would probably be a factor as to why I 
went into the Marines. I did hunt, and I was a reasonably good shot.

JIM: And you hunted for the food that you would eat? 

TOM: Sometimes, I wasn’t that great, you know we didn’t find that 
much. Because we only hunted rabbits, I never hunted dear at that 
time. I started to hunt dear in high school. But no I didn’t hunt dear 
at that time. 

JIM: What kind of gun did you have? 

TOM: A twenty two. A twenty two is a very small shell. Twenty two, 
I guess its millimeters, I guess. I got that in seventh or eight grade. 
I got that for my Christmas present. That’s when I started. I guess I 
might have been in 8th grade, my brother was in 7th. And thats when 
I started to hunt. My cousin talked my mother into buying it for me. 
We used to go with him a few times, he quit hunting. He quit hunt-
ing, gee he must have gone with us three or four times at most then 
he quit hunting and never hunted again. He didn’t fish either. The 
Rocky Mountains are great for fishing and hunting.

JIM: Why do you think he stopped hunting and fishing? 

TOM: He was a great reader, he read all the time and became a 
lawyer. After the war he became a lawyer. He tried to join the Ma-
rines right after Pearl Harbor. He was seventeen, I was fifteen, my 
brother was fourteen. We went up to be Marines. And he signed up, 
and I wasn’t going to sign up so this Marine sergeant he looked over 
at my brother and said What about you? and my brother he had a bit 
of a beard, I didn’t, and he said I’m only fourteen years old. I think 
the sergeant was just kidding anyways. So then, my cousins uncle, he 
would be my mothers twin sister’s husband, he wouldn’t sign for my 
cousin. He was seventeen so you had to have your parents sign for 
you. So he later went into the Air Corp. But I was crazy about the Air 
Corp too and when I was a junior in high school, they had a program 
there you could sign up for to become a fighter pilot. So I signed up 
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for it, and I got my good friend Jack Dunne to sign up for it, and 
we both took the mental test. And we passed the mental test, and 
he went up to Great Falls, Montana where they had an air base up 
there. This was 1943, maybe about March. He went up there and he 
passed the physical. And we didn’t have any money, so I had to catch 
a freight train to go up there. So there was a slag car that came from 
Anaconda, he was coming up through that slag. Now this was 
March but in March in Montana it was very cold. It was probably 
about fifteen degrees. So three of us went out there, the other two 
weren’t going into the Air Corp but they were just coming along for 
the ride. So we jumped the slag car, and we went from Butte to Hel-
ena, seventy seven miles and by that time, the heat had pretty well 
gone, so we were getting pretty cold. So this brakeman, he comes by 
and says, what are you kids doing? so we told him. We’re joining the 
Air Corp. And he said well why aren’t you going up there on a bus or 
why aren’t you going there on a train? What are you going on this for? 
We said they didn’t give us any money to go up. So he starts swearing, 
he said come on. He brought us up to the engine and he put us in the 
engine. They were diesels, this is when diesels first came out I think. 
This was March of 1943. So we went from Helena to Great Falls in 
comfort. I got up there and there were maybe twenty of us going on 
a bus from the YMCA where we stayed the night. They did put us up 
at the YMCA, the military did. That’s the one thing they did, but you 
get up there yourself. They weren’t giving us any meals either. So they 
put us on this bus and we went to the air base, and there’s still an air 
base there. There wasn’t before the war, but since then it’s still there. 
We go out there and hear there’s an accident alongside the street. 
There was a young boy there laying on the lane on the street, blood 
all over. He’s dead because he was on a motorcycle. So we kept going 
out to the air base and we get out there and we all had high blood 
pressure. The sergeant says, What’s the matter with all you guys? We 
said that we just saw a guy get killed. And with seventeen year old 
kids, that’s pretty tragic. So anyway, I didn’t have twenty twenty vi-
sion and I had poor depth perception, so they flunked me. So I didn’t 
get in the Air Corp. But my good buddy, Jack Dunne, they washed 
him out of being a fighter pilot because it was getting later in the 
war and they didn’t need as many fighter pilots. So they washed him 
out, and he ended up a tail gunner on the B-29s. He was stationed on 
Guam. The 29s were stationed on Guam, Saipan or Tinian. They were 
all in the Marian Islands, I was in the second marine division so I was 
on the Saipan too but I never saw him because he was on Guam. Two 
different times when they had bombing raids over Japan they had 
two motors shot out, twice. They made force landings on Iwo Jima. 
Well lucky for him the Marines had taken Iwo Jima, or he wouldn’t be 
around anymore and a lot of other men wouldn’t be around. So they 



made the force landing there and then they got another plane as far 
down as Saipan but Guam is further south than Saipan so he came up 
to see me, twice. The second time he was in bad shape, he was very 
nervous. And by then he had had quite a few bombing missions, he 
ended up with thirty one. And you know I didn’t say anything to him. 
I never said anything to him even when I got discharged. But the only 
good thing, for him, was when the war ended, they didn’t need those 
bombers anymore. So I went in the Marines I think one month after 
he went into the Air Corp. He was in a month ahead of me but he got 
discharged probably January of 1946. I didn’t get discharged until July 
of 46. Quite a while after he got discharged. But the reason I didn’t 
get discharged, they had the point system. 85 was tops, or more, if 
you had that you got discharged right away. After that they went on 
down to 39. I had 38. They get down to 39 and they quit. They said 
all you are staying here until the whole division goes home. So we 
had to stay another four or five months. March, April, May, June, July, 
another five months.

JIM: Were you alright with that?

TOM: No I wasn’t alright with that. I was a Marine, and I never 
screwed up, but after that I wasn’t as good a marine. I started drink-
ing, some. And I didn’t get in big trouble but the day we left Japan, 
we got on a troop train up in Kokura, Japan. Kokura there’s a big steel 
mill up there, it’s six miles long by three miles wide, it’s huge. Kokura 
Yahata, something in the northern end of Kyushu. Well we got on the 
train and this old momason she has a restaurant in Kokura and I used 
to go see her all the time and drink beer and eat sweet potatoes. and 
there was two old ladies there, and so they brought this sake and this 
bottle of Japanese beer down to the train and the Sergeant who wasn’t 
my Sergeant, he came down from the fifth Marine division. If he had 
been my Sergeant he wouldn’t have written me up but he turned me 
in and I ended up in the brig with eight days hard labor before I got a 
trial, and when I got the trial I got five days bread and water. So I had 
two days of bread and water in Sasebo, Japan, we left out of Sasebo, 
its a big naval base. So I had two days of bread and water there, then 
they put me on the ship and I had my own personal guard who put 
me on the ship. Most guards put two prisoners on the ship, well I had 
my own. So a lot of bad stories got around that I did some bad stuff, 
but the bad thing I did was take a beer to drink. so then on three days 
of bread and water on ship and then of course the ship is rocking, I 
got seasick. So then this Major, he calls me after I got discharged, he 
became our Major but none of these officers or NCOs were our guy 
so we fought with them you know, we were on Saipan together. They 
were all from the 5th Marine Division, who joined us because the 



guys with a lot of points, they went home, and the guys with a few 
points in the 5th division, they joined us. So he called me in there and 
said do you know how much money you got? I said no. He said you’ve 
got a lot of money, and I think I had 138 dollars. which was quite a bit 
of money in that era. You know we were all Privates, PFCs, Corporals, 
we didn’t make a lot of money so we didn’t have a lot of money. So I 
was surprised so he gives me my wallet with all my money in there. So 
well, that’s pretty much my history in the Marines, except for, well I 
could probably tell you some stories but I don’t say a lot. You know 
I’ve never told my kids anything. Maybe I should say something now. 
I never had to many bad incidences in there. 

