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When I was called to my parents�’ side at their home in early February, 2003, I arrived in time to
see a neighbor carry my dad to the car for his final journey to the hospital. I drove my mother.
When she and I returned to the house later, I saw a box sitting on the dining-room table. It turned
out to be crammed full of old military documents that he left out for me. I took it home and
stashed it away. He died February 23, 2003 and was buried at the Santa Fe National Cemetery. A
few years later, I started looking through it and that�’s when I realized it contained every piece of
paper my dad received from the US Army over his entire military career. I put it in chronological
order and started to de-code the cryptic military lingo. I learned a lot, including the fact that my
dad was in military intelligence--a fact none of us knew, not even my mother. I could hardly
believe it. I showed the information to my son Karl who had been in the US Air Force and
understood military lingo. He acknowledged that indeed, my dad had been in Army Intelligence.
When I mentioned it to my nephew who was also in the USAF, he could not believe it, saying
�“he was in the Corps of Engineers�” and all I could say is �“it was a cover�”. My dad was one of
The Greatest Generation Tom Brokaw wrote about in his book of that name. These men did not
talk about their war experiences and pretended not to feel anything. I interwove the facts from
these documents with events that mostly my mother spoke about.

My dad John Edward McNerney, Jack to his family and Mac to my mother�’s, came down with a
potentially fatal disease at the age of ten--spinal meningitis--surviving with a permanent facial
disfigurement which caused problems that were exacerbated over the years. The effect is visible
in every photograph of him after that. He showed an early interest in the military. By 1930, as a
junior at Paseo High School in Kansas City, Missouri, he was a member of the Sea Scouts and
trained with them. He had to be a first-class Boy Scout to qualify. 

He graduated high school in 1931 and then completed his associate degree in civil engineering at
Kansas City Junior College, remaining in the Naval Reserve at Kansas City, and moving on in
search of work to San Bruno, California, Safford, Arizona, and Farmington, New Mexico, until
acquiring a discharge to join the US Army in 1941. During the Great Depression of the 1930s,
jobs were difficult, if not impossible, to find. He found one in San Bruno as a grave digger, but
his superstitious Irish aunts he lived with put a nix on it, telling him �“No one in our family digs
graves.�” He gave it up and found other small jobs. Eventually, because of his training in civil
engineering, he secured a job in the late 1930s with the US Soil Conservation Service at Chaco
Canyon in the Four Corners area, and lived in Farmington, New Mexico, where he met my
mother, Rosemary Tischhauser. She worked for a natural gas company there, and after their first
meeting, gave the customary farewell of the times, �“See you in church.�” Her eyes popped when
she saw him at Mass the following Sunday in the local Catholic Church. On one of their earliest
dates, they drove to Santa Fe for opening night of Gone With the Wind.

After receptions and showers where they were declared �“the perfect match�”, they married on
July 27, 1940 in Albuquerque, New Mexico--her home town. (See photograph.) Many men they
knew in the New Mexico National Guard, called to active duty in mid 1941 in defense of the
Philippines, were captured by the Japanese after the fall of Bataan in April, 1942. Mac�’s best
friend from the Soil Conservation Service, Dean Craft, was one of them. He and Craft
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corresponded, with Dean telling of his experiences at Bataan, and Mac detailing his efforts to be
accepted in the Army, until the last letter he sent Craft on April 4 was returned, undeliverable.
(See letters.)

Mac and Rosemary�’s first child, Patricia, was born in July, 1941. Although he would not have
had to serve because of his age and pre-Pearl Harbor baby, in May, 1942, Mac was accepted and
on June 2 entered military service, starting army basic training at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri.
He was a few days short of 29 years old. After a brief rest and recuperation in Kansas City in late
July with his family where Rosemary joined him, he went on for more training. He qualified for
Volunteer Engineers Officer Candidate School and was sent to Fort Belvoir, Virginia, on
September 14, 1942. In December, he came down with rheumatic fever and spent weeks in the
military hospital as he could not be released until he was ready to go directly back to rigorous
training. Rosemary lived with the baby in neighboring Alexandria in a tiny one-room apartment
over a restaurant, on rationed gasoline and food, trading babysitting with another young mother
there in order to have time to go see her husband in the hospital.

The stay in the Washington DC area had advantages. Rosemary heard that President Franklin D.
Roosevelt would talk at Arlington National Cemetery on Veteran�’s Day, so she went to see him.
She was shocked when he came to the podium in a wheel chair. The public did not know he was
crippled. She also went to see Senator Dennis Chavez of New Mexico, who was very pleased to
see someone from back home.

It also had disadvantages. Her worst experiences--the fearful air-raid drills--happened often. 
Residents did not know they were drills, but the real threat of German U-Boats shelling the
nation�’s capitol was known to everyone. When sirens started in the middle of the night, every
light had to be out so the entire area was blackened. She was frightened and ran to pick up
Patricia, who screamed and held onto her so tightly that she pinched her arms until it was
painful. They could hear planes flying over, not knowing they were our own military planes. One
night, she heard a terrifying commotion in the darkness, and banging on doors in the building. It
turned out that MPs were trying to locate a light in someone�’s apartment. They found it--a single
light bulb in a closet.

When Mac became ill during training in late 1942, Rosemary�’s life made a turn for the worse,
and she faced Christmas alone. Mac�’s younger brother Richard, on a few days furlough from the
Navy at nearby Norfolk, came to visit. As active military, he had access to more gasoline and
better food, and drove to the Fort Belvoir hospital to pick up his brother and bring him to the
apartment for a few hours on Christmas day. Rosemary, eternally grateful to Richard, prepared
Christmas dinner of pork chops and mashed potatoes on hotplates in the apartment, and they had
a memorable and wonderful day together.

Mac recovered and completed the Engineer Officer Candidate School on February 2, 1943,
emerging a temporary 2nd Lieutenant thereby becoming a ninety-day wonder--one who, during
World War II, became a US Army officer in 90 days right out of basic training. Mac was
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assigned to Camp Butner, North Carolina, through late July, 1943, with the Corps of Engineers.
There he served in several capacities, including defense counsel and investigating officer for a
Special Court Martial. He was sent back to Engineer School at Fort Belvoir for the purpose of
pursuing the Officer Cadre Course Number 7, reporting on August 2, 1943. After completing the
course work on August 28, he emerged as Corporal, Temporary on September 10. 

From there he was sent again to Fort Leonard Wood to train colored troops. He spoke later of
these training sessions as trying and that trainee troopers sometimes shot themselves in the foot,
literally, to avoid being sent into combat. After that it was on to Camp Crowder, Missouri, where
he served in the 182nd Engineering Battalion. During all these months, Rosemary followed her
husband from fort to camp. By the time he arrived at Camp Crowder, she had one small girl and
was pregnant. Their second daughter, Rosemary, was born in Joplin, Missouri, not far from
Camp Crowder, in January, 1944. 

At the end of February, 1944, John was assigned to Second Army Headquarters, Engineer
Combat Battalion at Nashville, Tennessee. There he handled funds, served as special counsel for
military court, and was recommended for a promotion to Captain on April 14, 1944. His
�“outstanding performance of duties appropriate to the grade for which his promotion is
recommended ... clearly demonstrated that he is fully qualified to perform the duties and assume
the responsibilities of the next higher grade. ... This officer possesses a high degree of quality for
leadership and command and is an effective disciplinarian.�” From June 19 to 29, 1944, 1st
Lieutenant John E. McNerney completed the course of instruction prescribed by the War
Department for the employment and maintenance of the Odograph at Fort Riley, Kansas. While
there, he was assigned to the newly formed 1297th Engineer Combat Battalion, serving as
intelligence officer. 

After that he was stationed at Camp Campbell, Kentucky, and then Camp Rucker, Alabama, for
further training. By January, 1945, he was in Camp Shelby, Mississippi, with the 1694th
Engineering Battalion where he served on detail for the Board of Officers. During his time there,
Rosemary and the children lived in Hattiesburg, Mississippi. One night after she picked Mac up
for an evening with the family, the kids were asleep when it came time for him to return to camp.
It was a cold night, and they decided she could make a quick drive of it without disturbing the
children. On the way back to the apartment, Rosemary saw a fire in the distance and, thinking it
was in her complex, sped up. As she approached with a racing heart, she determined that the fire
was someplace else. But the fright and guilt never left her and she did not leave her children
alone ever again. 

On June 14, 1945, the War Department issued the following confidential memo to Commanding
Generals, Second & Fourth Armies etc: �“It is desired that you take without delay the action for
which you are responsible to prepare for foreign service and to move the units listed [below] to
the appropriate port of embarkation and thence to oversea destination as designated in
instructions issued separately.�” Unit 1694th Engineer C Battalion at Camp Shelby with �“Negro
enlisted personnel�”, Shipment 2209-A, was included and prepared to proceed by rail �“to Camp
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Anza, Arlington, California to arrive on July 13, 1945 for further movement outside the
continental United States.�” On July 14, Captain McNerney was issued special orders and on
August 3 assigned to 1694th Engineer C Battalion which would ship out for the Philippine
Islands to prepare for the invasion of Japan and liberate the Philippines. 

Mac is on the passenger list of the ship Cape Victory at Camp Anza. Major Charles E. Rollins
states �“I certify Capt John E. McNerney ... was a member of Shipment 2209-A and left Camp
Anza, California, 21 July 1945, to report aboard the ship Camp Victory as part of the mess detail
designated ... in a secret document and has never been part of our files. It is not now available to
us.�” Captain McNerney was heading to the Philippine Islands along with about three million
other troops to prepare for the liberation of the Philippines and invasion of Japan. It seems
evident, as part of his intelligence work, that he had privileged knowledge of the impending
secret weapon in the form of the atom bomb about to be dropped on Japan.

Rosemary, with two young children and pregnant, supervised the packing at Camp Shelby of the
little they owned which was shipped out July 11 to her parents�’ house at 415 N 6th street in
Albuquerque, and went home. She always maintained that, for her, the hardest part of the entire
three-year experience was the knowledge that she might never see her husband again when he
left in July, 1945 for an unknown destination. In Albuquerque on July 16 she felt the ground
rumble when the atom bomb was tested at the Trinity Site at White Sands, New Mexico. At the
time, no one had any idea what it was. 

Camp Victory arrived in the Philippines after the bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki in early
August, 1945, and surrender of Japan, and Mac was �“detailed Assistant Adjutant, Civilian Pay
Labor Officer, Battalion War Bond Officer, Soldier�’s Deposit Officer, and Certifying Officer in
addition to his other duties ... was appointed Class A Agent Officer to Finance Officer for the
purpose of paying Officers and Enlisted men, 1694th Engineer Combat Battalion for an
indefinite period.�” So stated by RESTRICTED Special Order Number 100, November 8, 1945.
But his real job was intelligence, which is documented in his correspondence to Headquarters,
1694th Engineer Combat Battalion, December 24, 1945, where he returns classified documents
and in other official restricted special order correspondence in December, 1945. By that time, he
was in the 1759th Engineer Special Shop Battalion. Claims officer was added to Mac�’s list in
January, 1946, in coded, restricted correspondence, and he was appointed to a Special Court
Martial. 

The immense demobilization effort was in full swing, and returning three million troops back to
the states took time. Enlisted men had priority to leave first. Finally in February, Captain
McNerney began turning in the dozens of items issued to him by the Army, including a mosquito
net, tent, fork and spoon, and a caliber 30 carbine with oiler, sling, and magazine. He had
become disenchanted with those serving in the military who were taking advantage of the
enormous cache of goods and materiel, and pocketing items that belonged to the US Army,
waving it off as �“It�’s free because it belongs to the government.�” But Mac�’s time in the
Philippines was not entirely wasted as he had gone out into the community, especially to the
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catholic church in Manilla, and made many Filipino friends that he corresponded with for the
rest of his life. They told him of atrocities Japanese soldiers committed, including the fact that
they opened fire against non-combatant American and Filipino prisoners as American liberation
forces closed in. Others told of Filipinos being buried up to the neck, then their heads were cut
off starting from the back so they would not die quickly. But he had contracted malaria which
proved a permanent threat to his health.

At long last he was ordered to the separation center on February 5 and was among the hundreds
aboard the former military hospital ship, Acadia, which had seen service all over the Atlantic
theatre of war and recently sent to the Pacific in anticipation of the invasion of Japan, when it
sailed for the US. He was then transported by railroad to Fort Bliss, Texas, where he received a
formal, honorable discharge on April 26, 1946. At that time, he was cited with a Meritorious
Service Unit Insignia, Philippine Liberation Ribbon. In summary, he had served as �“Engineer
Combat Company Commander 11 months, directed the work, training, and administration of 170
men and 4 officers. Engineer Battalion Intelligence Officer 21 months, procured, prepared and
distributed work maps and sketches for the Battalion, prepared work plans for and supervised all
types of heavy equipment, designed military roads and bridges, laid out and selected camp sites.�”

By the time he arrived in Albuquerque to join his wife and family, his youngest daughter,
Kathleen, whom he had never seen, was almost eight months old. During his time in the
Philippines, he learned the fate of his friend, Dean Craft, who perished aboard an unmarked
Japanese prisoner transport ship that was bombed by Americans. When the Coast Artillery left,
Rosemary related later, no one imagined that the men would never come home--that no one
would never see them again. From his experiences, Mac learned to despise the Japanese, and was
appalled when Americans started buying Japanese cars in the 1970s. It was the prevailing
sentiment of his generation.

