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Collecting the Stories of Civilian Public Service Camp 56 
 

There was never, ever a question in my mind as to what I would do when I was drafted. I did not, 
as some of my friends did, fail to register for the draft because even though it was some kind of 
compromise with the system, I wasn't absolutist enough to fail to do that. I felt I had some 
obligation to my country, but it was not an obligation that included wreaking violence on others. 
(Ernest Barr) 
 
The fact of the matter was it was a great experience. I have often said that if it was for any other 
reason that would have been a ball. I liked being out in the woods and the work was interesting. 
I think we set foot on some land that probably last would have been covered by the surveyors or 
Indians. It was really primitive out there in the beautiful Douglas fir forest and hemlock. We 
measured the largest hemlock tree that had been on record in the U. S. Forest Service. Those 
kinds of experiences you can't get anyplace else. But the whole thing was tarnished by the reason 
I was there. (Ernest Barr) 

It was an incredible experience for me especially thrown in amongst forest service rangers, 
professionals, and all these creative people and other people like me. It was not dissimilar to 
what happened to guys who went to the army. You're suddenly thrown in with so many kinds of 
people you've never seen or heard of or known before. This is what I realized is that I had a very 
small environment that I lived in Ohio when I was growing up and suddenly to have all this 
thrown open was just incredible. (Philip Wallick) 
 
Waldport was a beehive of activity after hours. You take a bunch of people together who 
obviously have done some thinking, because they've made a difficult decision. And so they didn't 
come to that decision without some interest in other things. (Charles Davis) 
 
I didn't go to college, but I got a college education there. (Budd Keen) 

Bill Everson wrote a poem something like, "a man separated from a woman/that is a crime." And 
the way that the separation of people was probably the most. But you know, we weren't alone in 
that. I want you to understand something about me as well: I never felt that there were not 
conscientious participants in the war. I was different in my decision, but I knew the young men 
that were just as dedicated as I was to their thoughts and their ideas and their convictions. We 
had it usually much easier than the guys that were over there in the trenches. No question about 
that. We were sheltered. And then, I just knew I lost some good friends over there. (Marvin Snell) 
 
Those camps are really just prisoner of war camps. I mean, you can call a duck a rabbit if you 
want to, but if it quacks and spooks on the water, it's still a duck. It's not a rabbit. Those were 
just a place to keep us out of society. (Charles Jehnzen) 

When I went into the Forest Service I guess I had the same attitude that many people had, and 
have, that Smokey the Bear put out forest fires. That was a positive thing. When it comes down to 
the overall evaluation of the government's interest in planting trees for the future and so forth, 
the national interest was there. When I came back probably twenty or thirty years later and saw 
some of the trees we planted, they were very nice trees and it was good to see them. But from the 
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standpoint of a pacifist, the question is: what will the trees be used for? Because we were in an 
area at Waldport where spruce trees in World War I were cut down in part to make airplanes. 
The question was: are we planting tress to be used during World War III? From the perspective 
of sixty years later, perhaps we were naïve in thinking that the work we were doing was 
supposed to be completely insulated from any defense or military objective. (Robert Lam) 

Would I make the same choice of going to war? I wouldn't do it. They could put me up against 
the back wall and shoot me before I'd go. But could they have used us better? I think so. (Harrold 
McKimmy) 
 
See, a lot of people think pacifists are just folks that give in. I think pacifists are saying, "well, 
you can do me in, but you can't do in my idea." Until you do me in, I'm going to keep 
proclaiming what I believe. I just think churches have got to raise people with more stamina, 
more guts. (Charles Cooley) 
 
 In the midst of World War II, the Director of the Selective Service, General Lewis B. 

Hershey, claimed, “the conscientious objector, by my theory, is best hand led if no one hears of 

him”(1). Lewis's directive has been frequently, if often inadvertently, followed for many years. 

This volume of interviews, with conscientious objectors housed at the Waldport Civilian Public 

Service Camp 56, amplifies voices of peace. During World War II, 12,000 conscientious 

objectors did “work of national importance under civilian direction” as part of the Civilian Public 

Service (CPS) program, an alternative service to military participation. This collection 

contributes a significant alternative perspective to the contemporary assumption that the 

“Greatest Generation” was composed of men and women who supported the World War II 

military effort.    

Conscientious objectors, many of whose beliefs were based in church teachings, have 

refused to serve in militaries or to be conscripted for centuries. The "historic peace churches" — 

Quakers (also known as Friends), Mennonites, and Church of the Brethren — are considered 

such largely because of their longstanding pacifist traditions in Europe, Russia, and eventually 

the United States. Conscientious objection has been practiced since before the inception of the 

U.S., but it was not until the First World War that the refusal to fight gained heightened social 

and political consideration. A 1917 conscription law acknowledged the right of conscientious 

objectors to refuse military service, but only if they were members of one of the recognized 

                                                 
1 Heather T. Frazer and John O’Sullivan, “We Have Just Begun to Not Fight”; An Oral History 
of Conscientious Objectors in Civilian Public Service during World War II (New York: Twayne 
Publishers, 1996), 246. 
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historic peace churches. The law also granted the president the power to define appropriate 

noncombatant service, and required prison sentences for men who refused to serve in the military 

under any circumstances. Despite some legal concessions to conscientious objectors, their actual 

treatment by civilians, and military and prison officials, was often cruel, and sometimes deadly.  

The horrors of trench warfare and the economic profiteering of World War I fueled 

widespread disillusionment. This disillusionment combined with the economic dislocations of 

the 1920s and 1930s, and Americans created a significant oppositional — and often quite radical 

— movement. Pacifism was an important component. The interwar peace movement was 

especially strong in the Protestant churches, but also drew inspiration from international political 

movements. One 1935 estimate numbered U.S. supporters of pacifism at around twelve million 

people. The creation of CPS was a result of the interaction between major social forces: post-

WWI radical and pacifist movements, and the U.S. government’s eventual drive to enter the 

Second World War.  

Despite the popular anti-war movement, the federal government was preparing for its 

entrance into the conflict by, among other things, passing the Selective Training and Service Act 

in September 1940 — the only peace-time draft ever passed by the U.S. Congress. Pacifists 

worked to stop conscription entirely and contributed to the intense debate over U.S. involvement 

in the war and the resulting conscription law. A dramatic shift in the political landscape, brought 

on by a growing public recognition of fascism’s spread through Europe and the 1941 bombing of 

Pearl Harbor, significantly reversed broad-based anti-war sentiment. Nonetheless, because of 

their efforts, the newly minted draft law accommodated, to a point, those who continued to hold 

to pacifist ideals. 

The Selective Training and Service Act of 1940 differed from the 1917 law in two ways: 

objectors were no longer required to prove membership in a historic peace church; and the law 

provided an alternative to prison, CPS, for those objectors who refused noncombatant military 

service. While CPS fell under the jurisdiction of the Selective Service Agency, the National 

Service Board for Religious Objectors (NSBRO) — a private organization composed of 

representatives from the historic peace churches — administrated and paid for the daily working 

of the Civilian Public Service program. Peace church congregations and others across the 

country donated money and supplies to NSBRO in support of CPS. Men were held in camps and 
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assigned work projects by the federal government, but did not have to take up arms or contribute 

in other ways to the war effort.  

The focus of this oral history collection — those who refused combatant military 

conscription — is especially noteworthy given the historic assumption of consent with the “war 

effort.” There were about 43,000 total World War Two objectors: 25,000 noncombatants, 12,000 

Civilian Public Service inductees, and 6,000 prisoners. The total number of objectors represented 

a mere one tenth of one percent of the number of people enlisted in the armed services. 

Mennonites comprised 39 percent of conscientious objectors, Quakers made up 11 percent, and 7 

percent were Brethren. Congregationalist and Methodist objectors comprised less than 1 percent 

of the total. Even within the historic peace churches, most young men accepted the draft into 

active military combatant service. Making the choice to act on their pacifist beliefs speaks 

volumes about the strength of conviction demonstrated by the narrators of these interviews.  

 Conscientious objectors faced a range of options in their dissent from military service. 

They could accept assignment as a noncombatant in the military, enter the Civilian Public 

Service program, or, if an absolutist objector, — one opposed to any cooperation with the 

government’s war-making or conscription acts — defy the draft in its entirety and go to prison. 

Non-absolutist objectors registered as COs with the federal government, and were often required 

to go before a draft board to defend their convictions. Objectors who chose noncombatant 

service faced danger in war zones, but were entitled to all of the privileges of military personnel, 

including the generous post-WWII G.I. Bill of Rights. In addition to the loss of pay and benefits, 

choosing prison or CPS meant that objectors could be faced with social and employment 

discrimination after the war. Civilian Public Service isolated conscientious objectors in small 

camps throughout the United States where they worked without pay for federal agencies such as 

the Forest Service or the Soil Conservation Service. Many of the camps were decommissioned 

Civilian Conservation Corps centers, a program that provided work for jobless youths during the 

Great Depression, but was halted after the U.S. entered the war. As the program developed, some 

objectors performed “detached service,” in which they filled vacancies in mental hospitals, 

volunteered as subjects in medical experiments, and labored on private dairy farms.  

The historic peace churches, which administered local CPS camps through NSBRO, and 

the federal government, which supervised the program, carried divergent goals into this 

experiment. The government developed CPS, in part, to placate and isolate objectors and their 
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supporters who had the potential to undermine national unity during wartime. For the churches, 

CPS was an opportunity to strengthen pacifists’ convictions, while helping them to avoid 

persecution. Civilian Public Service did not entirely fulfill the lofty ideals of many who formed 

the program. A program that protected conscientious objectors while requiring them to be 

conscripted was bound to be controversial. To some, it seemed that conscientious objectors held 

a privileged, safe position while soldiers were at risk far from home. Others felt that the CPS 

program, by denying pay and post-war G.I. benefits to objectors, created undo hardship for both 

the men and their families. The questions of whether work done through Civilian Public Service 

was meaningful, or even if it actually aided the war effort, plagued many objectors.   

The CPS camp at Waldport, named Camp Angell (also spelled Angel), was the fifty-sixth 

camp to open, and it operated from October 1942 to April 1946. Camp 56, which was 

administered by the Church of the Brethren, was located about four and one- half miles south of 

the town of Waldport, Oregon. It sat just east of Highway 101, which runs along the West coast 

of the United States. The Pacific Ocean, just through some trees on the west side of 101, could 

be heard but not be seen from the camp itself. The four dorm buildings, kitchen, and dining area 

in which the men lived, cooked, ate, did office work, prayed, met, and engaged in the fine arts 

were set in a muddy forest clearing; the complex was a relatively recently constructed Civilian 

Conservation Corps camp. To the east of the camp lay the steep hills of the Siuslaw National 

Forest, in which the men felled snags (e.g., cut down dead trees which posed safety and fire 

hazards), built roads, and planted trees for the U.S. Forest Service. The two towns closest to the 

CPS camp were Waldport to the north and Yachats just over three miles to the south. 

Conscientious objectors accumulated furlough time off similarly to military personnel, and they 

were also allowed to leave the camp in the ir after-work hours.  

In 1942 the Forest Service re-assigned nearly two dozen men from the Church of the 

Brethren’s Cascade Locks, Oregon CPS camp (Camp 21) to fight fires on the Oregon coast, and 

decided to open Camp 56 at Waldport in October. Work of “national importance” done in the 

Siuslaw National Forest by the men from the Waldport camp included re-planting acres that had 

been destroyed in the 1934 Blodgett Burn, building roads into the forest, and acting as fire 

lookouts during the dry summer months. Men who were interviewed for this collection often 

refer to these tasks as “project” work, where most COs at Camp 56 spent their days. Others did 

the work required to run the camp: corresponding with NSBRO and the National Church of the 
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Brethren, completing paperwork required by the Selective Service, cooking and serving meals, 

providing medical care, purchasing supplies, and directing recreational and educational 

programs. Part of the project work included assignments to smaller, more isolated side camps 

such as Hebo and Mary’s Peak, where men performed duties for the Forest Service. The typical 

work week was eight hours a day, six days a week. The camp’s population fluctuated with 

transfers which were frequent in CPS, but residency averaged 120 men at any given time. Most 

of the objectors who were interviewed for this project were from religious farming communities 

in the Midwest, but several came from more urban, and less religious, homes.       

The Church of the Brethren made it a priority to provide an educational and spiritual 

foundation for those living at the main camp. After time spent on project work, CPS men could 

spend the remaining time on a “program of study and community living” that would prepare 

them for post-war pacifist leadership(2). The camp offered nightly educational programs, a 

lending library, Bible study, church services, and general entertainment. These popular classes 

included first aid, foreign languages, nutrition, auto mechanics, book discussions, and 

woodworking. Some camps took on much larger studies of cooperative living, pacifism, and 

racial justice. In 1943, objectors from the Santa Barbara, California, Cascade Locks, and 

Waldport camps requested that NSBRO open a school in the Fine Arts where professional fine 

artists could find fellowship. The Brethren Service Committee chose CPS 56 for the location, 

and men began transferring there to begin the Fine Arts group in the spring of 1944, but 

Selective Service eventually eliminated this transfer option.  

Men in the Fine Arts program staged plays, presented weekly play readings, printed 

program folders and collections of plays, short stories, and poetry, and hosted a concert series. 

Some men focused on painting and drawing while others spent time sculpting and weaving, 

leaving behind a historically remembered legacy. Artists also distributed their work to other 

camps and bookstores across the country, and performed plays and music for public audiences. 

Although the Waldport camp is best known for this aspect of its history, a minority of the men 

held there actually participated.  Many narrators of the interviews collected here do not 

remember the group at all, or relate that it formed after their time in Waldport. Several of the 

                                                 
2 Leslie Eisan, Pathways of Peace: A History of the Civilian Public Service Program, 
Administered by the Brethren Service Committee (Elgin, Illinois: Brethren Publishing House, 
1948), 112. 
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narrator’s lives, however, were transformed by Waldport’s Fine Arts group, which attracted 

professional artists and musicians and encouraged others to pursue artistic professions, 

particularly Vladimir Dupre, William Everson, and William Shank. There is no question that the 

Fine Arts group was a vibrant art center and an important part of the camp.  

By declaring themselves conscientious objectors and entering Civilian Public Service, the 

narrators of these interviews became part of a dramatic minority in America during the Second 

World War. Although this commonality separated them from the majority of American society, 

the narrators express a wide range of beliefs about topics specific to the camp, such as work and 

administration, and broader issues such as pacifism and conscription. The internal and public 

debates that arose from these differences are particularly poignant in the narrators’ memories of 

their time at Waldport.  

In these interviews, diversity of thought is often highlighted in stories about work. 

Narrators clearly differ in their beliefs regarding whether or not the work was of “national 

importance,” but almost all of them note the difficulty of working outside in western Oregon’s 

fall and winter rains. Some felt that they were doing “busy-work,” and they could not fulfill their 

desire to provide meaningful service to society by felling snags and planting trees. Felling snags 

was also dangerous work and two objectors stationed at Waldport died in this endeavor, further 

fueling debates about adequate safety instruction and equipment. Because national forests often 

provided timber needed by the military, many questioned whether their jobs would actually 

contribute to the war effort, rather than being an alternative to militarism. This question was 

made especially acute when COs acted as lookouts for Japanese incendiary devices. Repeatedly, 

narrators discuss the “second milers,” a group of men who took instruction from the Bible to 

work double the amount required of them, and attempted to work for sixteen hour shifts. Also 

numerous are stories about men who worked especially slowly or not at all when Forest Service 

supervisors were not present.  

In nearly every interview, the narrator explains why he became a conscientious objector 

and subsequently entered CPS. Most rejected military service due to religious beliefs, but several 

became objectors because conscription offended their secular understanding of individual rights. 

Furthermore, the churches were incredibly diverse in their teachings, and many even had internal 

splits over the tenet of pacifism around the time of World War Two. Discussions about family 

and community often are helpful in elaborating the narrators’ explanations for becoming COs. 



 10

Despite their differences in philosophies and level of satisfaction with CPS, several narrators 

express that their experience was one of significant personal growth; most are proud of their 

decision to refuse to participate in war.   

How can we assess the effect of conscientious objection given the successful prosecution 

of World War II? Although conscientious objectors in CPS comprised a tiny minority of those 

caught up in the war, this oral history collection and other materials related to CPS confirm an 

enduring and active legacy of pacifist resistance. One example is the transformation of mental 

health institutions across the country. COs humanely cared for mental patients and illuminated 

through publication the barbaric conditions of mental health care. In another example, members 

from the Waldport camp are credited as catalysts in the post-war San Francisco Renaissance, 

which encompassed the founding of City Lights bookstore, Alan Ginsburg’s famous Howl 

reading, a thriving independent theatre community, and a general culture of resistance that 

continued into the Vietnam era.      

However, CPS also is part of a legacy of silence that has surrounded histories of 

resistance. In the popular memory, voices of peace were silenced by the verdict that World War 

Two was a “good war.” Because many members of the historic peace churches had participated 

in the military during World War II, some congregations were also left with divisions. 

Furthermore, CPS itself remained controversial within the historic peace churches. Some 

believed the church leadership had made an enormous contribution forging a new alternative for 

pacifists in their fight for and administration of the CPS camps. Others felt the church hierarchy 

had compromised pacifism by cooperating with the Selective Service in a program that socially 

isolated war resisters and forced them to do meaningless work. 

Regardless of the suppression of their stories and experiences, CPS participants engaged 

in meaningful political activism and witness in pressing social issues of the day, including (to 

name only a few) the internment of the Japanese, Jim Crow laws targeting African Americans, 

the prevention of future wars, and the rebuilding of the post-war world. Some viewed their time 

in CPS as a period of “regroupment” for the next phase in the struggle for social and economic 

justice. Thousands of men were energized and strengthened by their CPS experience. Many 

devoted time in further service within the context of their churches by working to strengthen and 

expand the pacifist witness. Even after several years without income, many volunteered to go 

overseas to rebuild Europe. Others took their beliefs into broader social movements in the States, 
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and became integral parts of the Civil Rights, anti-war, and anti-nuclear movements. Some of the 

most important contributions of World War Two conscientious objectors were the models and 

tools of resistance they offered to Korean and Vietnam era draftees. Poet and World War II 

conscientious objector William Stafford said, “Strangely, during the Vietnam War I found 

myself welcomed, maybe even almost made a hero, by the vast majority of people in college. . . . 

to them it was as if I had the foresight of being 25 years ahead of my time”(3).  

Some individuals like David Dellinger and William Stafford became well known for their 

war resistance, but many others contributed to this broader and often unseen legacy of resistance. 

These men from Waldport and elsewhere were the unnamed draft counselors during the Korean 

and Vietnam Wars, who could relate specific experiences on how to become a CO and what to 

expect when resisting military service. They staffed church organizations that reached out to 

draftees with the outbreak of hostilities. They produced books and pamphlets on how to justify 

one’s war resistance, as well as theoretical tracts, paintings, poems, plays and music of moral 

outrage and sustenance for a new generation. Making the choice to act on their pacifist beliefs 

speaks volumes about the strength of conviction demonstrated by the narrators of these 

interviews. Unfortunately, acts of war continue to recreate the call for pacifist resistance. The 

COs of WWII provide models of moral courage in going against the tide.  

                                                 
3 Frazer and O’Sullivan, 240. 
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ERNEST G. BARR 
 
May 7, 2003 
 
Ernest Barr was born in 1926 and the son of a Brethren pastor. He was drafted from Idaho, and 
Waldport was his first camp. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
There was never, ever a question in my mind as to what I would do when I was drafted. I did not, 
as some of my friends did, fail to register for the draft because even though it was some kind of 
compromise with the system, I wasn’t absolutist enough to fail to do that. I felt I had some 
obligation to my country, but it was not an obligation that included wreaking violence on others. 
I had anticipated this and was prepared to go to CPS. I think that my brother Francis and me each 
came up in the same household and felt much the same, although I know that wasn’t the case 
with everyone. I knew guys in CPS who had siblings who went into the armed services. I 
registered as a conscientious objector and then I got my notice to report to camp. The church 
really had nothing in that as far as directly telling me when to go. I simply was responding to the 
draft board that told me to report for duty. 

When I first came I was dropping snags on the hillside. The timber had been burned over. The 
trees were dead and they were just standing there, so we cut them down and cut them up for 
firewood. The work of national importance under civilian direction, but that was it. Of course, 
that was during the wintertime. I remember there was sometime during the winter some Forest 
Service representative came to me and asked how I would like to be on the timber cruising crew. 
I didn’t know what that was. He didn’t go into detail. Blending the lines again, the survey lines 
in this particular tract to find the corners of the section or whatever it was. Then after that was 
established a team of four of us would go through and tell what kind of timber was standing 
there. I was the compass man who would be given the bearings and direct the head chainman to a 
certain tree or stump or configuration and keep us on the track. I did timber cruising then from it 
must have been the middle of the winter until spring, just before fire season. Then I transferred 
out to a guinea pig experiment on another location out in the east. 