I joined the second division after they secured Saipan and Tinian, 
they were secure. But that didn’t mean anything. That means they 
go from one part of the island to the other and its secure. But they 
left probably four or five thousand Japanese up in the hills. So when 
I got there, we had patrols for about four or five months. Then when 
the army took over and they patrolled for about six weeks and they 
weren’t getting the job done, they had never been in combat before. 
So then, we had to sweep the island again. We swept the island, killed 
about two or three hundred Japanese, and then we turned it over 
to the army, 24th regiment. But when I first got there it was a war, 
machine guns going off, and I could see it all at night, during the day 
and at night. And we were getting bombed quite a bit. Until Iwo Jima 
was taken, we used to get bombed quite a bit. But not heavily, they 
were trying to bomb mainly those B29s. This was the  only time I was 
ever really scared.  I was scared when there’d be some Japanese or 
something around a cave and they’d call us out and sometimes they’d 
put me on a road because it was a cut off and they wanted somebody 
there in case the rest of the guys came to tell them where to go and 
I’d be there by myself. So then I was scared. But I was never scared 
when there were other marines around, when I had company. So that 
was pretty well my story up until then. 

Then when I got out of the Marines I went to University of Montana 
for three months but the books got too heavy. And I had a girlfriend 
there too, first girlfriend I ever had. And so I came home and got a 
hold of one of my friends who went into the Seabees, there was five 
of us that used to go around together and four of the five went in to 
the service when we were seventeen. You were drafted at eighteen. 
The four of us enlisted at seventeen and he was one of them and he 
went into the Seabees but something happened then and they put 
him out of there. He was only in there for three months and he got 
discharged. Said he got nosebleeds but they couldn’t stop em, they 
just kept happening. And the other fellow, the fifth one, he was a year 



younger than I was. Joe Freshman was his name, he had a hernia and 
he wouldn’t get it fixed. He says, oh no I’m not fixing it until this 
war’s over. We all had kinda the same mindset, except for him.

JIM: Was there an advantage to enlisting? 

TOM: Um, no but as a kid there were cards, you could get there 
cards, bubblegum cards. There were three pieces of bubblegum and a 
card. Well they’d be baseball cards for one, fighter pilots for another, 
that’s where I got my military ideas, I was about ten years old. I had 
German pilots, American pilots, Belgium pilots, French pilots, Eng-
lish pilots, on these cards. So that’s probably where I got into military. 
None of my family was into the military. Oh my father, I think he was 
born in 1898 so by 1917 he was nineteen, but I don’t think they’d draft 
him till twenty one, twenty or twenty one for World War I. WWII 
they drafted around twenty, twenty one too and then they brought it 
down to eighteen. Early in the war it wasn’t like that, it was twenty 
or twenty one. So I was the first one to go into the military from my 
family, other than that cousin of mine, but from my fathers side of 
the family I was the first. 

JIM: When you came home, were you planning on working in the 
copper mines? 

TOM: I did work in the copper mines, and no I didn’t plan on it. I 
wanted to work in the woods, I loved the woods. between my junior 
and senior year in high school I worked with the Forest Service, that’s 
the US Forest Service, and I worked in Libby Montana. It’s beauti-
ful up there, it’s up right near Glacier Park. That part of Montana is 
gorgeous. So I used to see this river that came down through Libby, 
called the Kootenay river, and it was green. It was like an emerald 
almost, but this was all that silt up in Alberta. All these glaciers would 
melt and all this silt, do you know what silt is? It’s kind of this stuff 
that falls into snow, and then that all hardens and becomes ice and 
it all builds up and becomes glaciers. Well because of that silt, this 
river was beautiful. So I wanted to work in the woods and I did take 
forestry, in those months that I went to University of Montana but 
oh the chemistry, I was taking Trigonometry and English. English 
was bad for me, I had a hard time with English. I was pretty good in 
Math, but English not so good. So I know I never wanted to work in 
the mines but when I came out of college, I worked in the woods and 
we kept getting laid off, this is up around Missoula, Montana, and we 
kept getting laid off because the machinery kept breaking down. It 
was these two Swedes we worked for and the machinery kept break-
ing down. 
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So we finally went over to Coulee Dam, the Great Coulee Dam over 
in eastern Washington, well we went over there and we worked on 
the Coulee, not so much the dam but more like a river that went into 
the dam. And I was working on a jackhammer there, so we worked 
there for a while, then we went and worked on the railroad B&B 
bridge and building. And we had an Irishman from the old country, 
boss and he was very good. So we worked there for quite a while, then 
we heard some things that were opening up back in Missoula, around 
the woods, so we went back there but it was the same old thing. We 
were working and we weren’t working. When you aren’t working 
you’re running up bills, because we were going to a restaurant. There 
were two bars and one restaurant. The name of the town was Alber-
ton, Montana. So Jack Dunne, Frank O’Boyle, the one who went to 
the Seabees, and myself, we were the three that worked there. And 
we didn’t have any money so Frank went out and shot a dear out of 
season, this was winter time. And he shot this deer and you have to 
dress it up. You have the scent glands on the back legs and you cut 
those off. So he did that and he left it so he didn’t want to get caught. 
We went back that night and got it and hung it in a tree and when we 
needed some food we went and cut off a couple steaks. Of course we 
couldn’t stand at the bar so all three Irish guys ran up a bar tab, we 
ran up a tab in the restaurant. We did pay the rent on the cabin we 
lived in, we were up to date on that. 

Frank O’Boyle and myself were working in the woods, and that’s big 
timber up there, up in the Olympic Peninsula in Washington. So we 
worked there for a couple months, and then we went back to Butte 
and that’s when I started working the mines. And I went back to 
work the only mine in Butte that wasn’t Anaconda copper mining. 
It was North Butte, it didn’t have anything to do with the Anaconda 
copper mines. But after I was there for three months it folded up, 
so yeah that was around summer of 1947. I think I went back up to 
Alberton, we were working up there for a while, and this fellow, who 
was in my division but from a different part of Montana, we started 
to partner up and we went back to Butte and we worked in the 
students stopes for the Anaconda copper mines, they teach you how 
to mine. We were there for 2 weeks and then they sent us to a mine 
out of town. At the time there probably weren’t a lot of mines, they 
were all starting to close down. This was late 1947. So we went there 
for Tramway Mine, we worked there for two weeks. Then they sent 
us down to the Orphan Girl Mine and I said no we weren’t going. I 
didn’t like the Anaconda Copper Company. I wasn’t anti union, but 
I just didn’t like it because all I ever saw when I was growing up was 
strikes, scabs, that would come in and take over the miners jobs, and 
the miners would be throwing stones and sticks, bowls, big bowls at 



these cars going up the Dublin road. Ghosts, there’d be ghosts going 
up the Anaconda road and they’d be throwing these big spikes at the 
Timberlake Al Capone cars, they were bulletproof. And I saw this 
when I was a kid, I was around eight, ten years old. And I didn’t like 
the Anaconda company, I wasn’t against the miners, but every time 
something got good they’d lay off, the price of copper would go down, 
they’d get laid off, or they’d go on strike and they weren’t working, 
they could never get ahead. 