Before his final discharge from active duty, Mac signed up for Army Reserves on March 5,
1946, to serve in the Officer Cadre School in Albuquerque and was promoted to Major. On
December 9, 1946, he received correspondence from the War Department, The Adjutant
General�’s Office, Washington, DC, detailing his appointment to Major, Corps of Engineers,
Army of the United States. Headquarters of the 360th Engineer Construction Battalion per
assignment letter Order Number 11, Headquarters, Fourth Army, Office Senior Instruction,
Organized Reserve, State of New Mexico, Kirtland Field, Albuquerque, dated 30 June 1947, the
following officers are assigned to duties as listed below: McNerney, John E., 01 110 124, Maj,
Engr-Res, 407 La Vega Rd, Albuquerque, S-3. As an engineer reservist instructor, he taught
twice a week every spring and fall semester at the Armory, and attended weekend active duty
training sessions. He was called active duty as Operations Officer from August 1 to 22, 1946 at
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Fort Bliss, Texas, after
which he was
recommended as a
Superior Officer by the Commanding
Officer. The following
year, he went on active
duty from July 8-25 at
Camp Hood, Texas.
After attending the
annual two-week
training camp at Fort
Bliss, Texas, on August
22, 1948, he was again
recommended as a
Superior Officer. An
order was issued to the

Battalion in June 1949 to report to Camp Hood, Texas from July 8-25 for summer camp training.
In 1950, he attended Home Station Active Duty Training at the Albuquerque Headquarters New
Mexico Military District, and accepted assignment of Military Occupational Speciality of ...
Primary ... Combat Engineer Unit Commander, and Secondary ... Intelligence Staff Officer
Combat. He also attended intensive training at Red River Arsenal, Texarkana, Texas, on August
15, 1950 for 15 days, and other training, including an Engineer Directors ORC School Center
course at Fort Belvoir in October. The Cold War was underway. (In the training camp photo
above, Mac is standing in the front row, fourth from right.)

During these years,
at his day job John
worked again for the
US Soil
Conservation Service
until 1953 when he
took a job with
Mossman-Gladden, a
prominent
Albuquerque home
builder, laying out
subdivisions with his
surveying skills. In
1949, he completed a
BS degree in Civil
Engineering at the
University of New
Mexico on the GI
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Bill. In 1950, he built a cozy home in Albuquerque for his young family with GI Bill assistance
and veteran property tax breaks, and started on a masters degree. As luck would have it, his and
Rosemary�’s twin sons, John and Jerry, were born in 1951, interrupting his education. But who
could ask for more--twin boys.

As his military career continued, in 1951 Mac was assigned Director Engineer Branch at
Albuquerque where he continued as an instructor and completed active duty training courses on

weekends and
holidays and
two-week
summer camp
at Fort Worth,
Texas, where
he was an
Organization
and Training
Officer. And so
it went as he
advanced up
the ranks, in
1952 to
Lieutenant
Colonel, and
on October 4,
1966 he was
promoted to
the rank
Colonel. Over
the years he
received
commendation
letters from

commanding officers for untiring efforts, dedication, devotion to duty, and the outstanding and
professional manner in which he performed his assignments. 

His retirement from the Army took place on his 60th birthday, June 23, 1973. 

Reference: Complete military documentation from 1937 when John E. McNerney served as
Seaman 2nd Class until his 1973 retirement.
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For clarification purposes on the letters, families of origin John Edward McNerney and
Rosemary Tischhauser McNerney are:

Anna Long and Thomas McNerney children:
Katherine V. McNerney
Thomas (Tom) McNerney (married Vivian Halvorsen)
John E. McNerney (married Rosemary Tischhauser)
Eugene (Gene) McNerney
Anne E. McNerney (married Charles Jordan)
Richard M. McNerney

Pansy Woodward and John Tischhauser children:
Anabel Tischhauser (married Jake Umbrage)
Rosemary Tischhauser (married John E. McNerney)
Eustelle Tischhauser (married James O�’ Rourke)
John (Jack) Tischhauser (married Bernadine Morris)
Richard (Dick) Tischhauser (married Patricia Buckley)

I hope you enjoy reading the summary and letters as much as I did putting it together.

Rosemary McNerney Winkler
December, 2010
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John Edward McNerney, called Jack or Mac, was a faithful correspondent with his family from

the time he left home, Kansas City, in 1933 at the age of 20, after completing his diploma in

engineering surveying at Kansas City Junior College. His mother and sister Katherine saved

many of these letters and post cards, mostly from 1941-46 when he was in the military during

World War II. Some are typewritten but most are in his own handwriting which is so clear that

every word is legible. The first one in the collection is postmarked October 27, 1939,

Farmington, New Mexico, addressed to Katherine in San Francisco where she went in search of

a job. He tells of his plans to go San Francisco on his vacation and will see her soon. He hitches

rides as far as Prescott, Arizona, where he sends her a post card on October 30. “I’ll wire you

from L.A. [he will take the train from here] when I am sure of the time I get to good ole S.F. Tell

all the bartenders to put an extry (sic) keg on ice; McNerney is coming to town!” Farmington is

where he meets Dean and Barbara Craft, and they become fast friends. He and Dean are

employed by the Soil Conservation Service at nearby Chaco Canyon, and Dean is a member of

the New Mexico National Guard. He also meets Rosemary Tischhauser there among young

people, and her parting words to him after their first meeting are, “See you in church.” Turns out

she next sees him at Mass the following Sunday.

***

Rosemary and John are married in Albuquerque, her home town, in July, 1940, and his next

letters, from Vallejo, California, beginning in August, 1941, to his mother, are about family

news. He is employed at Mare Island Navy Yard. She had been to

California to see their new baby Patricia, her first granddaughter, born in

July. In the letter, he mentions relatives in the area, his Aunt Aggie and

her family, and Aunt Nonie, both his mother’s sisters, and Katherine.

Unhappy at the job, he secures a transfer to New Mexico. He is waiting

for his “walking papers” so he can join his wife and baby, who, along

with his mother-in-law, just left on the train for Albuquerque. He

mentions his dog that he will take with him when he leaves. He asks his

mother to come to New Mexico when they are settled. Still waiting in mid

September, he attends the commissioning of the submarine Fulton at

Mare Island, and describes it to her. More family news, and he mentions

that “I saw Dean off Sunday. He and his outfit are going to the Philippines, they think.” He ends

every letter with some variation of “give Pop my best and write soon”. 

***

Two letters from late 1941 and early 1942 are correspondence with Dean, who writes

“November 16, 1941, 200 Ca (AA) Fort Stotsenburg, P.I.

Dear Mac:

Well, by golly, Chum, you win. I’ll admit that I tried to Scotch out on ya there--just

another means of retaining my First Class, Grade “A” C.S. rating I guess. Really, though an

apology at this time for waiting until now to write you air mail seems superfluous to both of us,

so I’ll just meekly, but sincerely, say, “I’m sorry,” and hope that that will suffice.

One of the Air Corps pilots told me soon after my arrival at Stotsenburg that one writes

letters like mad during his first two weeks and then after that there’s nothing left to write about.



McNerney-Tischhauser World War II Letters Page 10

In that respect I always was too ready a listener because now I’ve found I’ll have to disagree

with him. The country, the people, and so much that goes with the two are still vastly interesting

to me. And that’s a lucky thing for me, isn’t it? As long as my curiosity is taken up with

someone else, it isn’t as likely to be turned on me--which is a good idea.

Imagine mountains with the general appearance of the Sandias [east of Albuquerque],

thickly foliated (is there such a word?) with banana, palm, papaya, and in some places even the

poinsettia trees interspersed here and there. That’s the scenery before you arrive at Baguio,

popular mountain resort, about 120 miles north of here. Beautiful, lovely, and restful are your (or

rather I should say “my”) impressions of the place they send soldiers of the Far East for

recuperation. American soldiers, I mean. Camp John Hay, at Baguio, has been built for that

express purpose, and the view from the officers’ mess is positively breathtaking, gorgeous,

stupendous, and two more adjectives of your choice. Mac, dammit, I want to be loyal to my

U.S.A., but, doggonit, I just ain’t seen nothin’ to equal it in the States. Oh, yes, and–you know

me–there’s the item of food. You remember how I beat my gums like an

auctioneer about the cuisine of the “Coolidge”–strictly mediocre

compared to the officers mess at Camp John Hay. Baguio is cool, quiet,

and clean.

You really have to live here a while before you realize that you

haven’t been using words like “cool, quiet, and clean” as much as you

used to. The markets in the native Barrios (villages to you) nearby are

positively revealing. And I thot [sic] the Juarez [Mexico] market was

dirty! And when an old-timer informs you that four out of every five

babies that are born alive die before they’re five years old, you

understand what he means–better. Even so, I might insert, there are still

kids everywhere ya look. My, what an amazing vitality!

Indifferent is the word to describe their attitude toward the disposal of human wastes. We

have a very limited choice of vegetables for that reason, so it ain’t funny. Open sewerage, what

there is of it, in the Barrios and Conceptions, (larger than Barrios)–which adds to assorted odors,

(omission of “orted” permitted).

We’ve found a fine swimming pool, the Dona Aurora Natatorium (named after the first

lady of the land Dona Aurora Quezon) at Mount Arayat National Park, about 20 miles from the

Post. Clear, sparkling water and a modern 1-meter diving board. Truly it’s a real blessing to us.

Man, do I have fun there! WOW! Follow-the-leader, tag, and them there things.

Gee, I haven’t mentioned Manila and Jai Alai yet. My, how careless! I’m enclosing one

of the pari-mutual tickets. I typed the names of the players on the back. I think that’s one of the

reasons people bet so damn much–because of the screwy names.

I finally got my tailor, Ah Hing, to turn out a linen (crash linen my # 1 lumk boy tells me

it is) suit for me the other day. With the heavy influx of personnel he’s been busy making

uniforms for one and all. The coat is single-breasted, 3-buttoned front–swing-back, belt in back;

pleats and cuffs on the trousers. Gee, do I look purdy–hmmm.

Well, this letter rambles on like a fraternity bull session–Mac, the best to you and yours

and please say “pip, pip” to the good people.
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Good luck, Dean

P.S. Barbara’s transfer didn’t go thru, Capt. Schurtz is the one whose name you forgot, and it’s

“Stotsenburg”–in answer to questions in your letter. DC Note: Photo is of Dean Craft.

***

Postmark April 6, 1942 Albuquerque

“April 4, 1941 (sic)

Dear Craft:

Your dad [Quincy R. Craft] just left, Friend, and he had a hull [sic] passel a letters from

you. The first one he received, just last week, was dated Jan. 18, then one of Dec. 30, one Jan. 2

and one Jan. 7. A little late, perhaps, but fine news, just the same. To say we were glad to hear

from our boy Craft would be a monstrous understatement, but we were glad. We would like to

get a little more news than you put into your letters, but naturally we understand that. Keep ‘em

coming.

Don’t worry about your dad, Dean. He’s taking all this trouble and your being in the

middle of [the war since the Japanese bombing of Pearl Harbor in December, 1941] in the best

possible manner, as you know he would. One of the best, is Q.R. and one whom I consider it

even a privilege to just know, if you can follow the scrambled syntax. I tried to talk him into

going to the Cub-White Sox exibition (an original spelling) with me next Monday, but you well

know the Gov’ner. The jolly old [Forest Service] would indeed fold up if he took an afternoon

off. ...

We saw Barbara the last time she was up, which was the occasion of Jessies wedding.

She, too, is taking it well, old man. At first she was just a trifle bitter about the whole thing, an

attitude that doesn’t quite fit, but after hostilities commenced, she adopted a more tractable

view, and is now, as if you didn’t know, as fiercely proud as we all are of MacArthur. ... So you

can forget any worries about your family and devote your time to your C.A. chore.

I’d give my left chike to be with you, Dean. I’ve tried every way I know to get into the

Corps of Engineers, or any other branch of the Army, but so far no go. There are no reserves or

N.G. now; it’s all the regular army. The only Commissions that are given out are through the

Officer Candidate schools, and the only way a fellow can get in one of these schools is to be

selected from the ranks. That’s as it should be, of course, but in my case, who is going to take

care of the family while I’m in the ranks waiting to be selected for Candidate School? I’ve got

Rosemary all talked into it, but the financial goblin insists on rearing its unbeautiful sconce. I’ll

just have to wait until the draft catches up with III-A.

Rosemary and the $400 deduction are in the pink, thanks. Patricia continues to grow

bigger and prettier every day. She now has two choppers, but still can’t say or do anything but

odd jobs around the house. We’ll keep her, though.

Accept our congrats and stuff on the promotion, Dean. You have but the one teency little

old silver one to get now ... We’re all proud of you.

Work for the [Soil Conservation Service] still goes on as usual. It looks as if it will fold

up any minute, but it continues to hang on. A great many employees, especially engineers, have

resigned to go into the armed services, or to go to work for the Army or Navy, but a necleus [sic]
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yet exists. I can go back to Mare Island and have had several chances to go to work for the Army

(the U.S.E.D) but have decided to hang on until the last, if it comes to that. The ole SCS has

been good to me. ... 

I hope to see you soon, in Tokyo.

Sincerely, Mac”

Note: The letter was returned, stamped “Service Suspended” as Bataan had fallen to the

Japanese Army on April 9, 1942 and all American soldiers in the Philippines were taken

prisoner.

***

Postmark May 7, 1942 Albuquerque

On May 6, 1942, Rosemary sends her mother-in-law a Mother’s Day letter, inviting her to come

for a visit, and while she is in New Mexico, her son Gene, stationed with the Army in Hobbs will

make the trip to Albuquerque to see everyone. She sends snapshots of Patricia who is almost a

year old. She says Jack is home now and thinks he will be for a while which she hopes because it

is “lonesome here without him.”

***

Postmark May 29, 1942, Albuquerque

“Friday, May 29

Dear Mom:

Well, this news will surprise you as much as it did me. I got my orders to report to the

Army day before yesterday. By next Tuesday I’ll officially be a member of the armed services. I

don’t know why they didn’t give me the six months time that they told me they would, but it is

probably because of the fact that the Army is short of engineers. I’ve got everything fixed to

leave now, and will leave Monday night for Ft. Bliss [in El Paso, Texas]. I’d have let you know

sooner, but couldn’t see the draft board till today to get the business straightened out. As soon as

I find where I’ll be I’ll let you know.

