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			To Dick Solomon,
friend and adviser



			To Lieutenant William J. Yetter, a dedicated parent
and heroic World War II pilot



			To Gordy Cox,
Tim McCoy,
Bob Palmer,
and Chuck Vervalin

		

	
		
			Any man who may be asked what he did to make his life worthwhile can respond with a good deal of pride and satisfaction: I served in the U.S. Navy.

			President John F. Kennedy

			I saw the submariners, the way they stood aloof and silent, watching their pigboat with loving eyes. They are alone in the Navy. I admired the PT boys. And I often wondered how the aviators had the courage to go out every day and I forgave their boasting. But the submariners! In the entire fleet they stand apart!

			James Michener, Tales of the South Pacific
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			COMMANDER SUBMARINE FORCE
UNITED STATES PACIFIC FLEET

			30 June 1944

			My Dear Mrs. Palmer:

			The Commander Submarine Force, Pacific Fleet, has the honor to award the Submarine Combat Insignia and to commend in absentia Robert Wiley Palmer, Yeoman first class, for service set forth in the following:

			CITATION

			The USS Grenadier on an offensive war patrol in restricted waters, heavily patrolled by the enemy, failed to return as scheduled. It is not known how many successful attacks the Grenadier made on this patrol; but, as she has had a splendid record since the early days of the war, it is believed that she was engaged in delivering the same relentless attacks against the enemy up until the time she was reported missing.

			As Yeoman first class of the USS Grenadier, Robert Wiley Palmer’s performance of duty materially contributed to the success of this vessel against the enemy. The Commander Submarine Force, Pacific Fleet, forwards this commendation in recognition of his splendid performance of duty, which was in keeping with the highest traditions of the Naval Service.

			Please accept my deepest sympathy in your great loss, which I assure you I also consider a great loss to the Naval Service.

			Most sincerely,

			C.A. Lockwood, Jr.

			Vice Admiral, U.S. Navy

		

	
		Prologue

		The waters felt unsafe to Bob Palmer. Too shallow. Too close to land. Too risky, given the ship’s unreliable torpedoes. But who was he, a twenty-one-year-old, to question the strategy of his submarine captain, a graduate of the Naval Academy and respected by every man on the ship? Palmer worked hard as the sub’s yeoman, but he was a high-school dropout, and he wasn’t privy to the radio messages the captain received.

		It was early evening, April 20, 1943, and the USS Grenadier was nearing the end of its sixth war patrol. Bob longed to get back to port in Fremantle, Australia; he was tired of the confinement, the foul smell of diesel fuel, and the constant stress of running deep in enemy waters. Back in Fremantle, there’d be large pints of Emu ale waiting in the bar at the Ocean Beach Hotel, as well as beautiful young Aussie women enamored of American sailors. Yes, he was recently married to his high-school sweetheart and loved her dearly. But this was war—a war on the other side of the world, and every time he and his crewmates left port there was the real possibility they’d be blown to bits.

		As the Grenadier ran full speed on the surface through the Java Sea and the narrow Strait of Malacca between Malaysia and Sumatra, the lookout spotted two worthy targets—a pair of large Japanese freighters silhouetted on the horizon. The sea was calm, the sky bright from a full moon. Surprisingly, the vessels appeared to be unescorted, an opportunity almost too good to be true. The Japanese had recently taken Rangoon, and the Japanese ships plying the important supply route between Burma and Singapore were usually well guarded. But not these two.

		The Grenadier’s captain, Missouri-born James Fitzgerald, a ballsy former boxing champ at Annapolis, was eager to confront the enemy, and he had decided to ignore warnings that these waters were much too easily guarded by Japanese planes from nearby bases for his ship to be running on the surface. A month earlier, a sub had been sunk, taking sixty-five men down with it. But Fitzgerald wanted a kill before heading back to port. At this point in the war, with the Japanese racking up victory after victory in the Pacific, American naval forces were desperate for any small victory.

		Fitzgerald was one of a new breed of captain who had been hurried into battle; the top level of Navy leadership was now encouraging these newer graduates of the Naval Academy to “go in harm’s way” and take the war to the enemy. His approach was more aggressive than that of the older and more conservative sub commanders in charge at the start of the war who believed the purpose of submarines was to scout for the Navy’s surface fleet rather than to attack.

		From long range and on the surface, Fitzgerald considered firing torpedoes, but at this stage of the war, the available torpedoes were notoriously ineffective, either running too deep or failing to explode on contact. Instead he closed to 2,500 yards.

		The freighters discovered the ship’s presence, possibly by radar, and turned searchlights in its direction. Fitzgerald ordered the men manning the three-inch deck gun to commence firing. Immediately, the two freighters returned fire, neither side scoring a hit.* Knowing the Grenadier had been spotted, Fitzgerald quickly turned direction, electing to make a surface end-around, which would put the sub in front of the enemy, in position to submerge and attack. But while the Grenadier moved twice as fast on the surface than it did when submerged, it would take the Grenadier all night—twelve hours—to accomplish this maneuver. The crew—eight officers and sixty-eight enlisted men—stood down from their battle stations.

		Bob sat down at a table to write a letter to his wife, Barbara. He would post the letter as soon as the ship returned to Fremantle. Barbara was living in San Francisco, where they had gotten married a week after Pearl Harbor, six days before he’d shipped off to war. She’d gotten pregnant during those six days, but the excitement he’d felt when he’d gotten the news was soon offset by sadness when she lost the baby. He still had a year to go on his duty.

		Seated at the table with Palmer were three other men just as anxious to get back to port—Tim McCoy from Dallas, Texas; Chuck Vervalin from Dundee, New York; and Gordy Cox from Yakima, Washington. Tim and Chuck had met the women they thought were the loves of their young lives on their last leave in Fremantle, and both talked of marrying these young Aussies and taking them back to America after the war. Tim’s girl was the reigning Miss Perth. Gordy, the fourth man at the table, had also met a girl, but he was the shy type and wasn’t sure she liked him as much. Still, he hoped. He’d even written his mom about her. He’d never had a girlfriend growing up.

		As the Grenadier made its long circle, Tim and Gordy had time to talk. The two sailors, neither yet twenty-one, were total opposites. Tim was extroverted, cocky, and full of Texas bravado; Gordy was slightly built, quiet, and not confident in his ability to learn the complex set of submarine skills necessary to advance beyond his rank of seaman first class. Despite the close confines of the sub and their shared experience in battle—which included being scared shitless—they barely knew each other. Gordy’s initial impression was that Tim was a little too full of himself.