It was an experiment on atypical pneumonia. Atypical – it is not the kind of pneumonia we think 
of when we see pneumonia. It discerned the similarities or differences between atypical 
pneumonia and the common cold. To do that they infected a group of us with that organism, 
whatever it was, and then watched our progress. There were doctors there who came and 
examined us every few days, noted our progress and made whatever notes they needed to make. 
Then I stayed for a second round of that which was presumably to find out more. That was in 
Pinehurst, North Carolina. It was at a golf resort. The Holly Inn in Pinehurst, North Carolina. 

How comfortable were you with your disease? Was it serious? 

I wasn’t terribly uncomfortable. I had had colds before. Some of us were given atypical 
pneumonia and some of us given the common cold. I didn’t know what I had, but you know it 
was uncomfortable like a cold would be. We were isolated. We stayed in our own rooms. Once 
we had been infected we had to stay in those rooms in order not to spread our germs. 
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So what was a typical day like then for you? 

I ran around the bed for exercise. By that time I had decided I wanted to go to college. Fact of 
the matter is I knew that before, so I was reading chemistry books that I had brought along. So I 
read and then I read recreationally in the afternoon and worked on those little rugs I made. I had 
my own books. The supplies for the rugs must have been some source within the CPS unit. They 
probably had that just to keep us from going stir crazy, I guess. 

I got there before fire season. What would that make it, early June? May? It was toward the end 
of the summer by the time that was done. Then I hitchhiked back from Pinehurst to Chicago. I 
had friends in Chicago. I stayed with them a while and I reported back to Waldport. I was there 
maybe two or three weeks. I saw another notice on the bulletin board for another experiment in 
Philadelphia. This was one on hepatitis. They called it yellow jaundice then. The only kind of 
jaundice they knew then was I think what we call Type A now. That was a little more interesting 
in that I understood more what they were driving at. At that time they did not know how hepatitis 
would spread. They thought earlier, before I got there, it might be through insects like malaria 
and so on. So by the time I got there they had figured that it maybe had something to do with 
poor sewage disposal or contaminated water, so they made several groups. They had a control 
group, of course. These guys got the hepatitis organism straight out and they got that by drinking 
water that had feces from humans that had suffered hepatitis. Then there was another group that 
had this same water that had been treated by chlorination. There was a third group that had water 
treated by flocculation. Then yet a fourth group that had both chlorination and flocculation as a 
treatment for the water. I was in one of those two groups. I don’t know if it was chlorination or 
flocculation, but it wasn’t both. One of our guys became ill with hepatitis and the rest of us 
didn’t. There were maybe twenty or so in the whole study. 

So tell me what you did during the day with this study. 

I continued reading my chemistry books and we could go outside. It wasn’t isolation in the sense 
that Pinehurst was where we had to stay in our room. We actually had roommates who were in 
the same group and we could go out and we played touch football. It was at the University of 
Pennsylvania, so we had that recreational facility there. We didn’t have to stay away from other 
people. We had to stay together in our own group. e couldn’t mix around with students. Of 
course, there weren’t any students there anyhow in the summertime. From there I went to New 
Windsor, Maryland. That was the work with the U.S. Department of Agriculture. You probably 
know the terrain back there is very hilly, rolling country. These were rolling hills and farmers 
farmed up and down the hills. There was a lot of soil erosion. The Department of Agriculture 
said to the farmers we’ve got some guys here who will build fences for you if you farmers will 
farm on the contour. They picked up on that and so we built fences.  

We lived in what was then the beginning of the Brethren Service Center. It was an old college. 
We had the dormitory. There were relief workers there. There was another CPS unit of guys who 
worked in the relief goods. People would send in clothing and these guys would bail it up. We all 
wished we were in that unit, but we were out building fences. The other sounded like work of 
national importance to us, but fence building was our thing.  
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They had a cook and he cooked for everybody there -- the relief workers who were volunteers, 
the other CPS group that were there and the office workers. The Brethren Service Committee and 
Brethren Service relief work was pretty much in high gear then. There might have been 75 or 80 
people there altogether. That is another guess, but that’s probably not far off. 

What were your feelings when you heard about the end of the war?  

Just about too much. I was surprised that I even get emotional now even thinking about that. But 
just grateful. I was anxious to get out because I wanted to get to college. I was not very 
introspective. As an eighteen to nineteen year old I saw that as an interruption in my life. I 
wanted to get on with life. There were guys at that time who were going on cattle boats. They 
were shipping heifers overseas. The heifers would be given to a family and the only instruction 
given to them was that when this heifer bears a calf you need to give the calf to another family. 
The whole enterprise now is called Heifer Project International and started down in Arkansas. I 
was asked to be a seagoing cowboy as they referred to them. I said thank you very much, but I 
wanted to get on with college so I didn’t go. It would have been volunteer work.  

So why did you stay longer than the war? 

Because I was not released yet. Not everybody was discharged immediately upon the end of the 
war. I think the Army and Navy people probably weren’t discharged immediately either upon the 
end of the war. As a matter of fact, it is kind of interesting that I had some furlough built up. I 
left camp on the hunch that my discharge would come through before my furlough ran out. I 
immediately went to Manchester College. I had never seen the college. The only reason I went 
there was because a friend of mine in CPS was a Manchester College graduate and a high school 
chemistry teacher. He said if you are interested in chemistry and you want to go to a Church of 
the Brethren College, Manchester is the place to go. So I went.  

The Brethren Service Commission helped with my tuition some. They paid the tuition, not the 
board and room. They paid the tuition and that was for a couple years, I think, and then that ran 
out. We didn’t get the G.I. Bill, so the only help we had was through the Brethren Service 
Commission. That was very welcome, I know. I don’t mean to minimize that. 

What were you paid while you were in CPS? 

At Waldport $2.50 a month. In the experiments $5.00, I believe it was. That is a one hundred 
percent increase in pay. 

Was that one of your reasons for participating? 

No, it was not. The reason for my wanting to go into the experiments was that I was afraid the 
people would think I was a coward. You are plumbing some depths I haven’t explored for a long 
time. I felt that splitting wood was not what I had in mind as work of national importance.  

As another interesting sidelight, but there were guys in camp who, not jokingly, called me and 
the other guys who decided to go on timber cruising war workers. The idea was that the 
government was resurveying this land and they would sell that timber to, I guess, the highest 
bidder. No doubt the lumber was going to something in the defense industry. And so that made a 
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person a war worker when they did that. There were all kinds of people. That was an 
introduction to life.  

I went there naively thinking that everybody was there because they were religious conscientious 
objectors. I couldn’t have been more wrong. There were people there like Jehovah’s Witnesses 
who said you know, if this were the battle of Armageddon we would fight, but it ain’t it, so we 
won’t. There were people there who were vegetarians and who wouldn’t kill an animal so why 
would I kill a human being, for goodness sakes. And there were people there who were political 
objectors who might have, for some other reason that I didn’t know, might have been in a war. I 
mean they may have been Socialists and whatever. I was too naïve to understand more than what 
I am telling you about them. I found some comradeship in my own position but, there were 
discussions that raged from morning till night among the guys. People were careful not to judge, 
but it was a time of exploration to find out what different thinking there was. It was a broadening 
experience for a kid like me. 

It was more educational than confrontational? 

Not confrontational in any violence in it, no. With the epitaphs of “war worker,” I wasn’t 
deterred or hurt by them. I just knew there were people who would not have done that 
themselves and they were critical of me for doing what I did. I had already faced a lot of 
criticism for doing what I was doing, so it wasn’t a big deal. 

I would be real interested in knowing what you thought work of national importance was, what 
your idea of it was, before you got totally involved. 

I hadn’t a clue as to what they meant by that. It was a phrase, you know, with quotation marks 
around it. I did feel that the two guinea pig experiments were work of national importance. I did 
feel that. And it didn’t make any difference to me that Army Major Abernathy was the physician 
who ran the experiment on atypical pneumonia. I knew that whatever I was doing was going to 
be helpful to somebody. I knew that I was working in CPS and if it happened to be an Army 
doctor who knew about this, I could live with that. So I felt that and the hepatitis experiment was 
of national importance and I was glad to do that. 

You weren’t accused of war worker in that, were you? 

No. Waldport was a tough camp. We had some guys that walked out who felt they were 
compromised in being CPS at all when they thought about it. They just left. They were a bunch 
of difficult people. It had the reputation as being the camp for difficult people. There was another 
camp in Michigan by the name of Germfask. I don’t know where that name came from. It’s 
probably the name of a town or city up there. But that is where they sent guys who were simply 
belligerent and against the system. When I say belligerent, I don’t mean physically. I am talking 
about bucking the system. Then there was a group at La Pine which was a government run camp. 
Generally the government camps were probably stiffer, run with a little sterner hand. Now that is 
a guy speaking who has never been there. That was my perception, that it was a little more like 
that. Most of us preferred to be in a camp run by one of the three churches. 

When you were doing timber cruising, did you feel good rapport with the Forest Service 
personnel? 
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Yes, we did. The fact of the matter was it was a great experience. I have often said that if it was 
for any other reason that would have been a ball. I liked being out in the woods and the work was 
interesting. I think we set foot on some land that probably last would have been covered by the 
surveyors or Indians. It was really primitive out there in the beautiful Douglas fir forest and 
hemlock. We measured the largest hemlock tree that had been on record in the U.S. Forest 
Service. Those kind of experiences you can’t get anyplace else. But the whole thing was 
tarnished by the reason I was there. It was fun in quotes.  

So how did this experience effect the rest of your life? 

I had always anticipated or thought that people would discount me in any number of different 
ways because of the particular position I had during the war. I have found that hasn’t been true. I 
don’t wear my experience on my sleeve by any means, nor do I deny it when somebody says 
well where were you during the war. I have yet to find somebody who has exhibited any kind of 
disapproval or anger or deprecate me as a person, all of which I expected. I know that isn’t true 
of everybody. I know some of my friends who have had a difficult time following the war. But in 
my experience it hasn’t been true. But I think about it a lot. I think about the guys. We have CPS 
reunions. It is not a thing we do every year. There is nothing that I have wanted to do that I was 
prohibited from doing or deterred in any way because of what my experiences were during the 
war. I remember getting some pretty startled stares. I interpreted them that way when they asked 
me what branch of service I was in. I worked my entire career with Eli Lily & Company, which 
is a pharmaceutical company here in Indianapolis. I haven’t had a lot of occasion to go looking 
for jobs and having to explain my life during the war. But there was no time during that 
experience and my work with Lily when that was an issue at all.  

I continue to work with Indianapolis Peace and Justice Center. George Bush doesn’t know my 
name, but he should. I have written to him. My senators and representatives hear from me 
frequently about the war in Iraq. I am avid, bitterly, against the war if a pacifist can be bitter. I 
am not sympathetic with what we have done at all. I continue to try to influence people and the 
world as I can. If anything, I feel stronger. I am wiser than I was as an eighteen-year-old. 

I think there are good things that come out of bad events. Nothing in life is without some 
learning. It might be interesting for you to know that since my retirement from Lily I am the 
volunteer chaplain at the Methodist Hospital. I have been blessed in ways I didn’t want to be 
blessed. But the long shot is it [CPS] has been an experience I have learned from, even though I 
didn’t want to learn what I learned. I kind of heard service people say the same thing. They 
would never go through it again, but they wouldn’t take back the experience. I haven’t put it 
quite that way yet. I regret why we had to be there. 
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FRANCIS H. BARR, JR. 
 
May 16, 2003 

 
Francis Barr was born in Chicago, Illinois, into a Church of the Brethren family, and raised in 
Albany, Oregon. At the time of his induction into CPS, the family was living in Napa, Idaho, 
where Mr. Barr completed high school. His brother, Ernest Barr, was also interviewed.  
 

________________________________________________________ 
 

My name is Francis H. Barr, and I was born in Chicago, Illinois, at Bethany Hospital on March 
the 24, 1925. My parents were in seminary there. My father was studying to be a missionary. 
However, at the time he finished his work at the seminary and got his degree, there were not 
sufficient funds to send him to Africa, where they were going so he and my mother volunteered 
to take a small home mission church in Albany, Oregon. We struck out for Oregon with a tent 
and a twenty-five dollar car, which my father bought at the police station. It was a stolen car. It 
was unclaimed. We headed for Oregon.  
 
I was raised in Oregon, and all my boyhood days were spent in Oregon, first at Albany, then at 
Portland and then at Myrtle Point. During that time, according to the tenets of the Church of the 
Brethren, I was brought up to believe that we should not participate in war as a means of 
establishing or ameliorating international problems or differences and that there was a better way 
of doing that. So I just learned from the beginning of my childhood that war was not an 
acceptable way to settle international differences. That’s how I came to believe what I believe. It 
ended up that I entered CPS on the twenty-fifth of April, I believe, 1944. I had just graduated 
from high school at Napa, Idaho, and ended up at Waldport. 
 
Was that was because you were a member of the Church of the Brethren? That was the place the 
system took you to? 
 
That’s right. I went through the normal channels with my draft board in Napa, Idaho. They sent 
me to Boise, Idaho, and I went through the induction center. I don’t recall how the decision was 
made where I should go, but it was just about a state away. Somehow or other Selective Service 
decided I should go to Waldport. I got there on April 25, 1944. 
 
While you were here what work did you do for the Forest Service? 
 
Well, I worked for the most part on projects. You know, there was cleaning trails and building 
roads. I was on a woodcutting crew for cutting wood for camp because the barracks and the 
dining hall all had wood stoves so we did that. And for a good, oh, I’d guess a good share of the 
time, I worked in the sign shop. 
 
Had you had training or talent as a sign painter? 
 
No, I never did. My ability to paint signs was learned in the sign shop. There were three of us 
guys in there. Two of us were sign painters [Francis Barr and Donald Fillmore] and the other guy 
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was in charge of the shop. He [Wilbur Stuckey] was an industria l arts teacher in his earlier years, 
and so he made the big cedar signs with the indented letters. He’d fill them with white paint and 
get them all fixed up so that they could put them out at the entrances to parks and forests and 
what not. 
 
Well now, we have a photograph of a black man standing by a sign that says Camp Angel. Do 
you remember anybody involved in that because we have heard that he might have been one of 
the sign makers? 
 
Well, we had a couple of black fellows. One guy I knew very well. In fact, he went to college 
where I went to college right here in this town where I now live. His name was Harry McNary, 
but I don’t think he ever worked in the shop. He was a cook, primarily. He passed away here a 
year or two ago. Now there’s another guy, Jim, I think it was. No, it wasn’t Jim. Oh, Johnny! 
Johnny Johnson. Yes, that’s right. He did paint, yes, there were three of us. I almost forgot about 
Johnny. I hear from him almost every Christmas. So there were the three of us, Johnny Johnson, 
Don Fillmore, and me, and then Wilbur Stuckey. By the way, he’s [Johnny Johnson] quite an 
accomplished vocalist. 
 
Did he sing while he was in camp as a part of the arts group? 
 
Well, I don’t recall that he did. When he came to camp, he was pretty young. While he was 
interested in music and singing, he hadn’t much training. But he has had a great deal more 
training. He’s done a lot of operatic work and solo recital work and what not in New York City. I 
think he is quite an accomplished artist.  

Yes, I guess I should say that along with the other things I did, of course we fought forest 
fires so I did a fair share of that. 
 
Where did you fight those fires? What region of the forest? 
 
Well, I recall fighting forest fires around Cape Perpetua and we were on some fires over at 
Mary’s Peak. I know there were a good many guys from our place who went to a side camp 
called Hebo. I was never there. We also fought some forest fires down around Crescent City in 
California in the redwoods. 

For a certain amount of time, not terribly long, I spent time working in camp on what we 
call overhead. I worked in the kitchen. I guess the sign shop would have been overhead as well. 
But I mean it was in a project involved in keeping the camp going, not a function of the technical 
service. 
 
What did you do in the kitchen? 
 
I remember washing an awful lot of muffin tins [laughs]. And just generally cleaning up pots and 
pans. I wasn’t a cook so I was relegated to, what I guess they’d call in the Army, KP. 
 
Somewhere I heard from one of the people we talked to that many of [the fine arts group 
participants] were vegetarians. Was that your experience? 
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Now that you mention it, I believe that’s probably right. That’s interesting how you jogged my 
memory. I remember that the people in the kitchen always had arranged for some vegetarian dish 
for these people to eat so that they wouldn’t have to just eat what was leftover after the rest of the 
people had their meat meal. 
 
Did the vegetarian folks eat at a separate table? Or did they just join in? 
 
I don’t think so. They may have, but I remember the fine arts school people were pretty well 
distributed around the tables in the dining hall, mainly because a lot of those guys had activities 
they were working on in the art studio. They had a place where they could do painting. Then 
there was this publication group. They had a printing press. These people would be involved in 
their activities and they would straggle into the dining hall at various points in the meal. As a 
result, they were pretty well distributed around through the population of the camp. They went 
wherever there was someplace to sit down. If they had their choice, if there were a group of guys 
in the fine arts group who had an extra place, why of course they’d probably gravitate to that. 
But I don’t remember that they segregated themselves a great deal. 
 
The meals were ample and well balanced and more than what you needed? 
 
I think that food was cleaned up pretty well. I don’t remember a lot of stuff being left over. If 
you’re out all day chopping wood or making roads or cleaning trails, you could work up quite an 
appetite. Our lunches, we had big gallon cans of milk out there and lots of peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches. I recall myself as being ready for something a little more solid when I got home in 
the evening. I remember in particular one of my friends was a baker [Marvin Snell]. He used to 
stay up all night. I remember one night he baked 500 donuts. That went over in a big way the 
next morning for breakfast [laughs]. That was quite a treat. 
 
We do have a copy of a play that was put on in which you were in. It’s called Tennessee Justice. 
Do you remember that play? 
 
Well, yes. Tell you, I never acted in any of those plays. My function was to operate the lighting 
system. I had a very, very good friend by the name of David Jackson who passed away I guess 
ten or fifteen years ago. He didn’t realize that it was possible to make light dimmers out of salt 
water and tin cans. I rigged up this mess for them. We installed lights in sort of a presidium arch 
in one of the barracks buildings. We had these five gallon rectangular honey tins that we cut the 
sides out of and filled with salt water and put a wooden handle nailed onto the studdings in the 
buildings with a piece of tin on it that would go down into the water. The more tin you put in the 
salt water, why the brighter the lights got. The more you pulled it out, the dimmer it got. We had 
quite a rig going on. So that was my function in that play production group. I wasn’t actually an 
actor, but I took care of the technical part of the light dimmers. 
 Those were fun off-duty times, getting that thing to work. My friend Dave Jackson 
thought that was just wonderful. He thought it was some kind of black magic. He was one of 
those artistic people who had no mechanical or skills with his hands. He just knew how to write 
and play music and do those kind of things. Anything mechanical was just beyond him. So, he 
was quite happy to see these lighting fixtures get made. 
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Where did you learn that trick of creating those dimmers? 
 
Oh, I don’t know. I’ve always been interested in electrical things. I had heard about it in high 
school in the physics classes or chemistry classes or something. I knew that salt water made a 
good conductor. Somebody told me once that you could make dimmers that way. I never tried it, 
but I told Dave Jackson about it, and he said, “Well, we should try that.” He said, “Could you do 
that?” I said, “Well, I could give it a try.” So, we did that. Of course, over the years I’ve turned 
out to be a physicist and I’m a radio operator, a ham radio operator. So, electrical things are kind 
of my bag of tricks. 
 
You went from Waldport to Cascade Locks. What was the occasion and what did you do while 
you were there? 
 
Well, in between Cascade Locks and Waldport, I was at Pinehurst, North Carolina. I was in a 
guinea pig experiment there. I got this opportunity to go to what they called detached service in 
this guinea pig experiment. I signed up for it and was selected. It was in a little resort town in 
North Carolina. The Army at Ft. Bragg took over this hotel called the Holly Inn. It was a resort 
hotel. They made a hospital out of it. I think there were forty of us guys. We were inoculated 
with an atypical pneumonia virus. I don’t know if it was a virus or a bacteria. In any case, they 
had a bunch of guys in the Ft. Bragg Hospital on the base at Ft. Bragg with this disease. They 
had those guys gargle and wash their mouths out with some kind of liquid and then they spit it 
out into big bottles and they brought it over to us. They sprayed it in our mouths and up our 
noses. They did it in a regular scientific way where there was two groups, two inoculated groups 
and one control group who were sprayed with something, but not with the stuff. They didn’t tell 
us what we got sprayed with. I didn’t get very sick at the time, but in later years I had quite a 
struggle with respiratory diseases, which I always attributed to that. I don’t know for sure 
whether that’s the case or not. But in any case, I was there for the first series of experiments. 
Then we were released and you could stay for another session or go back to camp. I decided to 
go back to camp. I went back to Waldport and that was just at the time that Waldport was 
beginning to get wound up. It was from there that I was sent to Cascade Locks. So, that’s the 
way that happened. Pinehurst happened for me between my stay in Waldport and Cascade Locks. 
 
