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M aster Sergeant John Neal, wrote 
the following article while riding on 
the train  enroute to Camp Campbell, 
Kentucky, after spending a furlough 
a t  the home of his mother, Mrs. Daisy 
Neal, widow of Will Neal, form erly of 
Willow Hill, in Hoopeston:

“Squads righ t,” “Column righ t,” “By 
the righ t flank m arch!” These com
m ands em anated from the husky
voiced sergeant while he gave his in
structions to the fresh, new batch of 
recruits. Through the th rong could 

-be heard the hushed whispering of 
many of the men. Most were talking 
of the grey days to come in the charge 
of this hard-boiled, well disciplined 
soldier. W hat would they be like?

Yes, th a t is true. These feelings 
are not new and I  witnessed quite 
the same ones when I, too, was a re 
cruit. But do they really  th ink th a t 
those sergeants are as hard  boiled as 
they are pain ted? Or are they not 
hum an beings quite the same as the 
little private in the lines, both here to 
serve and do their b it in this grave 
emergency ?

Can you picture one of these so- 
called “tough guys” having a hea rt?  
One who is ready a t  all tim es and 

.^perfectly willing to give a hand to 
any of the m any baffling little prob
lems the Arm y has to offer? Yes, 
and giving it  too w ithout a  grow l? 
Well, I can. I have been in Uncle 

_Sam’s service for seven years and 
during th a t period I have found it 
necessary to  give plenty of orders 

|and  many a growl. However, I  never 
thought th a t I  would see the day 
when I, a tough sergeant, would liter
ally choke up inside during the experi
ence on my recent visit home.

I  was given a th ree day pass. Could 
hardly w ait until I  saw m y three 

b ro th ers , two of whom are in se r
vice, one of whom I had not seen in 
over seven years. U nfortunately, my 
older brother, L ieutenant Haskell 
Neal, who is in E a s t Africa, was un
able to be present. Then, there was 
the sister whom I hadn’t  seen in seven 

I years and also my m other who is a l
ways so good to see. I t  has been sev
enteen years since m other had had 
all of us kids a t home a t the same 
time. This was real cause for cele
bration and how pleased and happy 
she was!



W hat a wonderful feeling J t  Was 
--looking about th a t large living room 

a t  the two boys in khaki, the th ree 
sisters, my mother, eldest brother and 
the guests who were present. I  can’t  

! properly describe exactly how I  felt, 
f  but I  do know th a t it  was wonderful.

The time spent in their company 
was m ost enjoyable but seemed to 
come to  an end fa r  too soon. The 
days slipped into hours, and hours into 
minutes, and suddenly I  realized th a t 
very shortly  I  m ust m ake my good
byes. Goodbyes, a t  best, are  unpleas
an t and mine were no change from  the 
accepted rule. I  noticed th a t  m other 
too was thinking this, and looking 
a t  her I  could see a d istan t look in 
her eyes as she sa t in the living room 
surrounded by “her boys.” I  could 
alm ost read her mind. She was prob
ably thiking, “Will th is be the la st 
tim e I ’ll have them  w ith m e ?”

Then the question of seeing me off 
arose. I  have always been averse to 
seeing off groups. They can be so 
depressing. I  thought th a t if neces
sary, my youngest brother and his 
wife, whom I hadn’t  seen fo r so very 
long, could bid me goodbye a t the s ta 
tion. This a t  f irs t seemed a happy 
solution bu t before m any m inutes had 
passed they all w anted to come. I  
hastened to explain th a t I  really p re
ferred to  go alone and asked if they 
wouldn’t  see me through  on this count. 
Everyone seemed to understand and 
th a t point w as finally agreed upon.

Twenty m inutes before tra in  tim e 
I  picked up m y h a t and bags and 
strode boldly into the group into the 
living room. I  walked to m y m other 
first. She stood up very erectly, look
ing fo r all the world a better soldier 
than  I  a t the moment. I  bid her 
goodbye and m y h ea rt began beating 
fast. Next, two of m y sisters.

I  had go tten  to  m y oldest sister 
when I  realized th a t I  could go no 
farther. There were so m any there 
and I  fully realized th a t if I  should 
continue m aking individual goodbyes 
I  would be a nervous w reck by the 
tim e the la st one had been reached. 
I  simply couldn’t  tak e  it. My mind 
was w andering and I  couldn’t  ta lk . I 
made a hasty  re tre a t to  the adjoining 
room where I  saw  m y oldest brother. 
I  was anything bu t the tough, hard- 
boiled sergeant of whom the fellows 
w ere afraid.