		Chuck got up from the table and walked to his bunk, where he pulled a picture of Gwen, his nineteen-year-old girlfriend, out from under his pillow. He’d met her strolling through an arcade in Perth a few months earlier. Two nights before the Grenadier had shipped out on this mission, Gwen had given him a Saint Christopher’s medal for good luck and protection. He promised he’d never take it off; she promised she’d wait for him. During their last night together, he confessed that he had an uneasy feeling about this patrol, much more than before the other four he’d been on. She asked why. “Because for the first time in my life I have somebody I really care about,” he answered.

		Throughout the night, the Grenadier sped along the ocean’s surface at its top speed, 18 knots. Just before daylight it neared its attack position. As it closed on its targets, Fitzgerald ordered it to submerge and for everyone to man their battle stations. But the freighters had unexpectedly changed direction, and Fitzgerald watched through his periscope as they zigzagged out of sight, leaving only smoke plumes visible on the horizon.

		More eager now than ever for a kill, Fitzgerald ordered the Grenadier back to the surface for a rapid pursuit, disregarding standard naval operating procedure, which advised subs to patrol on the surface only at night. The sun was now up, and so was a Japanese fighter plane sent to look for the Grenadier. For Bob Palmer, Gordy Cox, Tim McCoy, Chuck Vervalin, and the rest of the crew, the war was about to take a terrible turn.

		I first stumbled across this story when a cousin of Barbara Palmer’s gave me a twenty-page story Barbara’s husband Bob had written about his life. It was an earnest tale of war and survival, but that wasn’t the part that sucked me in: the passionate love story Bob had written (he was eighty years old) brought tears to my eyes. A month later I flew from Portland, Oregon, to the couple’s home on the Maryland shore. Their love was even more evident in person. As Bob was telling me about all Barbara did for him, unapologetic tears rolled down his cheeks and the lump in his throat was as big as a fist.

		For me, that was the beginning of a quest to meet the surviving members of the Grenadier’s crew. Bob, Gordy, Tim, and Chuck all had clear minds and acute recall of things that had happened sixty years earlier. More than that, they shared a kind of “ordinariness.” They were all enlisted men. They hadn’t been to prep schools or fancy academies. They had come of age, like others on their ship, during the great Depression, their childhoods hardscrabble and austere. Even before the crucible of war, these guys were tough-ass survivors.

		Following the war, they returned to an America far different from the one they’d left five years earlier, and were ill-equipped to deal with it. Over the next several decades, for the most part they went quietly about their business. But they all had troubles in their relationships with women and, later, with their sons. They all admitted to having drunk too much.

		And these ordinary men all had great—extraordinary—stories to tell.

		It wasn’t just their heroic endurance in terrible captivity that intrigued me. The more I got to know them, the more I realized that the qualities that enabled these four sailors to survive unimaginable cruelties in war were the same ones that got them into trouble later in life. That’s what made them so much more than abstract embodiments of the so-called Greatest Generation—and so real, men whose lives describe the lifetime burden of war.

		
			* Author’s note: In researching this event, I found numerous conflicting reports of exactly what happened regarding the firing of torpedoes. In the end, I relied on Captain Fitzgerald’s write-up.

		

	
		Part One
SURVIVING THE DEPRESSION

	
		1

		Chuck Vervalin
of Dundee, New York

		It had been a wet spring in the western foothills of the Catskill Mountains in 1928, and the rivers ran dangerously high. Arthur Vervalin told his wife not to let the kids anywhere near the water. People from those parts knew not to mess with the rivers.

		Chuck, seven years old, heard his father’s warning, but when his thirteen-year-old sister, Beulah, set out for the swimming hole, he tagged along anyway. His concern was not the danger—only that they might get the belt when they got home.

		In Chuck’s eyes, Beulah could do no wrong. All the Vervalin girls were pretty, but she was the prettiest, with green eyes and chestnut brown hair that fell in ringlets to the middle of her back. She watched over him and took him into town to buy candy, never making him feel like a pest. He loved the way she sometimes carried him on her hip or let him lick the bowl when she made cookies. She also took him with her whenever she ventured down to the swimming hole at the Unidilla River. She was the best swimmer in the family.

		At the river, Beulah told Chuck and a couple of friends to wait on the bank while she tested the water. Her plan was to swim out to the sandbar in the middle where they usually sunned themselves, and if it was safe, she would come back and escort Chuck across. She’d done it dozens of times.

		Halfway across, she began to flounder, the current pulling her downstream, away from the sandbar and the bank. Flailing her arms, she yelled for help. A man standing nearby heard her scream and dove in after her. But the current was too strong, and he turned and struggled back to shore. Beulah disappeared under the water.

		Chuck was still standing on the bank an hour later when several men carried his sister’s body on a board across the field. He watched them load her into the back of a truck and disappear down the road. Three days later, he was sitting in a pew at the front of the Congressional Church, Beulah’s pansy-covered casket nearby. Next to him, his mother and sisters wept, and his father fixed his cold glare straight ahead.

		The Vervalins were a close family, all the kids helping with the chores, but there was also an abusive edge to family life, even before Beulah drowned, mainly because of Arthur. An imposing 300-pound Dutchman who liked to drink, he often took his belt to the kids, including the girls. Sometimes there seemed to be no reason for his outbursts. Chuck, the oldest son, caught the greatest share of his wrath.

		Arthur and his wife, Florence, scratched out a living on a 140-acre farm on the outskirts of Sidney, New York, with a couple of workhorses, a milking cow, pigs, chickens, vegetables, and an orchard with apples and pears. To help make ends meet, Arthur, an eighth-grade dropout, took an occasional job in town. Florence, an Irish redhead, worked from dawn to dusk, fixing meals, washing clothes, milking the cow, and feeding the pigs. Being pregnant, which she always seemed to be, didn’t slow her down. After each birth, she’d be back at work the next day, picking potatoes and cleaning the barn.

		Like her husband, she’d dropped out of school before the ninth grade, but she loved the written word and she read to her children every night, including the poetry of Longfellow. She sometimes wrote poetry herself but rarely shared it. Arthur thought it a waste of her time. She also read the Bible a lot, especially after two babies were stillborn. She found comfort in the Scriptures.