I’ve run across a reference to a black man, I think his last name was Williams, who was sent 
from Waldport to that pneumonia experiment. When he got there they said they didn’t take black 
men into the experiment. Do you remember that incident? 
 
I don’t remember it in detail. That was the other Jim I was trying to remember a minute ago. Jim 
Williams. I know that man. I remember the incident and I don’t remember the outcome of it, but 
I know he wasn’t taken. Pinehurst was in North Carolina. Black people were pretty badly treated 
in the South in those days. In fact, Jim Williams was with a group of us when we went to 
Portland. I wonder if it was on the way to when we were traveling to North Carolina. It could 
well have been. We tried to go into a restaurant in Portland to get something to eat and he was 
with us. They wouldn’t let him come in so we all left. None of us would stay. That would have 
been in probably 1945.  
 
What were your motives when you volunteered for the atypical pneumonia experiment? 
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Well, I don’t know how you found it with most other CPS people, but most CPS men that I’m 
acquainted with regarded our work in the woods for the Forest Service as sort of made-work. 
You know, it was the kind of work that I’m convinced accomplished some good things, some 
good things were done there. But there wasn’t the kind of significance that an idealistic person 
wants who is opposed to war and wants to do something for the betterment of humanity. It 
wasn’t that kind of deal. Most opportunities to go to a guinea pig experiment or some other 
socially significant activity, you were always looking for a chance to do that. You wanted to get 
out of base camp where you just went out and cleaned out trails and fought forest fires and made 
roads and things. You were looking for something more socially significant to do so that was the 
motivation for most people to go to detached service or guinea pig experiments.  
 
Did the questioning of your courage enter into this? 
 
Well, I guess there was some physical danger involved. But I didn’t much think of it as being 
something that might end up costing me my life. After all, there were other people doing other 
things in the war that were much more dangerous probably than this.  
 
Well now, as far as your life work goes, and your life itself, what in the long range do you think 
this CPS experience amounted to? 
 
It gave me a distinct interest in pacifism and peace activities. As a matter of fact, I still function 
in a group of CPS men over in southwestern Ohio. A group of us get together yearly and try to 
interest young people in our point of view. The Church of the Brethren has another program 
called Brethren Volunteer Service where kids right out of high school can go and give a year’s 
service to the Church in various and sundry socially active, social activities. We try to involve 
these people as well in our activities of our group. Last fall, we had about seventy people there. 
We had speakers speaking on activities that are dear to the heart of pacifists and conscientious 
objectors, things that try to further the position of world peace.  

I’ve just always been interested and active in those kind of things as a result of my being 
in CPS. I always felt that CPS was the kind of thing which if I hadn’t been drafted, I probably 
wouldn’t have volunteered to go into that effort. But having been in it, I wouldn’t take anything 
for the experience. That’s wha t got me to Manchester.  

The Church of the Brethren has about a half a dozen colleges scattered around over the 
country from California to Pennsylvania and Virginia. Before I came back here, I researched 
those colleges pretty much to see where I thought I would get the best education, and which one 
had the best physics department. I finally decided that Manchester was the place to go. That’s the 
reason I ended up here. 
 
How is your view of the Church’s role regarding conscientious objection?  
 
Well, the Church struggles with this, the Church struggles with its peace position. There are so 
many things for the Church to do that we often are critical of ourselves because we don’t push 
our peace position as much as when there’s no war or no draft. But the Church has always taken 
the position that war is wrong. In fact, the Church’s position is that all war is sin. And, of course, 
there’s no church that I know of that’s in the business of pushing sinful activities [laughs]. So, 
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the Church’s position has always been that all war is sin. In any war you can imagine, any kind 
of activity that involves physical violence, the Church has been opposed to it.  

We have, over the years issued, by way of annual conference, have issued statements 
giving our position. In fact, in almost every conflict you can think of. I think if you went to the 
Internet, and looked under the Church of the Brethren’s website, you could find a bunch of those 
references, those statements. They have always been careful to make their position clear to the 
United States government about how they feel about these kind of activities, these wars.  

But we have not always been as vocal in the local churches about urging our youth to 
follow in the footsteps of their elders. So, there are a fair number of Church of the Brethren 
young people who enter the military service. But, of course, often times the reason is because 
then the government will help them with their educational expenses. But I think that’s generally 
the way the Church has gone. It’s always been vocal about its position, but it has not always 
pushed it as hard as it might have in local congregations. I’ve been more or less a pusher of the 
position. When I talk to young people, I talk to them about the Church’s position and urge them 
to follow it, but I don’t keep track of what my influence has been. 
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CHARLES COOLEY 
 
May 13, 2003 
 
Charles Cooley is a son of a Methodist school teacher from Ohio, had taken some college prior 
to the war, and became a campus pastor after the war, having completed his degree while at 
Waldport. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I left Kent State and I was working in a community house with boys, as a social worker. I was 
also serving a Methodist Church as a supply pastor. I was the only minister they had and, 
actually, the draft board early on gave me a ministerial classification. I told them I never 
intended that that would be my vocation. I intended to stay on as a social worker. But as luck 
would have it, I later entered the ministry and worked for thirty-five years with college students 
for the Methodist Church. I was reclassified. They then gave me the 1A. And I said, “Well you 
know I told you right up front that I was a CO.” And it took them a year to try to figure it all out. 
That was very good for me because it meant that Mrs. Cooley and I had that year to get 
acquainted.  
 
How did you come to your convictions? 
 
Oh, the church had a lot to do with it. My parents had a lot to do with it. And, I think, the school. 
I’d just been brought up to believe that it was wrong to kill anybody. 
 
So were your parents fairly accepting of your decision? 
 
Yes. It was sort of a strange thing because they’d had such a big part to play in what I’d believed. 
But when push came to shove they were worried about wha t would happen to me if I was that 
much out of line with the average thinking. So they were proud of me, but they were a little 
worried. But as luck would have it, I had only two people who tried to give me a hard time. One 
was the Scout Chief in my county. I was a Scout Master. When I refused to take the boys on an 
aluminum drive to pick up old pots and pans, he got pretty upset with that. He was a former 
Marine. I was at the office one day getting a camp permit to take the boys to camp. Chief Olds 
saw me and he said "there’s a rumor going around that I know can’t possibly be true. They said 
that you claim to be a conscientious objector." I said, "well I am." He was so upset, he just 
walked off in a huff. But he’s the only one other person that I know off that really was terribly 
upset. I think what happens with most of us is if people think that we believe something very 
sincerely, you don’t have a lot of trouble. But if they think you might be sitting on the fence, boy 
everybody will pull you, in every direction. So that’s I think been my good fortune. I had to give 
up the Scout Troop. I wouldn’t have done it later on in my life. I would have been what I call a 
fighting pacifist. I think I could have won. I think I could have beat the Scout Chief. But it didn’t 
occur to me at the time. So I just let it go at that.  
 
You said that you had one other person who gave you trouble? 
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Well, I can't remember who that is now. One is so vivid. But I know that very few people did. 
When I was out there in Oregon I did an awful lot of hitchhiking on weekends. Toward the end 
we didn’t have to work on Saturday so I had both Saturday and Sunday and I’d get in with 
somebody and right away they’d want to know where I was from. I’d tell them I was at the 
camp. I even think I made some converts out of some of the people that picked me up. In other 
words, I never hid the fact that I was a pacifist. About half wanted to learn what we did and how 
we were treated. And about twenty percent were pleased in finding someone who questioned the 
war, the military and the government. Five percent seemed to be in almost complete agreement 
 
Did you find that people in Waldport were as accepting? 
 
They were pretty good, I suppose. I didn’t find anybody really antagonistic. There were some 
people that just said well, we got to put up with these guys, I suppose. But I think, I think quite a 
few of the fellows had friends that lived in the area. They had made friends with local people. 
Very little of my time was ever in Waldport. My time was over in places like Corvallis and 
Eugene.  
 
You know at Waldport it was the fine arts school so people asked to be sent there so that they 
could take part. So if they were musically inclined or if they really liked to write or do poetry or 
sculpture, they tried to get in. They were eager to come to Waldport. Now I didn’t have that job 
there but I had a great appreciation for [it]. I was in a couple of dramas that we put on. We not 
only did them in camp but we were able to take them on the road for a weekend. We had a very 
good play called Tennessee Justice. It was a combination of a racial problem connected with a 
conscientious objector deal. So, for example, we took it to the First Methodist Church in Eugene. 
We took it down to the Elkton camp, which was the Quaker camp south of Eugene.  
 
Why did you end up leaving the Kane CPS camp for Waldport? 
 
The Selective Service was very eager to get more people to come out to the West. The biggest 
reason was, although I didn’t learn this until later, but the idea was they were more eager to have 
more firefighters. The big concern was somehow the Japanese could send incendiary things that 
would land in the forest and cause havoc. One of the most interesting things was to be on a fire. 
You would be on a fire with farmers. You’d be on a fire with some military men. You’d be on a 
fire with Forest Service people. The one idea for all of us was to try and get the darn fire out. In 
other words, we were all working together even though we came from such different 
backgrounds and had different ideas. But that was one thing we all agreed to: let’s get the fire 
out. 
 
What did you think of the Oregon coast when you got here? 
 
Oh my, you just knew that it was part of God’s great creation. By the way, I want to mention 
Cape Perpetua. To be able to go up there on that cape, be so high up, look down on the sea and 
see cars on the highway that looked like ants and see that constant blimp that was going by 
everyday. You’d look down at the blimp and at airplanes out on the sea. They were always 
patrolling the coast. So part of that was a wartime proposition. But it was still magnificent for 
this pacifist to watch.  
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It was fun learning to split wood. It was fun learning what the Forest Service fellows were 
watching for was dangerous snags that they needed to bring down before they fell down in a 
storm and bopped somebody. Planting trees was quite an interesting thing. I’m sure that some of 
those beautiful trees that you’d see today are some that we planted.  
 
As it happened I became assistant director for a period of time for the [Waldport] camp. That 
meant I stayed in camp and kept camp records and that sort of thing. Then I was a cook for 
awhile. I had whatever job you can imagine in camp and out. That was just such a big part of an 
education. Or I’d be on the dishwasher crew. Or I’d be night watchman and keep the fires going 
at night and get the cooks up in the morning. 
 
The first camp I went to was administered by a relatively young Brethren minister who’d come 
there from down in Virginia. He believed in us. In other words, he just exuded confidence in the 
fellows. The result was people lived up to his expectations. When we went to Kane we found out 
that they’d been led by a Brethren minister, but he had a very different approach. Everything was 
legalistic. They had rules for everything. We didn’t have hardly any rules at Marionville. Things 
just went right. But they had all these rules. So that was quite a clash. We fellows who had 
grown up in this one really changed Camp Kane decidedly. Well, when we got out to Waldport 
there was a lot of freedom but there was also a fair amount of, I would say, a relative amount of 
friction comparatively. That’s just comparatively. There was kind of a feeling. I don’t know how 
it came to be. The people who were in the fine arts school and the people who were not kind of 
seemed to be on each other’s case a fair amount. I was aware of that. I wasn’t bothered by it. I 
had lots of friends in both groups. But I could tell there was some friction there.  
 
Of course, the war came to an end while we were there at Waldport. So I think the whole 
question of when we would be discharged became a major issue. There was some kind of 
misunderstanding because when the whole Civilian Public Service thing had been established 
there was a general idea that by six months after the cessation of hostilities that the program 
would end. Then for some reason it didn’t. But even that was a fine experience for me just to 
sense that. The different ways people would protest. Some protests almost seemed unpeaceful, 
but they were all non-violent. I was all for the group that thought CPS should end at six months 
after. Somehow the people at the main office got the idea - I think they felt they hadn’t gone the 
second or the third or fourth mile on the thing. That bothered some of the people. Well, for 
example, there was a hunger strike, which I thought I would probably participate in but then did 
not. But at the same time I admired those who were on the hunger strike. 
 
I had definitely set a goal for myself which was to graduate from the University of Oregon. If I’d 
gone on the hunger strike there’s no way that I could have kept up my final days. By the way, 
when Waldport closed, I was afraid that was going to be it. I was so grateful when they 
transferred me to Cascade Locks instead of someplace farther away. But instead of 240 miles 
roundtrip to go into Eugene it was now 375 miles every week [from Cascade Locks]. What that 
let me do was have my day off not on Sunday. I’d work in the kitchen or as the night watchmen 
when other people had a day off, and they’d let me have Wednesday off. So like on Tuesday 
night I’d hitchhike to Eugene. Then Wednesday afternoon I’d hitchhike back to camp.  
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I went down [to the U of O] and I talked to a man who was in the sociology department, a man 
by the name of Jamison, and I explained my situation. He said, “Well Mr. Cooley you don’t 
insist on attending all classes do you?” Can you imagine a professor saying that to you? He said, 
“How often can you get here?” I said, “I think I can come once a week.” So, I signed up for a 
three hour course that met Monday, Wednesday and Friday. I was almost always there on 
Wednesday and then I borrowed notes from the students about the lectures on Monday and 
Friday. I ended up with the best grade average I’d ever had in college. I think I had a three point 
six grade average out of four for thirteen months of school which gave me my full, what was it, 
forty-five term hours. The camp was very cooperative. The guys in the dormitory, they were 
almost like cheerleaders. 
 
How did you cover your tuition? 
 
Well, my wife got a Ph.D. degree -- Putting Hubby Through. She was working for an insurance 
company back here in Ohio. 
 
I’ve heard that there were a couple of African-Americans at Waldport. I was wondering what 
was it like to have such a diversity of religions and diversity among racial groups? 
 
I think it epitomized what, most of us at least, believed. In other words, that the human race 
ought to be able to get along. I never sensed any problem at Waldport. But some of the southern 
schools, some of the southern camps, tried to keep their camps from being interracial. There was 
quite a concern at the northern camps about what can we do to bring pressure on the system to 
put an end to that segregation or the attempt to keep it a segregated thing, to keep it all Caucasian 
so to speak. It in other words, the average pacifist would also be a believer in racial harmony. 
 
Did you find that your experiences in CPS influenced the rest of your life in negative or positive 
ways?  
 
A conviction starting out as a conviction that a young person would have and then becoming 
more mature, more solid. Those convictions have just grown, they haven’t weakened. One of the 
problems is to try to stay sweet while you’re arguing about a situation. In other words, I want to 
be sure I never despise a person. But I may very much despise what a person is doing. And yet 
that person needs to know that I care for them. That he’s loved. He or she. And that’s a trick. It’s 
an important thing. For me it’s part of being a Christian. The thing that I am so impressed with is 
people remember one thing Jesus said and that was “Judge not that you be not judged.” That 
gives them an excuse never to say anything bad about what anybody is doing. Yet because the 
Church hasn’t done a very good job, look at all the people that end up in the pokey because the 
government finally had to call them to task for things the Church should already have taught 
them. If the Church is really doing its job, I think we’d have less crime. A lot of white-collar 
crime is done by people who attend church regularly.  
 
You have a very active vision about churches and communities. 
 
I’m sorry there was ever a war. I think if the churches in Germany had refused to go along with 
Hitler, we would never have had a Second World War. The Church was pretty strong, both 
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Catholicism and the Lutheran Church in Germany. Yet they allowed the thing to get to the place 
to where there was no return. I want stronger churches that can stand up and stand for 
nonviolence and for finding out how to bring nations together to discuss their differences and to 
work out some accommodations, never giving in on major issues.  
 
See, a lot of people think pacifists are just folks that give in. I think pacifists are saying well, you 
can do me in, but you can’t do in my idea, because until you do me in, I’m going to keep 
proclaiming what I believe. I just think churches have got to raise people with more stamina, 
more guts. Not people that are willing to take somebody else’s life for fear they might have their 
own taken. But they’re afraid to take somebody else’s life because they think it’s immoral. It’s 
this kind of thing that I think the world can be saved by. I think the world still can be saved. I 
really don’t expect the United States to live forever. No other empire has lived forever. Either 
we’ve got to change our ways and become less imperial, or we’ll go like other empires have 
gone. It’s so hard to make anybody believe that. But that’s one thing that history has suggested to 
me. The Roman Empire fell. Fortunately, there’s still a Britain, but there’s no big British Empire. 
And by the way, it was the Ghandian method that made Great Britain give up on India and 
Pakistan. People don’t seem to realize how much nonviolent approaches, great marches, great 
crowds of people saying we’ll just not go along with that. Empires have been brought down by 
just that sort of thing.  
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CHARLES DAVIS 
 
May 3, 2002 
 
Mr. Davis was raised in the Church of the Brethren where his father was a minister. He became 
involved with the Fine Arts Program through his work with the printing press. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was the middle child of five. I have an older brother and an older sister and a younger brother 
and a younger sister. I’m a member of the Church of the Brethren, have been, my family is 
associated with that church. We moved around a lot when I was a young child, but came back to  
La Verne, where I was born while my father was in college. We came back when I was a 
sophomore in high school, and I’ve been in this area, except during the war years, since that 
time. My father was associated with higher education, and so it was no surprise that I graduated 
from college. However, that was interrupted during the war. I had finished two years when I was 
drafted in June of 1943. I was at Waldport for about a year and a half. I think I left around 
Christmastime in ’44. So I spent most of two winters there and most of two summers in that year 
and a half. 
 
How were you selected to come to Waldport? 
 
 [Laughing] I was drafted. 
 
Well, tell us how you applied for CO status. 
 
Okay. The official term was by religious training and belief. I did not feel that I could 
conscientiously serve in the military and so I stated such on the form that I had to fill out. After 
that was justified and approved, I was drafted and was at that time, let’s see, I was 20 but had 
been able to stay in school for a period of time, although I had not any kind of deferment. It was 
just that my number came up, I think, at that particular time. So I had to fill out paperwork to 
state my belief and why I felt that I could not be involved in military training or activity. 
 
Were there other people in your family who were COs or was there a tradition of this in your 
family? 
 
Yes, very much so. My father, in addition to higher education, was a minister and I grew up 
around the church, and the college I went to was  La Verne College, which was sponsored by the 
Church of the Brethren. So I was immersed in that particular thought pattern. My younger 
brother was five years younger than I was, but near the tail end of the drafting time. He was 
drafted also and was a conscientious objector. And my older brother was in medical school at 
that time and was deferred. 
 
Now, were you married when you came to Waldport? 
 
No. No, I was not. I was, soon after I got there I was engaged, but prior to that time I was not 
married. 
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And your fiancé then was somewhere else? 
 
She lived in Pomona and I had met her the year before at  La Verne College. She’s probably a 
greater worker for peace than I am. Her mother had been an Army nurse, she had a brother that 
was in the service, or two brothers who went in the service, she had a sister that was in the 
service, and her younger sister spent her career as a Navy nurse. Although their family is very 
supportive of me and my position and always has been. 
 
Can you tell us a little bit about how men were selected to go to the different camps? Do you 
have any idea how that happened? 
 
Yeah, see, the camps were all paid for by the churches. Except for the project expenses – all the 
food, the clothing, everything was paid for by the churches. So people traditionally, I think, were 
sent to camps that were of their particular denomination. Now if they did not have a 
denomination, they were sent far enough away from home so they couldn’t come home easily. 
And were sent to camps that needed people. 
 
Well, that’s interesting that you say that they didn’t want you to be able to come home easily. 
Can you talk about that a little bit? 
 
 [Laughs] Most of the camps were isolated, so that wasn’t a problem. But I think they preferred 
not to send people to camps that were very close to where they lived. 
 
How did you get here? Do you come up on a bus? 
 
Yeah. And the government paid that, I believe. We were given vouchers and we rode the 
Greyhound bus, left Los Angeles in the middle of the night. And I never have spent such a 
miserable night on that old bus. We were in the back seat – I went with a friend of mine, a 
college friend. Well, he was from the prairies of Canada. His folks had a church, the Church of 
the Brethren, in Canada. So his folks had gone up there to homestead and to be with this group 
that colonized that area. They since have all left, but at that particular time there were still some 
there. So, he was growing up on the prairies of Alberta and came down to college and had been 
running trap lines up there. He was from the States, really. But he had traveled. He had ridden a 
bus all the way to  La Verne from Canada. So he knew about that. I had been all over the United 
States, but had always traveled with my parents and had never really been out on my own. So he 
was the one that that led me, the city slicker, to all of this fancy stuff. Anyway, the bus was old. 
We sat in the back row. It had an old leather seat on the back. They were using any kind of a bus 
they could get in those days. 
 