Rosemary feels rather low about the whole thing, naturally. We both thought we would

have more time, but I feel that since we decided on the business, it might as well be now as later.

Chances are I will be stationed at Ft. Bliss for my basic training, and if so, Rosemary will stay

here in Albuquerque with her folks. After I actually start to Officer school, which will probably

be either at Ft. Leonard Wood, Missouri, or at Ft. Belvoir, Virginia, Rosemary will accept your

invitation to live with you. I’d like for her to stay with you the whole time but while I’m at Ft.

Bliss, which is close to here, she wants to stay with her folks. I’m sure hoping they will send me

to school in Missouri.

How do you think Daddy would like to take care of a real registered Irish Setter? What

we will do with the dog is quite a problem, and boarding a dog at a kennel is too expensive.

After I get to be an officer I can keep him, but what shall I do with him the next six months?

Rosemary’s folks have no room for him, and I hate to ask them or anyone else, except Daddy, to

take care of him. He isn’t much trouble, but is big and clumsy. If you think you can take care of

him let me know and I’ll ship him back there. He and Patricia get along so well that both

Rosemary and I want to keep him. I like him, too, of course, and intend to hunt a lot with him

someday. Let me know as soon as you can, Mom.
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Both Rosemary and Patricia are well, and I am too, as usual. I’m sure going to miss them

for the time I’m in that basic training. After I get my commission we will be able to live together

again.

I’d like to write more, Mom, but I’m supposed to be working and we’re busy, too. I’ll

keep in touch with you. Give Daddy and Richard and Anne the best for us.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark June 1, 1942 Albuquerque

Monday AM [June 1]

Dear Mom:

Your letter surely got here in a hurry. We had just got back from Church. I had no idea

you would learn of the news until I was actually in the Army, ... will let you know as soon as

possible about where I will be and for how long.

We [will] have everything ... ready to go ... by noon. ... I will call the express company

and find out how to ship Seamus [the dog]. ... anything you feed Shadow will suit him, for he’s

never said no to anything to eat. ... As soon as I can I’ll take him off your hands.

Patricia is already moved to the Tischhauser’s, and is the center of attraction there. I

hope she doesn’t cry at night and keep the in-laws up, but she won’t. She has surely had a picnic

the last two days while we’ve been packing. She plays with anything, an old paper or old clothes

or anything else handy. I hope I’m sent to Ft. Leonard Wood, so you can help Rosemary take

care of her. I’m going to miss her.

Mr. Craft was here a few minutes yesterday. He and [his daughter] Ruth are going out to

California for a few days. He still is quite cheerful about Dean, but I know he worries about it.

Barbara, Dean’s wife, has been transferred to the [Soil Conservation Service] at Santa Fe so she

will be close to the family.

Just as soon as I have anything to write about, I’ll write, Mom. Rosemary will be at her

folks, 415 North Sixth [Albuquerque], in the event you write to her. Give Daddy and Anne and

Richard our best. Incidentally, what does Daddy think of my getting into the Army? Everyone

here thinks I’m doing the wise thing. But that doesn’t make it any easier.

Love, Jack”

***

A June 4, 1942, Western Union telegram from Rosemary to her mother-in-law advises that

“Seamus will arrive No. 8 tomorrow 6:50 pm via Railway Express. Jack in Fort Bliss. Patricia

fine. May see you soon.” On the same day, Jack writes to his mother from Fort Bliss, Texas, that

“the second day in the Army was just about like the first ... filling out more forms and taking

examinations. ... I was interviewed by a Major today again about my assignment, and it’s still the

Corps of Engineers.” He asks how they like the dog, and tells them not to write to him at Fort

Bliss because he has no idea when or where he will be sent.

***

Postmark June 9, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri

PVT John E. McNerney sends his mother a letter on USO, United Service Organization,

letterhead, the envelope stamped FREE as many future letters are
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“Monday [June 8]

Dear Mom:

Well, here I am back in the old home state ... so green and pretty ... I’m behind the rest of

the men in this company a week, so I will be pretty busy catching up. I hope they let me make it

up so it will cut my basic training that much. So far it hasn’t been at all bad. ...

Rosemary and I had rather planned on her coming here if I did, but we hadn’t figured just

how. If the Army gives me the furlough we are supposed to get, I could drive her as far as

Kansas City, ... As soon as I find out anything definite I’ll let you know. The first weekend leave

I get, I’ll come up to see you and Pop. Right now I’m broke, and should have a little to start a

trip like that, but I’ll get up as soon as possible.

How is Seamus behaving? ... Be sure to write as soon as you can and give me all the

news. I haven’t heard from you for more than a week now.

I have some studying to do, so goodnight. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark June 13, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Friday [June 12]

Dear Mom:”

Jack laments not receiving any letters for two weeks. “If I’d known how much letters

meant to soldiers I’d have written to Gene more often. ...

Our platoon gets guard duty this weekend and they have really been pouring it on.

Soldiers on guard duty should have a little more training than we do so they are trying to make

good soldiers of us in a week. Some job. We have to stay close to the guard house until noon

Sunday which will probably keep me from Mass. I’ll see if I can get off that long. ...

Rosemary said she would like to stay with you if I were sent here, but since I’ll get no

leave it’s going to be hard to get her here. I’ve asked her what she wants to do, and perhaps we

can dope something out.

As far as I know, my basic training will last six more weeks, then, if I’m selected, I’ll go

to officers school here for two weeks, then to Ft. Belvoir for three months. Say a prayer that I’ll

be selected.

I just got your letter. ... Makes me feel pretty good. ... I kinda felt Shadow and Seamus

wouldn’t get along. Seamus acted the same way once when Anabel brought her dog to our place.

It’s just as well for Thomas to take care of him, for it would be just that much more work for

you. ...

Thanks for the money, Mom, but I don’t think I’ll need it. Anything we need here we can

get at the post exchange, which comes off next payday. I hear it’s almost impossible to get leave

from here, too, so it may be some time before I get up to see you. ... I’d give anything to see you,

if even for just one day. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Note: Thomas dealt with the unruly Irish Setter. His son, Tom, tells the story of Seamus jumping

their fence and killing 17 of the neighbor’s chickens and roosters and eating all the eggs. They
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depended on those items for food during difficult times. Thomas paid for the animals and eggs

and never told his brother, Jack, who was in military training and had his hands full with his

own problems.

***

Postmark June 15, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Sunday [June 14]

Dear Mom:

There isn’t too much to do for about the first time, so I’ll catch up on my writing. Almost

all our company is on guard duty today, but I’m in charge of quarters which simply means I sit

around the company commander’s office all day, running errands and answering the telephone.

It gives me a chance to get acquainted with our company and some of our officers.

Well today is about our first nice day. It’s been cool and pleasant all day with no rain. I

hope it stays this way for a while for falling flat in the mud is no fun, and that has been part of

our training.

The Catholic Chaplain here is a swell fellow, and a splendid speaker too. When I went to

confession last night, he asked me to serve Mass today, but by the time I got there he had a

couple of other fellows. That was just as well, too, since it’s been a long time since I’ve served.

What do you think of the Pope permitting Mass to be said at night in the Army? I think it’s

wonderful, because a lot of us can go to Mass during the week once in a while. There are a lot of

Catholics in our Platoon, fellows from Ohio, with names like Brennan, Reilly, Donnelly, Collins

etc. This company is from Ohio, Iowa, Illinois, and Minnesota. ...

Rosemary got herself a job. We owed a few bills, and my pay was slow in coming since

my military leave had to be approved in Washington, and she got to worrying. She said she went

to the U.S. Engineers office to inquire about a job and was hired on the spot. She says she won’t

work for more than a month, maybe two, but I’ll bet if I got a few days leave, enough to go to

Kansas City, she would be there to meet me, and quit her job. ...”

He talks about the weather and asks about Richard’s draft status. “How is Seamus

behaving? I’d like to see him. If he causes Tom any expenses be sure to let me know. 

Goodnight, Mom. I’ll write again in a day or two.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark June 18, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

For the first time on Fort Leonard Wood stationery with the Army Corps of Engineers insignia

“Wednesday [June 17]

Dear Mom:

... I was surely glad to get your letter today. ... I still don’t know about leave ... After this

basic training is over before I go to Ft. Belvoir ... there should be another day or two off. I don’t

know whether it would be advisable to come here, unless you drove. It’s a big place, and after

you get off the bus or train you might not be able to find me. After a little while we will know

more what we can do. But I do know I’ll see you before I leave Missouri.

I am a little disappointed, too, that Rosemary can’t make it to Kansas City now. As you

say, it is better, even if she is staying with her folks, for her to pay her own way. And we owed a
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little money, too, that I expected the money that I had coming to take care of that worried her

considerably. So it’s my fault she has to work. After a month or so, though, maybe sooner, and

then she should be able to make the trip. ... And you’ll see that all our talk about Patricia is true,

too. She’s an angel. ... 

Have you given up the idea of going out to see Gene and Katherine [in California]? ...

you shouldn’t put it off. Rail travel may be stopped anytime. ... It’s rained all day, again, but it’s

cleared up now. I hope it stays that way for awhile. I rather enjoy drill and hikes and marching,

and don’t like this staying inside listening to a lecture. We have a lot of drilling to do, and if we

get behind now it will just pile up later.

... By the time [Gene] finishes his training in the air corps, the war will be over, anyway,

so it’s [where he will be sent] nothing to worry about. ... 

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark June 22, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Saturday [June 20]

Dear Mom:

Your letter came today, as you planned. You surely have been fine about writing, ... We

signed up for our allotments last night. Rosemary should get about $60 per month, whether she

works or not. But they won’t start paying that until next November. Our share is taken out now,

and the money from June 1st till Nov. 1st is paid in a lump sum. So it’s a good thing she decided

to work for a month or so. My pay from Soil Conservation Service hasn’t come yet, and there

were some things, insurance and such, that had to be paid. I didn’t want Rosemary to work but as

it’s turned out it’s a good thing she did. She has good judgement about those things. In fact, I

think she’s a pretty good wife, don’t you?...

You didn’t send Gene’s address, Mom. There is usually a little extra time to write on

Sundays, and I would like to write to him. ... 

I’m all through with my typhoid shots now, thank goodness, and just have a couple more

tetanus shots to take. They haven’t given us yellow fever shots, so chances are we won’t go

anywhere yellow fever is. In fact, by the time my training is over the war should be over too. ...

Some of the fellows were given weekend passes today, and as soon as I get a payday, I’ll

get one and go up to see you. We are allowed only from 5 o’clock Saturday night till 11 o’clock

Sunday night, but I could at least spend part of Sunday with you, long enough to go to Mass and

eat some real food. After Church tomorrow, I’ll go to the bus station here on the post and see

what time the busses leave and return. If any extra duty comes on Sunday we can’t go, but I’ll

make it as soon as possible after payday. I’m sure anxious to see you and Daddy.

Speaking of food, ours is pretty good, but it’s all cooked the old Army style, and we get

tired of it. Usually we are so hungry at meal time we eat everything. We get a dessert after lunch

and dinner, but nothing like your or Rosemary’s pie and cake. ...

The Officers school here lasts for only two weeks, and then the eligible candidates go to

Virginia. By that time Rosemary should be ready to go to Kansas City. ... Her brother Dick can

drive her to Kansas City, and I can drive from there to Ft. Belvoir. ...

Give everyone my best.
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Love, Jack.”

***

Postmark June 25, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Wednesday [June 24]

Dear Mom:

Your cake came today and is really good. The corporal who rooms with me and I had a

piece right after dinner this evening and both agreed it to be first class. Thanks very much, Mom. 

Our rain has stopped for the time being, but it is still cool and pleasant. We sleep with

blankets all the time, and our work is much easier, too. Drilling and marching and doing all this

hard work is no fun if it’s warm. I didn’t think it was ever this cool here in June.”

A long paragraph about Seamus’ behavior and eating habits in his brother Tom’s care.

“If I can get a pass for Sunday, July 5, I will go up to see you. ... Last Sunday I inquired

about bus schedules, and one leaves here at 5:30 Saturday and gets into Kansas City at 12:45 AM

Sunday. Then I would have to leave at 1:00 PM to get back here in time. That wouldn’t be much

of a visit, but I plan on going anyway. ... So unless you hear different I’ll be seeing you. ... Later

in July we are given a three day pass to go to St. Louis, but I think I can go to Kansas City

instead, if I have the money.

The time seems to be going faster now, thank goodness. We are getting more used to this

Army life, I suppose. I know we are beginning to harden up some for we aren’t as tired every

night as we were. Our work is more interesting too. Yesterday we worked on barbed wire fences

and entanglements, and today on camouflage. Army life isn’t so bad once a fellow gets used to

it, but I’ll be glad when it’s all over. I’d still rather live at home than in a barracks. ...

Give Daddy and Richard and Anne my best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark June 28, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Saturday [June 27]

Dear Mom:

Another week is over, thank goodness. This was a hard one too, especially today, mostly

because it was so warm. Saturdays are always the hardest days, because of the inspection. But

time is going fast now, and we have only five weeks of this basic training left. 

I found out yesterday that I won’t get paid on the first, with the rest of the fellows. I got

here later than most of them, and wasn’t put on the payroll. So my trip to Kansas City is off for

next weekend, unless I can borrow the money, about $6.00, from one of the fellows. I hate to

borrow the money from you for such a short visit. ... 

The weather has taken a turn for the warmer, and now it’s more like Missouri summer.

Today was the warmest so far, and several of the fellows got sick carrying that pack around in

the hot sun. It doesn’t bother me much, but it isn’t very pleasant. Even at that, I’d rather have it

this way than so much rain. Rain makes a soldier’s life miserable trying to keep everything

clean. ...”