		As the Depression spread across the country, the Vervalins were unable to sell their milk, buy feed for their animals, or keep up with their taxes. They lost the farm in 1930 and moved fifty miles west to Binghamton. Some of their friends and neighbors suspected the move had as much to do with what had happened to Beulah that muggy day in June 1928 as it did with the Depression. Arthur couldn’t stand looking at the river anymore. He never talked about it, but the kids knew that down deep he blamed his wife. If she’d heeded his warning, Beulah would still be alive.

		After the move to Binghamton, Chuck missed the farm, especially the horses and riding on the tractor. There were now ten kids in the family, and times were tough. Even so, Chuck was energetic and quick to adjust. His mom signed him up for Boy Scouts, and he set his sights on making it all the way to Eagle Scout, earning half the necessary badges in his first two years. His other passion was baseball, and he and his friends cleared a makeshift diamond out of a farmer’s pasture. They had only one ball and bat among them, the bat held together by screws and electrical tape.

		He was also popular, in large part because he always took the dare. When a pal challenged him to shoot a rubber band at the backside of his teacher, Mrs. Sabercool, he did it and got caught. The principal took the belt to him. Even when he wasn’t at fault, he was one of those kids that trouble seemed to find. If somebody threw a snowball and hit a passerby, Chuck got blamed. When a buddy threw a rock through a neighbor’s window during a game of cowboys and Indians, Chuck got the belt.

		In 1935, when Chuck was fourteen, the Vervalins moved again, this time to a tenant farm just outside of Dundee, New York, in the Finger Lakes area, population 1,000. Dundee was only five miles from Seneca Lake, where summer yacht folks in fancy slacks vacationed, but to Chuck the lake seemed as distant as New York City. The family had moved to Dundee from Binghamton when natural gas was discovered in the area and Arthur got hired to head the purification plant, making him one of the lucky ones to have a job in the depth of the Depression. But his luck was short-lived—a coworker turned him in for drinking on the job and he got fired.

		After that, Arthur worked a series of jobs for the Works Progress Administration (WPA), the largest New Deal agency, which employed millions across America during the Depression to work on buildings, roads, and other projects. Sometimes he’d go off to Binghamton or Elmira for weeks or even months at a time, sending part of what little money he made back home. Chuck wasn’t up on politics, but he heard his mother give thanks many times to President Roosevelt and his New Deal.

		To Chuck, it was his mother who held the family together. Although she was usually soft-spoken and gentle, she was resolute, and sometimes showed a glimpse of a fiery Irish temperament. She never took a day off from caring for her family, even when she was sick. Chuck loved the way she read to him and his siblings, especially the westerns of Zane Grey. It provided an escape from the hard times and his father’s absences. He also appreciated the way she could stretch the little food they had, whether it was by making a big pot of soup out of milkweed or baking bread out of the buckwheat that grew on their property. She was adept at improvising, as when she brewed a home remedy for cuts from the leaves of plants that grew along the road.

		Chuck did what he could to help. He especially liked going out to hunt or fish for food. He’d learned to shoot at an early age, and had a 16-gauge shotgun to go with his .22. He’d killed a lot of different animals for dinner—squirrels, woodchucks, rabbits, and even raccoons. He scrounged for whatever jobs he could find, such as selling magazines, but many nights he went to bed without anything to eat, or at best a bowl of beans and a little cornbread the neighbors had brought over. In school he’d get so hungry he couldn’t concentrate.

		Another job he had was picking berries. The Dundee area liked to think of itself as the berry capital of the world, with thousands of acres of blackberries, raspberries, and thimbleberries, and Chuck thought of himself as one of the best pickers around. He was a wiry 5 feet 6 inches, 120 pounds, and tireless, even on the hottest, muggiest days. On good days, he made a buck, turning all his earnings over to his mom.

		Working so many jobs meant he had to quit the Boy Scouts. It was a hard decision. He loved earning his merit badges—he had thirty-four of them—but he knew he’d never make it all the way to Eagle Scout because he didn’t have the time, and he knew he could never pass the lifesaving test. He could swim, but not well enough to haul somebody to safety.

		One day, just after he’d turned fifteen, Chuck was walking home with his dog at dusk, feeling pretty proud of himself, his .22 rifle in one hand, two dead rabbits in the other. He knew his mom would make a good meal out of the rabbits, hopefully a stew. It had been a week since the family had had any meat on the table.

		Chuck walked down the quiet main street of Dundee, passing the hardware store and lunch counter where two of his sisters worked. Down a side street, he saw a commotion at a WPA work site where construction workers were digging a water line. He figured his father most likely would be there. Approaching the small crowd gathered around the WPA work site, he heard his father’s muffled voice. A friend of his father’s pointed toward a ditch, four feet deep and two feet across. Chuck moved closer, peering down into the ditch. Mounds of freshly hoed dirt were piled to the side, and down inside the ditch, covered in dirt and wedged in too tight to move, was his dad, all 300 pounds of him. From the look of it, he had been drinking, had tried to jump over the ditch, and hadn’t made it. In trying to extricate himself, he’d gotten so twisted around that it looked like it would take a major excavation effort to free him. Embarrassed, Chuck backed away from the crowd.

		At dinner that night, everyone ate rabbit. Except Arthur, who didn’t get out of the ditch until after midnight.

		The family moved again in 1936, this time into town, with the ten kids squeezed together in two small bedrooms. The house was a big black box with chipped paint, no front yard, and a rotting outhouse out back. But the house didn’t embarrass Chuck as much as his clothes did. Although none of the boys at school dressed like Ivy Leaguers, Chuck would wear the same shirt three or four days in a row, or until his mother did the laundry again. His only pair of shoes had holes in the soles, and he stuffed cardboard in them to keep his feet dry.

		He got teased about his clothes, and he fought back. Fistfighting was a popular sport with the boys in Dundee, a town with not much to offer in the way of entertainment. Chuck was smaller than most boys his age, but he had a reputation as a scrapper, somebody who didn’t go around picking fights but who wouldn’t back down.

		Chuck wasn’t much of a student. Reading came hard for him, and he’d been held back a grade when he was nine. He frequently skipped school, usually to go fishing or hunting. But he was still popular, mainly because of his sense of humor and the pranks he pulled: hoisting an outhouse up a telephone pole; setting two skunks loose in a school restroom; coaxing a cow into the school and tying its tail to the school bell; dousing so much moonshine on another kid in class that the boy smelled like the town drunk—a smell Chuck knew well. Trouble was, he never learned the art of stealth.