Did he also come here to Waldport? 
 
Yes, he did. His name was Paul Beard. For years, he was a schoolteacher in Monterey. And we 
stayed in San Francisco and then on up to, I believe, Marshfield. That’s where the bus turned 
inland. And so we – and by the way, we go to Myrtle Point every summer for a week to a 
summer camp up there, a family reunion. And the highway along the coast is nothing like it was 
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then. The bus driver passed out the paper sacks, you know, right around Port Orford. It was 
really something. When we got there, the bus turned inland, so we had to go up to Waldport, so 
we stayed overnight in a hotel. 
 
Can you remember what your feeling was at that time? Did you look at this as being a great 
adventure, or were you nervous, were you afraid? How did you feel at that moment as you were 
taking the bus up the coast? 
 
I don’t think I had those kinds of feelings. I’ve always been one that’s interested in or never 
feared new adventures. And I looked forward to it as a time out of my life that I would not have 
chosen to do, but that it wasn’t something that I was fearful about or had any kind of regrets 
about doing or anything like that. 
 
What were your first impressions when you got here to the camp?  
 
This was in June. Middle of June, 16th, I think, or along in there. And the thing that I noticed 
immediately was how much longer the days were up there since we had been down in Southern 
California. The previous summer I had been the water safety lifeguard at a summer camp, so 
camp experience was not new to me. And the work was not new, because the summer before that 
I had worked in the foundry with manual labor. So neither of those experiences were new. 
 
Do you think that some of the other men here felt as comfortable about the manual labor as you 
did?  
 
There were some people that were not in the best physical shape to do that kind of work. 
 
Could you describe what a normal day would have been like, what you would do from morning 
to evening? 
 
Well, you’d get up in the morning and you’d go to breakfast. Then you got on a truck and the 
workday included from the time you got on the truck until you got off the truck. I think that was 
nine hours, and it was six days a week at the beginning. Later, the hours were cut back after the 
war was over. All the project work was under the Forest Service, and they provided the 
supervisors and all of the equipment. The churches were not involved in that activity. We would 
drive, sometimes for an hour, sometimes for a an hour and a half, depending upon where the 
planting or the activity was. We did not plant during the summer, of course, so we maintained a 
Forest Service campgrounds down as far as Honeymoon. We were down there. Cape Perpetua. 
And different places like that where we did work. We also did a lot of road building. We built 
roads that went from there – just when I was leaving, we were working on the road that 
eventually went up to the road that goes inland from Waldport.  
 
That goes by Alsea? 
 
Yeah. I’m not sure how far back.  
 
So you’d do the actual laying of the road? 
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Oh yeah. There were no roads basically behind well, probably be up to what is it, Mary’s Peak?  
 
So you would work a nine-hour day and then what would you do after that? 
 
Oh, that was the great part. [Laughing] Well, Waldport was a beehive of activity after hours. You 
take a bunch of people together who obviously have done some thinking, because they’ve made 
a difficult decision. And so they didn’t come to that decision without some interest in other 
things. And anyway, you’ve heard of the fine arts group at Waldport? I was involved with their 
printing aspects. My dad, in connection with his ministerial work, had bought a small press in 
1934 and soon after I got [to Waldport], they were printing poetry and other material on a 
mimeograph. And so I said, “Why don’t we print this stuff?” So I had my dad ship the press up 
and we printed the first book.  
 
The printed book was a bunch of poems by Glen Coffield. He was an interesting guy. When he 
went to camp, he knew he was going to be drafted. He was an English teacher in Missouri and 
had to go to camp in Arkansas. And so he knew when his number was coming up, when he was 
going get the papers. So, before he got the papers, he started to walk to the camp and he walked 
all the way from Missouri to Arkansas.  
 
Can you talk a little bit about the dynamics of the men in the camp?  
 
The dynamics were the people whose first questions was, “Are you save?” The people who never 
felt they were lost. And there were people who are very fundamental and who object to war. And 
there are people who are not very fundamental who object to war. And the whole gamut was 
there in camp. And I think you would say that art I not fundamental or non-fundamental, if I can 
make that distinction. It goes across all ranges. Probably the people who were most interested in 
the Fine Arts group were the people who had the more liberal background or certainly were not 
ultra- fundamentalists. 
 
Well, are you saying that there was criticism of the Fine Arts group? 
 
[Laughs] Oh yeah, in the two camps. 
 
There were two camps basically. 
 
Oh yeah, sure. They basically tended to get in dormitories where they could have their prayer 
meetings or where they could read poetry. 
 
How did that friction sort of manifest itself? Were there arguments? 
 
No, no, not really from that aspect. It was just a situation where people had different kinds of 
beliefs, but it was not where they couldn’t get along or anything like that. I mean, the reason that 
put them in the camp was larger than any of the differences between them. Do you follow what 
I’m saying? In other words, they were more alike than different, but they were very different. 
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You all had a common denominator of objection. How were you treated by the Forest Service 
personnel, the administration? 
 
Well, I think they were glad to have us there. For instance, Ed Bowen was the major on-site 
supervisor for one of the work groups and he lived in Eugene and would come over for the week 
and then go home. And he was very cooperative as far as taking us over to get us on Highway 
99, if we had to leave or something. Then in the mornings, you know, on Monday morning when 
he came over, well, if we were somewhere along the road, he would brings us back into camp. 
So that was kind of nice. You know, the Forest Service, was hard up for help. 
 
Did you all go into town very often and what was your reaction with the town folk? 
 
We had no way, really, except to walk into town. I probably went in maybe three or four times, 
something like that, in a year and a half. Urban legend, Waldport legend was that the Shore 
Patrol would let you walk back from Waldport and pick you up just before you got to camp and 
take you back into Waldport for questioning.  
 
For questioning? 
 
Yeah, you know, you’re a civilian, you’re out on the coast, this is a blackout area and this would 
obviously be at night and, “What are you doing out here?” This kind of thing, and then let you 
walk back from Waldport to the camp again. 
 
But they knew that you were from the camp. 
 
Oh sure. 
 
So you felt that there was some discrimination. 
 
Oh yeah. I think that was quite widespread felt. 
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WESLEY & VERDA DECOURSEY 
 

May 8, 2003 
________________________________________________________ 

 
 
W: I’m Wesley DeCoursey and I was born in Tampa, Idaho, October 9, 1918. We were married 
in 1942 and I was drafted then in 1944. 

V: I am Verda DeGrove DeCoursey, born March 25, 1918. And we were married on Valentine's 
Day in 1942. 

So, you were drafted in 1944 so you had some time together then as a married couple before you 
received your draft notice? 

V: Well yes. I worked in Rock Island, Illinois. We were there for a year and a half and then we 
moved to Provo, Utah, and worked in the Geneva Steel Company for a while. That’s where we 
received the draft notice. 

What were your lines of work or your professions? 

W: I was a chemist at the Geneva Steel Company and Verda was an … 

V: Office worker. I worked in the controller’s office. 

That would appear to have been essential war industry or did that have anything to do with you 
being drafted? 

W: No, I had worked for a rubber company, made rubber foot wear in Rock Island, Illinois, and 
Verda worked for the J.I. Case Company in Rock Island. At that time I had only been working 
for a short time and for very, very low pay as far as I am concerned, even though I was a 
chemist. And so we went out to Idaho to visit my parents and where I lived, on the way back in 
Utah, I decided to look for another chemist position with some company near Salt Lake. And just 
on the spur of the moment we were able to find a job there with the Geneva Steel Company. 
That’s why we moved from Rock Island, Illinois, to Provo, Utah. 

Did you have certain religious convictions or philosophical convictions that led you to be subject 
to CO status? 

W: Both of us are members of the Church of the Brethren which is a historic peace church. And 
we are very strong on peace in our Church of the Brethren and that’s the main reason I was a 
member of Church of the Brethren from Idaho and Verda was from Iowa, also a Church of the 
Brethren member. 

W: We had some hesitation about work in Utah because they were making steel for the ships. 
And then it just happened that shortly after we left that they switched over to making it for 
munitions. And I don’t know whether we would have had to. I had not been given any 
deferment. I was not drafted either. I mean I was not called up even though I was not received 
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any deferment. But in Utah then, we had been almost a year and a half before they finally then 
drafted me. But we both have and still feel very strongly opposed to war and very much opposed 
to this war that just took place [the invasion of Iraq in March 2003] and we feel that we cannot 
take life at all anybody’s life for any reason what ever. 

The Church of the Brethren is fairly small as far as the larger denominations are concerned. But 
the churches are pretty much similar to Friends Church or Mennonites Church or other churches 
of that nature and, I would say, we’re not a very conservative stance.  

So what do you mean by conservative? 

W: Conservative churches are ones that are very strong on literal interpretation of the Bible and 
don’t believe in evolution and that sort of thing. And I am a scientist and very much opposed to 
the idea that some of the things that these conservative churches might talk about. 

What were your feelings when you received your notice that you were going to be drafted? 

W: Wead been expecting it of course for quite some time. And the draft board in Utah said “We 
Mormons do not have any conscientious objectors in our churches.” And so they asked me a lot 
of questions about it because they were not familiar with the attitude of a pacifist. And so I was 
kind of a only a few people in their in their draft board who had even mentioned such a thing. 
We were getting along fine with Mormons and certainly enjoyed their, some of their ideas. But 
they are not pacifist oriented at all. 

Was it a shock to you [Verda] to find out he had been drafted? 

V: Well, we got the letter actually and it came it came on his birthday as it happened. Oh, well, 
we had been expecting it.  

According to the record we have here, Waldport was your first choice.  

W: Very definitely because we were very familiar with the Church of the Brethren’s camps and 
what they stood for and some of the people who were going to these camps. And because 
Waldport was an experiment by our church in fostering the arts and artist and poets and so forth 
we chose that camp. We knew about a number of different camps and this is the one we 
definitely wanted to choose because of the emphasis on the fine arts. I am a tenor and have sung 
quite a lot. In Utah I was in a choir, a Mormon choir. I sang there but I’ve done a lot of solo work 
in churches. And my wife is very much interested in art and artists and likes to work with art so 
we were attracted to the camp at Waldport because of their emphasis on that. And I think that it 
was a very good experiment by the church to have a special emphasis for that particular camp.  

Stimulating is the best word. My first experience of getting aquatinted with Jehovah Witnesses 
was at the camp and a few other religious orientations. I would say it was very interesting getting 
aquatinted with the various artists that were there. William Everson was quite famous a little 
later on, quite a good poet. Well, I decided to give a concert there and had a pianist that was 
there did the piano work for me. I scheduled it just like you would if you were somewhere else. 
Another time they needed someone to help plan the religious services on Sunday so I did that for 
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a month or two. At the camp I worked as a cook in the kitchen, cooking vegetarian meals for the 
people who were vegetarians. 

Were you one yourself? 

V: Just towards the last. 

W: I cut trees for thirty days for the Forest Service, me and a friend of mine who’s name is 
Russell Eisenbise. We went to school together and also knew each other before we went there. 
Both of us worked together on this tree-cutting project for a full month. These trees were in a 
place they called a blow down. What they needed to do was to cut the trees that were still 
standing so that in the winter time they could burn that area so that the new trees could grow 
better. I assume that’s still policy but I am not sure. 

Did you get any instruction from the Forest Service to how to go about the work, how to hold the 
saw, the ax, and so forth? 

W: Of course, of course, yes. 

And did you have appropriate clothing, in particular did you have appropriate boots? 

W: Oh, caulk boots? Yes. They were supplied and we had a very good crew that kept the axes 
and saws sharp for us. While we were there at Camp 56 one of our men was hit by a falling snag. 
He was working on Cape Perpetua and that was where he got killed. And I don’t think I was 
working up there with them that day I was somewhere else. 

Verda, would you tell us something about your artistic endeavors there, what were you doing? 

V: I did some painting while I was there and I did lots of reading. I did get books. We did right 
down the books we wanted and they would get them through the public library system. I actually 
made some neckties and we sewed a bunch. Carol Weaver and Burnetta Eisenbise would tie fish 
flies. That’s something they could do in their home. I wasn’t too interested in that, partly 
because, I mean it just seemed kind of monotonous. Some other things we did we could do after 
work, we would go over and use the shop for some of the tools. They weren’t adverse to us 
doing that and we made some bowls. 

W: They had a darkroom and we learned to do quite a bit of enlarging and printing of pictures 
and like. 

V: I probably spent more time in the darkroom than about anything else. 

How did the wives survive out here? And it was obvious you got into crafts in order to support 
yourself. Did that do very well or did you also work at some other job? 

W: No, she didn’t work at anything else. We didn’t make much money nor have much money 
either. 
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V: I didn’t, no I didn’t. I didn’t go to Waldport, I mean I waited a month or two until he found 
this place, until it was the appropriate quitting time for the job I was in. And then I came and we 
had a very nice cabin because there was nothing between us and the ocean and it had a nice view, 
fireplace. The only trouble with it was it didn’t have a regular stove. I managed to eat breakfast, 
lunch there but we women all went over to the mess hall for supper for the evening meal, and 
that was good fellowship.  

So who provided your lodging? How did it get paid for? 

W: We rented the little cabin. It was Tilley the Whale Cabins right across the road. There were 
about three there where the big Tilley the Whale carcass was. 

V: There were about five or more cabins there, maybe six cabins. We had saved up some money 
from where we had been working in Utah and, well the cabin, it was real cheap. It seems like it 
was $15 or something like that. I can’t remember exactly. But it was very cheap and of course 
the meals when I’d eat over there I needed to pay for. But of course we didn’t pay for his.  

And did you have to pay for your supper? 

V: Yes, yes. 

In other words, it was not free. 

V: No, not to the wives. He took sort of a leave of absence or something and worked on a farm 
for a week and he got paid for that and got to keep it. Trouble is he lost his gold watch. Cost 
more than that what he brought in in a week. 

W: I don’t remember why I could leave the camp for a week but, this man lived on a farm that 
you had to go by boat to get to it and he needed help. I don’t know the reason that they let us do 
that. When I applied for detached service and went back to the University of Maryland to work 
in a research lab, and that was when they were closing the camps, my transfer came through to 
go to the University of Maryland. So that is where we went before we were discharged. [Before 
the war] I was a chemist and doing graduate work for my Ph.D. And they needed a person to 
work in the lab in the diary research lab in the University of Maryland. And so that particular 
position was open and so that was where I managed to go. I worked on the vitamin A deficiency 
in cows and calves that had ketosis. When I was discharged they wanted me to stay and offered 
me a salary, which I said I couldn’t accept; it wasn’t quite enough. We had debts to pay and so 
we left. But at the last minute they offered me the salary I told them I needed and, but it was too 
late we had already made up our minds to leave and so we left and we went back to Iowa State 
where I went ahead and got my Ph.D. later. After I got my Ph.D. I came back to McPherson 
College where we had graduated and became the chemistry professor here at the college where 
we still live close by. Was the chemistry professor for thirty-four years before I retired. 

Is there is anything that we didn’t ask you that you would like to share about your experience? 

V: Well, I’ll say one thing: if it weren’t that we had to be there it would have been a very nice 
year.  
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W: I gained a great appreciation for a variety of other religious orientations in the camp. 

V: This was the first time we lived near or made friends with black people probably too. I don’t 
think there were any in the college here when we came. And I know I grew up with out hardly 
seeing a black person. 

W: Our granddaughter went down to Georgia where they, she helped in the mass demonstration 
against the School of the Americas that our government runs down there. We don’t think they do 
that at all, they train terrorists and so forth. And so she is pretty much of an activist for women’s 
rights and for peace and so forth so she is carrying it on. 
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WARREN DOWNS 
 

May14, 2003 
 
Warren Downs was born in Salem, Oregon in 1925 to a physician father and a socialist mother. 
He was raised a Methodist. Mr. Downs was actively involved in the fine arts component of the 
camp as a cellist.  

________________________________________________________ 
 

I’m Warren Downs. I was a member of the CPS camp they called it Camp Angell back in 1943 
to 1946, although for about one summer I was up in Montana in Missoula in a CPS camp up 
there. I was born in Salem, Oregon in 1925. My parents were Dr. Chester Downs and my mother 
was Marion Eugenia Stowe-Downs. I grew up there in Salem, went to the high school. After 
graduating in high school in 1942, I went one year to Willamette University for the 1942-1943 
school year. In the fall of 1943 I was drafted as a CO, 4E they called it. We grew up in a 
Methodist church. I attended Sunday school there to some extent. Leslie Methodist it was called. 
It wasn’t a strong religious background. But that was it.  
 
Did you have any particular political beliefs that we should know about? 
 
Oh, I’m what you call a bleeding heart liberal. My mother was a socialist, a very fond or devoted 
follower of Norman Thomas, who was the perennial socialist candidate for president. Actually, 
I’m a Democrat and a bitter opponent of the present administration and what we are doing 
abroad. I think my mother was a pacifist which grew out of the 1920s and 1930s disillusionment 
with the First World War. So that was our background. My father was just almost too busy being 
a doctor to evince any overt political views. But he was a doctor in the First World War and was 
in England and then in a field hospital in France. He saw the bloody side of it. I guess he had a 
strong aversion to war too, although never saying “I’m a pacifist.” I kind of suspect, in part, he 
was. That’s our background.  
 
You are also a musician, correct?  
 
That’s right. I started cello from about the age of eight. I had a teacher that came down from the 
Portland Symphony. I played in the high school orchestra. Then, when I was in the CO camp, 
they had this organization. Well, it was not an organization as such. It sounds too organized. A 
group called the Fine Arts Group at Waldport. I met a violinist there and a couple of other 
musicians. But his name was Broadus Erle. He encouraged me to try to take up cello as a 
vocation. So that kind of focused me on taking up music as a career after that. I went to Oberlin 
Conservatory in Ohio. Then I graduated and got a job in the Denver Symphony for a couple of 
years. I then went to St. Louis in the symphony there for about three years. I eventually landed in 
the Cleveland Orchestra and was there for fifteen years. I left there in 1971 and came to Madison 
because I got interested in environmental matters. That was about a year after the first Earth Day. 
I thought well, I’ve been in an orchestra long enough. I know what this is all about. I want to try 
my hand at doing something for the environment. I thought I could write.  
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I came up here to Madison. I enrolled in the journalism school and got a Master’s degree, 
because I had enough credits. I took a few more credits to make up what was needed for the 
enrollment in the graduate program. I graduated about one and one-half years later with a 
Master’s degree in journalism and fell into a job on the campus with an organization called Sea 
Grant, like Land Grant. But this is a federally funded organization in campuses all over the 
country, coastal campuses, like Oregon, Alaska, the New England states, the Gulf States. The 
campuses have federally funded programs or Sea Grant programs. So, I became a writer at the 
University of Wisconsin’s Sea Grant program. That’s not exactly located near an ocean coast. 
But we call the Great Lakes the fifth coast of the United States. So, they did research on the 
Great Lakes. The fancy word for my career is a bifurcated career between music and writing. 
I’ve retired from that now. But I’ve kept up my cello. I’ve kept playing in the Madison 
Symphony as their principle cello for several years. I’ve just resigned this year from that 
orchestra. I just have teaching now to do. I’ve been playing chamber music too. So, I’ve given 
you my life history without you asking for it. 
 
You did an excellent job. In the meantime, we were anxious to get a line on how the fine arts 
group functioned. I know you gave camp concerts, but did the public attend your camp concerts?  
 
There were maybe, at the most, a handful of people from outside. I think I had a brother for one 
concert. I may have been involved just in one solo concert of my own. For that I had an aunt and 
another woman from Portland and my brother and maybe one or two other people like that. I 
think that there were some people that came down from the University of Oregon for a couple of 
these. There was a woman’s co-op from the University of Oregon that was interested in the camp 
and what was going on here. They came down to visit a couple of times. They might have been 
in the audience. I was involved in one recital with a pianist named Robert Scott. We played that 
one solo recital. Then I was involved in other performances with a quartet. We had not a string 
quartet, because the viola was a clarinetist named Adrian Wilson. I think we played, incidentally, 
in other recitals, vocal recitals and so on. I think I was involved, maybe in the course of about 
three years there, in about seven, eight or nine concerts.  
 
The first violinist in this quartet we had was a man named Broadus Erle. He was a recent 
graduate of Curtis Institute in Philadelphia. Had been a professional radio musician in one of the 
studios back in Philadelphia. Broadus Erle was an excellent violinist. He was really top notch. 
The rest of us were kind of, you know, lukewarm. I was amazed at the way he could sight read. 
He played beautifully. In 1946, he played in Portland. He played at the public library there in 
recital. He ended up his life at Yale as a professor of the violin there. But then I went to Oberlin.  
 