He relates that Rosemary lost weight because of taking care of Patricia and working. She
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plans to quit the job around August 1. Her younger sister Eustelle helps out when she gets home

from school, and her grandmother spoils the baby so Rosemary asked her not to pick her up so

much. “It surely hurt her feelings for she surely likes Patricia. I think Rosemary did the right

thing though ... No one likes a spoiled child, and it handicaps the child, too. ... I know you won’t

spoil her when Rosemary goes to Kansas City. You did a pretty good job on your own, just one

spoiled one out of six. That’s a good average. ...

I went to Mass three evenings this week. There just isn’t time to go every night. We can

go to communion, too, by fasting just 4 hours, but it is expensive, since we miss our own dinner

and have to eat out. The Pope did a great thing by letting us go to Mass at night like this. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Because they are going out “all night” he sends USO Free postcard June 29 to let his mother

know that no one will be given a pass for July 4 weekend “because of big doings over the fourth

of July” so he could not go for a visit “even if I had the money”. He also asks his mother to write

and encourage Rosemary to go to Kansas City for a visit.

***

Postmark July 1, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Tuesday [June 30] 

Dear Mom:

... Rosemary is getting anxious to go to Kansas City. ... she should be there around

August 1 ... 

Did Gene pass the Air corps examination? ... I hope he passed ... but still, like you, I hope

he stays in the good old U.S. of A. somewhere.

We were out on an all night problem last night and yesterday. We left here early in the

afternoon and got back about 7:00 this morning. It was a swell night and interesting work. We

had to walk about six miles to get to our position, in the hot sun, and lots of the fellows had to

drop out. They make these hikes longer all the time to get us in condition for the 18 mile hike we

take the last thing. We are well into our fourth week now, with only four more to go. Next week

we go on the rifle range, which is considered the most important of all our training. This

afternoon we had gas and grenade practice, besides bayonet drill which we get every day.”

Talk turns to discussions about his dog, Seamus in the care of his brother Tom, friends

and neighbors, and the weather. “We spent our last week on the river building bridges, so if it’s

hot then we can fall in once in awhile to cool off. ... Has Richard heard anything more about

being drafted? ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark July 3 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Thursday [July 2]

Dear Mom:

Your letter just came, Mom, and I know you must be disappointed. ... I had no idea we

wouldn’t be able to get [passes] this week. They have some sort of big maneuver planned for

July 4th and no one is to get off. But they tell us very little of what we can expect in the next few
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days. But I’ll not disappoint you again. The next time I’ll be certain. I’m pretty sure of that July

25th date. ...

I don’t care what you have to eat, Mom, just so it’s good old home food. If you could get

some fresh frozen strawberries, some old fashioned shortcake would be splendid, but anything

would do. Do you have an early Mass? If so, we could go to that and have a half day before I had

to start back. I’ll let you know as soon as I find out for sure if I can make it. I hate to wait until

July 25.

We went on the rifle range today, and fired our rifles for the first time, and your little boy

did the best in our platoon. It surely surprised me for I was never much of a rifle shot. We are

just sighting in now and practicing now and fire for record next Wednesday. I surely hope I

make a good score, for the Army considers that very important. It’s lots of fun, but makes a lot

of extra work, cleaning our rifles afterward.

I’m surely glad Gene did so well, since he wanted so badly to get out of the M.P.s. That a

job nobody likes, take it from me. And by the time he finishes his training the war will be over. I

wrote to him a couple of weeks ago, but he is probably waiting to see how he came out to

answer me. It would be swell if he were sent to the school at Albuquerque. All the soldiers like it

there, and the climate is fine. Maybe he would be sent closer to Kansas City, which would be

even better.

I think Richard did the right thing. The Naval Construction Corps is a good outfit. l tried

to get into it once. They work mostly on shore stations. He will like it I know, but may have to

go through the regular basic training much the same as we do, but at the Great Lakes Training

Station, I believe. I hope he stays there long enough for me to see him.

Rosemary is about all set to leave New Mexico, around August 1st. She said she would

like to come this way and if she does I’ll try to get off and go on up with her from here. If she

could make it on Saturday perhaps I could work it. They let some of the fellows whose wives

come here get off for the evening, or for the Sunday. Otherwise they are very strict about passes.

It’s late, Mom, and I have to write a couple more letters for recommendations. They

never give a fellow a minutes peace around here. These are letters to recommend me for officers

training. I plan to write to Mr. Merrill in Safford [Arizona] and an engineer I worked for there,

and [his best man] Frank Keller. ...

Write soon.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark July 8, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Tuesday [July 7]

Dear Mom:

There isn’t much time to write, Mom, but I better drop a note about next Saturday while

there’s a few minutes. We’ve been firing on the range all week, and cleaning our rifles every

night leaves us no time for anything else. Tomorrow we fire for record and I hope to qualify for

expert.

About next Saturday, I’ve heard rumors we will be on guard duty ... which would

eliminate any possibility of anyone from our platoon getting a weekend pass. I just asked the



McNerney-Tischhauser World War II Letters Page 20

Sergeant about it, and all he would say is I could get a pass if we weren’t on guard duty. They

won’t tell a fellow anything here. ... I’m surely getting anxious to see you and Pop, and hate to

wait until July 25.

I was top man in our platoon for a couple of days, with the rifle, but fell down yesterday

and today some. I was a little nervous yesterday but did better today. So far it’s just been

practice, but tomorrow it goes in the book, and I’m going to do my best. Expert is 178 out of

200, and is plenty hard, while marksman is 134 out of 200, but I want to do better than that.

Rosemary sent another swell cake ... Rosemary and Patricia are well ...

Gene wrote this week, and seems very much pleased that he passed all his examinations.

He still doesn’t know where he will go, but should find out soon.

It’s just about bed time, and I haven’t written to Rosemary yet. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark July 9, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“7/8/42 [on a USO postcard]

Dear Mom:

Nothing definite yet, but will apply for a pass anyway and hope it comes through. ... I’ll

call you if it is possible to get away. Rosemary’s latest plan is to drive to Kansas City about July

23, then bring me back here on Sunday. ... Well, we finished our record fire today, and I did just

fair. I’ll have to be satisfied with 155, but wanted to do better.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark July 13, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood on Army insignia letterhead

“Sunday [July 12]

Dear Mom:

Our day of rest is just about gone, and we are all set for another hard week. The Sergeant

says the last three weeks are easier, though, so we don’t have much to worry about from now on.

I was disappointed again because of not being able to make it to Kansas City, and I

suppose you were too. My name wasn’t on the guard list, but I had to stick around the place

anyway. ... will wait until July 24 when our whole company has been promised a pass. ... we

have from Friday night until Sunday night. ... 

Rosemary seems all set to leave for Kansas City about July 20th. She is having a little

trouble quitting her job though. It seems there is a new regulation prohibiting Civil Service

employees from quitting defense jobs and she works for the Army Engineers. Naturally, she can

quit any time she feels like it, but if she does right now it will be with prejudice, which she

doesn’t like. Her boss is trying to get it fixed for her, but if he can’t she will quit anyway. I

wouldn’t exactly like for her to quit under those circumstances, but I don’t exactly like for her to

continue working either. So I’m pretty sure you will see her and Patricia next week.

I went to our new early Mass today, 7:15 which made the day seem more like Sunday. ...

Our priest still preaches splendid sermons, ... He lays down the law in his sermons, too, but still

they are good.

I went swimming today, in the Big Piney river that runs through the Fort. It’s a swell
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place, and the water was just right. I’d like to take a dip every day, but there isn’t time for that.

But all the swimming I’ve done for the last few years has been with Dean, and I didn’t feel so

much like it without him this afternoon. Did I tell you his dad wrote last week, and said they had

still received no word from Dean at all? They don’t know if he was captured or not. But I still

feel he is all right somewhere and will be back after this is all over.”

He talks about the splendid Missouri and New Mexico sunrises and surrounding area.

“From the river up to our barracks there is a short but very steep hill that almost all the soldiers

have to walk. Separation Hill, they call it, for it separates the men from the boys. I’ve walked

much worse in New Mexico and Arizona, though, so it wasn’t bad for me.”

Then there is talk about family and a letter from Katherine. “ ... and I’ll see you all in a

couple of weeks.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark July 19, 1942 Fort Leonard Wood

“Saturday [July 18]

Dear Mom:

For about the first time, we aren’t busy this afternoon, ... 

Before I forget, the money you sent came all right. I had just forgotten to mention it. I

had to use part of it, so it’s a good thing you sent it when you did, but I still have plenty to get

me to Kansas City. According to the bus schedule, I should be in Kansas City about 12:45 next

Friday night. It will be swell to see all the family again, and next week will go slowly while I’m

waiting to leave.

From what Rosemary says, she is all set to leave next week, about Tuesday. ... Dick will

be a big help to her. I don’t know exactly when she will get to Kansas City, but it will probably

be Thursday or Friday. ...

All of the fellows who applied for officer training, including me, were interviewed by a

board of officers yesterday. ... All the fellows who are selected will go to school here for two

weeks then will be sent off to [Fort Belvoir] Virginia. They are short of officers, so I suppose

most of us will be selected. We will have to finish our basic training, of course but there is only

two weeks more of that. ...

Has Gene heard any more about the Air Corps? No doubt he is

anxious to leave, but may be there [Seattle] for some time before the

transfer goes through. I suppose he has no idea where he will go, when he

leaves. Since our basic training is about finished, all the fellows are

beginning to wonder where they will be sent, too. There are engineer

outfits all over the country, one in New Mexico, one in Louisiana, one at

Ft. Lewis, and some others. I have no idea where I might go, but it’s

pretty sure to be in this country somewhere. I understand all officers are

kept at least a year in the country, so that’s a long way off yet.

I haven’t been able to go to Mass many evenings. ... I’m glad [the

Chaplain] found time to have that early Sunday Mass.

We work on bridges on the river most of next week. We leave
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here Monday morning and stay right on the job until Thursday night. It should be interesting

work, and besides that we can go swimming every day.

It’s almost time for retreat ... I’ll surely be looking forward to seeing you and Daddy and

Anne and my own family next week. ... 

See you Friday night.

Love, Jack”

Note: Rosemary and Jack met as planned – the photograph of them above dated July 26, 1942,

was taken in Kansas City by Katherine.

***

Postmark November 15, 1942 Fort Belvoir Virginia [where he was stationed since September 14

and his wife and baby daughter recently arrived]

Return address: Candidate John E. McNerney

“11/12/42

Dear Mom,

... The school is still hard, and there’s a good chance that I’ll be set back two weeks

because of my leadership, which counts pretty heavily here. Night before last we had an all night

march with full packs. We left here at 7:45 and marched until almost 12:00, slept a couple of

hours, and got back at 7:30 AM. It was pretty hard because everything is so wet around here, but

it didn’t bother me so much. We walked about 22 miles. That’s the last hike we take which suits

everyone.

I was out last weekend and saw Rosemary and Patricia. ... Their place is pretty well

heated and is comfortable, but surely is small. ... Give Daddy my best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark December 6, 1942 Fort Belvoir VA

Return address Ward 58 Station Hospital

United States Army insignia letterhead

“Saturday [December 5]

Dear Mom:

Don’t get excited now, Mom, but I’m in the hospital. I developed acute rheumatic

arthritis all of a sudden last Saturday, and came here Tuesday afternoon. ... The doctor said today

I was much better now and would probably be here about two weeks. I don’t know exactly what

caused this arthritis, but the Doctor says it usually occurs in people much younger than I am and

happens only once, which suits me. Saturday I felt as if I were catching the flu, then by Sunday

all the soreness settled in left knee and right shoulder, and I got so stiff I could scarcely move. ...

No telling how much this will set me back, but it shouldn’t be more than another couple of

weeks.

Rosemary was just here, and while she was alarmed and disappointed at my setback, she

is all right again now. She and Patricia are both well, thank goodness, but neither of them like

our weather very much. If it isn’t cold, it’s raining and don’t believe all the stories you hear

about the Sunny South. So far it’s about the most miserable climate I’ve seen.
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Rosemary got a letter from Richard, and he seems to think the war will be over before he

gets away from [Norfolk] Virginia. ...

This is terrible writing, Mom, but I’m doing it in bed which doesn’t improve the writing

any. I’m able to get up some, but the doctor says my leg will heal twice as fast if I stay off it.

And I would like to get out of here as soon as I can.”

He relates that he received a beautiful pair of hand-knit socks from Katherine, and would

like to do something nice for her, but “anyone in the Army has no chance to do anything except

what the Army wants to do.”

He asks about family and says “I don’t need a thing. The food is excellent here and the

medical officers and nurses take good care of everybody. I’ll be out before you know it.

Love Jack”

***

Postmark December 11, 1942 Fort Belvoir

Return address Ward 58 Station Hospital

United States Army insignia letterhead

“Friday [December 11]

Dear Mom:

Still in the hospital, but don’t let that worry you any. I feel pretty sure I’ll get out some

time next week ... They say Army hospitals are hard to get out of, but I’m hoping to get out next

week so as not to be put back any more than I have already.

Rosemary has been here every day which is quite a chore because of Patricia. ... She

moved ... to a place a little ways up the highway from where she was. She says it’s a much nicer

place with no roaches. ...

My class graduated Wednesday and are all gone now, scattered over the country. I’d

liked to have seen them before they left, but they don’t have time anymore.”

Family chat includes the fact that Anne is now married and living the army life too, and

ends with “Write soon, Mom, and give Daddy my best.

Love Jack”

***

Note: December 12 he sends his parents a Christmas card, signed Rosemary, Jack and Patricia

***

Postmark December 19, 1942 Fort Belvoir

Return address Ward 58 Station Hospital

“Friday, Dec. 18

Dear Mom:

I hope this gets to you before Christmas, but perhaps I’ve waited too long. Mail service

isn’t too good right now.

Your letter with all the cards and stamps just came. I know I should write more often, but

there isn’t any news here either. I still feel fit as a fiddle, but haven’t been able to get a word out

of the doctor about when they will let me out. ... They tell you nothing. ...