I left my partner and I went up to catch my brother and we went 
out to Washington. We were working in the woods there. They had 
a strike on the mill pond, so they couldn’t put any more logs in the 
mill pond. These logs, they have to wash them off before they can put 
them through the saws. So we couldn’t get up to Alaska, thats what I 
really wanted, and I said I’m gonna join the Army, oh he was begging 
me not to join the army. I said Joe, I’m joining the army. And he didn’t 
tell my mother or anything I just joined the army. But when I took 
the test, I had to take a mental test. And it was just me, I was the 
only one that joined the army that day. This was in Seattle.

JIM: What year was this? 

TOM: This was April, 1948. This sergeant got my test, he graded it 
and came back and said who was in the room with you? I said nobody. 
He said yes somebody was in the room with you. I said nobody was in 
the room with me. He said I don’t understand you got 131 on your IQ 
test. 131. I said well I was in the Marines when I was a kid and I was 
110 then so nobody was in the room with me. I never thought I was 
smart but maybe I was smarter than I thought I was. 

I went to the Army and I had my choice, any camp in the United 
States, or my branch of the service like infantry, I had been in infan-
try in the Marines, infantry, artillery, you had your choice of one or 
the other. So I picked Europe, they sent me to Trieste, Northern Italy. 
And we were cooped in there, because we had five thousand Ameri-
cans, five thousand British to make sure the Yugoslavs didn’t come 
over and take Trieste. We were there to keep the peace. I was in Japan 
for nine months and we fought against the Japanese but once that 
war was over they were very good, we had no problem with them. 
None whatsoever. Nothing like they have over in Iraq or Afghanistan. 
The Japanese were entirely different people. During the war they 
were good fighters, you had to kill them, they would not surrender. 
But after the war we had no trouble with them. I did eat in Japanese 
houses. In Italy I was there for 43 months and never ate in an Ital-
ian house. Never was invited, and I used to go to church all the time, 
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Catholic church and they were all Catholic, but I was never invited to 
an Italian house. 

I never liked Trieste, I was never happy there, but I did play football. 
I never played in high school because I got in trouble with the coach. 
I went out for track my freshman year and I got athletes foot, and it 
started creeping up the side of my foot even. So my mother made me 
quit, and I didn’t want to quit. We called the coach Sweed Dahlberg, 
there were only three sports at Butte High School; football, basket-
ball, and track. I went into the locker room for track, there was a bul-
letin board and on top of the bulletin board was a quitters list. The 
first name on the quitters list is Tom Murphy. This guy was the best 
football coach in Montana, but why didn’t he ask me why I quit? Or 
why didn’t he talk to me? So I could never play sports for him and I 
told my brother don’t go out for anything because mom will make you 
quit, and you’ll be on that quitters list. Now he didn’t listen to me and 
he went out for track freshman year, he was a year younger than me. 
My mother made him quit, I don’t know why, he didn’t get athletes 
foot but she made him quit and he got on the quitters list. He was a 
big kid, when he was a junior Sweed Dahlberg came up and was like 
hey how bout playing football? He said yeah sure you put me on the 
quitters list and now you want me to play football? I’m not playing for 
you. So he didn’t play, neither one of us played in high school. 

I did play football for three years in the Army. My first year I didn’t 
start, but I never had any training. In my second year I was a starter. 
Somebody asked me, well were you a wide receiver? I said no, every-
one knows wide receivers and tight ends. You split out about a yard 
and a half from the tackle. Both sides would split out from the tackle. 
That made me content while I was in Trieste. I used to get in my 
share of trouble there too, but it was always when I was drinking, I’d 
get mad. 

When I came back from overseas, I came back with Jack Daily. We 
went to the same company when we went to Trieste, but he didn’t 
stay there. He saw that there was a horse platoon, he got into the 
horse platoon and he really liked that. But his guy, he could fall into a 
barrel of sour apples and come out smelling like a rose. He just kept 
getting good deals. So after 43 months he came back on the same 
ship I did, and he says to me, where are you going. I said well I got a 
brother that lives on the west side of Chicago. He says where and I 
told him. It’s what they call the island, it’s south of Columbus Park. 
We kept to Chicago on the train. All these guys from Trieste, can you 
believe that, they’re all coming to Chicago. Polish guys, lots of those 
Polish guys. Oh man they drank that train dry. We get to Chicago, we 



got on the El from the train station to go out to Ft. Sheridan. 

Jack Daily, before he left on furlough he gave me his phone number 
and told me how to get ahold of him. So I called him up he said my 
sister is a having a party for me, for coming back from the military, 
he says do you want to come? I said yeah sure, so I went to that party, 
and all these girls came in there, and they’re all from the west side. 
I said Jack these aren’t all Irish girls are they? He says yeah they’re 
all Irish girls and I said what about that one there. He said yeah her 
name’s Gannon. I said okay, and I start talking to her and well that 
was it, I never got out of Chicago. I said I’ll marry you but you gotta 
come to Butte with me. She said no so I told her well then I’m walk-
ing away, I’m going right down those steps. She lived on North Av-
enue, 5400 West North Avenue. I said I’m waking down those steps 
and if I don’t get the answer I want I’m walking out and you’re never 
gonna see me again. She said well okay. So then we got married and 
she got pregnant and so I took her out to Butte, and I got a job out 
there doing what I was doing in Chicago, photo engraving. She was 
crying every day and I stayed with my uncle and my aunt. My uncle, 
he kept talking to my wife and said, don’t worry about him, he’ll go 
back to Chicago. Because you know we were afraid we’d lose the baby, 
she was so upset. So we ended up going back to Chicago and that was 
it. I’ve been in Chicago ever since.

JIM: What year was that? 

TOM: That was 52. I got married October 17, 53 and she had the baby 
October 20, 54. A year and three days. So we ended up with six kids. 
A boy, girl, boy, girl, boy, girl, which is pretty good. At least the boys 
weren’t fighting because there was too much space between them. So 
if there were any problems I never found out about them. My wife 
used to keep a lot of stuff, she’d handle it. Unless it was serious and 
then she’d hand it over to me. So that’s pretty much it, I was mar-
ried 57 years and I had no complaints. And I have no complaints with 
the kids and certainly no complaints with my wife. And she passed 
away four days after Christmas in 2009. But she lasted through 
Christmas, and she was really sick. So I said to myself, she’s tough, 
a whole month or more she was definitely sick. But she stayed here 
till Christmas and sat at the table for Christmas, she wasn’t into it 
too much but at least she did. But I’m gonna donate some money to 
the food pantry and things like that because I just figure I should do 
something for others. People are doing things here for me so I think 
I should do something for other people.

JIM: Well I think you do something for people here who look to 



model good healthy living. I think certain people look to see other 
people here to just get some gage as to where they’re at and what they 
might be able to do for themselves and I think there’s all types of 
things that people bring to this kind of place.