		He had, however, learned the art of being generous. On Christmas Eve 1938, Chuck, now seventeen, and his sister Ynez sat at the kitchen table using newspaper and yarn to wrap their presents to the family. Like every other Christmas at the Vervalins’, this would be a lean one. But unlike the other kids in the family, Chuck and Ynez at least had presents to wrap. Ynez had saved a few dollars from her job at the library, and Chuck had squirreled away money from his paper route. He’d bought each of his sisters a small dispenser of talc and a California orange.

		Wrapping his gifts, he daydreamed, as he often did. He thought about traveling. He’d never been to New York City, let alone California, and except for the time he’d made it to Ithaca traveling with the town baseball team, fifteen miles from Dundee was the farthest he’d been from home.

		Baseball was one of his escapes. Chuck had developed into a good third baseman, lettering on the varsity his sophomore year, one of only two kids from the team to be picked to play with the older guys on the town team. It had taken him months to save up enough to buy a glove. Sometimes he’d leave the house at seven in the morning to walk to an afternoon game in the next county. He still wasn’t very big—5 feet 6 inches, 135 pounds—but he’d gotten strong from a summer job lifting seventy-pound bags of cement. He took special pride in having a good arm.

		He fantasized about getting a tryout with a pro team, but his real dream, and he thought about it every day, was to be a harness race driver, and maybe even own his own pacer or trotter. Harness racing was a popular sport in New York, and his plan for the coming summer was to travel the racing circuit and hang around the tracks and stables, maybe getting hired to help with the horses. His father, on the other hand, told him he should start thinking about joining the service when he turned eighteen.

		As he continued to wrap his gifts, his mind drifted to girls, especially one named Irene Damien. Not only was she really cute, she liked him too. They passed notes back and forth in class, flirting like crazy. But there was a problem. Her parents had forbade her to go out with him. They thought he was too unruly.

		Undeterred, he had persuaded his friend Ernie, who was pleasant and polite, to go to Irene’s house, make nice with her parents, and then escort her to the movie theater, where Chuck would be waiting. Ernie would hang around until the end of the date, then escort Irene back home, her parents never suspecting. The plan worked repeatedly, but other than a couple of harmless games of spin the bottle, Chuck never got past first base. But that was okay. The good girls of Dundee knew their boundaries, and the boys accepted them.

		On Christmas morning, all of Chuck’s sisters beamed as they opened their gifts. The last to open her gift from Chuck was Ynez. Peeling away the wrapping paper, she gasped. It was a doll he’d rescued from the doll graveyard, repainting its face and body and dressing it in a salvaged flowered cloth napkin. Ynez reached out to hug her brother. He shied away. Boys, he’d learned, weren’t supposed to show affection.

		Sitting on the hard wooden slats of the boxcar, Chuck was beginning to wonder if riding the rails across country was such a good idea. The hobo sitting across from him spit another chaw of tobacco on the floor. Chuck tried not to notice. He felt his stomach churn, not from the puddle of spit but from not having eaten in two days. The train rolled into Fort Wayne, Indiana.

		It was September 1939 and German armies had just invaded Poland. Great Britain and France had declared war. According to Chuck’s dad, America would also be in it soon. Chuck had dropped out of school after his junior year to make money. Not that he needed it to take his sweetheart Irene to the movies; she’d moved a hundred miles away. Despite letters back and forth, it might as well have been a million miles.

		Riding the rails had seemed like a good idea when he and his new buddy Preston Dumar decided to hitch a ride to Seattle. He’d met Preston while working with the trotters and pacers at a county fair in Dundee, and when Preston invited him to his home in Erie, Pennsylvania, Chuck jumped at the chance, making the trip in the horse trailer with the animals, sulkies, and hay. Soon after he got to Erie, Preston claimed there was lots of work picking apples and pears out in Washington State, so Chuck signed on for that trip, too. It sounded like a great adventure. Not only would he get to see the country, he might just be able to save up enough in a couple of years to buy a horse to race himself.

		As he’d hoped, Chuck had become known around the tracks, taking whatever odd jobs he could find. He cleaned stalls, shined the sulkies, washed the horses, bandaged their legs, and exercised them in their morning workouts. Some days he got paid 50 cents; some days he got nothing. At night he slept in the stalls with the horses. He had notions of becoming a driver, a job in which size, weight, and age were not restrictive factors. What counted was a driver’s skill and courage to guide the horse and sulky in the tight quarters of a high-speed race, and he knew he could do it. It appealed to him that some drivers were also trainers, and some even became owners. He wanted to be all three.

		As the train stopped in Fort Wayne, Chuck considered getting off and heading back to New York. Preston had failed to mention the hobos and the spit and the wind rattling through the boxcar. Or the hunger. They’d left Erie with no food and 25 cents between them.

		This wasn’t Chuck’s first extended trip from home. When he turned seventeen, he’d been hired by the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC), the New Deal public works program providing employment and training for men in projects related to conservation and natural resources. He’d spent the winter and spring working on a crew at Watkins Glen State Park, helping to haul rocks, build a retaining wall, and trim bushes. Out of his $33 monthly paycheck, $20 went home to his mom. Having money in his pocket and a guaranteed three square meals a day suited him. He even liked the Army-style regimen. Now, the way Preston told it, he’d make even better wages picking apples, and there was some good horse racing out west, too.

		As they hopped off the train, a hobo warned them to watch out for the yard cop. It was too late. The cop had already spotted them. After a quick lecture on how stupid and dangerous it was for them to be riding the rails, he gave them a choice: they could spend two days in the dingy little jail on the yard with rats and hobos, or they could catch the next freight back east. Ten minutes later they were on a train heading east. Chuck was thrilled to be going home.

		Chuck slipped his pipe into his pocket, grabbed his tattered suitcase, and stepped off the train at the Buffalo station. He was a baby-faced eighteen and a high-school dropout. He was also freshly enlisted in the Navy and on his way to boot camp. The pipe was meant to make him look older.

		It was October 1940. President Roosevelt was running for an unprecedented third term against Republican Wendell Willkie and had just delivered on his promise of military aid to Winston Churchill, sending fifty used American destroyers, many that had served in World War I, to help replace the alarming number of British ships sunk by German U-boats. The president had pledged to make the United States the “great arsenal of democracy” in the fight against Hitler. At the same time, he’d imposed an embargo on oil and steel to Japan in response to its aggression against China, as well as its entering into the Tripartite Pact with Germany and Italy and its moving troops into Indochina to build air bases for possible attacks.