Let’s see. We had a couple of pianists, Tom Polkmueller as well as Bob Scott. Scott was the 
secretary and worked in the office. He was just not physically the kind that could cope with 
going out and chopping snags down and planting trees and so on. But he was a fine pianist. 
Adrian Wilson was a clarinetist. Bob Harvey was another violinist. He was a friend of Broadus 
Erle’s, but nowhere near as fine a violinist. But he was a nice guy. I think there might have been 
other people. There were a couple of singers. A guy named Snell. 
 
Did you ever give any concerts away from the camp? Did you go to schools or anything like 
that? 
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The only thing we did was once we went up to Linfield College. Broadus Erle and I helped out. 
Well, we were ringers we’d call us, in their school orchestra. Broadus played a Bach Double 
Concerto for violins with one of the students there. As far as concerts off campus, there was a 
jazz combo that went down to Yachats and played for some of their dances. There were a couple 
of local musicians down there needed a violinist and a clarinetist and so these guys went down 
and played a couple of times. It was about ten miles away from camp, I guess. 
 
I was going to ask what the community response was to their presence. Did you ever hear of any 
problems? 
 
There was a guy at Waldport, who was really vehement against the old Conchies, named Hall, 
Dave Hall. He was the editor or the head publisher of a newspaper there. See, we had about three 
or four wives that were just across the street. They didn’t have anywhere to go but to stay with 
their husbands because they had no support elsewhere. They came up here and I guess were 
supported somehow. He found out they were up there. He thought it was terrible and he wrote a 
diatribe. There was some story and I can’t remember the particulars. Somebody must have at one 
point given a mock Heil Hitler salute or something of the sort. The damn thing ended up in a 
radio broadcast by Walter Winchell, who just dead out said they should lock up these seditious 
people out there, the Conchies, in Oregon. Hall had been the one that kind of triggered 
Winchell’s attention to it. But otherwise, we got along pretty well with the people. There was a 
doctor that came out and was a very good-felt man. He came out once a week I think to inspect 
the short arms of the cooking crew. I forget his name. We got along alright. There weren’t many 
incidents that I can recall.  
 
While you were here, what work did you do for the Forest Service? 
 
Well, first of all I did tree planting most of the time. I also was cutting down snags.  
 
You went from here to Missoula, Montana. You were a smokejumper there, isn’t that right? 
 
Yes. 
 
Could you tell us your motives for doing that? 
 
Well, I think I wrote somewhere that it must be easier than learning to play the cello. There’s no 
safety factor built into it. We had like an emergency chute. I had a friend, Bill Laughlin was up 
there too. He had been there a couple of years before. He suggested that I might be interested in 
it. He kind of paved the way for me. I applied and I got in up there. I had been on the Forest 
Service lookout one summer there at Waldport. Before being drafted, in the summer of 1942, I 
was on a lookout in Eastern Oregon at the Ochoco Mountains.  
 
How many jumps did you make? 
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Oh, seven, eight practice jumps and seven fires. The first was in the Bitterroots. Then there was 
one up near Swan Lake. Swan Lake is parallel to the Flathead Lake. It’s in-between. We jumped 
in-between there.  
 
You mentioned a couple of times the impact of being in the camp had as far your vocation with 
the cello. What are some other impacts that your time here had on the rest of your life? 
 
We always felt that the CO camps were just one big bull session. There was lots of talk, lots of 
discussion, lots of probing of philosophies and views, opinions, ideals and so on. I think that 
made it far more educational, to put it kind of prosaically, than any other experience might have 
been. I learned a lot about people, all kinds of people. I learned about the Amish and the 
Brethren. I learned to greatly respect them. I learned about the Jehovah’s Witnesses, which were 
kind of a group by themselves. They could cuss and didn’t regard themselves as pacifists. But 
they were still very committed to their views and their so-called religion, I guess. They don’t call 
it a religion, I don’t think.  
 
And I learned about the more intellectual and more philosophical side of pacifism from people. 
Two of the people that were quite opposite I found really quite remarkable. One was Bill 
Everson, who was a kind of Lincolnesque- looking guy who headed up the poetry and the 
literature activities there. He’s the one that really brought up and organized the Fine Arts Group 
there. And the other person who stood apart was a religious man, a young man, named Colinda. 
Louie Colinda, I believe was his name. He was a fundamentalist and thoughtful. I thought those 
two were just wonderful contrasts. They both respected each other in a way. He never came 
really to our concerts or programs or recitations or whatever. But he was still a thoughtful and 
tolerant person in a way, even despite his strong fundamentalism.  
 
I learned a lot about falling trees and planting trees, I should say. I was fortunate in that most of 
those people there were far removed from their hometowns and their families. But being from 
Salem, I don’t know how I was lucky enough to end up so close there. It was a pretty nice 
arrangement for me because every month or so I could take a weekend off and get home. It was 
kind of hard on my family, though, because my mother died about a year and a half later. So it 
was kind of hard on my father. My brother started off applying for 4E, but then he really wasn’t 
committed to it. He joined the V8, it was either the V8 or V6 educational program of the Navy 
for training doctors. He was pre-med anyway. He went through the war by ending up at USC at 
the Medical College. He had to serve out his time, I think it was after the war. He was, for a year 
or two, he was a surgeon and doctor. For awhile he went on tour with a Navy boat out of 
Roanoke I think.  
 
Let’s see, any other influence. Well, I learned to appreciate co-ops from the University of 
Oregon. They were nice to come over and be company and visit us. I learned a lot about getting 
along with people. I would think in hitchhiking I only once was asked to leave the car on the way 
home. Otherwise, people were very nice. They were more curious than anything else.  
 
You might be interested to know about a certain amount of the social dynamics that the fine arts 
group had on the camp. That is there was a great deal of, not a great deal, there was some mild 
resistant of the group by the regular members, other members of the camp, because they thought 
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we got favorable jobs and more advantages somehow than they did. I think the guys in the group 
wanted to take camp jobs rather than go out in the field. For instance, the violinist Broadus Erle, 
it would just ruin him if he had to work his hands, if I might say so, on trees. He generally 
worked in the kitchen as much as he could. One time I got the job of night watchman, which is 
better than working out in the field. But there were attempts, however, to keep good relations 
between the men and the others of the group. But, I think it was also a desire to, perhaps, foster 
something. Maybe it was to get people who could do something constructive in the camps. 
Maybe the church thought that there could be some outlet for everybody in the group if they had 
things to offer besides just Forest Service work. So, they thought it might be good for morale if 
these people who have these special interests could get together. One of the leading members of 
the Brethren Church came to be an advocate of this.  
 
I don’t know that the Forest Service entirely welcomed it, but they more or less tolerated it. In 
fact, one time, the head of the Forest Service workers (I forgot his name) came to one of the 
plays and was pleased. His wife had moved away for awhile for, I guess, a family matter. So he 
was kind of lonely. He came to the play. He was kind of impressed. It made a difference. It made 
relations a little bit better. 
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VALDIMIR DUPRE 
 
May 16, 2003 
 
Valdimir Dupre was a philosophical objector from Ohio who participant in the Fine Arts 
Program. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was born in Czechoslovakia, of American parents. My parents were there after World War I, 
doing reconstruction work. My parents were very socially conscious, and wanted to contribute to 
society in a variety of ways. My father was a history professor. I followed in his footsteps by 
being an academician myself although I chose psychology rather than history. My mother came 
from a traditional WASP family. Her father was a Methodist minister and a Methodist bishop. So 
they represented a more conservative point of view, although she shared much of my father’s 
more radical beliefs. I had a younger brother, three years younger than I, who was killed in the 
Philippines during World War II. He was in the medical corps. He chose a noncombatant service 
rather than the CO position that I chose.  

My father had pacifist and socialist beliefs as did my mother. I was exposed to those very early 
on and I think that was probably the largest influence on my beliefs. As a result of their activities 
I grew up with other people of similar thought and it seemed natural enough for me to take those 
ideas and pursue them myself. I was not a member of a religious pacifist church and I was not 
particularly religious in the traditional sense. My pacifism was largely philosophic and political 
rather than of some religious or at least church origin. I certainly had religious beliefs that 
supported the pacifism but not within a church structure. I had some difficulty getting my 
classification because of that and had to appeal to the state appeals board and then that was 
denied and then had to be appealed to the federal appeals board before I was granted the CO 
classification. I think that was largely because I was not in the traditional mode of the religious 
COs. I appealed to the Presidential board. That took probably two years. The FBI did an 
investigation and all that sort of thing. It took a long time for them to assess whether I was being 
sincere or I was faking it. During the appeal they allowed me to complete my college education, 
which certainly made it easier. 

When finally assigned to CPS, I got on a bus and went. I had been anticipating it for some time. 
I’d been working in New York City with a pacifist organization called The Fellowship of 
Reconciliation and so I went home to Lexington, Kentucky, and packed up a bag and went off to 
Bedford, Virginia. 

I don’t remember much about Bedford. It wasn’t very pleasant. It was off in the wilderness. I 
didn’t like living in barracks and that sort of thing so it was a bit of a culture shock for me. We 
did work on the skyline drive, which goes down the Blue Ridge Mountains parkway. It was kind 
of boring work and there wasn’t much activity in the camp to stimulate my interests. There were 
some good people there, I enjoyed that. But I was only there probably six weeks or so before I 
transferred to Waldport. I was eager to get out of that camp and it sounded like the Waldport arts 
program would be a more stimulating group of people to be associated with. My fiancé was an 
actor and was much associated with the theater world, so I thought going there would be in 
keeping with her interests as well as mine. 
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So how did you get from Virginia to Oregon? 

By train. I recall going from Chicago to Portland, Oregon, which took two days, two nights, and 
the train was packed. I was in a car that was probably built in 1890. The only heat in the car was 
a coal stove at one end and the people at the end with the coal stove suffocated or were 
extremely hot and those at the other end – it was in the middle of winter – and those at the other 
end froze. So we worked out a way for people to shift back and forth so that it would be more 
comfortable for everybody. And of course we slept in these coach seats. We slept sitting up and I 
guess one of the ways I got through that was keeping a constant supply of beer coming. I think 
many joined in. They were military men, families, the whole assortment, but no other COs. I was 
just traveling independently. So it was a kind of memorable trip, but nothing very comfortable. I 
talked with them and on that particular trip, or most other trips when I was talking with military 
personnel at least, I was fortunate to run into people who either just sort of ignored the situation 
or said they felt I was entitled to my belief and were pretty accepting of it. 

In Waldport I started out in outdoor work and then they asked for a volunteer for cook duty and I 
volunteered for that. I got tired of being outside and wet and I’d never cooked before in my life. 
But then they needed someone to takeover the administrative work for the fine arts program so I 
was selected to do that.  

Were you doing fine arts activities in your off time when you were working out of doors? 

Yes, I worked on the press, hand type press with William Everson and William Eshelman and 
others. That was my major activity with that. I wasn’t talented in the arts, so I didn’t have any 
skills that I could use that way. My wife acted in the plays but I didn’t do that either. 

We all rented cottages across the main highway there. The tourist cabins were obviously empty 
because of the war and we rented those. Those of us who were married actually lived over there. 
We ate in the mess hall. [The cabins] were sort of wood structure; simple, old style, 1930s, 40s 
tourist cabins clustered together. We had it very nice when we first started out. The Jenny Rend, 
it was really nice. It was more of a regular house that had a very nice living room. We had a 
kitchen and a bath. It was pretty well appointed, but then we ran out of money so we went to the 
smaller, more primitive cabin. 

COs had to pay [for CPS]. We had to pay a monthly fee to be there, so my wife worked. She 
worked in various jobs. She worked in Newport for a while. She waited tables in a restaurant 
there and also worked as an orderly in the hospital and then she would go to Portland and work 
in a restaurant there called the Oregon Oyster Company. She’d work two or three weeks and then 
she’d come back and we’d live off that for a couple months and then she’d go back and work 
again. She made so much in tips that it was more lucrative than these other jobs. She’d usually 
have to hitchhike to work because we didn’t have cars. I guess she used to hitchhike to Portland 
as well as to Newport. 

The people who were in the arts program, lived in one bunkhouse with a group of Jehovah’s 
Witnesses. It was kind of divided about half and half. We lived in one section. Well, of course 
you go to work, and then after dinner in the free time we would have poetry readings or listen to 
music either by recording or people who were there who had musical instruments, piano or 
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whatever. We did have a couple of good violinists so they would play and we often would go 
across into one of the cabins and listen to music. People would be working at the press, printing 
the "Untide" publications. There was also a crafts room where people would do pottery or 
various kinds of crafts: painting, drawing. People would have their own studios or even in their 
homes. People would do painting there. Then of course there was the theater group that would be 
rehearsing plays and producing plays and then the artists would have concerts. So it was a busy 
time. Evenings were full of all kinds of activities of that kind, and with discussions about art, 
politics, so on and so forth. But the art group more or less clustered together around those 
activities. Others were welcome. Some of them, non-art people, participated and many others did 
not.  

Was there any dissention then in the camp between the arts people and the non-arts people? 

Yes, yes there was. Some of the more traditional church Brethren, or Jehovah’s – well, we got 
along pretty well with the Jehovah’s Witnesses group. We were quite accepting of each other. 
They were mostly from eastern Oregon, cowboy background, kind of lusty guys that we enjoyed 
being with. Many of the other COs were critical of our style of life. We would have parties and 
we would drink and sometimes get drunk. They didn’t like that and they didn’t like our so-called 
party attitudes. It wasn’t anything violent. It was more just disapproval, and dissention of that 
kind and criticism. They felt we were just "sinners." Probably there were some affairs that 
developed that caused difficulties among the art group as well. We certainly would not be 
considered very appropriate by those that had more conservative religious beliefs.  

How did the fine arts program get along with the Brethren administration? 

Well, I think we did very well. They were pleased with the way we were running things, with our 
creativity, with our vitality and that it was a very productive group of artists. They were, I think, 
impressed with the quality of what was being done. They set that up as a program to occupy 
people in their free time.  

I think the Fine Arts group’s reputation probably has increased in later years actually more so 
but, at the time it was considered a success. Because there were radical people in the fine arts 
group, there were conflicts around some of the fine arts people that got involved in work 
slowdowns, protests against various things that were going on that they disapproved of, and there 
were issues around that. There were some men that went AWOL. I remember there were several 
fine arts people who were involved in slow downs. At the same time, some of the more 
traditional COs, Brethren and so on, were working double shifts to compensate for those that 
were working slower and so that added somewhat to the tension inside the camp. The camp had a 
director who was part of the Brethren church structure who worked to run the camp and then 
there was the Forest Service who organized the work. I think the Forest service and the fine arts 
group had more conflict than did the Brethren administration and the fine arts group because the 
Forest Service couldn’t understand us queer guys. 

About the protests and work slowdowns, I can't recall the exact issues around which those 
occurred. I do recall there was disapproval by the Forest Service that we would call into question 
their judgments, their policies, the way they did things, and if we didn't like it enough we would 
protest in one way or another. So there was a kind of running battle about that. 
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I wanted to ask you about artist Morris Graves. What was his role? 

Well, he didn’t have a role. I don’t know how he happened to come there. He appeared and had 
created a camp a quarter mile away on the beach. Built a lean to and was over there painting. We 
got acquainted with him. He was a fine artist, and I recall many nights being over there at his 
lean-to, staying up all hours of the night talking about art and philosophy. It was very exciting to 
have him there. He stayed maybe four or five months. I always regretted not trying to buy one of 
his paintings at that time. But I didn’t have any money anyway. He added a great deal. He was 
something of a mystic and an aesthete. He lived very simply and wasn’t real sociable with others, 
didn’t come over to camp. He liked to stay by himself, but he was always happy to have some of 
us come over there and spend time with him. He was particularly fond of William Everson and 
one of our artists, Clayton James. He and his wife both were artists and also somewhat mystical 
and they hit it off with Morris Graves particularly. Actually, I think they went up to Anacortes in 
Washington after service, in the area Morris Graves lived. 

You said that your wife was involved in the acting of some of the plays. Does that mean that she 
was at the camp in the evening doing the rehearsing? 

Yes. There were quite a few women around, wives and also single women. But yes, there were a 
group of probably five or six and they were either participating like Joyce Wilson. Initially Joyce 
Harvey, then became Joyce Wilson, was very much active in the theater.  

How did you decide what kind of plays you were going to put on? 

Well those who had done directing like, Eshelman, or Kermit Sheets, or Dave Jackson and then 
these guys from Hedgerow. They would select plays they would like to direct and they would 
decide. There wasn’t any formal structure to do that. We just let people decide what they wanted 
to do and what they wanted to create. 

Did you ever feel you had to censor yourselves, considering that you were surrounded by pretty 
religious people? 

No. No, I don’t think so.When you went into town you always had the feeling that they were 
saying, “well, they're those people and they aren’t supporting the war,” and things of that kind. 
So you’d feel watched and disliked, but there wasn’t overt conflict. But the only personal 
difficulty that we had was my wife had gone to Newport to apply for a teaching job. They were 
desperate for teachers, and she was in an interview with the principal. It was going well. He 
seemed very pleased with her background. She had been an English major in college. So he was 
asking where she came from, and she said she was married to a CO down in Waldport, and he 
immediately shifted his tone and told her he would not have anyone associated with that group 
teaching in his school and he recommended she divorce me immediately. So that ended that. She 
got these other jobs elsewhere, and they knew where she came from. But she was out more in the 
public than I was. But by and large things were peaceful. We knew very well that people were 
not happy to have us there and disapproved of what our beliefs were. But it wasn’t a big issue. 

When you look back on that whole experience now being a CO, would you have done it again, 
and have you kept the same beliefs throughout your life? 
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Oh, I have no regrets about that. My beliefs have stayed somewhat the same, though I believe 
I’m not as naive as I was then. I have a more realistic picture of what the world is like. It hasn’t 
changed my central belief in the pacifist position but I have probably modified. You know when 
you’re in your early twenties like I was, you’re pretty certain you have the answers to everything 
and know what was right and wrong. I think I’m much less arrogant about that and much more 
aware of the complexities of the social-political world in which we live, in an international 
world. I think if I were put in the same position I would. I certainly disapprove of some of the 
policies of the Bush administration . . . well, I disapprove of all of the policies of the Bush 
administration when it comes down to it. But, I think there has been some shift and some 
learning on my part but not the hardcore of my beliefs. 

As you can probably tell it was a significant part of my life and the fact that I can actually 
remember it as well as I do, so I’ve kept in touch with all of them in various ways. Going out to 
California to visit Everson, kept up with him and Kermit, and Eshelman, Kemper. Yes, that 
group means a lot to me even now, though there aren’t many of us alive. 

That experience shaped a lot of my interests and sensibilities. As I say, prior to being there I had 
not been exposed to the art world, and that has led me to be much more interested in that at least 
vocationally. Also I think it shifted my career into psychology rather than history, so it was a 
shaping experience for both of us. I was sorry my wife didn’t continue her career in the theater 
but I guess having six children is a bit of a detour.  

I think the vivid memories relate to just the excitement of being in the presence of creative 
people. The intensity of just some of the excitement of the stimulation of the conversations we 
would have late at night. As I say, sometimes under the influence of alcohol, but still very 
exciting and we’d have Broadus Erle. He was just a spectacular violinist who became 
concertmaster for the Tokyo symphony and taught at Yale. So we would have parties at his 
house. They would play anagram games with a twelve- letter limit, and a minimum limit. Things 
like that where you’d have to really stretch you mind and be exposed to such richly talented 
people, in many ways much more so than myself. That was exciting. And being on the coast 
there I love the sound of the surf and for part of the time I was there I was night watchman. Just 
those quiet nights going around camp doing my chores, lighting fires and that kind of thing. 
Hearing the beat of that surf still sort of sends chills through me, and we loved to play on the 
beach. Just play and run, and swim in the water. Things like that were just exhilarating and make 
great memories of that time with people you’ve grown to love and care about. 
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RUSSELL EISENBISE 

 
May 14, 2003 
 
Mr. Eisenbise was born into a Church of the Brethren farming family in northwestern Kansas in 
1921. Waldport, where he felled snags, was the first camp he attended, beginning in October of 
1944 and staying for about six months.  

 ________________________________________________________ 
 
I was born in the northwest corner of Kansas, May 29, 1921, on a farm. 
 
Now you went to the Waldport Camp first, is that correct? 
 
That’s right. I was there I guess about six months. Something like that.  
 
So you got there during the rainy season, I’ll bet. 
 
Yes we had a lot of rain. I was assigned to the felling crew and the Forest Service furnished us 
with tin coats and pants. The ranger told us that we’d go out everyday and work, which we did. 
But whenever the water would start soaking through our clothes why he’d say, “Well, it’s time to 
go in.” A lot of time we’d get in maybe about three o’clock or four, something like that. 
 