TOM: I’ve met a lot of young people who talk to me. In less than 
three months I’ll be 87 and a lot of young people talk to me and say 
well what’s you’re secret and I do tell them. I never smoked, well I 
did smoke five packs. A pack a day for five days. I was on furlough go-
ing from Trieste to Ireland. And I was bringing some cigarettes to my 
relatives in Ireland and I got bored so I smoked a pack a day for five 
days in Ireland. Then I quit, I said this could be a habit. I never drank 
all week, I’d drink on the weekends. I’ve taken a pledge many times, 
for a year I’d take the pledge and never break it. And for lent I’d 
always lay off. ever since I was in the Marines and Army I laid off for 
lent. Well in the Army. In the marines we hardly ever got anything. 
We were in Saipan a long time before we started getting a beer ration. 
And we got two cans a week or something. We used to get K rations 
and C rations. In K rations we used to get cigarettes in there. I used 
to give em away all the time. A lot of guys would trade them for this 
and that, I always gave em away. And when we were in combat we got 
a pack a day so that the cigarette companies they were smart, because 
a number of guys smoked. All my friends smoked in the Marines. and 
pretty well in the Army too, but I never smoked at all in the Marines 
and in the Army just that one time.

JIM: So that’s the secret. 

TOM: And I think if you can’t control the drinking you should go to 
your priest or minister and take the pledge. I took it for a year one 
time and I think I was over in Trieste when the year was up. This is 
an ideal lunch you don’t get a lot.  For me, I’m a heavy eater. the more 
I get the more I eat. This is ideal. Tell you’re wife that. You get a well 
rounded meal, you got your vegetable, you got your meat and fruit, 
milk so its ideal. I ran for 38 years, I was in a running club and I did 
run in a lot of races. That is a big factor in why I think I’m healthy. 
That and plus I eat heavy but I’d run it off. Well that’s pretty much 
my story. 

JIM: Great, well thank you for your time. 

TOM: You’re welcome.  



An exquisite entry from Roy Heinekamp’s family binder is this page 
with Roy (center) from 1956 by his mother and wife Margie on his 
left. The page details the living arrangements of a house that was 
purchased in 1914 for $1,700. which many of Roy’s family shared over 
many years. 



Oak Park Township Senior Lunch Program friend and patron Roy 
Heinekamp brought in a large 3 ring binder organized by his brother 
documenting his family in a manner of a cartographer, The above 
page identifies the Heinekamp girls, including Roy’s mother, sisters, 
and nieces. 



Bob I started living here in Oak Park 82 years ago. I went to St. 
Ignatius High School, then a year at the University of Detroit where 
I played a little football and then came back to Chicago and went to 
Loyola, undergrad. I then went into the Korean war in my last year at 
Loyola to avoid being drafted out of school. Myself and other class-
mates. Jim Mcgee, who became a comedy writer for Jackie Gleason, 
a common friend of ours Bob Newhart, Johnny Carson, and others. 
He and I were sitting in the student lounge in Loyola, decided we 
would rather not be drafted and we went over and volunteered for 
the abolition connector. In order to qualify to go into flight school we 
had to join as unlisted men first and wait for an opening in the cadet 
program. What interests me, then and now, is the fact that the US 
Air Force which was the successor through the Army Aircorp that 
became the Air Wing and accepted grants with the service around 
about the time of the Korean war under Hoyt Vandenberg who was 
the commanding General of the Air Force, the decision was made to 
beef up the educational assets of the Officer corp particularly those 
going to be pilots, hence the US Air Force using educational criterion 
to determine when one got into a class in flight school. If one had a 
Ph.D you could get into flight school immediately, a Masters degree 
would take a couple months, a regular degree maybe 3 or 4 months. 
In my final year of undergraduate I had to wait 6 or 7 months to get 
into flight school. Four years later, after completion of flight school 
and serving out our time as officers in the Air Force, there was a 3 



year commitment when we were sworn in as officers, when we were 
put into private life again, the Air Force was taking people into flight 
school with a high school equivalency background education wise.

It was reasonably evident that the onset of the Nike Zeus and other 
rockets coming on the scene, and could be seen at the movie theatre 
as time marches on knocking an aircraft  out of the air, was scaring 
the hell out of the kids. They might have otherwise liked being a pilot 
with the muffler and all the ladies liked the pilots. That all changed, 
it was no longer dog fights, because rockets were knocking the planes 
out of the air. You could never see the darn thing and you’re dead. 
The Air Force was willing to take anyone they could get. Everything 
changed. When I went in it was a delight because it was a well edu-
cated bunch of guys. You had to pass all of the physical exams and 
have perfect eyesight to be a candidate for flight school.

Jim And it was elite?

Bob It was elite, we were disappointed because the camaraderie 
that was developed as a result of the World War II, and dog fights, 
and the mistake of flying all changed under Hoyt Vandenberg. It man-
dated no more rah rah stuff, he wanted his officers to be intelligent 
people and be yes sir and no sir.

Jim You talked about Saint Ignatius, what was that like?

Bob It was an excellent high school, I lived 2 blocks from Fenwick, 
my older brother graduated from Fenwick, ordinarily I would have 
attended Fenwick. My father asked me to go down to Saint Ignatius 
and make an appearance, because he had promised one of his pals 
who was the treasurer of the Jesuit society at the time, and a class-
mate of my fathers that one of his kids would go to Saint Ignatius. 
My dad said go down, at the time I had spent the first of high school 
at Campion High School, which is another Jesuit high school, and 
decided not to go back to Campian. So ordinary it probably would 
have been Fenwick, that seemed to be the most convenient to the 
situation. But I went along with the routine and I went down to Saint 
Ignatius and the Dean of Discipline, Father Grant who we called 
“Skippy” put about 10 books in my arms and said I’ll see you down 
here on Monday morning when school starts, you be here. He was 
very intimidating. My father was a bit of a hero, he was a CPA and 
an attorney and he taught at Loyola law school. He had some very 
interesting clients, Arthur Ward Warren Wright, and most of the 
top owners of sports teams in the United States. The people at Saint 
Ignatius kind of knew him as a local hero, I think they decided why 



don’t we get one of his kids in the school. In the three years I spent 
at Saint Ignatius my dad went to the dean of discipline when I did 
something that annoyed somebody, but they weren’t going to kick me 
out of school, and I graduated.

I found it interesting, the selection of going to flight school, a pal of 
mine John Kelly was a classmate at Saint Ignatius, he invited me over 
to his brother in laws house in Oak Park one night, we were sitting 
around having a beer, I was in my third year at Loyola. John Kelly’s 
brother-in-law at the time was about 6’6” I’m 6’3”, and he was relating 
a war story about being sent up to the front lines as an entrance man 
during the second world war, and he observed immediately there was 
something wrong there, he could just feel it in his bones. And then he 
noticed all these people on the front line were small in stature, and 
he asked the key question “don’t you have any tall guys in the Army?” 
and they said, they’re the best targets for the other side, they get shot 
first. He told me, “Bob I crawled all through Europe from the time I 
was up on the front lines until the war was over.” I thought to myself 
not me, I’d rather sleep in a bed with sheets every night, and I joined 
the Air Force to be a pilot.