		At home, the first peacetime conscription in the nation’s history took place in 1940. Over 16 million men, ages twenty-one to thirty-six, signed up. The standards weren’t high—an inductee had to be at least 5 feet tall and 105 pounds, had to have at least half his teeth, and could not have flatfeet, a hernia, or venereal disease. Nevertheless, almost 50 percent of the applicants were rejected, and hundreds of thousands of others were turned down because they could not read or write.

		Chuck hadn’t enlisted out of patriotic duty or the wish to be a hero. His father had convinced him that America would be pulled into the conflict, and the sooner Chuck enlisted, the better his chances of getting a good assignment. His father said that the military would make a man out of him and that it would be a good career. That made sense to Chuck. But what appealed to him even more was the money. His only hope of buying a horse was the steady paycheck the military offered. And the idea of eating three square meals every day—“three hots and a cot,” as the saying went—seemed like a luxury. In the two weeks prior to enlisting, he’d eaten beans and cornbread every night, and nothing at all during the day.

		Leaving the depot, he headed for a hotel in downtown Buffalo, where he would stay for three days while he was being processed before boot camp in Newport, Rhode Island. He checked his wallet to make sure his money was still there. Before leaving home, he’d sold his shotgun and several chickens he’d raised in the backyard. The $14 he’d gotten in exchange was his total net worth.

		Originally he had tried to enlist in the Marines. More than anything, he liked the uniforms, especially the ones with the red stripes down the blue pants. But he was only 5 feet 7 inches and 135 pounds, and the sergeant said he wasn’t big enough to be a Marine. “Go down the street and try the Navy,” the sergeant suggested. Chuck passed the physical, and a couple of days later a Navy recruiter came to his house to tell him he had been accepted and would be called up in six months, maybe a year. The call came the next week.

		Entering the hotel lobby in Buffalo, he noticed three young recruits sitting in a corner, passing around a bottle of wine in a brown paper bag.

		They seemed much older. Chuck pulled his pipe from his pocket and headed to the desk to check in.

		He didn’t regret his decision to enlist, but he was nervous. Despite his mischievous ways in high school, he didn’t drink alcohol or smoke cigarettes, and he was still a virgin. Smoking a pipe was just about the boldest thing he’d done until then.

		The recruits in the corner motioned to him, offering him a swig of wine.

		“Sure, why not,” he said.
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		Bob Palmer
of Medford, Oregon

		It was a Sunday morning in the summer of 1927, and eight-year-old Bob Palmer was playing with his new wagon in front of his grandparents’ house in Ashland, Oregon, trying his best not to make too much noise. His grandfather, a deeply devoted Methodist, had warned him once already: “Don’t make me come out here again.”

		But it was hard to play quietly. His father had made the wagon for his birthday out of wood carved from a southern Oregon pine, and Bob was excited. He’d spent the last two summers living at a construction site in the southern Cascades with his dad, Martin Palmer, a stern, taciturn man who worked on a crew building the road around the rim of Crater Lake. They lived in a stone cabin surrounded by sturdy mountain hemlocks and Shasta red firs. During the winters, snow piled up as high as the windows. Bob occupied his days during the summer picking wild berries, fishing for native trout, and hiking the rim of the lake. When his dad would allow it, he’d hang out in the shed, watching the men work on the equipment.

		It was a magical setting, but Bob felt isolated from kids his age. His brother, Darrell, was four years older and rarely had the time of day for him except to use him as a punching bag. At night Bob often stayed alone in the cabin, with no books or radio, while his dad played poker with the crew. Discipline came from a leather belt. He liked coming down out of the mountains to town. On this day, his grandmother had promised to serve him apple pie and homemade ice cream later, and to read to him. He liked the attention she lavished on him.

		His grandfather reappeared on the front porch and glared at him. Bob watched him walk to the shed at the side of the house and disappear inside, then reemerge carrying a big sledgehammer. He motioned for Bob to get out of the wagon. Then, with one mighty swing, he brought the head of the big hammer smashing down, shattering the wagon into a hundred pieces.

		Bob stared up at him, his tear-filled eyes pleading for an explanation.

		“There’ll be no noise on the Sabbath” was all that his grandfather said.

		Ten-year-old Bob Palmer sat in a chair at the foot of his mother’s four-poster mahogany bed in their small, clapboard home in Medford, a town of 5,000 in southern Oregon, twenty-nine miles from the California border. Her skin was gray, her eyes barely open. He touched her hand and she felt cold. “Please don’t die, Mama,” he whispered. She struggled to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. His father got up and closed the shades.

		It was hard for Bob to see his mom like this. She’d always been the backbone of the family, the steadying, nurturing force during these hard times. His father hadn’t said much about what was wrong, only that she’d had her appendix taken out and something had gone wrong, possibly an infection from a dirty instrument the doctor used.

		To Bob, it seemed that his father was madder at the doctor for chopping off his mom’s hair than for any medical mistake. His mother had not cut her hair for years in adherence to church rules, and it fell below her waist. But as she lay on her bed, twisting and turning in pain, she had become entangled in her hair, so the doctor cut it, incurring the wrath of Bob’s father.

		Keeping vigil at his mom’s bedside, Bob and his brother were not allowed to leave her side. Her breathing was labored. Finally, she summoned Bob’s father. He leaned in close to her, and in a voice barely above a whisper, yet loud enough for Bob to hear, she spoke: “Don’t beat the kids.”

		Those were her last words.

		For four unsettling days, Bob and his brother were made to sit next to her body, surrounded by grieving family—first while she lay on her deathbed, then when she was transferred to a cheap, gray casket. They watched their father take the hair the doctor had cut and clip it back on.

		In the weeks following the funeral, Bob saw her cold, ashen face reflected in store windows, mirrors, and lakes. He couldn’t escape it.

		Bob stood in the corner, his punishment for not cleaning the pinecones off the porch as ordered. Cora, his new stepmother, glared at him, and he braced himself for the next verbal barrage. She and Bob’s father had met when she was the cook for the Crater Lake crew, and they’d married less than a year after the funeral. She was always belittling Bob, always making him feel unwanted. His father did little to ease his discomfort.

		“You’re stupid!” Cora yelled. “Stupid and lazy!”

		Bob tried to block out the words. He didn’t think he was dumb, but maybe she was right. He struggled in school, disengaged, out of step, behind in his reading. Kids teased him.