Rosemary still comes every day but I don’t expect her this afternoon. She usually leaves

Patricia with a woman next door, and that woman, whose husband is also in the Army, left last
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night on a 5 day furlough to Buffalo. She can’t get gasoline now anyway and it’s hard to get here

on the bus. ...

This is terribly scribbly writing, Mom, but trying to write on a bed isn’t too satisfactory.

You should slip a little quinine in Daddy’s medicine. It probably wouldn’t make any

difference in the brand he buys. Colds can develop into something serious if not taken care of in

this weather.

I suppose Rosemary told you about Patricia walking all over the place. It’s about time.

Give Daddy my best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark December 25, 1942 Fort Belvoir

Return address Ward 58 Station Hospital

“Christmas Day 1942

Dear Mom:

Christmas is starting out like any other day in the hospital, but this afternoon I’ll be able

to get out for a few hours to have dinner with Rosemary and Patricia and Richard. Richard came

up night before last and Rosemary brought him around yesterday. He looks fine, Mom, so you

have nothing to worry about from that angle.

My case is apparently finished, but the doctor is still waiting on the report of the heart

examination. After that there is a lot more red tape, so I still don’t know exactly when I’ll get

out. I feel well, and know I could go out today and start in where I left off. My knee is a little

stiff, but just a little exercise would limber that up. ...

Did you hear Lionel Barrymore as Scrooge in A Christmas Carol last night? It was good,

and I wondered if you were listening to it, since you like [him] so well.

I got a letter from Katherine yesterday. In fact, I’ve been getting letters from everyone

including Aunts Aggie and Nonie and Mollie. ...

Give Daddy and Tom and his family our best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark December 29, 1942 Fort Belvoir

Return address Ward 58 Station Hospital

“12/28/42

Dear Mom:

As you can see, I’m still in the confounded hospital. I thought sure I would be out by this

time. The report on my heart came back and it shows everything normal, but the ward doctor got

to using his trusty stethoscope again, and now finds a murmur after exercise. You know how

they examine a person thoroughly, then have him jump up and down a few minutes, then

examine again. However, it’s nothing serious, the case is finished, and now the doctor is waiting

for the Colonel to have a look at me before letting me go. He was supposed to be in today, but

didn’t show up.

We all had quite a pleasant Christmas, Richard and Rosemary and Patricia and I. I was

able to get out from noon till 8 o’clock. We didn’t have much to do but sit around and talk but
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we surely enjoyed that. Rosemary had quite a nice dinner, even if we didn’t have a turkey, and

before I came back we had some beer and limburger cheese, the real old Badger kind. That may

be the last time I get out, for some of the men who were given passes didn’t behave themselves,

so now no more passes.

Richard looks very well, and seems to have tamed down some, too, although he still

seems quite a swing music hound. I believe he has gained some weight and looks brown and

healthy. The Navy agrees with him. He couldn’t possibly have made it to Kansas City, Mom. He

left Norfolk Wednesday and had to leave here Saturday at noon. He didn’t get any travel time.

... How about Seamus?... So far I’ve never heard whether he is a good hunter. I’ll rather

hate to take him away from Tom, if ever Rosemary and I settle down enough for a dog. I know

[Tom’s] children must be quite attached to him by this time. ... Well, I suppose I could get

another, but they are hell to raise. ... 

Rosemary was here again today, as usual. She seems worried that the patriotic people

around here with more money than she has will buy up all the canned goods available before

Feb. 1st and leave the poorer Army people hungry. The Gov’t has promised to see that no

hoarding goes on but these people like most Americans everywhere, I guess, think of only

themselves. Right now, while there isn’t a surplus, Rosemary is still able to buy just about what

she needs at high prices, naturally. I really think some sort of regulation will be imposed. If not,

the stores will be sold out long before February. Some people, especially those with money, still

don’t realize just what war means, and I don’t see any hope of winning until each one does his

part. These people back here, in such close touch with everything, seem to be the worst.

We got cards and letters from almost everyone. Rosemary got your letter today. She says

she thanks you for the money order, but intends to return it. We don’t need it, at least not yet.

Thanks, Mom ... and write soon. 

Love, Jack.”

***

Postmark December 31 1942 Fort Belvoir

Return address Ward 58 Station Hospital

“12/30/42

Dear Mom:

There isn’t much news, but your card just came, so I’ll answer it now. The card is nice,

Mom, and thanks for the dollar. ... I got my check today for the trip from Ft. Wood, so the family

can eat for awhile yet.

The doctor told me yesterday that he was going to move me to the convalescent ward, but

here I am in the same bed. He said he wanted to keep an eye on me for a few days yet, and would

release me about January 10. He is afraid I wouldn’t be able to stand the tough physical strain at

the school, and perhaps he is right. I’ve had practically no exercise for a month. January 10

seems a long way off, but all we can do is wait.

I got a letter from Rosemary’s mother tonight, too. All the Tischhausers are well, it

seems, and praying hard for me to get out of this place. If prayer means anything I’ll have no

trouble getting out. ... 

Gene wrote to Rosemary this week and seems a little disgusted with the Air Force. So far
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since he left Ft. Lewis, he hasn’t had much to do, and I know how that makes a fellow like Gene

feel. He says he likes Hobbs [New Mexico] better than Bakersfield [California], which is one

good thing. Hobbs isn’t as nice as Albuquerque, but is better than Bakersfield, especially in the

summer.

I’m glad to hear Daddy’s cold is better. I know it doesn’t do much good to talk to him,

but be sure he takes good care of himself. The winter is just beginning, and he isn’t the young

buck he thinks he is.

Rosemary still comes out to see me, and it’s hard on her, too. I’ve talked her into staying

home every other day. She takes the bus most of the time now and this weather isn’t fit to be out

in. She is well, though. She says Patricia isn’t feeling too well, but it’s nothing serious, or she

wouldn’t leave her at home. Just a cold, I guess. If ever this dang place would dry up for a few

days, and the sun would shine a little, we would all feel better. That New Mexico sunshine has

us spoiled I guess. ... 

Well, Mom, I’ll have to wait now until some news turns up. Another day or two and I

should be all caught up on the letters I’ve owed everyone for months. I’ve about finished the

New Testament too. Give Daddy my best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark January 5, 1943 Fort Belvoir

Fort Belvoir, Virginia letterhead Army Corp of Engineers logo

“1/4/43

Dear Mom:

January already, with me still in the hospital. I hope the doctor wasn’t giving me a bum

steer about getting out Jan. 10 for that’s next Sunday. I’m afraid I’m not a very patient patient.

I got a letter from Anne yesterday and she says Charles is all set to go to the [military]

administrative school at Miami. I hope he doesn’t have the trouble I’ve had but he shouldn’t.

Those administrative schools are comparatively easy. Anne says she will probably go home,

which is the most sensible thing to do.

Rosemary wasn’t here today. It’s hard for her to get here on the bus, and today was a real

cold, windy day. She is expecting a visitor from Albuquerque, a friend of her Mother’s who is

back here in Washington. I hope she shows up. Nothing like a friend from home to cheer a

person up. ...

I have some news today that may be either good or bad depending on how you look at it.

I hear I have been recommended for medical discharge. I can hardly believe it, I feel so well. Of

course it won’t be definite until I see the disposition board which decides those things. It would

be disappointing to get this far and then be discharged. But being a civilian again, making a

decent salary, wouldn’t be bad, either. Anyway, it’s not at all definite yet, and I’ll let you know

what happens as soon as I find out. I still hope they let me go back to school.

Gene hasn’t answered my letter, so perhaps he is busier than he says. I hope his school is

started, for nothing is more demoralizing than sitting around an army post with nothing to do. I

know he will make out all right in the school there. Rosemary’s Mother is hoping he has a

chance to get up to Albuquerque for a visit. And I know you would like to have him visit Kansas
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City. He has been in the army long enough to get a furlough, but maybe being in school prevents

that. If he could get a chance to fly to Kansas City, it would be swell.

There isn’t much news to write about, Mom, so I’ll continue later. Give Daddy my best.

Love, Jack.”

***

Postmark January 11, 1943 Fort Belvoir

“Monday [January 11]

Dear Mom:

Well, I got some good news at last. I was told just a little while ago that I would leave the

hospital Jan. 15, Friday, to go back to school. So I’m cured of whatever it was I had and will be

permitted to finish school which should be about February 1st. I don’t know exactly where I will

be, so if you write you perhaps better write to Rosemary until I can send my new address. It’s

surely a relief to know something definite at last. I went to Mass and communion yesterday for

the first time since I came to the hospital, which must have had something to do with the good

news.

I got out yesterday, too, and was Rosemary surprised when I walked in. My pass was

good only until 5:00 PM, but we had a pleasant visit if it was a short one. She surely likes to

have me home, and brightens up like another person. She and Patricia are both well and so far

have been able to get all the groceries they need. It won’t be long now until we can live together

again, whether or not I graduate.

... Rosemary’s mother wrote that Dean’s father was finally notified that Dean is a

prisoner in the Philippines. That is the first word they have heard from him for almost a year.

Even if he is a prisoner I know his family must be glad to hear of him. I think I’ll be able to write

to him through the Geneva Red Cross.

Patricia walks all over the place. ... She doesn’t talk yet though, except for a few easy

words. She is as healthy as can be and is just as pretty as ever. ... 

I’ll let you know anything new that comes up, Mom, and give Daddy my best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark January 17 1943 Fort Belvoir - Postcard

“1/17/43

Dear Mom:

It’s Sunday morning, and while I’m waiting for breakfast I’ll write a few words. I ate

breakfast with Rosemary at 5:30 but will have to fall out here again for breakfast formation. It

was surely nice to eat breakfast with Rosemary, for the first time since November. It’s nice to be

out of the hospital, too. I got out Friday, and wrote you a card then, but of all the foolish things

forgot to put your address on it and it came back, which was a good thing because I was sent to

the wrong company and had to move again. I got set back another two weeks, which makes it

four now instead of just two. I was a little disappointed, but now that I know definitely where I

stand the time will go fast. I thought Rosemary would be disappointed, but she wasn’t. She takes

everything pretty much the same. I had Patricia out playing yesterday afternoon and she surely

likes it. She never wants to go in, no matter how cold it is. The last few days have been fairly
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nice and Rosemary has had her out quite a lot. I suppose all kids like to be outside. Patricia isn’t

a bit of trouble and gets a big kick out of everything. As soon as there is a little more time I’ll

write a letter, Mom. Give Daddy my best. 

Love, Jack.”

***

Postmark January 22, 1943 Alexandria, Virginia

“Jan 21, 1943

Dear Mom:

Jack. ... was put in the 22nd class and if everything goes okay, he should graduate

February 3rd. I’ll surely be happy when this is over. Of course I have no idea where he’ll be sent,

... I hope we’re sent West tho. ... We’ll let you know as soon as we find out where he’ll be

stationed. Do say some extra prayers that it’ll be someplace where Patricia and I can be with

him. Last week was very pleasant for us. Jack was home a good deal of the time and we had a

grand time.” She talks about how Patricia is growing and walking. “She still likes to be rocked

occasionally, too. ... She surely had a great time with her daddy last week too. ... I’m sending

some snapshots I took of her. ... 

Love, Rosemary”

***

Postmark January 29, 1943 Fort Belvoir - Postcard

“1/28/43

Dear Mom:

Thanks for the cards, Mom, and the paper, too, although I haven’t had much time to read

it. ... By next Wednesday I should be graduated and on my way to my new post. It’s been a long,

hard grind, especially for Rosemary, but it’s almost over. There is a possibility that we may stay

here, since some candidates stay as instructors, but I hope that doesn’t happen to me.” He

mentions the weather, asks about family, and reports on his wife and daughter. “I heard from Mr.

Craft today, but he didn’t have a word to say about Dean. I would like to write to Dean, but may

get him into more trouble, since I’m in the Army. ... I’ll let you know where we go as soon as I

find out. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark February 1, 1943 Fort Belvoir “Air Mail Special”

Fort Belvoir, Virginia letterhead Army Corp of Engineers logo

“1/31/43

Dear Mom:

Well, we got our assignments at last yesterday, and as you might suspect, I stay here.

How’s that for luck? But I’m pretty sure of getting ten days leave, and Rosemary and I have just

about decided to go to Kansas City to see you and Daddy. The train leaves here at 6:16 PM and

takes about 30 hours, and will cost us about $115. We wouldn’t stay long, but no telling when

we will get another leave, so we better take all advantage of it. ... we will plan on leaving here

next Wednesday. When we find out definitely I’ll wire you from the station. ... If we don’t get

the time, I’ll also wire you.



Sample Letter
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Rosemary plans on calling her Mother tomorrow, so she could

easily get to Kansas City on the Santa Fe [Railroad] if she wants to, and

I’m sure you will have room for her. I surely hope our plans work out.

I’m to be stationed at the ERTC here, but don’t know exactly

what the job will be. Chances are it will be temporary and as soon as an

opening comes up in my line, construction and engineering, I’ll be

shipped out somewhere. ...

Love, Jack”

Note: An official Army photograph was taken of the new 1  Lieutenant
st

John E. McNerney on his completion of OCS.

***

Postmark March 29, 1943 Camp Butner, North Carolina

United States Army letterhead and logo

“Sunday [March 28]

Dear Mom:

While Rosemary is getting dinner I’ll write a few lines, after such a long silence. This is

the busiest place I’ve ever seen, including Ft. Belvoir. ... We have very little time to ourselves,

and may have even less from now on... The basic training of our regiment will be over in two

weeks. ... 

We had a guest for dinner last night, the Priest I met when I first came here, Fr. Risacher.

... He is a Jesuit missionary from Baltimore and has a small chapel out on the edge of town for

colored people. ...

We worked almost all night Wednesday, and had a 20 mile march Friday, just to give you

an idea of what we do. Much of our training is done at night, which makes it hard on some of the

older men.”