Being a pilot was an interesting challenge. You had to be in good 
physical shape, your eyesight had to be good, and the discipline 
that was utilized to train us in flight school was pretty good, and we 
were all competing to make it. We didn’t want to wash out at what 
would be a loss on our record for whatever value that was. Everybody 
wanted to get through, many people did not.

Jim Do you know what percentage that was?

I’m not exactly sure, it might have been 2 out of 3 got through. One 
thing that hit me at the time was many good athletes washed out, and 
my perception at the time was they could understand what it meant 
to be coordinated, because athletes have to be coordinated to be 
good at their sport, whatever it happens to be. Consequently if their 
instructor pilot would get on their back or over correction for a turn 
or whatever it created more pressure than someone who understands 
coordination. Many people washed out early on due to the ability of 
their instructor pilot to instruct properly. Much of it was luck of the 
draw. We used, at the time of the Korean war, former military pilots 
who were instructors, now they are civilians. They are hired as civil-
ians. If you were lucky enough, as I was, to get a good instructor, he 
would be assigned 4 students at a particular crack over a 6 month 
period. Either primary flight school or advanced flight school as the 
case may be. Many of these good instructors had all 4 students gradu-



Heavyweight football squad at St. Ignatius High School in with a young Bob 
Maloney at bottom row, second front left.



ate and become pilots. Some washed out all 4, much it was the luck 
of the draw. If you got a bum instructor there was an excellent chance 
you would walk. My instructor pilot was Pinkerton, he had been a 
Navy pilot, he only washed one guy out in the Navy. 

I was assigned to the 315 air division, our mission was to fly troop car-
riers with both passengers and freight. Some passengers were wound-
ed. Once in awhile we had to fly dead people back from Korea to 
Japan to be flown back to the United States. That was a very moving 
thing. The first time I was assigned one of these flights, I was straight 
out of flight school and I was as green as you could possibly be, I saw 
the guard standing there and cracked a joke “Is somebody important 
coming on board?” and someone told me, “they’re all dead smart ass.” 
I felt like a real jerk and it hit me, our countries doing the right thing, 
were sending people back for burial in the United States, none of this 
foreign burial in lands thousands of miles away. We did the same thing 
for injured people. If it was at all possible they were taken back to the 
states for medical treatments. We would fly those particular missions. 
We had no fatalities the year I was flying over there, until the last day. 
One of best pals, Roy Morris was his name, he was the same level as 
myself. We met after flight school when he and I were both sent over 
to Grady Air Force base in Japan. Roy was asked to fly copilot for 
another pilot who was taking up an aircraft to check it out after an 
engine change, a very routine matter, but something went wrong, the 
plane went in and they were both killed. They were scheduled to go 
back to the states the very next day.

I remember when I was in Ardmore, Oklahoma and it was time to 
be discharged from the service. One of the navigators on the flight, 
his name was Peter, he talked the pilot into taxing out until the end 
of the runway and then he would get out of the plane. After we flew 
around for a couple hours on routine deliveries or whatever it hap-
pened to be and the pilot landed, he would go back to where he left 
Peter off, and he brought his book with him and he was going to sit 
and read his book for a while. He opened the door for him and got 
back on the plane. He didn’t even want to go up for one minute, he 
was through flying. He hadn’t been over in Japan when Roy died.

I came close to “buying the farm”, which means you crashed and died. 
I was assigned as pilot on the aircraft, I had been a pilot for about 3 
years at the time, and reasonably close to when we were scheduled to 
be discharged. I was flying with a particular copilot who was about 
19 and I was about 23, that seemed like a span of tremendous sig-
nificance. He was just out of high school. We were flying C119 flying 
boxcars, the 119 was a very dangerous airplane to fly. It was made by 



two companies, Kiezer of the Kiezer hospital chain, and Fairshaw, 
Fairshaw made a good aircraft. They were in the business of manu-
facturing aircraft. The Skelvas was the government could buy the 
Fairshaw C119 for $250,000, and Keizer was selling the same plane 
for $1,000,000. The Keizer plane was a deathtrap, very literally a 
death trap. We would take off the aircraft and look at one gage called 
a torque major which indicated whether or not you were getting com-
plete power to both engines in the 2 engine aircraft. We watched that 
religiously as we went down the runway. If the torque meter revealed 
that the engine is starting to konk out we would immediately hit the 
breaks, we wouldn’t even look out the window to see if we were going 
straight. I flew a lot of different types of aircrafts, C6 trainers, B25s 
and others. None of them would even bother with the torque meter. 
With the 119 you just had no trust in the aircraft at all. In any event, 
we were flying the C119 from Ardmore, Oklahoma to New York city 
to pick up some foreign air patrol kids from Belgium in France who 
were going to meet the governor of the state of Virginia and they 
were young cadets, about high school age. So we were in the aircraft, 
roughly halfway there and we happened to encounter one of the 
worst thunderstorms I’ve ever been in in my life. The bottoms were 
50,000, the 119 was reciprocating engines, we were flying at about 
8,000 feet. Current aircrafts do not have the problems of reciprocat-
ing engines, jets fly above the weather and avoid an awful lot of prob-
lems. Were flying in the weather because we had no other choice. 
Were bouncing all over  the place and the copilot is finally getting 
clearance from air traffic control to go around these thunderstorms 
and the radio contact as a result of the sounds were inaudible. The 
turbulence was incredible, were bouncing all over the place, and then 
we got hit by lightning. The lightning hit, luckily, a foot above the 
cockpit, where the copilot was sitting. His hair almost went up like 
Orphan Annie, and he panicked and he looked at the gages in front 
of him. How fast you’re going and your altitude are most important. 
There are also several backup gages to see what’s happening in the air. 
In short of it, the copilot noticed the altimeter unwinding revealing 
we’re in a dive correspondingly the airspeed indicator is unwinding 
showing were going faster and faster. We’re starting at about 6 or 7 
thousand feet to begin with so were reasonably close to the ground to 
begin with, the copilot reached for the yolk, at the time I was flying 
the aircraft, and yanked it back to pull us out of what he perceived to 
be a dive virtually straight down and to the ground. If he succeeded in 
pulling the yolk back to his chest, the altitude of the aircraft, which 
was going straight and level although it was bouncing all over the 
place, would have gone straight up. This would have caused a stall, 
a wing would have dropped off, and we would have gone into a spin 
on our back at night in absolute 100% fog cover, and we would have 