		He looked at Cora, her hair in a bun so tight that it pinched her face. He resented his father for marrying her; he resented her for not being his mother. Most days he avoided her as much as possible. His mind was made up. As soon as he’d served his penance in the corner he would take off.

		The family was spending another summer in the stone cabin near Crater Lake. Now fourteen, Bob was supposed to move down to the Rogue River valley to go to Medford High next year, and he was dreading it because the plan was for Cora to go with him while his dad would stay at Crater Lake. When Bob questioned the move, his father ignored him.

		Bob could go off into the woods for hours at a time without his father knowing or caring where he was. And that was what he was going to do now—disappear into the woods.

		He picked up his hand-cranked Victrola and loaded it into a large canvas bag with straps, then hoisted it on his back. He had used the bag the previous summer for carrying large bottles of water up and down steep trails to players from the Chicago Cardinals pro football team. The Cardinals had come to Oregon for preseason training, and as part of their regimen, they cleared mountain trails, hauling large buckets of rocks. By carrying water to the men, Bob had earned enough to buy the Victrola. Listening to music was his favorite way to pass the time alone in his room.

		Setting off down a trail, his Victrola strapped to his back and a fishing pole in his hand, he felt relief. He loved Crater Lake’s dramatic cliffs and deep blue waters. Some days he hiked to the rim and sat on the edge for hours, watching the sunlight shimmer off the transparent water and the eagles riding the thermal breezes. He also loved to fish, hiking into Lightning Springs or Annie Creek, tributaries of the mighty Rogue River. He often caught twenty rainbows or Dolly Vardens a day using mealie worms for bait and selling his catch to the tourists for a nickel a fish. He didn’t get an allowance, so whatever money he had was the result of his own initiative. Frequently, he hung out near the new tourist center and lodge, and he learned to get the black bears to come and eat right out of his hand while the tourists, the men dressed in white suits and the women in full-length dresses, stood beside their Hudsons and took pictures of their very own Huckleberry Finn. Sometimes they paid him a nickel. He kept his savings in a tin can, using some of the money to buy a new pair of shoes every year.

		On this day, his destination was a small cave hidden off the trail. He came there often, his secret place of solitude. Slowly, he unpacked his Victrola and set it on the ground. Then he pulled out a record by his favorite recording artist, torch singer Ruth Etting, and placed it on the turntable. He cranked up the phonograph and, sitting alone in a cave deep in the woods, sang along to the record.

		He returned home just before dusk without anybody noticing he’d been gone.

		Bob headed out the back door of Beck’s Bakery toward the truck, ready to make the afternoon deliveries around Medford with his buddy Fred Beck, the son of the owner. It was early spring 1937, Bob’s junior year at Medford High. He was now living in town with Cora, their relationship unimproved. His grades were barely passing and he didn’t play sports or take part in school activities. He received no encouragement or help at home with his schoolwork from Cora. His dad, a fifth-grade dropout, was unconvinced of the value of an education, and anyway, he was still working up at Crater Lake.

		Bob had started hanging around the bakery after school hoping to score day-old doughnuts and pastries. Cora rarely fixed him breakfast or lunch, and many days he hadn’t eaten anything by the time he left school. When Fred asked if he’d like to drive along with him on his routes, Bob accepted. It wasn’t a paying position, but snacks were guaranteed. He and Fred didn’t socialize away from the truck, but it was something to do, a way to avoid going home.

		As Fred started up the engine, Bob got back out. “Wait,” he said, “I’ll be right back.” He returned with a hose and began washing down the dirty truck, which was covered with a layer of black soot emitted by the thousands of smudge pots in the nearby orchards. The Rogue Valley’s major product was pears—Bartlett, Bosc, and Comice—and in the early springtime when temperatures dipped too low, “smudge crews” went into the orchards at 4:00 a.m. to hand-light pots of oil to heat the air around the trees to keep the pear buds from freezing. Bob worked on one of the crews, regularly getting up at 3:00 a.m. to go to work. He often came home with red eyes and a hacking cough, looking like a coal miner, but he always cleaned up before heading to school. He was fastidious about cleanliness and grooming. On weekends he worked part-time at Spencer’s Clothing, even doing a little modeling at big sale events in exchange for shirts and pants.

		As the truck headed into downtown Medford, Fred turned on the headlights. With almost no wind, the dense, suffocating black smoke of the smudge pots had blanketed the town, turning the afternoon into night and leaving a dark film on the streets and sidewalks.

		Riding in the bakery truck, Bob and Fred were silent. There was something about Bob that Fred couldn’t quite put his finger on. He didn’t know anything about Bob’s home life other than that the family was poor and Bob didn’t like his stepmother. But he sensed that Bob was lonely and suspected that he rode along with him more for the companionship than the jelly doughnuts. That was okay with him. He enjoyed the company, too, especially on the days when they rode to Roseburg or Klamath Falls, trips that took several hours.

		As much as Bob missed the clear crisp air of the mountains, and as much as he disliked living with Cora, Medford High offered something the wilderness didn’t: girls. Bob had developed a flirty way with the opposite sex. He had thick dark hair, blue eyes, big dimples, and a lean frame. He took pride in dressing well—he usually wore a coat and tie or a sweater to school—and he was a good dancer. He was also polite and had a natural charm and a way with words. The girls took notice.

		Now, across the crowded dance floor of the Dreamland Ballroom, Bob watched a girl dance, riveted on her every move. He liked her looks—5 feet 2 inches, light brown hair, blue eyes, and a great body. He asked about her and learned that her name was Barbara Koehler and that she was a junior at nearby Central Point High, five miles north of Medford. She was popular, a good student, and active in choir, plays, yearbook staff, student government, and cheerleading. The previous summer she’d been crowned Miss Southern Oregon, and he remembered seeing her picture in the newspaper.

		Not shy about approaching girls, he waited for the five-piece orchestra to play a slow song and then made his move. She accepted, and beneath the large crystal ball shimmering overhead, they danced slow and close to “Stardust.” She liked the way he moved, and the way he looked so stylish in his sport coat and tie and nicely shined shoes.

		They danced the next dance, and all the rest of the dances that night. Bob made a point of holding Barbara extra tight during “I Don’t Know Why I Love You Like I Do.” When the dance was over, he walked her outside to the parking lot. She’d driven there in her father’s ’37 Ford with her cousin Margie. Standing next to the driver’s door, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small flask of gin. He took a swig, then offered one to her. He wasn’t sure how she’d respond—maybe she came from a religious family and wouldn’t approve.