He asks about family and mentions that “Rosemary plans to take in a roomer today. ...

This girl is engaged to an officer at the camp who will be sent over soon. I’m glad she is moving

in, because she will be company for Rosemary. I know Rosemary gets lonesome here, especially

at night. ...

How is Tom getting along at his new job? ... At least he should get a square deal there, ...

I hope it’s permanent, too, and it should be. Aviation may slow up after the war, but it will never

go backward or stop. ... I think he made a wise move. ...

We are still hoping that Gene gets sent to Albuquerque, but Hobbs won’t be bad if he

ever gets started in the school he wants. 

If you decide you would like a vacation this summer, Mom, you should try Druham, N.C.

We have plenty of room here and would love to have you, and Pop, too. ...

Love, Jack.”

Note: An enclosed, printed card announces to his mother that “I shall receive Holy Communion

on Mother’s Day, May ninth [1943], as a spiritual bouquet for you. [signed] Jack”
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***

Postmark May 30, 1943 Camp Butner

“Saturday [May 29] 

Dear Mom:

... We go out all next week for a week of practice with floating bridges and I know there

won’t be any time to write. After that, we stay here for two more weeks then take off for

maneuvers.

Rosemary is rather upset as to just what to do. Maneuvers will last perhaps two months

and we may not come back to this camp at all. ... No one seems to know. I think it would be wise

for Rosemary to go home, but naturally she doesn’t much want to go. We still have about a

month to decide ... In the even[t] I didn’t come back to Durham, she would have all the moving

to do by herself, which would be some job. 

Speaking of Rosemary here’s a big secret, Mom. Yep, you guessed it, we are going to

have some more family. ... I think it’s another good reason why she should go while the going is

good, don’t you? ...

I got a promotion today. I was transferred to Battalion Headquarters as assistant

intelligence officer. I’m still just a 2nd Lt. but this is a Captain’s job and eventually, if I hang

around long enough I’ll be a Captain. I wonder how the lads at Ft. Belvoir would like that one?

I’m Officer of the Day tonight, which is a chore we all dislike. I’ll be up pretty late

tonight and up early in the morning, with all the work of morning to take care of. The Army

doesn’t give us much chance to catch up on sleep. And maneuvers will be worse. I hope they get

this thing wound up pretty soon. ... 

We heard from Mr. Craft yesterday and he hasn’t heard any more from Dean. He doesn’t

seem much worried, but I know he must be. I was glad to hear from him. 

It’s about time to make another round, Mom, so I’ll knock off. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark July 13, 1943 Nashville, Tennessee - Postcard

“July 12

Dear Mom:

By the time you get this, Rosemary will be gone, no doubt. I tried to talk her into staying

a little longer, but she was anxious to get home to see her Mother. She said she was having quite

a time in Kansas City and I’m sure she did. She didn’t have much fun in Durham. Doesn’t she

seem pleased about the expected addition? I can hardly wait for January myself. I hope it’s twins

[Rosemary’s sister, mother and grandmother had twins] but know it will be another girl sure. If

she’s anything like P.A. [Patricia Anne] we couldn’t ask for more, could we? We were supposed

to start our next problem this morning but it’s 10:15 and we haven’t heard a word. These

problems are hard but last only 3 or 4 days, and are excellent training. We will all be glad to get

out of the woods though. It’s rather tough sleeping on the ground. ... Tell Tom it’s all right with

me if he sends Seamus to the Army. It may be the best thing for everyone including Seamus.

Give everyone my best and write when you can.

Love, Jack”
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***

Postmark August 9, 1943 Fort Belvoir, Virginia

Tennessee Maneuvers “Somewhere in Tennessee” letterhead

“Sunday Aug 8

Dear Mom:

The letter you told me about last Sunday finally got here. The old outfit is slow about

forwarding my mail. I was certainly glad for the chance I had to call you, even if I didn’t hear

you so well. I’ve given up trying to call Rosemary. It took almost two hours to call you.

This school business all came as a surprise to everyone. The Executive Officer did say

my name had been submitted as an officer who was in line for a better job than our Battalion had

to offer at the time, and that’s all anyone seemed to know. This school trains officers for starting

up new units, and we will start new battalions sometime in September. The key men, that is, the

company commander and staff, are grouped together and plan their training programs, and get to

know each other pretty well before they actually move to their new places. I’ve been grouped

with 9 other officers, but as yet we don’t know where we go or what outfit we start. We will

leave here about August 28, but we don’t know if we go back to our old outfits temporarily.

Rosemary is all enthused, naturally, and wants to join me as soon as I get settled in my

new place. I hope it’s some place decent, and closer to home. I hope, too, that we find a nice

place to live and adequate medical care for her. That’s the bad thing about her moving right

now. She is going to her own doctor, a good one, and good doctors are hard to find right now,

and she is close to her Mother, too. I don’t think she should do much traveling in her condition,

but she is all set to go wherever I do. Some of these camps, especially the new ones, are isolated,

and near no large places at all. But we will just wait until we see where we have to go before we

start to worry.

I know you were mighty relieved to hear from Richard and I was glad too. It does seem

funny that his APO is New York and the letter was from San Francisco. He may be out in the

Pacific someplace. That’s where I hope to go if I ever get sent out. ... Gene is still at Hobbs I

suppose. I hope he gets up to Albuquerque while Rosemary is there, but I know how hard it is to

get away. You just can’t leave any time you feel like it. ...

I know Anne must be anxious for the big day to arrive. ... I’ll bet she has a girl too. I

think girl babies are best anyway at least for the first one. Look how much help Katherine was to

all of us and still is. I hope Patricia is like Katherine, and sure enough she at least looks like her.

...I don’t see why you can’t talk that old stay-at-home Pop of ours into going to Anne’s with you.

Once he got there he would enjoy it, I know. ...

Give Daddy and Tom and Vivian and the boys my best.

Love Jack”

***

Postmark November 10, 1943 Camp Crowder, Missouri

“Tuesday Nov 9

Dear Katherine:
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Your package came today, sis, ... . Thanks ever so much for the superb snacks and the

book too. ... It was really a treat to hear from you. ... We would like to see you, and it would be

swell if you could get [to Kansas City] while Rosemary and Patricia and Anne and Chuck and

their new baby are still there. ...

So far I’ve had no luck finding a place for Rosemary in [nearby] Joplin. I’ve had a couple

of good nibbles, but have been unable to get into town to take advantage of them. There are

some crumby little old apartments available, but I’ve been trying hold out for something really

nice. ... 

We have all our officers and enlisted cadre but no “fillers” as the Army calls draftees. All

our cadre and some of our officers just came from 22 months in Ireland and are regular Army

men. Ours should be a crack outfit, once we get started. I’m Company Commander of

Headquarters and Services Co. You see, in a Combat Bn there are three line companies which

usually do all the work, and an H&S Co. to which all Bn Hq personnel, all specialists are

attached. It’s a smaller Co., 104 men, and two officers, while the line companies have 171 men

and five officers. But 60 of that 104 men are non-coms [non-commissioned officers]. I thought I

would get a staff job, but I like this one better. Camp Crowder is a nice camp, too, in fact it’s the

nicest one I’ve seen. So the setup is perfect, now all we need is some men, and a place for

Rosemary to live. ...

So [cousin] Mary Eileen finally done it [got married]. I was surprised sure enough. I hope

she gets along all right. ... 

Let us ... see you before too long.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark February 28, 1944 Joplin, Missouri

An official card to his

parents “To announce the

arrival of Rosemary

McNerney, date of birth,

January 22, 1944, weight

8 pounds 4 oz, parents,

John E. and Rosemary

McNerney.

Dear Mom:

I’m just now

finding time to get these

off. I got your card, and

thanks. The family got

home [to Albuquerque]

safely and I certainly

miss them. We leave

tomorrow at noon, and

I’ll write as soon as we
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get there. Rosemary is a pip, isn’t she? And so is her Mother. I’m mighty proud of both of them,

and Patricia too. I hope to get leave soon, and I’ll stop in K.C. Give Daddy my best. 

Love Jack”

***

Postmark May 17, 1944 Lebanon, Tennessee

Headquarters 1142d ENGR Comb GP - Office of the Catholic Chaplain letterhead

Form letter with blanks typed in

“May 16, 1944

Mr. & Mrs. Thomas McNerney

3841 E. 59th St

Kansas City, Mo.

Dear Mr. & Mrs. McNerney:

Your son, Lt. John Edward McNerney of the 182 Engineers is now under my spiritual

jurisdiction. As his present pastor I feel it my duty to make this report to his loved ones at home.

I find, first of all that he is an earnest and devout Catholic. ... 

Secondly, I find that he is a good soldier, willing and spontaneous in his answer to a call

to duty.

I met him at his post at Lebanon, Tennessee. His living conditions are necessarily not

those of home. At present he is living in a tent but rest assured that his health is good, for he has

the most excellent medical care, and food is plentiful and of good quality. ... 

Your son, John, is serving his country and in serving his country he serves his God. ... 

Sincerely yours in Christ,

Father Harold E. Whittet, Chaplain USA.

P.S. I also met John’s wife. She is a wonderful Catholic Mother and wife!!”

***

Postmark December 23, 1944 Hattiesburg, Mississippi and second postmark Camp Shelby,

Mississippi “Via Air Mail Special Delivery”

“Dec. 22, 1944

Dear Mom:

This is just a note I’m writing to let you know that we’ll have

a very nice Christmas. We’ll all be together here in Hattiesburg - I

have a little tree all decorated & Santa will visit Patricia &

Rosemary. We don’t have an apartment yet but we have a very nice

place to stay. It’s a former Womens College & is changed into a

Shelby Co-op Housing for Officers’ families. It’s run like a hotel

apt. with a main dining hall. Nor is it too expensive for the cost is

divided & shared equally by tenants. The food is excellent & there

are many children here so P.A. really enjoys herself. The campus is

nice to play in & the weather is lovely too. ... 

I’m sure we’ll find an apt. within the next week as a division

is moving out. ... It’s so much better than being alone down there in

Newton [Mississippi]. And it was so lucky that Jack could drive me
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up for he & Capt. Batley were the only ones on the advance party. Jack thinks perhaps Major

Rolling sent him ahead on purpose on my account so that he could drive me. The Major is very

nice that way & seems very fond of Jack & me.

Hattiesburg is a lovely town, typically southern. ... Patricia was afraid Santa couldn’t find

this place. Had a time convincing her. Now she can’t wait. ... She keeps asking where our home

is. Poor child– I guess she does get confused. ...

I’ve made arrangements to have your box forwarded so we’ll soon get it I know. ... I’ll

send this Airmail Special.

Merry Christmas.

Love, Rosemary

P.S. There is a nice Catholic Church here.”

Note: The photograph of John, Rosemary, Patricia and Rosemary was taken shortly before he

shipped out to the Philippines for the invasion of Japan.

***

Postmark September 19, 1945 U.S. Postal Service

War and Navy Departments V-Mail Service Form Letter

Notifying his mother of his new permanent address:

APO 73, San Francisco, California.

Signature Captain John E. McNerney

***

Postmark August 9, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

Opened by U.S. Army Examiner

“July 30 Monday

Dear Mom:

I have no idea when we will have a chance to send any mail, for as yet we have no idea

where we are going or when we will get there. But I’m writing a few letters to have ready when

the time comes.

Life aboard ship is dull and monotonous, but not unpleasant. We don’t have much to do

but eat and sleep and read and sun ourselves up on the deck. We have a daily inspection at 10

o’clock and a fire drill once in a while and a few other classes that don’t amount to much. The

food is fair and there is plenty of it. But the trip is getting tiresome and will be more so before

it’s over.

One good thing is the fact that we have four Catholic chaplains on board, so Masses are

plentiful and easy to get to. We have Mass in the afternoon right up on deck and attendance is

good. Yesterday we had Mass in the morning, too. 

The first night out most everyone was sick. I got pretty woozy but it didn’t last long and I

feel swell now. I wondered if Richard gets sea sick. It seems that as soon as you get used to the

movement of the ship you get over being sick.

About all to be seen from the deck is water. At first we saw a few sharks but now all we

see is flying fish, which jump out of the water and fly along like birds. But watching the sea

never seems to get tiresome and we do it for hours.



McNerney-Tischhauser World War II Letters Page 35

I still hope to run into Richard and maybe some of the other men I know out here. But

it’s such a vast place trying to find anyone is quite a chore. And I hope we pick up mail soon,

too. I’m getting anxious to hear from you and Rosemary and Katherine. Rosemary seemed in

good spirits and said she was feeling 1st class when I called her. I wish I could be there in

October [when their baby is due] but that would take a miracle.

Aunt Mollie [his mother’s sister who lives in California] looked pretty good and seemed

in good spirits, too. Just the same Aunt Mollie as always. You and she are a lot alike, Mom. She

said she would write and tell you all about our visit. I really enjoyed it. Maurice [Mollie’s son-

in-law] even had beer in the ice box and drank a couple with me. ... 

From recent news it may not be long before we are all home. Japan is really getting it

now. I hope a year will see it all over. Maybe Gene won’t go after all. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark August 14, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

Opened by U.S. Army Examiner

“10 Aug Friday

“Dear Mom:

There still is no news to report but we hear mail may be taken off soon so I’ll write you a

note.

I’m still as well as ever but am getting mighty anxious for news from you and Rosemary.

It’s been three weeks now and I can think of a million questions about you. I suppose I’ll have a

stack of letters waiting for me when we arrive at our destination but I’d like some now. 

No sign of Richard yet but I’m still keeping my eye peeled. I hope I run into Frank Keller

and Bill Gieszl, too. But this is a big place out here.

What do you think of the latest big news [of the atomic bomb dropped on Hiroshima

August 6]? Maybe this war won’t last as long as we thought it would. The end can’t come too

soon for me. I’m tired of being away from the good old US of A already and I know Rich would

like to be home, too. 