had about 10 seconds to live. The time it would take him to suc-
ceed in pulling the yolk back and bringing the aircraft’s attitude up 
to sraight up would have maybe been 5 to 6 seconds. I reached over 
and punched him in the mouth and started laughing. I wonder why 
I laughed later, this wasn’t funny, I punched him and said “No you’re 
going to kill us. Get your hands off that yolk!” He did. We had been 
taught in flight school right out of the bat, flying VFR you have no 
necessity really to be too concerned about the instruments other than 
knowing how high up you are and how fast you’re going. If you’re in 
total cloud cover, forget VFR or visual flight rules. You can’t trust 
your jets or how you feel, you have to trust the instruments. There’s 
a third situation that the co pilot had never been taught I’m sure. If 
you get into a thunderstorm with different cells of differnet cumu-
lus clouds, or the same cells in a cumulus cloud being of different 
pressure, you can go from one cell to another cell and dramatically, 
the readings on your gages will show false readings. They could be 
straight up, straight down, faster, slower, you can’t trust. This is what 
happened. Fortunately I remembered vividly a flight safety lecture 
we had in Japan, and this was spelled out in graphs and all the rest of 
it, it wasn’t something we were taught in flight school proper, it was 
something we were taught over in Japan as an ongoing program to 
keep people abreast on how to fly on the airplane. When this situa-
tion occurred I looked over on the instuments, theres a little plane 
on the gauge and that tells you whether the plane is straight and level. 
If its straight and level even though its inconsistent with altimeter 
readings that indicate you’re going straight down. This regards the 
barometric instruments. You know you’re in a thunderstorm anyways. 
I had double checked the other instruments and was convinced that 
we were not going straight down. I took over the control. Then we 
lost an engine. We’re in a violent thunderstorm, and after this episode 
we had to feather the engine and go through the mechanics of flying 
on one engine. Then we smell the electric fire. The cruise chief is an 
engineer who was in back and does any mechanical things have to 
be done. I asked him I think we have an electric fire. He said it was 
the ozone being electrocuted by the lightning. We had a good idea of 
where we were and called in a mayday, saying we wanted to land in the 
first available military airport, found one, and I talked to the people 
at the airport telling them we had an emergency. We could see where 
we were going. I told the guy on the phone to call Jim McGee, get a 
bottle of Old grand dad and meet me in the airport. Jim jumped in 
the car and met me, the landing was successful and we knocked off a 
little bit of whiskey that night.
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OPPORTUNITY

Opportunity is a spectre whose duration can   
 quickly lapse, 
 if you are not swift and bold.

Engage this phantom now, for he may visit   
 only once. 

Best you grasp your chance, today,and follow    
 your dream or you may 
	 find	that	it	is	forever	gone.

It could be an idea, a thought that is solely 
yours – to create something 
 new that wasn’t there before, or an   
 invention awaiting birth.

But bear in mind this truth.

Your greatest barrier to success can be apa  
 thy and its progeny – the
 perception, “This cannot happen to me;”  
 the product of an internal
 weakness founded on your lack of faith.

How do you counter this antagonist, 
 when your goals are within your sights?

Tell yourself: “I can, I will, I must;” less  
 the chance is lost only to be
 replaced by sorrow, because you have   
 been weak. 

Remember, to prevail, you must be bold.

March to your own command: “I can, I will, I 
must”
Seize the opportunity at hand.
And with His help, you will!
Yes, you will succeed and reach your dream, 
starting now, today!
          
  R
poem by Bob Maloney



The bowls on display are part of an annual soup project at Oak Park River 
Forest High School called Empty Bowls which raises money for the homeless 
shelters in the area. We displayed 15 bowls in the lunchroom as an alert to this 
important effort. We hope to contribute by having some of our guests work on 
bowls next year.  



My mother’s family came from Abruzzi, Italy.  They settled on 
Grenshaw Street in Chicago.  My grandparents had six children.  
Grenshaw Street was near Maxwell Street and one block west of 
Halsted.  My mother was taught at the Hull House, by Miss Jane 
Addams.  Cooking, sewing and drama were the skills she learned.  
My cousin Eleanor was the girl sitting on the lap of Jane Addams 
at the famous Hull House.  

The DeKoven Street building is now across the street from the 
Chicago Fire Academy.  In my grandmother’s area on Grenshaw 
Street, she was surrounded by famous landmarks.  Hull House was 
on Halsted Street one block east.  The shops on Halsted were the 
Twelfth Street Store, Smokey Joes and Maxwell Street.  There was 
a Turkish coffee house and I remember those hookah long wa-
ter pipes they smoked.  There was an Italian grocery store on the 
corner and they had wax covered cheese, lambs heads and garlic 
ropes hanging from the ceiling.  Olives were in open barrels, and 
chickens in cages were alive in the store.  Olive oil was sold by the 
gallon and I remember my mother finding that they had added wa-
ter to it.  My father Pat was a painter and told stories of men want-



ing to buy benzene and paint thinners to drink during Prohibition.  
My mother was the secretary to the Federal commissioner during 
Prohibition.  She was 16 and made out the warrants.  The mobsters 
tried to bribe her for names with boxes of candy and flowers.  My 
grandfather would say you “hoodles” (rhymes with noodles) stay 
away from my Nancy, in his broken Italian.   

My grandfather made his own wine in the basement of the house 
so we always had wine at meals.  Even little ones like me could 
have a glass of wine and it was not a big deal.  I am not a drinker 
to this day and I think it has something to do with the genes.   The 
house on Grenshaw was mostly wooden.  The windowsills were 
sooty and cracked.  They were covered with plants.  Curtains 
over doorways were for privacy.  A coffee grinder hung from a 
wall in the kitchen.  A telephone with two pieces hung from the 
wall.  One piece was for listening and the other for talking.  The 
operator was live on the other end and the phone number was 
Haymarket something.  Wood chips and coal were used for fuel in 
my grandmother’s house.  Her potbellied stove was used to heat 
the house through a large pipe that ran the length of the apart-
ment.  Little wrought iron rounds were the burners.  A door near 
the oven opened to shovel in the coal and wood chips.  In my Oak 
Park home, we had a coal delivery system that would pour the 
coal down a chute into an open window.  The coal would them be 
placed or shoveled into a furnace.  It was appropriately named the 
coal room. 

The neighborhood tavern sold crème soda and root beer in large 
bottles.  The bottles were covered with slush from the melting ice.  
They cost 25 cents.  Gumballs were a penny with yellow striped 
winners, which could win a free candy bar.  As a child I waited 
sitting on the stepstool for the store to open.  They gave out paper 
numbers so you could buy meat and sugar.  Fat rendered from ba-
con was returned to the butcher to make into bullets and soap.  

There were not to many cars at that time.  We had a car with a 
running board. We would hop on this running board, as my father 



would turn into the driveway.  My mom’s brother would fix cars 
and he had a car with a rumble seat in the back.  We would rumble 
around in the sand dunes of Indiana.  

My grandmother had a large two-room cottage in South Bend at 
the Chain O’Lakes.  I would catch frogs and fish from a rowboat 
with a bamboo pole.  We had some polio scares at the time so 
we would have to take a nap every day and try to stay well.   My 
father would visit there but he had such severe hay fever that he 
would visit with my mom in a restaurant.  They had drive in mov-
ies that you could watch from a car and drive in restaurants where 
you could order food from your car.  The carhops were dressed like 
drum majorettes with boots and silky shorts and tops.  

Back at grandma’s house on DeKoven Street, the house was filled 
with the relatives in every apartment.  The kitchen of my grand-
mother’s house was filled with people.  The men would play cards 
after dinner and we would run around like wild Indians because 
the building was full of relatives.  We were welcome everywhere, 
I think.  When we were outside horse drawn wagons filled the 
street.  They carried produce and goods and they would weigh in 
right there.  In Oak Park the wagons with horses picked up garbage 
and delivered milk and produce.  Dinner was usually hot bean and 
pasta with cheese and Italian bread.  Sometimes we had dandelion 
greens, which we picked.  They were made into salads.  Ravioli, 
sausages and pizzas were made from scratch.  An icebox made of 
wood kept food cold.  Regular deliveries of ice were made to fill 
the top, which would drip away slowly keeping our food cold.  We 
had a Servel refrigerator in our Elmwood Avenue home.  The Frigi-
daire came later.  