		Barbara remembered what her father had told her—that she shouldn’t drink, but if she did, she should make sure to drink only bonded whiskey, the “good stuff” that had been aged at least four years. She didn’t know if this was “the good stuff,” but she took a big swig anyway, and then passed the flask back. Bob smiled. He couldn’t wait to see her again.

		Sitting across from Barbara’s parents in their living room, Bob felt as if he were on trial. He’d met the Koehlers several times when he’d come to pick up Barbara for a date, but this was the first time he’d sat down to talk with them. He desperately wanted to make a good impression. Barbara was an only child; he knew that her parents doted on her, and that she would do just about anything not to disappoint them.

		Like many families in the Rogue Valley, the Koehlers had been hit hard by the Depression. Barbara had spent her early years living in a two-story farmhouse in the apple and pear orchards outside Central Point. It was a rural, bucolic setting. The family had hogs, chickens, and cows, and from her upstairs bedroom window she could see Mount McLaughlin. In the summers she played on the banks of nearby Bear Creek and pushed her cousin Margie in the swing her dad had hung from the big oak tree in their front yard. But when the Depression hit, the family lost the farm and moved into a small house in town. That’s when Mr. Koehler went to work for Greyhound.

		Mr. Koehler asked Bob what his plans were after high school. Bob thought for a moment. He’d already worked at a number of jobs, but all of them were seasonal and none of them interested him as a career. His newest job was delivering jugs of milk in the morning for Hansen’s Dairy with his friend Swede. He was now living in Swede’s unheated garage, sleeping on a cot next to Swede’s ’31 Chevy. Anything was better than the verbal abuse from Cora.

		“I’m not sure of my plans,” he said.

		Judging from Mr. Koehler’s scowl, that wasn’t the right answer. And Bob didn’t dare tell him that he’d just been suspended from school for a semester and there was a chance he might not even graduate. A couple of weeks earlier he’d ducked into one of the boys’ restrooms between classes to take a few quick nips from his flask of gin, only to have the principal walk in and bust him. The worst part of it wasn’t getting tossed out of school, it was incurring Cora’s wrath.

		The idea of joining the service had occurred to him. Across the ocean, British prime minister Neville Chamberlain was ceding Czechoslovakia to Hitler and declaring that he had secured “peace in our time.” A Gallup Poll showed that most Americans approved of this act of appeasement. Maybe this would be a good time to join. But Bob wasn’t yet eighteen, and as much as Cora seemed to want him out of her way, she’d made it clear that she wouldn’t sign the necessary release form.

		“What sports do you play?” asked Mr. Koehler.

		“None, sir, I have to work after school.”

		He had the feeling this wasn’t going well. The more questions Mr. Koehler asked, the more intimidated Bob felt by his stern demeanor. Mr. Koehler had just gotten home from work and was still dressed in his Greyhound uniform, not a stitch out of place, like a commandant in the inquisition room. Even his white gloves were spotless. Mrs. Koehler, who’d recently started work as a secretary for a cousin’s fruit-packing company, seemed kinder. She even seemed to like him.

		The months that Bob and Barbara had been dating had been the happiest of his young life. He loved Barbara’s sunny, outgoing personality—the opposite of the dark cloud he faced at home. He hadn’t yet told her that he loved her, but he was sure he did. And she’d made it clear that she thought he was awfully cute. They’d already been intimate, starting with necking out on Old Stage Road, then going all the way for the first time in the backseat of her father’s car late one night, parked under the oak trees across the street from the Baptist Church.

		By the time they left Barbara’s house, Bob had the distinct feeling that Mr. Koehler didn’t think he was good enough for his daughter.

		As crazy as she was for Bob, Barbara broke off their relationship a few days later. She told him it was because he wasn’t around enough, always going off to Crater Lake for days at a time to help his dad on the road crew. But Bob knew the real reason. This was 1938, and in the Rogue River valley, nice seventeen-year-old girls didn’t go against their fathers’ wishes.

		Bob stepped off the bus into the depot in Eugene carrying his tattered valise. He set out on foot for the University of Oregon campus. It was the spring of 1939, and he’d traveled north from Medford to pay Barbara, now a freshman, a surprise visit. He was still in high school, scheduled to graduate a year behind his class because of his suspension. Bob and Barbara hadn’t dated for almost a year, and both were seeing other people, but Bob hadn’t given up. He’d written her a dozen letters, and although she’d responded only a couple of times, he held out hope that it was possible to rekindle the passion they’d once had.

		Nearing the boardinghouse where Barbara lived, he wasn’t sure if she’d even be there. He knew it was a bold move to pop in on her unannounced, but he was counting on the surprise factor—that she’d be so happy to see him that they’d have a romantic weekend together and he’d be back in the saddle. In one of her letters she’d mentioned that she felt a tinge of homesickness, so he’d brought a small box of her favorite pears.

		Lately he’d been thinking a lot about all the good times they’d had together, especially the dances at the Dreamland Ballroom, where they had effortlessly glided across the floor as if they’d been practicing together for years. To him, she was prettier and more graceful than Ginger Rogers, who regularly appeared on stage at the Craterian in Medford with her group The Redheads.

		At the boardinghouse, Bob sat nervously in the waiting room while someone went to find her. He worried that now that she was a college girl she wouldn’t have time for a guy who was still in high school. Maybe he wasn’t sophisticated enough. Maybe he wasn’t as smart as the college boys she’d been seeing.

		He glanced up and saw her descending the stairs. She was every bit as pretty as he remembered, even more so. She moved toward him, a quizzical look on her face. It wasn’t the big smile he’d hoped for.

		“What are you doing here?” she asked.

		“I just thought I’d come up and see you,” he answered.

		Two girls entered the room, and Barbara didn’t introduce him.

		“This is a nice house,” he said awkwardly.

		“Yes, it is,” she responded. He’d caught her totally off guard. Her first reaction was that she wished he wasn’t there. She was in college now, taking literature and history classes, going to fraternity parties. Now that she’d met people from places such as Seattle and Portland, to her Bob seemed so unpolished. She had purposely not answered most of his letters, not wanting to encourage him. And a college girl wasn’t supposed to date a high-school boy, even if he was older than she was. She was dating guys who talked about going into business or law. In Bob’s last letter, he’d talked about enlisting in the service when and if he graduated.

		“Bob, I have other plans,” she told him.

		“I don’t suppose I could talk you out of them,” he ventured.