I’m hoping Rosemary and the girls are settled in their own place by now and that you get

to visit them. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark August 13, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“13 Aug Tuesday

Dear Mom:

“We still haven’t received any mail from home, but I’m hoping you have got some from

me. We’re still at sea but can say we are in the Philippines, if that helps any. I’m beginning to

get impatient for some news from home, and maybe it won’t be too long now. It seems we’ve

been on this boat for at least six months.

We all hope the shooting will all be over by the time we reach our destination and quite

possibly it will be. Even the Japanese should be convinced by now. If they aren’t it shouldn’t

take us too long to blast them into submission. I hope to be home in a year but even that seems a
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long time

If the prisoners are released, I hope to run into Dean out here somewhere, if he is still

alive. We haven’t anything to complain about compared to those fellows.

I guess Anne will soon be home, unless the end of the war changes Chuck’s plans. I

know

 you’ll be glad to have her.

Give Daddy and Tom my best. I hope to be able to write better letters soon.

Love, Jack”

***

Note: When the facts on the fall of Bataan became known, many

blamed General MacArthur for abandoning the troops to their own

devices there, and getting out of the area as fast as possible. Jack

reversed his previous positive impression of MacArthur to

believing that Truman should have fired him for his actions at the

Bataan incident and for insubordination at the end of the war with

Japan.

***

Postmark August 15, 1945 Albuquerque, New Mexico

“V-J Day

Dear Mom:

Isn’t it glorious. I feel as though I’m walking on clouds. I

can scarcely believe the good news. To make the day even more

perfect I had several letters from Jack - my first since he left. You

probably have a letter too, but thought I’d let you know anyway.

We certainly have plenty of reason to thank God.

Love Rosemary”

***

Note: An August 21, 1945, Western Union telegram to Mrs T M

McNerney in Kansas City: “All well and safe. All my Love. John

E. McNerney”

***

Postmark August 24, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“APO 73 now, Mom

24 Aug Thursday

Dear Mom:

We’ve been here a couple of days now and things aren’t so

bad at all. It’s hot but not as bad as Mississippi. Everything is

terribly mixed up, with troops and equipment everywhere, but

we’ve managed tents and have a fairly comfortable place to live.

We’re on Luzon [in the Philippines] but I still can’t tell you exactly

where.
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It’s a wonderful and picturesque place, Mom. I wish you could see some of the

interesting sights I saw yesterday. We’re right close to one small village that was quite a nice

little place before the Japs came. Now all the stone buildings are just rubble, except the church

and school. The church was built originally in 1500 and is a big, Spanish style building with a

convent attached. The Sisters of Mercy and Sisters of St Paul are still here with some Spanish

and Italian priests. The Japs crowded about 1000 Filipinos into the church and tried to kill them

with grenades and explosives and severely damaged the church, but they still have Mass there. In

a little town about four miles from here is a magnificent old Cathedral, and a Bishop and three

priests and another convent. The Cathedral was damaged a couple of years ago by an earthquake

but is still a beautiful building. The main altar is silver.

The mail situation is all mixed up. I’ve got four letters from Rosemary but none from

you. No mail has come here since the peace talk. I don’t know when you will get this. But don’t

worry about me, Mom. I’m still well and healthy. ...

Love, Jack.”

***

Postmark September 5, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“Sunday 2 Sept

Dear Mom:

Your letters finally showed up, and a couple from Katherine, too. Our mail was held up

for awhile but seems to be coming all right now.

We’ve been here for almost two weeks now and so far haven’t done anything but fix up a

place to live. We have fairly comfortable tents and live pretty well. It isn’t too bad and bugs and

mosquitos aren’t too bad. We would like to have a job, though. Apparently the end of the war

caught everyone here flat footed, for thousands of troops here seemingly have nothing to do.

They can send us all home.

The CO and I went up to Manila yesterday and came back today. The town seems utterly

wrecked. There is scarcely a building left whole and the waterfront is a complete shambles. The

Army and Navy [have] cleared just enough to move troops and ships. It will take years to rebuild

the city, which will have to be started from the streets up. It’s hard to imagine how bombing can

utterly devastate a big modern city. Manila was larger than Kansas City, about 630,000.

We were in Eniwetok, Mom, on August 6 but for only one day and couldn’t get off the

ship. I wouldn’t have known where to look, anyway. There were hundreds of ships in the harbor.

Maybe I’ll run into Rich yet.

I wish they would lift this silly censorship. I’d like to tell you just where we are. It

shouldn’t be long now.

Travel shouldn’t be so hard now, Mom, so you should make it to Albuquerque easily.

Give Daddy my best.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark September 13, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“9 Sept

Dear Mom:
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Your letter came a couple of days ago, but things have been a little busy here the last

couple of nights. You are right about our mail being so erratic. Your first letter came only a few

days earlier than your second. Sometimes we get letters in 6 or 7 days, then again it takes several

days. Mail is a most important item.

I know you must be pleased at having Gene home. I’d like very much to be there with

him. And I hope he doesn’t experience a recurrence of that trouble, whatever it is. Soon you will

have a houseful again, Mom. Does Gene have any plans for the future? I’m wondering what sort

of job he will look for. I have no doubt that he will make out all right. ... 

I had the two local priests up for dinner today. The pastor, Fr Latorre is a native and the

assistant is a Spanish Augustinian. Both of them went through the war and have some brutal

tales to tell. Fr Latorre’s whole family mother, father and sisters and brothers, 7 altogether, were

killed, how he doesn’t know. We had a nice dinner and I’ll bet it was the best they’ve had for

years. The Filipinos haven’t nearly recovered and have a hard time getting enough to eat.

Seven o’clock Mass was crowded, as are all the Masses here. You should see the girls in

their Sunday finery, Mom. They must have hidden their best dresses, for such dresses are

unbelievably high priced now. They dress as well as American girls would and all of them wear

exquisite black Spanish mantillas instead of hats. Some of them are quite pretty and all of them

are clean, fine looking girls. They wear plainer dresses during the week, but always manage to

look scrubbed and neat. ... I’d like to buy you and Rosemary some of the pretty things I see, but

everything over here, because of the back market, is extremely expensive. Bananas, which are

plentiful, cost 10 for one peso ($.50) and coconuts also plentiful, are one peso each.

We have fixed ourselves up quite a nice place to live. We have our own light and water

plant running and a good shower, and a fine officer’s mess. The climate isn’t too bad, all bugs

and pests are excellently controlled, and we live quite comfortably. If only it weren’t so far from

home ... I’d prefer this place to our southern camps.

You are right about the Navy point system but I’m sure it will be revised soon. Richard

should be getting out soon. Does he think he might stay in? I’m still hoping to run into him.

We’re still at Batangas, about 70 miles south of Manila, near a small place called Bauan. ... 

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark missing

“16 September Sunday

Dear Mom:

It’s been a busy week, now that we’re pretty well settled down. We’ve got most of our

heavy equipment working ... Mostly we work on buildings, roads, and bridges, of which there is

plenty to work on. 

We had a full day today. Right after Mass another officer and I went up to a big fresh

water lake near here to fish, but as usual our luck wasn’t so good. We are going back next

Sunday and take a boat to get out to the deep water. On our way back we stopped at a town and

watched the big chicken fights. I thought of Daddy and bet he would have liked it. Sunday is

fight day and they have 15 or 20. They fasten a 3" knife to the rooster’s left leg and the fights

don’t last long. The roosters that are killed are put out quickly so it’s really humane. And do
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these people bet. One Filipino bet $900.00 on his rooster, and won. 

It won’t be long now until Rosemary is on her way to the hospital again.” Jack expresses

the hope that his mother can be there for the birth of their third child in October. “I surely wish I

could be there, too. It looks like we’re well on our way to having quite a family already, doesn’t

it? To Rosemary goes most of the credit for that. ...

I’m still fit as a fiddle, so don’t worry about me ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark missing

“25 Sept Tuesday

Dear Mom:

Everything is still quiet here, but the weather has been splendid the last few days. A few

nice days once in awhile gives us a chance to dry things out. Everything gets so damp and musty

because of all the rain. I wash my own clothes, too, because of the extremely high prices these

Filipinos women ask. They wash clothes in the dirty creeks around here anyway, and I know I

can get my stuff cleaner. A fellow with a washing machine could make a fortune.

What is Gene doing? ... He should be eligible for some G.I. bill schooling. But no doubt

he wants to go right to work and make some real money for awhile. And how is Daddy’s job

holding out? Is it going to be permanent? I surely hope so, as he surely deserves it after fooling

around with the lousy city politicians all these years. I’d even vote Republican for spite. No

doubt Tom has found something good by now, too.

We’re going to move to Manila, possibly by October 15. I’d prefer to stay here but if we

go up there I’d have a better chance of seeing Richard and some others I know are out there.

Katherine and Anne finally got to Rosemary’s I hear. Perhaps they are home by now

unless Katherine stays awhile. Rosemary could use some help, and she and Katherine get along

so well. As I tell Rosemary, we both have the world’s best in-laws. No doubt they are having a

nice visit and I would give anything to be with them. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen Sis. I

hope by the time you get this you have a new granddaughter. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark October 12, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“11 Oct Thursday

Dear Mom

The letter you wrote on Sept 26th finally got here. I was beginning to worry about you.

Our mail still doesn’t come regularly. I know you have plenty of letters to write to others besides

me but I surely miss your mail when it doesn’t show up. 

No doubt the McNerney Jr has shown up by this time but so far I haven’t heard. I know

Rosemary will make out all right but just the same I’d rather be there. You never said what you

thought about my suggestion, Dean, as a name in the event the baby should be a boy. I know you

and Rosemary would like John Jr, and I told her any name she picked would be all right with

me. If it’s a girl I think Rosemary will name her Kathleen which I think is a beautiful Irish name,

don’t you? ... 
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I got a letter from Richard just a couple of days ago, from Subic Bay. He was in Manila

last weekend, and so was I, but of course I didn’t know it. So we missed each other again. I feel

sure he was in Eniwetok when we went through there. We’ll run into each other yet. I’d give

anything to see the rascal. 

Last Saturday I had to take some men up to be discharged and on the way back looked up

some New Mexico men who have been prisoners since April 1942. They all look well now but

[lived] in hell for more than three years. They all say they are lucky to be alive, and they are.

You remember Rick Trask, don’t you? Wes’ brother? He is one of the survivors, and of his

original battery, of about 136 men and 5 officers there are 6 men and 2 officers left. Two of the

officers I met Sunday were on the ship with Dean that was sunk [in Manila Bay] last December.

Out of 1800 prisoners only about 220 were saved. They were packed so tight in the ship’s hold

that many of the men smothered and Dean died the first night out. All these men want now is to

get home and forget the whole thing.

I hope you are in Albuquerque by now, Mom. ... If you do go, be sure Rosemary takes it

easy and stays in bed as long as she should, will you please, Mom? ... Goodnight, Mom

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark October 23, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“22 Oct Monday

Dear Mom:

You seem quite pleased about the arrival of Kathleen, Mom, and naturally I am too. A

big batch of letters finally arrived from Rosemary today, with all the details, which takes a big

load off my mind. One she wrote on the day the baby was born, which indicates she made out all

right. I wish I could have been there, but I wouldn’t have been of much help. Katherine has been

a wonderful help, I know. I’m proud of them both and am happy they get along so well. I’d like

to do something nice for Katherine.”

He hopes to see Richard before he “shoves off for home for good. ... Maybe this new

point reduction will get him home by Christmas after all. I may get home in late winter but still I

won’t start being disappointed until June.”

He asks his mother to wait to visit Albuquerque, if possible, until he can get there.

Otherwise “it may be some time before I see you again.” He tells her that “When we build our

home, which I hope won’t be too far away, you will have to spend a lot of time with us.

Rosemary and I are surely blessed in having such wonderful families, and I become more aware

of that every day. ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark [date missing] U.S. Army Postal Service

“4 Nov Tuesday [typewritten]

Dear Mom:

Your package and the one from Aunt Katie [her sister] got here yesterday after quite a

long trip. And even if it isn’t Christmas yet, I’ll have to admit that the Limburger is gone already.

It was the best I’ve ever had. Maybe it aged on the way over. And the jelly is fine. Did you or
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Aunt Katie make it? I still have all the sardines and am looking forward to a dutch lunch as soon

as our beer comes in. You couldn’t have sent a better package, Mom. The package the Army

notified you about isn’t much. I ran out of money before I could buy all the things I wanted to.

Our outfit is being deactivated and we are starting to turn in our property now. In just a

few days some of the officers will be transferred to other outfits. It should take us about two

weeks or longer to get the books all cleared. Naturally we are all overjoyed to get out of this

outfit. I think I’ll be going before too long.

Four of our officers left yesterday including the CO. If the shipping keeps up as it has

been lately we should all be home in a few months. The officers aren’t being released as fast as

the enlisted men. Nothing will keep an enlisted man here if he is eligible to go home, but with

officers it is different. The Army says some of them can’t be replaced and find special

assignments for others. There are more officers here now than there [sic] jobs, but that is just the

Army. Thank goodness I won’t be in it much longer.

Quite by accident I came pretty close to going home. My name was on the same order

that the other officers left on, but I knew it was a mistake and got it corrected yesterday. As I

told Rosemary I don’t want anything to prevent me from going straight home when the time

comes, and it’s sure they would check my records before I got there.

I went to a good operetta last night. The Merry Widow, put on by an all Filipino cast and

good it was. Some of these natives are just as white as we are, and some of the girls are really

good looking. Many of the white people are Spanish or Spanish Mestizos. Most all the people

here are Catholic, but Fr Latorre says they aren’t such good ones. About like the Italians. But I

like them anyway.

I got a nice letter from Mr. Craft today. I suppose he is getting over Dean’s death,

although I know he never will get over it entirely. I’d surely like to see the old man.