The radio was in the living room and reported the news of the day.  
Some programs were fun to listen to, Ozzie and Harriet, Blondie 
and Dagwood, and the Shadow Knows.  We read the Sunday comic 
strips in the newspaper with a narrator speaking from the radio.  
There wasn’t any TV yet.  Superman was so exciting, out imagina-
tions filled in the pictures.  When TV finally came we watched test 



patterns and the Howdy Doody show.  Howdy Doody was a red-
haired string puppet.  I Love Lucy was also very popular.  

In the kitchen, there was a sink with two legs covered with a drape.  
During the war, we would save bacon grease and my mother would 
make soap from it.  In the back we had a victory garden.  We grew 
our own vegetables.   A clothesline ran the length of the house and 
it was used to dry the clothes.  My grandfather was a barber and a 
jeweler.  My uncle was a WWI vet and jewelry engraver.  Another 
uncle raised pigeons in the attic for carrying messages.  I think we 
may have eaten a few.  

My father’s side of the family came from Naples, Italy.  My father 
and his mother and siblings came to Chicago on a ship and were 
taken to Ellis Island in New York.  My father was three years old.  
There was a measles outbreak on the ship and they were brought to 
the engine room where it was dark and warm.  One boy died and 
he was thrown overboard.  It was a difficult sight for a three years 
old boy.  My father painted rooms during the Depression for $5 a 
room.  He started a paint store near Cicero Avenue and West End.  
The neighborhood turned bad so he sold the building to a minister 
for a church and moved the business to Forest Park.  My father 
was an honest man and way before his time he would help painters 
carry their debts and had a loyal following of friends. 

I want to describe my family home.  We lived in a large Gunderson 
home at Elmwood and Adams.  We had a long driveway leading 
to the house.  It was a double lot.  My mother gave parties con-
stantly for all the family to enjoy.  She was a slave to the kitchen 
and washing machines.  She was out in the garden planting stuff in 
the yard, every day during the summer.  She had magnolias, lilacs, 
tulips, and peonies in abundance.  She had some neighborhood 
boys to help her cut the grass and keep things going.   She had a 
best friend, Emma, who was an orphan from Michigan. Emma had 
one daughter who was like a sister.  We would roll in a barrel in 
the basement for fun hitting a wall until our heads were silly.  My 
mother loved Ascension Church and would support pizza suppers 



and carnivals held there.  She was at church every Sunday and my 
dad was there too.  

My brother stayed in California after the Navy.  My mother and 
father were disappointed.  My brother later died of a rare brain 
disease called Picks disease.  It was similar to Alzheimer’s.  My 
father lived to be 91 and died at the Villa Scallabrini, from the ef-
fects of old age.  I was with my dad the day he died.  He didn’t like 
hospitals or nursing homes. When I arrived at the nursing home he 
knew he was close to death.  I said the Act of Contrition with him 
and gave him a sip of Sprite.  He closed his eyes and he was dead.  
I know he went straight to heaven if there is such a place.  He was 
my best friend ever.  My mother had a quick myocardial infarction 
(heart attack) at 84.  My mom died on a day I went to the dentist.  
She said Nan are you ok?  I said I was fine after having two wis-
dom teeth pulled.  My dad returned home and found her on the 
floor.  She died at Oak Park Hospital.  These were traumatic events 
for myself.  No one could possibly understand how I felt.  I try to 
steel myself against disappointment now.  I am sure we all have 
had some big disappointments.  I am not too trusting anymore.  I 
miss my daughter Laura, for me it was another loss.  She loves me 
I am sure, but it’s just hard to grasp.  Laura has a family in New 
Zealand.  My son Bernie lives in the area and is thriving with his 
family.  I feel blessed to have such a wonderful family and many 
happy memories.  



A newspaper story of a Victory Garden that didn’t measure up. When 
the reporter saw that the carrots had not reached a size suitable for a 
photograph, a young Roy Heinekamp ran to the store to buy carrots 
for the picture. The photograph was provided by Roy Heinekamp.



Jim  Can you tell me who is in this photograph?

John  This little girl right here in the left of the photo, what is 
she three maybe, she is Arthur Peltz’s daughter, the long time head 
of the art department at Oak Park High School. The other two are 
sisters and they are both still alive.  She lives up in Chain of Lakes 
or Crystal Lake and the other girl lives on north Grove where I do 
and I am the infant she’s holding. The infant with the interesting 
Mohawk. My name is John Palmisano and I was born in April of 
1947. I just turned 66 and I grew up in this town. I was baptized 
and confirmed at St. Giles Church. I went to Horace Mann El-
ementary School from K-8 since they did not have junior highs at 
the time and I attended Oak Park High from 1961 to 1965. 

Jim  What can you tell me about high school in the early 1960s 
in Oak Park?

John One of the interesting things about high school at the time 
was it’s dress code. You couldn’t wear blue jeans so we wore 
wheat jeans. They had the rivets and didn’t eliminate denim they 
were just not blue. You had to wear leather shoes, not gym shoes or 



sandals. If the shoes had laces you needed laces. Your pants had to 
have belt loops and you had to wear a belt. You had to wear a shirt 
with a collar and it had to have sleeves, short sleeves were fine and 
the shirt couldn’t say anything. You couldn’t have facial hair and 
your hair couldn’t hang over your ears. Girls had to wear shirts or 
dresses they could not wear pants. I had a friend who I still talk 
with today that I have known since Kindergarten who made the 
mistake of wearing culottes and was sent home. During my years 
at Oak Park High there was a great deal of supervision of high 
school students regarding their behaviors. You could not smoke on 
the grounds or an hour before or an hour after school. Nor could 
you show anything smoking related like a lighter and a pack of 
cigarettes seen through a transparent shirt pocket. You could not 
smoke between North Boulevard on the south, Ridgeland on the 
east, Chicago Avenue on the north and Oak Park Avenue on the 
west. You couldn’t smoke at school events like football games or 
dances. 

Jim  Were both buildings there and there was a tunnel that ran 
underneath from the main building?

John  Yes both original buildings and there is also another high 
school in Chicago that has some historical architectural signifi-
cance

Jim Carl Schurz High School had Louis Sullivan as a consult-
ing architect

John  Yes Schurz was the other school that was architecturally 
significant. They tore off the front of the OP building and connect-
ed the two buildings from ground level and moved the entrance on 
the east and ruined its architectural integrity. For us you had to be 
in school by 8:20am in the morning. It was first period. The first 
period teacher would take a role call and if someone were missing 
they would report it. There was a student who would run the re-
ports to the administrative office. Barring your mother calling you 
in and saying that little Johnny had the flu the school would call 



your home. There were no truant officers there. You needed to stay 
in the building and every student had to fill out a form at the begin-
ning of the year stating that you were having lunch, and there was 
only one lunch period, in the school cafeteria or you were having 
lunch at home since most mothers were stay at home. I ate lunch in 
the school and the lunch was subsidized with milk cartons like they 
have here white milk and chocolate which was three cent and you 
didn’t have a choice between whole or skim.  I had a cheeseburger 
for lunch, which was 23 cents, and I had the same lunch everyday 
for four years. 