Your supervisor, he was with the Forest Service. How was the relationship there?  
 
Very good. The ranger was Richardson. He was very sympathetic. Well, those of us on the 
felling crew kind of figured that we were the elite out of the bunch. We cut snags and then there 
was a big blow down area on top of the hill. We finished cutting those trees down then they 
burned it out and replanted it. We always felt that we got the best supervisor, that kind of thing. I 
suppose it was an ego boost to think that we were the best of the bunch. 
 
Was that because that job was more dangerous than the planting? 
 
It was, yes. 
 
Did you feel that you were doing something of value? 
 
Yes we did. In addition to that we enjoyed what we were doing. 
 
Is that the work you did the entire six months you were there? 
 
That was mostly it. I was sent up to Hebo to a side camp. I guess I was up there two weeks only 
and did electrical rewiring. I rewired a number of the barracks and warehouse at the Ranger 
Station up there. 
 
How old were you when you went to the camp? 
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Twenty-four. 
 
Did you have your particular group of friends that you enjoyed and were like-thinkers? 
 
Yes. Primarily it seemed like those of us on the felling crew established a comradely that didn’t 
exist in some other areas. 
 
[Mr. Eisenbise's wife was at camp with him.] Did you live with your wife in the cabin and eat 
with her? 
 
Well, the women would come and eat in the camp in the evenings. I stayed in the barracks most 
of the week and would spend the weekends with her. That created some problems with some of 
the Brethren’s supervisors, as well as some of the military. Like I say, it was kind of a rebellious 
bunch to start with. They weren’t really very eager to conform to all the military regulations that 
we were supposed to conform to.  
 
So, what were the conflicts? 
 
Well, this was one of them. When they closed Camp Kane in Pennsylvania and sent, oh I don’t 
know, about a half a dozen of the Kane- ites out there. One of them didn’t want to come at all and 
he refused to work. He’d get up in the morning, eat breakfast, go out on project and just sit and 
do nothing. That kind of thing created trouble. 
 
Kemper Nomland?  
 
Yes, that was the guy. The Forest Service probably got so that they wouldn’t even accept him on 
project. I think he ultimately was just packed off to government camp some place. We were sent 
up to I believe a place called Mary’s Peak. There was had been a big storm and a lot of trees 
were down over the power lines and phone lines. They sent us up there to clear the lines so the 
phone companies and power companies could rebuild their lines. We were coming back from 
that and the truck driver had miscalculated how much gas he had. We run out of gas about a half 
mile from the top of the hill. We knew if we got to the top of the hill we could coast to a gas 
station. Well, there was fifteen or twenty of us, so we pushed the truck except for this guy that 
wouldn’t work. He wouldn’t even get out of the truck. We pushed him too. I guess that was, 
ideally, showing the other cheek. 
 
Some people had a religious reason for being a CO and others were more philosophical. 
 
Yes. There were political objectors there. Then we had a whole range of political beliefs. The 
first night that I was in camp they had a fire in the dining hall. They blamed the night watchman 
for that. I was put on night watch for I guess maybe the first week I was there. I know that one 
night I was going through the barracks about ten o’clock and there was two fellows arguing on 
some chapter in the Book of Revelations where it talks about, I think, a red horse. There was 
some fellow that was arguing that if you had a correct translation it was not a red horse, it was a 
green horse. When I went through at three o’clock in the morning, they were still arguing 
whether it was a red or a green horse. That gives you an idea of the difference of opinion. Then 
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one of these fine artists, in his barracks he had painted a full sized female nude, which he had 
attached to his wall. Somebody came along one night with a red paint brush and painted panties 
and brassiere on it. That created excitement for awhile. But there was that kind of thing almost 
continuously. One fellow on our felling crew that, I forget what day of the week, but he would 
fast the whole day. When we’d build around the fire to eat our lunch, why he’d take his Bible 
and go sit on the stump and read. And then he’d go back to work with us. But he was a very nice 
fellow. I really appreciated him. I guess that the variety is what made it exciting and kept it from 
being dull.  
 
How was the morale in your tree fallers? 
 
I think it was good. We all seemed to enjoy it and were willing to put in a days work. I think it 
was very good. A numbers of times we’d get up and go out and get out there. The wind was 
blowing and the rangers would say, “Well, if the wind doesn’t go down we can’t cut today.” So 
we’d build a fire and make a pot of coffee and sit around and talk a while. If the wind didn’t go 
down we’d go back in. 
 
How did you get to be a tree feller?  
 
I don’t know. Some of us were willing to put in a days work and some of them weren’t. It kind 
of seemed like the fellas that were willing to work kind of ended up on the tree felling crew. I 
guess there was about six pairs, so about a dozen fellows I guess on that crew. I don’t really 
know how we got there for sure. Maybe they asked us to volunteer, I don’t know.  
 
All and all do you feel that your experience there was a pretty positive experience? 
 
From my point of view, yes. I still think it was a good experience. I have taken all of my family 
out there. We’ve gone up some of the trails. 
 
How does that feel? 
 
Good. I wasn’t back for about twenty to twenty-five years. Since then I have been back four, 
five, six times. I really fell in love with the Oregon Coast.  
 
Do you have any more stories from Waldport? 
 
I remember one time when we were cutting trees up in this blow down. They had left the trees to 
reseed down the slope. Then they got a storm and many of the trees were blown over. They had 
us go up and cut the rest of them down so they could burn it out. A lot of times we would go out 
to the tree that we were supposed to cut on and we’d walk out on the trees that were already 
down. There was an awful lot of blackberries and underbrush and so on and so forth. This Wes 
Decorsey and I were taking a big fir down. We put our springboards in and were cutting on it. 
When they got ready to chop it, the Forest Service had prescribed how we were to step back a 
certain area, yell timber, and let them go. So we did that. The tree went down. I looked around 
and no Wes. He wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Come to discover that we really didn’t know how 
far off of the ground we were. When he stepped back off of his springboard, he dropped about 
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eight feet, right down through the blackberries. We had walked in on top of a tree. When I 
stepped off, I stepped back on this tree. He dropped down into the blackberries.  
 
Did he have trouble getting out of there?  
 
Well, after we got through laughing about it, he climbed back out alright. 
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WILLIAM ESHELMAN 

The excerpt from which this interview comes was conducted by the Oregon Historical Society. 
William Eshelman was deeply involved in the Fine Arts Program at Waldport. 

________________________________________________________ 

My father was born into a very small sect called Brethren in Christ, which is related to Amish 
and Mennonites. Anything I got from him would be by osmosis, because he never said anything 
about it. My mother, who was a Disciples of Christ lady, was the superintendent of the Sunday 
school in Whittier, California, when we moved to California. And she sort of would urge me in 
that direction from time to time, although Disciples of Christ is not a historic peace church. But 
her feelings were in that direction. She would express the qualities of gentleness and nonviolence 
and so on in various ways. My father expressed it in the fact that only once in our lifetime did he 
ever spank any child. My younger brother and I were once so outrageous in his mind that he 
gave us a spanking. Otherwise, it was always harmony and goodwill in the family. Now, he had 
reason not to go along with the church’s teaching, because they, in effect, ostracized him because 
he married the Disciples of Christ woman. First person in the Eshelman family to marry outside 
the church. But anyhow, he did live the kind of life that most of them would have approved of, I 
think.  

But the real happening occurred in Chapman College. Chapman College was a Disciples of 
Christ college in Hollywood, now in Orange, California. I went there on a church scholarship. 
That was probably the only way that I could have managed it, because the family had very little 
resources. At Chapman College was a man named Paul Delp and he taught philosophy and 
psychology. The college was so small that the faculty taught in more than one category and he 
taught both psychology and philosophy. And Paul was a pacifist. In bull sessions and talks after 
class with him, my whole group of fellow students became convinced that pacifism was the thing 
that we wanted to do. And, of course, during that period just before the war, there was a lot of 
pacifist movement in the country, you may remember. You know, there was a lot of that, so it 
wasn’t quite as outrageous as it might have been in other days, like during the Vietnam era. But 
anyway, Paul was very persuasive and we would argue with him but we began to believe that 
that was what we wanted to adopt for our life.  

As it turned out, only two of us ever went to CO camps. The rest, ultimately, went into the Army 
or the Air Force, or something. And a couple were, of course, excused on physical grounds. They 
didn’t pass the test. But it really sort of, I sort of got that fixed in mind during the college days. 
When I got a letter from the draft board in Hollywood – very strange situation – I told them I was 
a CO, not in person, but on the registration papers. But they sent me to have a physical anyway, 
and they insisted that I should go into the Army, 1A. I said that I wouldn’t do that. And I didn’t 
hear from them for a year. By the time I heard from them, they had forgotten or their records 
didn’t show that I wanted to be a CO. So, I wrote to them and told them again. And my answer 
was another postcard saying we have classified you 1A. So I wrote again and said, no, no, no, I 
am a conscientious objector. So, unlike a lot of draft boards, they didn’t call me in. A lot of draft 
boards would call in people and interview them. They didn’t do it. By that time, I was living in 
Whittier and they were in Hollywood. They didn’t call me in. I just got another postcard saying 
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you will report to Waldport, Oregon, Camp 56, in five days. And the next day, I got a bus ticket 
to take me there. 

 The work at Waldport was, there were four categories really: tree planting; snag reduction; road 
building; and fire fighting. I drew duty on the tree planting crew. We worked eight and one-half 
hours a day, six days a week. We had to get on the truck at 7:30, so we’d get up and have 
breakfast and get on the truck at 7:30 and go out to the area to be planted. And we each had a 
hoe, a tree-planting hoe. It has a long, long blade, much longer than most hoes. We had a bag full 
of seedlings, probably two or three years old, something like that. And we were assigned to rows 
and planted trees. And you plant them by digging the hoe in, pulling up on the handle, which 
forms a V-slot, dropping in the seedling, pulling the hoe back and tamping it down, going onto 
the next tree. Very hard on the back [laughs].  

Some of the men were, of course, farm boys. The Brethren are generally, or frequently farmers. 
And, of course, they were whizzes at this. They could plant 100, 200 trees an hour. But most of 
us were much slower than that. An amusing incident was when we went out to plant one day. 
This was the called the Blodgett Tract. That was what the Forest Service designated it. We went 
out one day to the tract to plant and some of the men had been there, realized they had planted 
that last season. "We just planted this, what are we doing?" And the Forest Service guy sort of 
sheepishly said, "Well, we made a mistake. What you planted last year won’t grow on this side 
of the hill." After we planted, we thought that’s a little suspicious as an excuse. You know, we 
thought, well, they didn’t have anything ready for us to plant, so they let us replant one. They 
didn’t really need it. That was our suspicion. And most of us just grumbled and went back to 
work, planted it. But Jim Gallighan, who was one of the best planters, he had been a welder and 
he was older than most of us, he planted his row with the roots in the air. And, of course, there 
was guys that went crazy, and they yelled. They weren’t too hard on Gallighan because, after all, 
he was one of the best planters. And I don’t know what, he probably lost two days furlough or 
something for it. They were just astounded at this protest and the form of the protest. And, of 
course, we were all amused.  

Then I did snag reduction. That is felling a dead tree so that it won’t fall and hurt live trees. You 
have to fell them so they’ll fall in the right place. The Forest Service knew that we city-types 
wouldn’t be any good at that, so they always paired us with a good farm boy. We would go out 
and the farm kid would be able to be instructed by the Forest Service people how to decide 
where the tree was going to fall. And so, this guy that was my partner and I, we had a twelve-
foot saw. And we would saw the notch, we’d saw off one cut about half way through and then he 
would cut the notch with an axe and I’ve never been able to do that [laughs]. And then we’d do 
the other saw cut, the back cut, until the tree started to fall. And when the tree began to speak, we 
yelled, “Timber.” And other crews around would know to get out of the way. Even as it was, two 
men were killed by falling trees at Waldport.  

And in terms of the event, how did people respond? 

They were very, very upset and very critical of the Forest Service for allowing it to happen. I 
think the Forest Service, the inspectors, did come out both times.  

Did they have a memorial service? 
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We did, yes, in camp. And one of them, George Morland, his wife was living across the road in 
one of those little cottages. Several wives lived up in the cottages. It was terrible for her because 
she was almost on the scene, not quite. And the other man, I don’t remember his name, but we 
had services both times, I remember. It was all very devastating. I suppose they kind of delayed 
the snag reduction program for awhile.  

What kind of concern for your well-being did your supervisors and your overseers have and 
generally, what were relations like with the people who were overseeing you in the work and the 
camp?  

Well, just as supervisors in tree planting and snag reductions and stuff like that, some of the 
Forest Service guys we liked and some of them we didn’t like, you know. But, in general, they 
weren’t awful. Some of them we thought made unreasonable requests. There wasn’t much 
friction on that score. We did finally form a worker’s committee that met with the Forest Service 
superintendent and the director of the camp. The director of the camp was also an internee, so he 
was a representative of the Brethren Church, but he had also been drafted. And we had a 
worker’s committee, which discussed various things.  

Any of the Forest Service people show a political attitude? A resentment perhaps towards you as 
COs? 

Well, most of them were a little unhappy at having this kind of work crew to deal with, and some 
of them resented our stand, thought we should be in the Army. But it didn’t show a lot. I mean, 
they weren’t vindictive, for example, enforcing the rules generally. Selective Service itself was 
vindictive a lot of times. They would transfer people. They would do things that we didn’t like. 
But the Forest Service wasn’t quite so bad on that score. And we had several directors that the 
Forest Service sent out. As I remember, they did their job, you know. 

You’ve mentioned an education program.  

Yes. The Brethren Church, surprisingly, was more active in educational programs. These are 
after-hours programs, of course, after you do your work. But the Brethren were much more 
active in this than the Quakers. We were sorry we were in the Brethren camp. And it turns out 
that that was not right. The Brethren camps were much more receptive. They had a school of 
pacifist living at Cascade Locks. They had other schools like that, you know, and would bring in 
speakers and have classes and this kind of thing. There were five or six of the Brethren schools. 
Now, the educational program when I got there was probably typical of most camps. There was a 
small library. There was a chapel, which was used for anything else, play readings or anything 
you wanted to do. There was a recreation hall. The education director, who was also an internee, 
as far as I know, didn’t conduct much of a program. But that may be wrong because soon after I 
got there, Bill Everson, the poet, had begun his campaign to get the fine arts school started.  

He was an ideal person. First, he was not a college graduate, he was a poet. He had determined to 
be a poet and dropped out of college. He had a vineyard of his own that he bought after many 
years of working in Libby’s cannery in Selma, California. And he had spent some time in the 
Civilian Conservation Corp camps. So, he was a man of the soil and that was ideal because the 
Brethren farming boys would respect him, and did, even though they knew he wasn’t religious in 
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their sense. He was really the perfect person. And his idea was not to have classes, not to have 
speakers at all. The idea was get some artists together and let them interact. And so, he drafted a 
proposal to this effect and it was sent to all the camps inviting them to transfer. When I got there, 
this prospectus was about ready to get it in final form. I helped get it in final form and helped 
mail it out. So, I was in on the beginning of the school, which the Brethren insisted on calling a 
school for a long time. But it wasn’t really a school. Their other ventures were schools in the 
more traditional sense. Quite a number of people did transfer from the other camps. I was drafted 
in December of 1943. And the prospectus was going out then, soon after then. I’m not sure 
exactly when we got them in the mail, but they went out and a lot of people did transfer.  

The core group at Waldport was made up of Everson, a poet named Glen Coffield. Glen Coffield 
is interesting because he spent his life in Oregon, mostly in Eagle Creek. He never left Oregon. 
He was born in Missouri. And to give you an idea about Glen, he was assigned to a camp in 
Arkansas. He lived in Missouri. He refused to use the government bus ticket. He walked to 
camp. He got there a week, ten days late, but that was the sort of person he was. The most 
independent person I’ve ever met. His collection in Eugene, well just the list of folders in his 
collection is 60 pages long: papers, poems, publications. He would found a new magazine every 
month. He once founded a magazine, which he hoped to become a daily poetry magazine. So he 
is really an incredible figure. He was there the first months that I was there. And then he got 
upset with one of the other members in the group and transferred to Cascade Locks. So, he spent 
a lot of his time at the Locks. But he would write thirty, forty, fifty poems a day. I went into his 
room one time at Cascade Locks and his bunk was here and the wall was three feet over there 
and between the bunk and the wall was level full of crumpled, rejected poems [laughs]. He just 
wrote all the time. He was an incredible person.  

How many people are in the camp at this time? 

It does change because every fire season the Forest Service asks Selective Service to send them 
some more men. So, they would send them from other camps to Waldport and to Cascade Locks 
for fire fighting and to the California camps too. At the time when I got there, I think there were 
130 in the camp. It did vary though with different waves that the Forest Service requested. They 
would send people in, some people would transfer out. One of our good fine arts people, a cellist, 
decided that he would be a fire lookout. So, he spent his entire time –he was all alone out in the 
forest watching for fires in the tower. And they would bring him food. And then he decided that 
he was so intent on fighting fires that he joined the smoke jumpers which was the group in a 
Mennonite camp in Montana and they trained to parachute down into the parts of the fire that 
you couldn’t reach otherwise. Warren Downs did that for awhile, along with, there were about 
200 who were smokejumpers, I think. And so that was something different. 

Did you fight fire? What was that like? 

Terrible. I mean, in one way, it’s scary because the wind changes and you have to get out of 
there, you know. The Forest Service gave us special boots, cork boots, which had spikes in the 
sole so you could run on tree trunks. You’d run on the trunks faster than running on the ground. 
We jumped from trunk to trunk going down the hillside, getting out of the way of the fire. The 
good thing about fire fighting was the food was terrific. The Forest Service took care of its 
firefighters – steak, everything you couldn’t get in camp. In camp all we got was pork because 
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we had a little farm at the back of the camp and we had pigs, so we got a lot of pork and a lot of 
vegetables and very little else.  

I wanted to resume with the development and the progress of the arts project. The call had gone 
out, and what kind of response was there? How did the thing proceed? 

Well, since the group never got larger than about thirty, you can see that we didn’t get very many 
transfers, but the transfers we got were remarkable, as it turned out. In their later careers, they 
were achievers and it was quite surprising. The programs that we put on were music, drama and 
then we did the magazines and little books of poetry in the print shop, which we put together. 
The music program had been started before the fine arts group happened by Bob Scott, who was 
a pianist, incredibly trained pianist. He could play at sight anything you put before him, 
anything, Beethoven, Bartok, it didn’t matter. Played at sight, never seen it before. He had 
started a series of record concerts and then when Warren Downs arrived in camp, who was a 
Salem boy, when Warren arrived in camp, he was a very fine young cellist. Very young, but very 
good cellist and he and Bob began to put on recitals. Then when Bob Harvey and Broadus Erle 
transferred in, we had even more musicians. Harvey played the violin and Erle was a very, well 
he was a child protégé, Erle. And Erle’s wife, Hildegard, came with him and she was an 
accomplished pianist. So what we had were two violinists, two pianists, a cellist, no vio la. The 
nearest viola was in Cascade Locks and we tried to get him to transfer down, but he wouldn’t 
transfer. I don’t really know why he wouldn’t transfer but he didn’t want to transfer. It would 
have been great. He did come down once, but that program as I remember it was not a quartet 
because they didn’t have time to work together as a quartet. It was just a program of him 
performing. So the music program grew and grew once all the men transferred in.  

The drama program was, let’s see, almost completely – am I right in this? I was going to say 
almost completely transfers. Let’s see, Jackson transferred in, Gisterack transferred in, Sheets 
was at Cascade Locks, but he came down. So, Sheets may have been the first part of the drama. 
But anyway, several of them were transfers. And Bob Harvey’s wife, Joyce, wanted to be an 
actress and turned out to be a very fine actress. So, the drama group began to work. And even 
before these transfers, we did a little bit. There was a novelist, a would-be novelist, Jim Harmon, 
and this man Hackett (I’ve mentioned) and I put on a reading, not a full- fledged play, but a 
reading from Dos Pasos's USA. And we did a sort of concert reading of that. But then it wasn’t 
until Sheets got down and some of the transfers got in that we did real plays. We did Aria da 
Capo, which was a pacifist play by Edna St. Vincent Millet, the poet. And I acted in that. And 
we did Shaw’s Candida. I played March Banks. And then they did Ibsen’s Ghosts. And 
something else… what else did we do? That’s all I can remember. But pretty extensive series of 
plays over the time. And Marty Ponch, who was another one who transferred in, wrote a play 
called Tennessee Justice and it was an obviously political play. He wrote it just from excerpts 
from the trial, from some trials done in Tennessee to show what justice was like there. That play 
he took to Elkton and put it on there and he took it to Eugene and put it on there so that play had 
a tour. And we took Aria da Capo to Cascade Locks and gave a showing there.  