		She shook her head. He didn’t need her to explain any further. He turned toward the door.

		“I’m sorry I bothered you,” he apologized.

		“Maybe we can see each other this summer when I come home,” she offered weakly.

		“That’d be nice,” he replied.

		He caught the first bus back to Medford. Watching the pastoral scenery roll by, he felt a hollow pit in his stomach. By the time the bus reached Medford, he’d made up his mind: as soon as school was out, maybe sooner, he would leave town and join the Navy.
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		Tim McCoy
of Dalhart, Texas

		The minute Tim McCoy walked through the front door, he knew something was wrong. He’d been playing across the street at his Aunt Bee’s house, his refuge when things at home weren’t right. In the past three years, he’d spent as much time at Aunt Bee’s as he had at home, staying there for months at a time when his mother was in the hospital.

		Maybe that was why his father, Harrell McCoy, wore a scowl. Maybe his mom needed to be sent away again for more treatment. Tim was only eight, but he’d already learned to recognize the signs: she’d mope around, not getting dressed all day, sleeping a lot, crying, barely able to take care of the house. Then Dad would bundle her into the Model T and drive the eighty-five miles from their home in Dalhart down to Amarillo, where she’d stay until she was well enough to come home. It was hard for Tim not to have his mom around and to not know for sure what was wrong with her. He’d come to rely on his dad, a salesman at Rhodes and Wilson, the local furniture store, and Aunt Bee, an ex-schoolteacher who had a great touch with kids.

		Or maybe his father was just upset at him for leaving his marbles and tops on the floor. If that was the case, he’d most likely be getting the razor strap. Not that his dad was mean; he just believed in firm discipline. At 6 feet 1 inch and 225 pounds, with broad shoulders and powerful arms, Harrell McCoy was an imposing man. But Tim was a tough little guy, and rarely flinched when punished. Besides, his father was his hero—an honest, hardworking man who had a sense of humor and could build or fix just about anything.

		He glanced at his dad. Normally a man with a positive outlook, on this day Harrell glared straight ahead, not saying a word, his suit jacket slung over the back of a chair. He nodded toward the window. Tim and his mother looked outside. The sky was an ominous black, thick with grit and dirt swirling off the prairie in every direction. Maybe they were in for another “black duster,” a powerful windstorm that whipped up such massive clouds of fine silt and soil that you couldn’t see your hand in front of your face. After a black duster, sand would be piled as high as the eaves on houses and fence posts would be buried. These storms had all but denuded the land, the worst of them blowing topsoil as far away as Washington, D.C., and onto ships in the Atlantic Ocean.

		“Got the bad news today,” he announced.

		Tim’s mom, Capitola Boatwright McCoy, known to everyone as Cappy, sighed. One of ten children of Irish-German ancestry raised on a farm in Comanche, Texas, she was a small woman, 5 feet 1 inch, 115 pounds, who relied heavily on her Baptist faith.

		“Whatever it is,” she said, “the Lord will take care of us.”

		Tim studied his parents. He’d heard that farmers in the area were abandoning their property, that businesses in town were failing, and that friends of his parents had been forced to stand in breadlines. But the Depression was still a vague concept. He was an outgoing kid who spent his time playing with his friends, spinning tops, and pitching washers against the side of the house. His mom’s illness weighed on him sometimes, but other than that all seemed well.

		“They’re closing the store,” his father said.

		His mother asked when.

		“Tomorrow. I’ll be lucky if I get paid for this week. I’m out of work.”

		Tim peered out the window of Aunt Bee’s living room, hoping to see his father’s car. He hadn’t seen either of his parents in weeks. His mom had been hospitalized again, and his dad had been out of town, working for $1 a day for the WPA, helping to build a farm-to-market road from Brownfield to Lubbock. Supposedly, his mom was being released, and both his parents would be home soon.

		But Tim had learned that things didn’t always go the way he wanted.

		It was 1934 and the Depression had landed hard on Dalhart, population 4,500. For years the people in Dalhart had taken great pride in their community. Settled under the Homestead Act, which had given farmers and ranchers large tracts of marginal land that could not be irrigated, the town had experienced a long run of prosperity. But now, after years of bad agricultural practices, the farms were in trouble, worsened by the drought and the black dusters. Livestock were dead or dying and the crops withered. On the rare occasions when it rained, the runoff removed what little topsoil was left, slicing out gorges forty feet deep. Families were leaving in droves.

		Dalhart was doing its best to fight back. Wealthy local rancher Uncle Dick Coon had become legendary for his generous treatment of suffering farmers and cowboys, giving them money to survive. Some of these men had formed “The Last Man Club,” vowing to remain under any circumstances. Harrell McCoy, a staunch New Deal Democrat, had joined the club, but as the Depression deepened, his resolve weakened. He would go where he could find work.

		Tim spotted his dad’s Model T coming up the street. He raced out the door to greet it, but there was no passenger. The doctor had decreed that Tim’s mom wasn’t ready to come home yet.

		Tim’s heart sank. He didn’t know that his mother had almost died while delivering him and then fallen into a deep depression from which she’d never fully recovered, her condition compounded by his father’s desire to have more children. All Tim knew was that he wanted his mom home.

		Dr. George W. Truitt, a visiting preacher from Dallas, stood at the pulpit, pointing a finger at the congregation of Lubbock’s First Baptist Church gathered under a large tent. Tim had the feeling the preacher was pointing directly at him. He and his parents had moved to Lubbock from Dalhart after his mom was released and his father’s job with the WPA ended.

		“Alcohol is the force of evil!” thundered Truitt. “Do not succumb to its insidious temptation.”

		“Amen!” echoed the congregation.

		Sitting next to his mom and dad, Tim, now nine, nodded in agreement. Neither his mom nor his dad had ever tasted a drop of alcohol, and he was certain that he never would either.

		Today was the last day of the weeklong revival, the day Tim was to be baptized. And who better to do it than George W. Truitt, the most famous evangelical preacher in Texas, if not the whole South? To his followers, he had the power of the Holy Spirit, and he was an early-model Billy Graham, learned and charismatic. He preached that true greatness consisted not of great wealth, or shining social qualities, or vast amounts of study, but in using all of one’s talents in unselfish ministry to others. To Tim, Truitt was more impressive than even Babe Ruth.

		As with many Lubbock families of the time, the Baptist Church was at the center of the McCoy family’s life, not only spiritually, but socially as well. At home, every meal began with a prayer, and every day ended with
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