Jim  Sports were big then?

John  Yes sports were big and the tunnel was interesting to get to 
the men or woman’s gym. We would use the tunnel in the winter so 
we didn’t have to put our coats on and I hear the tunnel is still there 
and I do not know of they use it for storage or something? One of 
the streets was blocked off when I was there. Like today the school 
produced many students prepared for Ivy League schools because 
it was either the principal or superintendent had a graduate degree 
from the University of Chicago. He was one of the first people to 
have founded the national Merit Scholarship Program and they 
made the school a college preparatory high school, not a general 
education school or the manual arts.

Jim  What was going on outside of school? 

John  Well we had a great little league team and won the Little 
League World Series. Thatcher Woods and the Trailside Museum 
was a boyhood destination. There was a spinster who lived in the 
building, which is still there and was built in the 19th century. If 
you found a stray animal or a young animal or cub hurt or lost 
from their family she would take it in the building. If there were a 
bird with a broken wing she would nurse it back to health.     

Bike riding was my primary source of transportation, parents 
didn’t chauffer me us kids around. You went to a school in walk-



ing distance and I didn’t go to St. Giles even as a catholic because 
it was across Oak Park Avenue and there were not adult crossing 
guards. There were patrol boys and was one of them with the patrol 
boy belts, ours were white and today they are da glow orange. 

Jim  What about music in schools?

John  Yes that was interesting. The music program was on a 
circuit and for the elementary schools since there were middle 
schools the man’s name was Lloyd Fengel. I went to Horace Mann 
and the school all had the same structure and each school had a 
principal and a secretary, a janitor and classroom teachers who for 
the most part were spinsters. There were a few married women 
amongst them. Kindergarten was half day and you stayed with 
your class the first two years and in 3rd and 4th grades you were 
split and there were two classes in each grade because of the baby 
boomers, which I was at the front end of. When you got to the 
middle school grades you got new teachers Miss Holden, Miss Er-
ickson my homeroom teacher and Miss Happel who taught Social 
Studies. The classes were pretty rigorous and you could not bring 
anything to school other than textbooks. You couldn’t bring Mad 
magazines or comic books but they had comics in school called 
Classics Illustrated that you could buy in school that were great 
works of art reduced to comic books. We had recess and I remem-
ber snowball fights were encouraged. We had Halloween parades 
and contests and other school activities. 

Jim  You began to speak about music?

John  Lloyd Fengle was the music teacher and he rotated between 
all the schools. The deal was that you got free musical instrument 
instruction on any instrument of your choice except piano. Your 
parents had to buy or lease the instruments, I played the clarinet. 
This instruction went on until the high school where that had an 
orchestra and Jazz band. There was no theater that I remember but 
in 1957 the Russians launched Spudnik and the response from the 
boys was great and everyone imagined having their own helicop-



ters or spaceships. But the government felt that we could be at-
tached by missiles. A United States Navy Admiral who was raised 
in Chicago felt that schools should have Science Fairs and promote 
Science and in 7th grade I was in the first group to participate in 
the Science Fair, which I think, is still going on. Each student had 
to come up with a project that fit on a card table that your parents 
had to provide and the teachers graded the project and picked a 
winner and there was a competition between the Oak Park schools 
and the winner of that brought their project to the Field Museum. 
Paul, a friend of mine took an old canister vacuum cleaner and 
built a wind tunnel and his mother who was my Cub Scout den 
mother took me to the Field Museum and we watched his project. 
Some of the projects at 7th grade were very impressive.  They 
seemed like doctoral candidates now. 

Thinking about the time drugs were not part of the scene, the town 
was dry and no package goods stores were in Oak Park and no 
restaurants could serve liquor of any kind. North Avenue and Roos-
evelt Road had bars and liquor stores in supply. I remember girls 
could not wear make-up in school, I didn’t see tattoos either.  You 
needed 16 units to graduate from high school and four had to be in 
English. If your wanted to pursue the college preparatory track you 
needed two years of a foreign language and three years of Science, 
Biology, Chemistry and Physics.

Jim  Did you drive in high school?

John  This was the muscle car era. Pontiac invented the GTO. 
There is a bank on the northwest corner of Oak Park Avenue and 
Madison but it was a Pontiac dealership and I saw the first GTO 
there, it stood for an Italian name Gran Turismo Ogata that we 
didn’t know at the time. We had drivers Ed at the high school, 
which was taught by the gym teachers as supplemental. They had 
a class and a movie screen and you sat at the simulator and drove 
with the movie screen, which had the road and simulated your 
driving. It is still there, there is a State of Illinois Drivers License 
facility just south of the Eisenhower expressway at Laramie and 



they had a large oval track in the back which looked like a go cart 
track and you practiced parallel parking, diagonal parking and 
there were hills and it was where you took your test. 

Computer studies were appearing and computers were large. I 
took a computer language course then but it is obsolete now. There 
were Univac computers, which took up whole rooms. When I went  
downstate to the University of Illinois, which was the Silicon Val-
ley at the time. There was a film called 2001 A Space Odyssey and 
as the remaining survivor is dismantling the computer, the com-
puter says I was built in Urbana, Illinois. 

John F. Kennedy was killed when I was a junior in high school. I 
was having lunch and my next period was a study hall and one of 
the kids said to me that the president had been killed. And I said 
how could that be? I believed it happened on a Thursday because 
school was cancelled on the Friday and we went back to school 
on a Monday but there was a week of mourning. I think the flags 
were probably at half mass for the rest of the month or at least until 
Christmas. It was fun watching the fall out of his assassin being 
shot. The first seven astronauts were picked in 1959 when I was 
twelve years old at the time.  The moon landing occurred in 1969 
when I was 22 and we were glued to the television sets. I wasn’t in 
Oak Park at the time.

Jim  I remember watching that.

John   I would have thought by now that we would have space sta-
tions and moon colonies.  My sister who is still alive at 82 retired 
as a high school English teacher and was a journalism major and 
worked for the Oak Leaves, She would be sent out to report on 
weddings and feminine oriented material. Her heroes were Audry 
Hepburn and Grace Kelly who were young women her age and 
were strong and self supporting. They didn’t need their fathers to 
support them.

Jim  When did your family move to Oak Park?



John  My family moved into this community in 1939 and my 
father was a physician, a surgeon and he taught at Loyola but was 
not a full time instructor. He taught various surgery procedures and 
his students were third and four year medical students who traveled 
around the hospital making rounds and explaining to his students 
what he was doing in detail. He died in 1960 just after I turned 13 
from cancer. In 1964 the first report by the Surgeon General of the 
United States that smoking caused cancer. 

Jim  What did you wear?

John  We wore stadium jackets which had leather sleeves and you 
had the last two numbers of the year you graduated. The second 
year you had a minor which was a patch that was an O with a P 
in it. Junior and senior were the only years you could play varsity 
sports. If you lettered the sport was written on your jacket. The 
back had Oak Park obviously before River Forest was added. You 
wore a cardigan that was navy blue but if you were a team captain 
you wore a white sweater which was a status for teenagers.  It was 
a good high school experience.
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