1 asked my sis ter to  ge t m y bag 
w hich I  had left in the living room, 
explaining th a t  I  w as sorry  bu t th a t 
I  could go no farther. I  asked her 
to  give the re s t all m v regards and



explain th a t I  sincerely hoped th a t it 
wouldn’t  be another seventeen years 
before we m et again  in th a t living 
room.

Leaving the house things were 
quiet, and I  walked down the s tree t 
w anting so much to look back—but 
I  didn’t  dare!

*  sr *  *  *  *

Charles E. Geltz, pe tty  officer th ird  
class, gave his m other, Mrs. Joseph 
Geltz of 6ain te Marie, a very pleas
an t surprise, F riday  evening, when he 
came for a three day furlough. I 
had ben alm ost th ree m onths since 
his m other heard from  him.

He has been to  Sicily and they 
brought 800 German prisoners back 
w ith them. On his re tu rn  to New 
York, he is going to look for his 
brother, Gerald Geltz, whom he hasn’t  
seen for over a year, but who has 
been sent to New York from  Camp 
Bowie, Texas.

* * * * * *
Having completed his basic mili

ta ry  training, P rivate F irs t Class Leo 
W. Butler of Ingraham , has entered 
the second phase of his tra in ing  to 
become an Ordnance soldier a t  Camp 
Santa Anita, California. He is now 
attending a special school of the 
technical train ing  section as a  gen
eral clerk a t  this Ordnance Training 
center. P a r t of his train ing  will be 
in the classroom, bu t for m ost of it 
will be w orking out p ractical problems 
under field conditions.

P riva te  B utler is a son of Mrs. Anis 
B utler of Ingraham .

* * * * * *
M arvin M arshall, carpen ter’s m ate 

th ird  class, is spending a  furlough 
w ith his wife and his parents, Mr. 
and Mrs, P aul M arshall of Newton, 
He is in the Seabees, N avy Construc
tion battalions, and says th a t the next 
heard from  him  he’ll be w ith a group 
a t  some advanced A m erican base. The 
Seabees are composed of skilled m e
chanics in m any lines and do con
struction w ork for the N avy a t s ta 
tions outside the U nited States. 

* * * * * *
Aviation Cadet Howard B. Riley 

has completed his course in the  U ni
versity  of Tennessee a t  Knoxville and 
has passed all required exam inations 
for his pilot train ing  a t  Nashville, 
Tennessee. From  there he will be 
sent to a pre-flight school as yet un- 
nown to the cadets.

* * * * * *



Don C. D anforth, ship f itte r  f irs t 
class, United S tates Navy, is now s ta 
tioned a t  the N aval A ir S tation a t 
San Diego, California. He was on 
the U. S. S. Lexington when it  w ent 
down during the "battle of the Coral 
Sea a year ago and more recently 
has been on a sm all a irc ra ft carrier.

9 $ H* $ $ $
P rivate Charles Weber, who is on 

an unnam ed island in the Southwest 
- P a c i h i s  aunt, Mrs. F rank  
Holt of Newton, th a t he is well and 
feeling fine. He recently  bought a 
horse to ride to help pass the time. 
He was in New Caledonia and New 
Guinea before his p resent post.

# * # * 3E
P rivate Lloyd E. Jourdan has been 

transferred  to Bloomington, where he 
is attending the Commercial T rade 
Institu te , receiving advanced in struc
tion in refrigeration. He has been a t 
Camp Shelby, Mississippi.

* * * # *
M aster Sergeant D w ight Huddles- 

tun  was home on a th ree day pass 
from  Camp Campbell, Kentucky, over 
the week end, visiting  his parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. F ran k  Hud dies tun  of Yale 
vicinity.

Miss V irginia Ann Graham, daugh
te r  of Mrs. Irm a G raham  of Newton, 
will leave Thursday, A ugust 26, for 
H unter college, New York City, where 
she will report for tra in ing  as a W ave



in the United S tates Navy.
* * * * * *

Miss Lois Mildred W eek of Newton, 
who is train ing  for an officer in the 
Waves, has been transferred  from 
H unter college, New York City, to a ; 
train ing  station  in Nashville, Tennes- j 
see.

* * * sp * *
Seaman Doyt D. H am ilton of G re a t! 

Lakes is here for a week w ith his 
wife and parents, Mr. and Mrs. A. A. 
Hamilton. Doyt likes the N avy fine.

* & & U * a
E verett Loving Jr. has returned to 

! camp near Seattle, W ashington, a fte r  
a fifteen day furlough w ith  his par- 
nts, Mr. and Mrs. E v ere tt Loving of 
Willow Hill vicinity.