And otherwise, did you have audience, any audience from the outside? 

No, only the wives. A lot of us worked in the printing endeavor. That got started because there 
was a mimeographed sheet called The Tide, appropriately enough. It gave news of what was 
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going on in the camp and little tidbits of things. And some of the more radical guys decided to 
put out a different kind of satirical sheet called, and they called it The Untide. That didn’t last 
very long. Neither of them lasted very long, maybe a year or two. When we got the press going, 
we decided to use the name Untide for the press. The little satirical sheet was no longer coming 
out, so we used the Untide for the press. The press got started because Everson and Coffield both 
had poems that they would love to see read. Everson particularly had his published in the Tide – 
the camp sheet – and in The Untide. He had single poems published in some issues of those, and 
he put those together in a book called Ten War Elegies, and that was all done by mimeograph. 
Ten War Elegies went through so many printings that we had to recut the stencils because the 
stencils wore out. We know of at least a thousand copies that were produced of that little booklet. 

The mimeograph belonged to the Forest Service. It was there, but it was the only thing we had. 
So, Ten War Elegies was a success and part of the reason that the Brethren Church decided to 
allow the fine arts school was because of the success of that booklet of poems. I mean, a 
thousand copies to 150 camps means that practically everybody knew those poems and admired 
them. So, it happened that another Charles Davis, not the Charlie Davis that was at the Locks, 
but another Charles Davis was at Waldport and he intended to be a printing teacher. That was his 
goal and he had been going to technical school and in high school going through the print shop 
and learning. So he sent home and got his tabletop press, five by eight. A five by eight press will 
only print one page at a time, as you can imagine. But, we printed a book of Coffield’s poems on 
that.  

And then Everson said, "got to have a better press." Everson was a son of a printer, although he 
never worked for his father. He hated his father. He hated the print shop. So, he only worked for 
his father reluctantly at the print shop, but he knew that we better have a better press. We learned 
that in the junk shop in Waldport was a big press. So, we went in there and it turned out that Doc 
Workman, who ran the junk shop, had bought this press from Dave Hall, who was the editor of 
the Lincoln County News in Waldport. Dave Hall was our chief enemy in Waldport, but he had 
already sold this press to Doc Workman. In fact, he was annoyed that Doc let the press go to the 
camp because we were one of his real targets. But anyway, we got this big, fourteen and a half 
by twenty-two – that will print four pages at once. Then we could do real printing. And we were 
fortunate that one of the men who transferred in, who did not transfer in for the fine arts program 
– he was sent in to be a fire fighter – had been a professional pressman all his life at The 
Christian Century Magazine. Anytime we had a problem, we could ask Joe how to solve it 
because he knew about all kinds and all sizes of presses. Thanks to him we solved some of our 
problems and we printed books of poems and we printed a little magazine.  

When we got it, it was in terrible shape, but we got it fixed up. And we figured out, thanks to Joe 
Pallau, how to make the ink rollers work properly. If the ink rollers press on the type too hard, 
you get a letter with no middle and the ink doesn’t really sit right. If it doesn’t press hard enough, 
of course, you get something that looks too light. Well, this is controlled by the rollers, which are 
like two little wheels at the end of the ink roller. Those two little wheels were made of steel so 
once they wear down, there’s nothing you can do. I wrote to the Challenge people who made this 
press, it’s called a Challenge Gordon press, and I said how do we get new rollers and what size 
should they be (because we didn’t know what the proper size was they had worn so much). They 
wrote back and they said well, we discontinued that model thirty years ago, and we don’t have 
any records and you know more about it than we do [laughs]. Well, Joe Pallau, I think it was, 
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knew that there had been an improvement and the little wheels at the end of each ink roller, 
called, they were called trucks. Each truck in this new scheme had a rubber tire around it. And 
instead of being fixed, there were two plates on either side, like on either side of the wheel, and 
you could make them tighter or looser and thereby adjust the ink exactly the way it should be. 
And we got those rollers and we put on – it originally had a treadle, like a sewing machine. 
That’s how old it was. And we put a flywheel – around the flywheel, we put a belt down to an 
electric motor and motorized it. So, we got to where we could do reasonable productions. I mean, 
we stayed up all night, but …. [laughs].  

And where did the production go? How did you find your audience, your public? 

Well, we had the built- in public of the camps. They knew about the mimeographed things we 
had put out so we sold some of them that way. We sent flyers out to the camps. And a booklet of 
The Twelve War Elegies, which might be twenty-five pages with a cardboard cover, sold for 25 
cents so it was affordable. We were very fortunate that two New York bookstores would buy 
large quantities. The Gotham Bookmart in New York, which is one of the most famous 
bookstores in the country would always order two hundred copies of anything we did. And AP 
Briggs Books and Things, another good bookstore in the Village, would always order a hundred. 
They did get out into circulation to the public in those two stores. Once in awhile, people would 
have heard of it and they would order it directly or some bookstore would have heard of it and 
would order a copy or two. But mostly, it was through the camps and to those bookstores. And 
we sent out a fair number of review copies, including copies to England and got reviews in 
magazines in England. And so, it developed into quite a thing.  

Now the magazine, The Illiterati, it was called started at Cascade Locks on the mimeograph 
there. Kermit Sheets and Kemper Nomland – Kemper did the illustrations and Kermit did the 
editing and helped a lot on that end. He probably did the typing too. I don’t think Kemper would 
type. But when they transferred to Waldport, then they had the press at their disposal. There were 
two issues of The Illiterati that are mimeographed in their entirety. One is partly mimeographed 
and partly printed when they moved down to Waldport, and then from then on they were printed. 
So, anyway, The Illiterati is notable in one respect: Volume I, Number 1 done at the Cascade 
Locks was banned by the post office, adjudged unmailable by the postmaster in Washington, 
D.C. The reason it was unmailable was because Kemper had drawn a nude female. And the 
amusing part is that Kemper also, in the front of the magazine, had drawn a nude male. They 
didn’t see that [laughs]. So, consequently, the copies of Volume I, Number 1, are exceedingly 
scarce. Maybe some of the subscribers got them. You know, nobody knows at what point the 
postmistress in Wyeth decided it was unmailable, but we suspect she did it at the beginning and 
destroyed the whole batch. But anyway, The Illiterati started out mostly publishing pacifist poets 
from the camps, but gradually published very well known poets, including such people as Alex 
Comfort, George Woodcock, Henry Miller, and so on. 

So, The Illiterati, we moved the press to Cascade Locks because when Waldport was closed, in 
early 1946, there were still some of us that weren’t demobilized. We were all sent to Cascade 
Locks and we moved the press up there, a two thousand pound monster in a trailer, homemade 
trailer, fragilely. I wasn’t along on that trip. Everson was along and Bill Jadiker drove. He was 
our Mr. Malaprop. He was a plumber by training, but he was a very bright man. He built this 
trailer that we moved the press up on. After we finished the book that we were working on, 



 59

which was a book by Kenneth Patchen, a notable pacifist poet, after we finished that book and 
we did two thousand copies of that one, then Everson and I were sent to the Minersville, 
California camp. And before we were sent there, we moved the press to Pasadena, California. 
We arranged to have it shipped to Pasadena, California, where Kemper Nomland had space at 
the back of his father’s lot to build a press house, which he arranged for. And so, The Illiterati 
and the Untide Press we continued after the war.  

It seems like it might have been transforming in some ways. 

It was a life-changing experience. I learned far more than I learned in college and being in the 
midst of all of this artistic explosion was really quite wonderful.  
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DON & PAULINE FILLMORE 
 

May 13, 2003 
 
Don Fillmore, from Northern California, worked planting trees and as a sign painter. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
D: I was born in Livo in Northern California, which is where I now live, which we’ve lived here 
since 1950. And I was assigned to Camp 56 in Waldport on October 20, 1944. Mr. Richard C. 
Mills was the camp director at the time, but soon after the arrival, Harold Cessna became our 
director. We became friends with Harold and Marie and we visited many times in Southern 
California after CPS. And Orville Richmon was the Forest Service director at Camp 56. Our 
Camp 56 became known as a Fine Arts Group. They printed their own paper called The Untide, 
because [the official camp paper] was called The Tide.  

[recites a song from the camp] 

“From the shores of the Pacific to the slopes of 
Blodgett Peak, we will plant our country’s forest in 
the rain and in the sleet. If the Army or the Navy 
ever gaze on heaven’s crest, they will find the trees 
they have planted by the men of CPS.” 
 

I made many lifelong friends there and kept in touch over the years with several of them. When I 
first arrived in Waldport, I started planting trees, naturally. 

P: We weren’t married yet then, but one of the friends that we still keep in touch with is Francis 
Barr, from Fort Wayne, Indiana. He does all the taping and everything at annual conference 
every year; has for years and years. And John Johnson in New York City. The old ones that we 
kept in contact with passed away, but these are a couple that we still, two different ones that we 
still keep in contact with. 

D: When I first started, a couple of months after being in camp, I became a sign painter for the 
Forest Service. We painted wooden signs fo r five national forests, and I also made these log and 
cedar slab signs. The logs went upright, two of them, and one went out. And then there was a 
large, about four feet or four-by-six slab of cedar, with the words routed in the end. They dug a 
hole and planted them. One down by Reedsport, saying “Entering Siuslaw National Forest.” The 
last time I was up there, that one was still there. And one east of Waldport, on the road to 
Corvallis. And I also made and planted one in front of the Waldport Ranger Station, in early 
1945, when visiting in the 1970s it had been replaced. But the other two were still there. 

When CPS 56 closed, I worked with Captain Cessna and did all the final close of the camp, and 
hauled the final haul, the final property down to CPS Camp Belden in Northern California, 
which is fairly near my home up in the mountains aways. So at that time I transferred to the 
Church of World Service Relief in Modesto, California, where we put the clothing, shoes and 
medicine. And we availed these materials and then sent them to several locations overseas. 
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Towards the close of my time at the Relief Center in Modesto, I became the director there. After 
my discharge, I married my wife, I married her in my so-called vacation time. I mean, my 
discharge was supposed to come, it didn’t come, so we lived together up there on camp for a 
week or two until the discharge came. And then together we attended our denomination’s college 
in, La Verne College, which is now the University of La Verne in Southern California.  

We had five children, one deceased and the other four live in close to Livo where we live in 
Northern California. We’ve been very active in the Livo Church of Brethren all these years and 
still are. 

Having been in CPS program has helped me to remain true to my church’s teaching of a 
peaceful, loving church. It’s one of the three historic peach churches. My oldest son spent three 
years in alternative service, working in a Head Start program in Pennsylvania during the 
Vietnam War. And I have farmed all my life. 

Can you tell us how you would celebrate different holidays such as Christmas and Easter at 
Waldport? 

D: Well, there was several days I would come home. At that time I had a car, and my father was 
a farmer so during gas ration I could get gas to get back and forth to camp. It was a full day’s 
journey, but I would come home whenever I could.  

P: After we were married I rode up with your parents at Christmas one year, the first year you 
were there. So we had Christmas very simply in the little guesthouse. There was barely enough 
food, I’ll say that. They filled up on peanut butter and bread. 

I’m going to ask you, Mrs. Fillmore, about the guesthouse. 

P: It was on the ground, just a barracks building. The camp, as you probably know, had been a 
3C campground. It was long, green, barracks buildings, and they’d leave one end of one of the 
buildings as what they called the guesthouse and they just were rooms with some bunk beds. 
And the director and his wife lived in there, and then she was gracious enough to volunteer to be 
the hostess for anybody that came as a visitor. 

What would you say was the most difficult aspect of being in CPS? 

D: Two things. When I arrived in camp they said it rained eleven months out of the year, and 
they weren’t kidding. I kept an average. It did rain and of course we planted trees, and we 
planted trees until we averages 600 trees per person, or else we got wet through our so-called tins 
we were wearing. That was one of the hardest parts. And then the second hardest part was being 
away from my sweetheart. 

They say one of the most difficult things in that era was the prejudice against conscientious 
objectors. Can you tell us some of your experience from that? 

D: When I graduated from high school, well a year or two after I graduated, I went back to the 
graduation, and they had on the back page of the graduation folder, had several names of so-and-
so is in the Army, so-and-so is in the Navy, and so on, in the Marines, etc. And then at the very 
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bottom it said Donald Fillmore is awaiting induction, not induction, awaiting…concentration 
camp! Into a concentration camp. 

P: I had two teachers in the same high school where he attended, would ask me about, oh, the 
favorite nicknames were the yellow-belly guy, and that kind of thing. It was pretty hard. 

What was your family’s reaction, Mr. Fillmore, to this? 

D: Well, they were happy that I went in, because I was born and raised in the Church of the 
Brethren, which is one of the three historic peace churches. 

Did you feel uncomfortable there in the community of Waldport at all? 

D: Not really. I didn’t spend too much time in Waldport. I did have a car at that time, and I 
would go up and down the coast, drive down to you know the Devil’s Chair and different things 
up and down the coast, just viewing the coastline. I didn’t spend that much time in Waldport. 

P: No, I remember you saying there was a lot of remarks made in town about that group of men 
out there at that camp. 

Well what do you feel was the most positive experience that you got out of CPS? 

D: Meeting so many people from different parts of the country, and becoming acquainted with 
them. When Waldport started, the majority of the campers came from back East. So at that time I 
hadn’t been hardly out of California going east, and so I didn’t know any of the people from 
back East. I was just happy to meet so many people and become acquainted with them. 

P: I remember you talking about what a variety of religious backgrounds. 

Did the religious diversity ever cause any frictions in the camp, or was it generally looked on as 
a positive thing?  

D: Oh, I don’t think of any problems at all that way. As Polly was just saying, on the south part 
of camp, we did have a Rec Hall we called it, and half of it was an open building. We had a 
movie once or twice, but we also had church services every Sunday, and then our camp director 
and his wife. And then the next building was the infirmary, and the next one was the Forest 
Service, and offices. They were, we did have this place with a library, but that was reading 
material in there, and where we spent our evening time. 

P: I was high school age, if you want my opinion. All this went on, and I made a trip up with 
family at Christmastime, his first Christmas there. And also his mother and I went up on the bus 
one time up there, more than that or not, that I was on, actually you know, on the grounds. As a 
teenager, this really was, I was so impressed with, there were several married couples, they 
couldn’t live together. But the wives had come along and some of them had one, two children, 
and in order for the wives to survive, they tied fishing flies. And didn’t they raise a little bit of 
garden, Don? And flowers and tried to sell those in town. They did everything they could in 
order to survive, to be near where their husband was.  
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D: They had little cottages across the road where they lived. 

P: Yeah, just little, I mean they were shacks, one room little shacks where they lived. And I just 
remember thinking, oh my goodness!  

There was a very active arts program at the camp, we understand. Did you participate in that? 
Or enjoy the production? 

D: Yes, and they put on some good Vaudeville plays too. There were four barracks of us, and 
Number 4 was the Fine Arts group. Most of them lived in that one. And there was a well-known 
poet, Bill Everson, who has written many poems up in Oregon. Portland, I think. Anyway, they 
put on some plays and I always remember one movie we had. It was just in black and white and 
there’s no sound, and it had a musical score, and one of my closest friends played the music on a 
piano. He was the one that taught me to play the piano, and I learned one song. David Jackson. 
You may have heard of him. He became one of the, New Yorker Magazine. When he signed it, it 
went to press. 

P: Make an allowance for him, as I remember you saying, they did not just have him go out in 
the fields and work. 

D: Well, he was in the office with us. 

P: One of the things I remember, and it was appalling to me at the time. Still is. The mortality 
rate among the CPS men was higher than the armed forces. There was a lot of danger. Felled the 
dead snags and sometimes they’d snap back and of course then they went – this wasn’t there at 
Waldport, but Montana, the first smokejumpers were these conscientious objectors, you know. 

Were you there, Mr. Fillmore, at a time when there was a mortality from accident? 

D: Yes, I was. One person was killed just before I got there. They were building a road way back 
in there for planting trees, and there was probably some of the big trees there to make, with the 
bulldozer, to make the road go back there, and one of the trees fell on him and killed him. I had 
the fun of learning how to fell trees or snags along the road. But they’d always fall, so they’d fall 
back away from the road, so it gave them fire windows, so they would fall across the road and 
start fire, spread a fire across the road. And these were dead snags, and were just left there after 
the fire burned. 
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PAUL FOSTER 
 
Narrator tape-recorded questions prepared and sent to him by Theresa Shanks in summer 2003. 
 
Paul Foster, raised in the First Christian Church in Oklahoma, principally worked in the 
Mapleton side camp, and was in Mapleton when the town burned. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was raised on a dairy farm a mile and a half from the university. Everybody knew everybody 
including the professors at the university. We went to the First Christian Church every Sunday, 
and the kids attended Sunday school. We learned all about the Bible, the Ten Commandments, 
and the rules for proper living. The church was not a peace church. They didn’t teach anything 
about war or not going to war.  

When I entered high school, there was a book called All Quiet on the Western Front. It was a 
history of World War I full of graphic pictures of death, destruction, and how nations wasted 
their resources fighting one another. The book was written and put out in hopes that people 
would learn that war was a waste of time and resources. We had several neighbors that were in 
World War I. Those men sure did suffer. By the time I graduated and entered college in the fall 
of 1941, a new line of thinking had begun to enter the university. For one thing, they took out 
Bible study as an accredited course. The freshman in the university had to take ROTC for two 
years. Since I was studying music, I played in the band, and the band members belonged to the 
ROTC band. I was glad when I did not have to take anymore ROTC courses. They put in the 
draft, and I had read that you could register as a conscientious objector. When it came my turn to 
register, that is the way I registered. My draft board tried to get me not to register that way. They 
said I would be the laughing stock of Norman, but I stuck to my beliefs and registered that way. 
My minister called me in and tried to talk me out of registering as a conscientious objector. I 
asked him if he could take the New Testament and find anywhere in there that war was biblically 
right. He could not. There is an example in there that says you should obey your superiors, but 
do violence unto nobody. I asked him how you could destroy things, shoot people, and not be 
doing violence. He had no answers. I stuck with my guns. Eventually, I was drafted and sent to a 
CPS camp in Magnolia, Arkansas.  

The camp was supervised by the Brethren church, one of the peace churches. There were about 
120 boys there, most of them Brethren. A few other denominational boys. I found out 
immediately what racial discrimination was like. The second Sunday I was in camp, some of us 
boys who were not Brethren decided to go to town to go to church. We walked the five miles 
into church, and we went to the Christian church. We were told we could not attend the services. 
We went to the Baptist church, and we were told we could not attend the services. We went to 
the Methodist church, and they said we could listen to the service, but we had to leave at the last 
hymn and not talk to anybody. In Magnolia, Arkansas, if a white man is walking down the 
sidewalk and he met a colored man, the colored man was to step off into the street and stay there 
until the white man passed.  

The Magnolia camp was a strange place to be in, because everybody was so nice to everybody. 
You could leave twenty dollars on your bed and come back a week later and it would be there. I 
enjoyed being there and being among fellow Bible believers. Some of the boys had been in that 
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camp for four years. None of them ever complained. After I had been there nearly two months, 
we went out and worked on a colored man’s farm. He had 80 acres. Then he brought out some 
barbequed goat meat. He was the only man who ever expressed appreciation for work done on 
his place. A week later, a big landowner burned his house and barn and told him to leave the 
county. The big landowners each had maybe a dozen, half a dozen, one room shacks. They 
always had colored people living in there. They kept them in bondage by buying their groceries 
for them. Then taking it out and charging them double for the groceries. Then they would be in 
debt and have to serve labor to pay the debt. They never could get out of debt. If they ran off, the 
local sheriff would hunt them down and beat them up and bring them back. Slavery was still 
enforced in Magnolia, Arkansas.  

How did your family respond? Did your brother, who was in the Navy, have any objections to 
your decision?  

When I registered as a CO, my parents didn’t say anything. They were a little bit shocked. My 
mom wondered what kind of trouble I would be in. I told her I didn’t think I’d be in any real 
trouble. My brother joined the Navy soon after I was sent to Magnolia, Arkansas. We wrote each 
other the whole time he was in service. My folks did not object to what I did. They were a little 
bit puzzled or afraid of what might happen to me. I think my grandfather Gwen, rather approved 
of it. I do not know why, but nobody objected to what I had done.  

How did Waldport compare to your first camp?  