But most of all I’d like to see Kathleen. Rosemary says she is a pip, and I’ll bet she is

too. In just a few more days she will be two months old, and so far hasn’t seen her old man yet.

Not that he would mean much to her now. But I know Rosemary is having her hands full with all

them to take care of. I could give her some help.

 Give Katherine and Daddy and all the others my best, Mom and thanks for all the eats. If

I should get sent home I’ll let you know all about it as soon as I find out. 

Love, Jack.” Signed by hand.

***

Postmark November 15, 1945 U.S. Army Postal Service

“14 Nov Wednesday [typewritten]

Dear Mom:

That last letter was so messy I better take a little more pains tonight and try to make this

a letter more legible. I was hoping to hear from you today, but our mail hasn’t been coming too

good the last few days. We haven’t got any mail at all the last two days, which is unusual.

I’m still hoping Richard gets the last letter I sent him, and in time for us to get together.

Since I personally mailed it at the fleet PO there should be a reasonable chance of it going

straight to him instead of going to San Francisco and back.

The Army is moving troops out of here at a great rate now, and we all hope it keeps up.
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Pressure at home did that, I suppose. If the present system keeps up I will be home perhaps a

couple of months sooner than I expected. ... I’d surely like to see the new McNerney.

One of my new jobs, as perhaps I told you, is hiring and paying all the Filipinos we use

for laborers. They are like children, and are funny in some ways. They are good workers, though,

and do their best. Like all people in the tropics, however, they aren’t too ambitious and shy away

from hard work if they can. My biggest problem is keeping them. They like to quit every few

days and go home and aren’t too dependable for that reason. ...

I noticed today that some of the buildings that weren’t too badly damaged in Manila were

being repaired. The city is gradually looking better, but still has great piles of junk and wrecked

buildings scattered about. Just cleaning the place up, which will take at least a couple of years,

will improve it a lot. Manila was once a beautiful place and will be once again some day. I

wouldn’t mind at all living there in normal times.

The weather remains fairly good. ... None of us have malaria or any of the other diseases,

either. I’m anxious to see what Richard thinks of the place, since he has been here so much

longer than I.

... Lt. Cohen and I are going to the Manila Symphony tomorrow night. ... I met a couple

of swell priests recently, chaplains, both of them. Fr Shanley is from the old sod and is a real

mick. Fr Murphy is from Boston. ... I still intend to make daily Mass a habit. Goodnight, mom, ...

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark [date missing] U.S. Army Postal Service

“18 Nov Sunday [typewritten]

Dear Mom, 

There isn’t much to write about today but I better take advantage of the time in case there

is a lot to do later in the week. I got your letter a couple of days ago, after it had gone down to

Batangas and back. The Army still can’t run the mail system, but our letters get here sooner or

later. I think I’ve told you about the trouble Richard’s letters have reaching me. Maybe it will

straighten out this time so we can get together.

Did I tell you about the Irish priest I met a couple of weeks ago, Fr Shanley? He is a great

fellow, sure enough. His sermon this morning was as good as usual. Sermons in the Army are

rare, because Mass is said in such a hurry. He always manages a short one that is very good. He

is a Carmelite, and a real priest. Church is no trouble around here, what with all the native

churches and Army chapels. I wish you could see some of the churches, Mom. Most of them,

while right now in bad need of repair because of the war, are nicer than the average church in

the US. San Sebastian where my friend Fr. Piña was before the war, is a beautiful large church,

not touched by the war, and is right down in the middle of Manila. I’d like to go to one Mass in

each of the old churches. And most of them are plenty old, like the one in Bauan, which was

established in 1560. 

From what Rosemary says, Katherine will soon be on her way home, at last. I know you

will be glad to see her, and no doubt she will be glad to see the old homestead after her long trip.

She will probably be glad to be away from all the children for awhile too. It was quite a job for

her to take care of the girls and the house. And Rosemary says Patricia wasn’t always nice to



McNerney-Tischhauser World War II Letters Page 43

Katherine, either, the little rascal. ... So far Rosemary has just about raised this family by herself

and has done well I think. 

Someone said Chuck had taken a clerk’s job in Yuma [Arizona] but from what you say I

guess that’s not so. I hope they don’t have too much trouble in finding a place to live, but no

doubt it’s as bad as Albuquerque. It’s lucky they have a place to stay while they look. I got a

letter from Frank Keller yesterday and he said that Anne surely has a couple of fine boys. In fact,

I think you have a whole batch of fine grandchildren. Seven is quite a batch, and no doubt there

will be more. Now I’m in the lead and the other two will have to start hurrying.

I agree 100% with all you say about Rosemary, Mom. She’s a real wife and mother, sure

enough and I’m sure I couldn’t have done better if you and Aunt Katie had done the picking for

me yourselves. But she has her hands full now and I should be there helping her. She says

Kathleen is doing fine and so far she has been able to nurse her, which pleases both of them no

end, I know. ...

Love, Jack” Signed by hand

***

Postmark November 25, 1945 Kansas City, Missouri Rec’d

“24 Nov Saturday [typewritten]

Dear Mom:

I was certainly glad to hear all about the Novena, Mom. You spend most of your time in

church, don’t you? I think you and Aunt Katie are about equal on the religious side. Thanks very

much for making the Novena for me, and if anything will get us home, that will. The Army

seems in no hurry. Rosemary does need me, sure enough. I know I’m not much on the help

angle, but even a little would help some, and Rosemary says she needs the moral support more

than anything. But it won’t be long now.

According to Rosemary’s letter today, Katherine had reservations on El Capitan [Santa

Fe Railroad] for today, so she is no doubt at home now. I know you all are glad to have her, and

know she is glad to be with you, too. Rosemary will surely miss her, though. In every letter she

talked about how Katherine helped her and how much she liked having her around. Katherine is

a nice person to have around, I know. So sensible and easy-going. Just like her Mother. Give her

my best. I wonder if she got the pen I sent her. I sent it on the 13th of Nov., so she probably got it

before she left. I’m going to try to get her a nice Philippine gift of some sort, too, if I can. Right

now things are still high, and I don’t have much money to spend. Some of these Filipino things

are beautiful.

Still no luck on meeting Richard. Unless he gets my letter in time he won’t have any way

of finding me, there are so many Engr outfits here. And of course there are so many ships in and

out of here all the time I would have no way of finding him unless I know exactly where to look.

According to her Mother, Kathleen is quite the girl. She seems to be gaining and growing

like she should, and her Dad would surely like to see her. Rosemary says she cuts up at night and

may not be getting enough to eat, and intended to take her to the doctor this week. She could cut

up twice as much as Patricia or Rosemary and still be the model baby. When better girl babies

are wanted, send for Mrs. John E. She couldn’t have done better. I don’t care if the next ten are

girls.
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Major Rollins and I are going to take a trip up to the Bataan Peninsula tomorrow. We

both have been wanting to see the place and there isn’t much to do tomorrow. I’ll have to dig up

an early Mass somewhere but that won’t be hard. I hate to miss Fr Shanley’s Mass because he

always preaches such a good sermon. I’ll tell you all about it later.

With all Anne’s family and your own at home I don’t suppose you are at all lonesome.

That crowd no doubt keeps you busy, and I wish I could see all of you. I hope they don’t tie you

down so that you won’t be able to go see your new granddaughter. Give all of the home folks my

best. I hope Daddy still likes his new job. Goodnight, Mom.

Love, Jack"

***

Postmark [date missing] U.S. Army Postal Service

“30 Nov Friday [handwritten]

Dear Mom:

I intended writing to you tonight, but your letter just came so I’ll take time out and

answer it right away. I’ve been trying to make amends on the letter writing and have just about

caught up with everyone. Writing letters is fun once you quit putting it off.

It’s good to hear you are so well at home. I’ll bet you are all glad to see Katherine, too,

just as much as Rosemary hated to see her leave Albuquerque. I was just kinda hoping she would

stay until I get there, but maybe she will go back with you. And of course she does have to work,

as she surely isn’t the type to want to remain idle.

I don’t think you ever did tell me just what Gene is doing. But whatever it is I’m glad he

likes it. Does he ever say anything about going to school? He should go now if he ever intends

to, but if he has a good job it shouldn’t make too much difference. He and Katherine are the

most agreeable of the kids in this family, I think. I wish I had Gene’s easy disposition. Now

don’t say that to Anne or Richard. No use hurting their feelings just because of my opinion. 

You’re surely right about the way Rosemary carries on about Kathleen. Heck, she doesn’t

even talk about me since that one showed up. But Kathleen would certainly have to be the angel

to be as nice as Rosemary and Patricia. I suppose all mothers like to rave about their babies, and

who should have a better right?

I really think Rosemary was just a little disappointed because Kathleen wasn’t a boy. Or

perhaps she thought I was disappointed. But as I say I don’t care a bit if she has ten girls in a row

if they are half as nice as the first three. Any man likes a son, and I’m no exception, but not

every father has such swell daughters, either. Why shouldn’t they be swell, with such a Mother

and Aunts and Grandmothers?

I got the same pictures Rosemary sent to you and like them first rate. In fact I have quite

a collection of pictures of the family. It’s hard to tell just what Kathleen looks like, except it’s

easy to see she’s a healthy one. I hope she looks like her Mother, since I don’t think either of the

others do. I’ll be able to judge that for myself before too long, I hope. My name was submitted a

couple of days ago as becoming eligible 1st Dec, but it may not mean much. Don’t tell

Rosemary, Mom, because she would get all excited and then might be disappointed. For that

reason I tell her June but hope it’s sooner.

I go to school tonight but will write to Aunt Katie again as soon as possible. And it
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doesn’t hurt if she doesn’t answer right away. She'll remember it sooner or later. I guess she does

like to hear from her nephews.

I have to go help inventory our PX so better run, Mom. I don’t suppose I’ll see Richard if

he’s on his way home. But of course he’ll like that home trip and I’ll see him some other time.

The package hasn’t come, but it will get here. They are very slow. But 8000 miles is a

long way, too. I’ve about given up the idea of staying here. Just another pipe dream like Daddy

going to China. Give him my best. I’ll write to Katherine in a few days.

Love, Jack”

***

Postmark [date missing] U.S. Army Postal Service

“Christmas

Dear Mom:

The day is almost over, and a splendid Christmas it’s been, too. I just got back from

Bauan, where I spent the night and this morning with Fr Latorre and Fr Peña. They seemed to be

glad to have me and really made me feel at home. And I slept on a real bed with real linen

sheets, too.

I got here last night about 9 o’clock, and went to Midnight Mass. It was wonderful, just

as the Spanish must have celebrated Mass here years ago. The Church and altar were beautifully

decorated and there was a huge crowd, rain and all. The Filipinos are deathly afraid of getting

wet, but turned out in great style. The custom here is to have the crib over the altar, and it’s

unveiled and lighted while Mass is going on. Where all the decorations came from is a wonder.

It’s amazing how much these poor people do with just so little. This is the first real Christmas

here for four years. The church was well crowded for the other five masses, too.

We had a nice dinner, too, prepared by the Sisters who live at the Church. They are

Italian Daughters of St. Paul, and are good cooks. It was a combination of American and Italian,

with roast turkey and all. An Italian priest from another town was there for the dinner. So your

son was in good company at least, even if he couldn’t be home.

Fr Latorre has about six homeless families living in the Church and Convent, so there

were plenty of children about, making it real Christmassy. Next year it will be even better when

I’m home with my own children. And I hope you can be there, too, and Daddy.

I hope you got the cable in time. I didn’t send it until Sunday, and with all the volume of

greetings at this time perhaps you didn’t get it when you should have. And by the way, I would

surely like to hear from some of you home folks. Do Katherine and Richard have writers’

cramp? Jog their memories a bit, Mom.

In just another few says this outfit will be no more I hope. We have just about everything

turned in and have just a lot of paper work left. We are down to just 143 men, and they will go

by the 1st. That will be a happy day for all of us, after 17 months of an extremely hard and

disagreeable job. ...

I know you had a fine day, with everyone at home. It’s actually just beginning for you,

since it’s about 7:00 AM in Kansas City. Let me know all about it. And give everyone my best.

Love, Jack”

***
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Postmark February 25, 1946 Kansas City, Missouri Rec’d

“15 Feb 46 

Aboard the USS Acadia

Dear Mom:

We just learned that we will be able to mail letters at Hawaii, where we will stop next

Tuesday, so I thought you would like to know of my whereabouts. Right now we’re about 2000

miles east of Honolulu. We left Manila right on time on 7 Feb but have been delayed some

because of rough weather. Has it been rough! We were all sick the first couple of days and some

are still sick. But we expect to reach S.F. on about 26 Feb, which is just about the estimated

time. It’s still so rough I can hardly write.

This boat, formerly a hospital ship, is short and high and bounces like a leaf on the water.

The food is poor and the coffee the worst any of us has ever seen. Every time I try to drink it I try

to imagine it’s the stout kind you make, but it’s no use. But we don’t complain too much since

we’re on our way home.

The beer supply is good, however, and the PX is a good one. And there are four priests

aboard, so Masses are plentiful. I started to serve at the 6:30 Mass a couple of days ago and am

trying to learn the Latin again. We have Rosary and night prayers, too. Makes the heathens eyes

stick out.

We hear we won’t be in S.F. long, maybe a day. It looks as if Rosemary won’t be able to

meet me there. But I’ll know for sure when we get there. From S.F. I go to El Paso.

I realize now, after thinking about the last letter I wrote Katherine, that my memory,

never good, is now terrible. They say the tropics does that. Anyway, there are many things I

would like to tell you about the Islands, but will wait till I see you. Maybe you can pay us that

visit now. I should be home by this time next month. ...

Love, Jack.”

Epilogue: Thus ends the letters but not his military career. His retirement from the Army took

place on his 60th birthday on June 23, 1973, at the rank of full Colonel. For details see

introduction and biography.