We were well welcomed by the Waldport camp. The boys wanted to know about the boys in 
Magnolia, how many were hurt [in a tornado that closed the camp] and where they were going. 
They gave us a big welcome. Everybody seemed real nice. The next day, the rangers found out I 
had a commercial driver’s license. They put me in a truck and took me up on the mountain 
behind the camp where they had a rock crusher. We loaded a load of crushed rock and started 
down the mountain. The ranger rode with me. We drove down the mountain, we didn’t have any 
trouble. He says, "well, you know what you’re doing." So, I hauled rock from the crusher down 
to the main camp for two or three days. They put me in other trucks and started hauling supplies 
around different places. From then on, they’d send me wherever they needed supplies, a lot of 
times by myself. They trusted me to be able to get the truck there and get back in the mountains. 
I found the boys there in Waldport very cordial. They were like the boys in Magnolia. Only they 
weren’t as depressed as the boys in Magnolia, because they felt like they were doing work for the 
country by taking care of the forest and planting trees. It wasn’t like planting trees for a big 
landowner.  

Waldport camp was run like the Magnolia camp. The Brethren church furnished the food, and 
the government furnished the housing and the work. The boys were not paid anything for their 
work. They furnished their own clothes, their own shoes, and their own gloves. I remember 
working in the kitchen and seeing food that was canned in Corn, Oklahoma. It was beef that had 
been canned by farmers of the Brethren church and sent to Waldport. The Brethren gave every 
boy three dollars every month if they wanted it for personal items, toothpaste, shaving details, 
and things as such. The Brethren church supported the boys that weren’t Brethren as much as 
they did their Brethren boys. We didn’t always take the three dollars; if we didn’t need it, we 
would turn it down. We knew it was money that people had contributed.  
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I volunteered along with the rest of the boys to go to the side camp at Mapleton. That is 15 miles 
inland from Florence on the Siuslaw River. Bill McReynolds was the head cook. He was about 
45 years old. He was a single man who used to own a restaurant before he was drafted and sent 
to the CPS camp. He had been in the camp about four or five years. He was a good cook.  

At Mapleton, there were twenty boys in the field. Mapleton was a small town of probably 15, 16 
houses, one small store, a filling station, and a tavern. We arrived in Mapleton late on a Friday 
evening. The next morning after we had things straightened up, I asked a boy by the name of 
Paul Byers, let’s walk down to the highway and walk up to see the town. The town was built 
around the Siuslaw River. We walked from the north end of town to the last two houses. I said 
"Tex, I believe that house is on fire over there. See that smoke coming out by the chimney?" We 
left the highway and started hollering at the people that their house was on fire. The lady next 
door came to the door and wanted to know what the matter was. We said the house was on fire. 
She said people are not at home. We said, "call the fire department." She said, "we don’t have the 
fire department." She says, "I’ll call the sawmills." There were two sawmills in Mapleton. She 
called the sawmills and blew their whistles to stop the mills. She called the ranger station and the 
ranger station called the CPS camp. Paul climbed up on the porch. I handed him a hose and he 
kept hollering turn the water on, turn the water on! Finally, the roof got so hot; he had to get 
down off of it. It was fixing to fall in. He said, "why didn’t you turn the water on?" I said, "I 
turned the water on." We found out later that Mapleton’s water system was a pipe in the spring 
up on the mountain just a little ways. When he was on the roof, he was higher than the spring. 
The lady next door’s house began to catch fire. Paul and I started carrying out all their 
belongings, clothes and everything like that that we could down toward the river. We got most of 
their belongings out, beds and mattresses, and then the house was totally afire.  

The house to the east started catching fire. By then, the boys from the camp were there. We had 
no way of fighting the fire, but we emptied that house of all their furniture and everything and 
carried it to the river. By then, Weldy, the head ranger had showed up with a pump and some of 
the men from the mill were beginning to get there. We strung the hoses, but they couldn’t get the 
pump started. We finally gave up and formed a bucket brigade from the river to try and fight the 
fire. Half the boys from the camp were carrying the furniture out of the house. The other half 
worked with the loggers and the saw mill hands with a bucket line. However, we weren’t making 
any progress. They said that the fire truck from Florence would be there soon. They didn’t show 
up. Houses kept burning. Finally, a wrecker showed up with the fire engine. They had run a 
wheel off and were in the ditch. We strung the hoses, and started fighting.  

By then one school house had burned and one church. Then it was back to more houses. That’s 
where we made her stand. We finally got a handle on the fire. Just as we began to kind of relax, 
we looked up and saw the covered bridge that connected Mapleton to the other side of the river, 
and there were three plumes of smoke coming out of the shingles. I grabbed somebody’s axe, 
and headed toward the bridge and climbed up in the rafters. I was trying to chop a hole in it. The 
logger, who was stouter than I was by quite a little bit, and used to handling an axe came up 
there. With three blows, he had a hole big enough for us to climb out on the roof. He and I 
climbed out on the roof and we pulled the burning shingles off and threw them in the river. We 
kept the bridge from burning. By then, it was pretty late in the evening. Bill McReynolds all the 
time had been fixing what food he had and sent it down. Any towns person that wanted to eat 
was welcome to eat. Most of them did not want to eat much, because they were too sad. About 
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six houses, a church, and a schoolhouse had burned. This was just about half of the town. It was 
a sad time all around for everybody. That was my first day in Mapleton.  

After the fire, the townspeople were real friendly. We were invited to go to the church down 
there. Some of us boys that weren’t Brethren went to the church. The people welcomed us. They 
told us to go to church every Sunday if we would like. One of the Mapleton boys in the Army 
was killed and sent home for burial. They had an honor guard, but nobody would play taps. Dick 
McClain played the trumpet, and he had his trumpet there. One of the townspeople asked him if 
he would play taps, which he did, and the townspeople were very appreciative. We did not have 
anybody say any cross words or make any snide remarks about us being COs.  

We were out one day on work duty, and we had a boy fall off the side of the mountain. He fell 
about twenty feet and he had a spinal cord injury of some sort. We got him in a truck, and they 
called into the ranger station. They didn’t answer the phone. We called Bill McReynolds and he 
said I could take him to the doctor down in Florence, which we did, and the doctor looked at him 
and said keep him in bed a few days and see if his injury straightens out. Weldy was quite mad 
that we had taken the truck and taken this boy down to the doctor. Well, the boy got better and he 
would go out and work. He would blackout, because of his spinal cord injury. They wouldn’t 
send him back to the main camp. They wouldn’t let us keep him in the camp. They said he had to 
show up for work. That is when I decided to write Selective Service and walk out of camp.  

I told some of the people there in Mapleton I was going to walk out of the camp and why. I 
walked out of camp, wrote Selective Service why I walked out and where I was going. I would 
come back when they either discharged this boy or got him some medical attention. After all, he 
was hurt on the job. In the meantime, one of the boys at the main camp had gotten killed by 
falling snags. I included his name. I felt he should be sent home for burial. The government 
would not send his body home. I included him in my protest when I walked out.  

I came to Norman and the third day I was here, Mr. Bernier of the Oklahoma University police 
department wanted me to come in and take care of the switchboard. I told him that I was 
probably a fugitive, and he might not want me on the job. He says I know you, and he says you 
come in and go to work. You will help me if you will. I worked nights on the switchboard. 
During the day, I would plow on the farm and help dad get in a fall wheat crop. About 40 days 
went by, and one evening the U.S. Marshall knocked on the door. They arrested me for being a 
fugitive. They took me to Oklahoma City and put me in the county jail. My bail was a million 
dollars. Evidently, they considered me a mean character. I wasn’t allowed visitors, and I had a 
million dollar bail set for me. I stayed in that county jail in Oklahoma City about two and a half 
months. I spent the night killing bed bugs as they crawled up the wall with my finger. In the 
morning, I would wash my hands and sleep during the day. The food wasn’t good at all.  

The U.S. Marshall was there to take me back to Portland. We got in the car, and we started for 
Portland. The Marshall says, "you have never uttered a swear word, you have always been 
courteous," and he said, "I don’t agree with what you believe in, but I respect you." We visited 
from there on into Portland. When we got near to Portland, he said, "I’m going to do all I can for 
you." Evidently, he did. When they put me in the Portland jail, they put me in a clean tank. My 
bond was lowered to twenty dollars. Portland had lots of brothers, Quakers there. A fellow, Mr. 
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Gardner, had a flower business, came down and posted my bond. The Marshall told me I had a 
job out at the hospital as an orderly. I would have to find my own room.  

I went to work in the hospital. I was put in a ward that had about 120 beds, all men. My job there 
was to carry bedpans, urinals, give enemas, and help turn the patients. This was just general 
work. It was good to be doing something to help somebody. I enjoyed the hospital work. I made 
a lot of friends. One of the ladies that worked in the cafeteria was a Brethren and she invited me 
out to the house one Sunday. I went out to the house and there was Japanese girl with a small 
child living with her. When visiting with them, I found out that the Japanese girl’s parents had 
lived on a farm in southern California. When Pearl Harbor happened, the government told all the 
Japanese that they had four hours to pack their belongings that an Army truck would be by to 
take them to a concentration camp. She wasn’t at home at the time, but her parents were sent to 
the concentration camp.  

I worked in the hospital until they decided to hold a trial. Then I paid all my bills and went to the 
trial. I was sentenced to a year at McNeil Island. Again, the Marshall that transported me helped 
me. When I got to the island, they didn’t keep me in with the main convicts, which they usually 
do this to the prisoners for 30 days. They sent me on out to the farm camp. At the farm camp, 
there were 500 Japanese boys, there were probably 20 or 25 COs there that refused to go to 
camp. I don’t know how many honest convicts there. Some of them were long timers, some of 
them weren’t in there for very long. It was quite a mixture, quite an experience. Three of the COs 
had been there four and five years. The Japanese boys were all very friendly. I made friends with 
the Japanese. I taught two of them to read music. I did not have any trouble in prison. There is 
one rule you obey in prison. You don’t see anything, you don’t hear anything, and you don’t tell 
anything.  

All the honest prisoners had respect for the Japanese boys and the COs. The Japanese weren’t 
COs, but they would not go in the Army, because their folks had been put in concentration 
camps. Some of them had brothers that did go in the Army. They thought it might help their 
parents get out. These boys said they would go fight, if they would send their parents home, 
which the government would not do. In the meantime, the big landowners took over the Japanese 
farms. My experience as a CO was very good. I grew and learned an understanding of my fellow 
man.  
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ELMER FRANTZ 

May 14, 2003 
 
Elmer Frantz was born into a farming family in Nebraska. 

________________________________________________________ 
 

Did you have any special fire fighting equipment when you went out on the fires? 
 
We had axes and picks that we used to cut the lumber so it wouldn’t burn. 
 
How did you feel about the fact that you weren’t being paid, that actually the Brethren were 
paying for you and you only got $2.50 a month to spend. Did that rankle with you or not? 
 
Oh well, that’s a good question. I didn’t give it too much thought at the time. I was thankful that 
I was not forced into jail for taking the position I took and I was thankful that I was able to take 
my position without being under the influence of the military. I was comfortable because the 
church I was from supported me. The family was giving me support.  
 
You had worked for the kitchen as well, you said, both in Arkansas and then after you got to 
Waldport. What did you do in the kitchen?  
 
Washed dishes. Put food into serving dishes and sat it on the tables for them. 
 
Was there a farming operation at the camp? 
 
No, I don’t believe so. It was all purchased. 
 
Were there women working in the kitchen too? You made mention of Bertha. 
 
Yes, she worked there too. She was an aunt. 
 
An aunt of whom? 
 
Of mine. 
 
Oh, how nice for you to have family. How did she happen to work there?  
 
You’ve heard of accidents and this was another one. 
 
Did Bertha volunteer or apply for a job at the camp? 
 
Yes, I think she wanted to help support the program. 
 
So was she paid by the Brethren or by the Forest Service? 
 
By the Brethren. 
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What about your furloughs?  
 
Well, that didn’t happen very often. When it did happen, I worked on the farm part of the time in 
Nebraska. I spent most of my time on the farm. 
 
How did you get home? 
 
Back in those days we took a train from Portland to Omaha, and then a bus from Omaha to 
Beatrice. I think we took a bus from Waldport to Portland. 
 
How did you get the money for that? Did your family send it to you? 
 
Oh yes. 
 
Tree planting was something you hadn’t done, I take it, on the farm. So did you feel you had been 
prepared for that? 
 
Oh, no. That was a new experience. 
 
How did you feel about work in general? Did you think that was a really worthwhile job to be 
doing, planting after the burn? 
 
I thought we were, by planting trees, restoring a better development of lumber for the future 
generations. 
 
When did you leave Waldport, do you recall? 
 
Let me think, in January of 1944. 
 
You went from Waldport to where? 
 
Illinois. I spent a week at Champaign and Urbana getting training in dairy herd improvement 
testing. 
 
Did that interest you? 
 
Oh, yes. Farm background. 
 
Yes, especially since you were so interested in the Heifer Program also. The Heifer speaker 
came after Waldport? 
 
Yes, actually it didn’t start until 1980 when I was at the District Kiwanis Convention and a man 
walks up to me, a preacher, and says, “Elmer, do you know anything about the Heifer Project?” I 
said “Well, really I haven’t kept up with it but I’d met the founder of it before it started.” He says 
“Well why aren’t you promoting it in Kiwanis?” I said, “I hadn’t thought about it.” But I talked 
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to my wife and since I didn’t play golf and had no hobbies in 1980 we went to Little Rock, 
Arkansas, to a meeting and got acquainted with what’s going on at that time. Then I started. One 
year I spoke to twenty-five Kiwanis clubs in Colorado and Wyoming. I’ve been to a lot of 
different church groups since that. 
 
You say you first heard about the program while you were at Waldport? 
 
While I was in Waldport the founder of Heifer Project in 1943 came. His name was Dan West 
and he visited us. I was in a small group with him when he said that he was working on a dream 
of sending bred heifers to foreign countries so that the children would have fresh milk. After we 
got out of CPS he hoped that the program would be operating and we could volunteer to go to 
different parts of the world to help take cows to help on those missions. That happened but I 
didn’t get to go. I’d been away from home so long that the family felt I needed to help take care 
of things on the farm. 
 
I’m curious, we ask people what was the most positive thing they got out the experience and what 
was the most negative. So, could you sort of think about that in your experience of the CPS?  
 
I’m not a philosopher, but I thought the most positive thing was we are learning to live together 
with differences of opinion and we are learning to understand differences of opinion and to 
tolerate [them]. I learned that when someone was disagreeing with me it was time to find another 
responsibility doing something else. I didn’t have time to disagree with them. 
 
After you left Waldport, you said you went to Illinois. 
 
Yes, for two years. 
 
What did you do there? 
 
Dairy herd improvement testing. Slept in a different bed every night. We visited each dairy once 
a month. We weighed the milk, measured it, and tested it for butterfat. We filled out records as to 
how much butterfat and how much milk was produced by each cow. It was interesting. It gave 
the farmers a guideline as to which ones were the best producers. 
 
Was the church administering that program as well? 
 
Yes. 
 
About how many people were involved in the dairy herd improvement program? 
 
At that particular time I think there were about ten that went to Illinois. I don’t have any idea 
how many other states had that program. 
 
Did you travel together or did you each travel individually? 
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We never saw much of each other except when we went. But I was seventy or eighty miles from 
anyone else. I didn’t see anyone else very often. 
 
You would go out to the individual farmers then and do the testing?  
 
Yes. We stayed in the farmer’s home the night that we were testing. Then we had about four 
days a month off that we found, in those days, rooms where I could stay. 
 
Did the farmers you worked with know that you were CPSers or conscientious objectors? 
 
They did. 
 
How did they accept that? 
 
Each one was different. We seldom discussed it. In fact, I don’t remember any discussions. I 
think they probably were instructed not to discuss it with us. I had that feeling. 
 
Did you experience in general any discrimination because of your views? 
 
Well, there’s discrimination and there’s also, we learned a degree of tolerance. We need to 
tolerate each others’ views. I think that was the big thing that they learned. A year after I was out 
of camp one of the dairy farmers in Illinois had my home address in Nebraska. He and his wife 
went through Nebraska and stopped to see us. They spent some time telling about how they 
enjoyed having me in their home. Each individual had their own approach to things.  
 
Did you then remain a farmer for most of your life? 
 
Actually, no. My father did buy a farm, but then I went into some other different things. 
 
Did you continue with your education after the war or not? 
 
I didn’t. That was a mistake. 
 
What exactly did you go into after the war?  
 
Oh, I worked at the farm in Nebraska as a parts man for a couple years. Then I bought a chicken 
hatchery and had a chicken hatchery for seven years and along comes a fellow. I wanted him to 
work for me and he wanted to buy it. I sold it to him, thank goodness. 



 73

JIM GALLIGHAN 
 
May 2, 2002 
 

Jim Gallighan, from a Quaker family, was raised in the Bay Area, and came to Waldport via the 
Cascade Locks CPS camp. He worked forest work project in both locations. 

________________________________________________________ 

 
So how did you get in the CPS? 

Well, my great grandmother was a strong Quaker. And well, I’m not much in the way of 
religion. I still remember her, because she took care of me when I was a baby. And my mother 
was sort of a Quaker, and very against war. So I send money to the Quaker Church every year to 
help out. I don’t have a lot of money. In fact, I never did have much working in saw mills. I sent 
them a little more when they had that airplane mess back east [referring to 9/11]. 

So, how did you get into the Cascade Locks? 

I went before my draft board. I really didn’t know much about it, but finally I was so anti-war, 
that the church too, went to bat for me, and they put me in camp until the war was over. I got out 
in December, 1945. The limited service, like working in hospitals - I was never lucky enough to 
get that. I’d have love to go work in a hospital. I don’t know if I like it or not, but, it’s the idea. 
I’ll just never put a uniform on. They can hang me, shoot me, torture me, anything they want to 
do, I’ll never put a uniform on.  

I worked in the woods, worked in saw mills. I got hurt in the saw mill in Toledo. Got a big saw 
mill there. 45 years ago. They dropped a load of lumber on me. It happened 45 years ago. I 
haven’t bent over and tied my shoe laces yet. Georgia Pacific retired me, with no pension. 

So tell me a little more about what you did in Waldport when you were here. 

Well, one of the guys started building a boat. He was going to go fishing to cut down on the 
expenses. He built the boat but they couldn’t get it off the beach. It was one of these native 
canoes with a pontoon on it on the side. He was going to just go fishing. He was going to catch 
fish for the camp. They did buy some shark, but they didn’t know how to cook that. Oh boy, it 
was horrible. But the church furnished most [supplies], the Church of the Brethren. We had to 
furnish our own clothes. 

So, tell me again a little more about your life at Waldport. 

Well, there was no women. Of course, I got furloughs. See, we got 30 days furlough every year. 
[I’d] go home. Listen to the opera down in San Francisco. I was born and raised in Oakland. I’d 
go home in opera season. And I’d get work down there. Anybody that was willing to work could 
get a job. You didn’t make major wages, not like there is now. I spent four years working for 
nothing. And I always wound up on a job nobody else wanted, falling timber. 
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Were there any people injured while you were here? 

Oh, there was four or five people killed.  

What happened? 

One was, there was a Navy airplane crashed in the ocean off of Yachats. And one guy crawled 
up to the highway. Swam ashore, went through the surf and crawled up on the highway and they 
picked him up. One of the pilots. And he wanted to go out and search for bodies. And so a lot of 
the guys went; I wouldn’t go. I just worked on the shoreline. But there was one guy, he drowned. 
He jumped off this rock and another rock and a wave come, a high wave come along and washed 
him to sea. They found his rubber boot. The guy that found his rubber boot, he was up from 
Cascade Locks too, he went back. They sent us down to Waldport to plant trees. Well, we 
volunteered. And I didn’t like the real cold weather [at Cascade Locks] and I wasn’t getting 
along too well with the Forest Service either, so I went down there. And of course down there 
why the Forest Service man was even worse. These guys are fascist dictators. 

They wanted you to work hard? 

Oh, boy, for nothing! For no cause. The only thing, basically, was to fight fire. And if you know 
anything about Oregon, they have fires. They raced us up to Washington to one fire. There was a 
50,000 acre fire. We went to eastern Oregon to some fires, too. 

So were most of the people in camp happy about being at camp?  

Nobody likes to be a slave. If you’re going to pay minimum wage or something like that, a dollar 
a day that would have been just a living. People like me who were the dissidents, I got nothing.  

So, did you work every day, or did you mostly try to escape what you were trying to do? 

Oh, no, there was a lot of messing. We worked six days a week, you know, and 10 hours a day. 
They got a lot of work out of us. There’s a lot of work just running a camp like that. We 
averaged 125 guts here all the time. They’re coming and going. Very few of them are getting a 
4F. But there was one guy, he fell down a cliff and injured his head. And he was in bad shape. 
They tarred and feathered the director over at La Pine. There was a camp over in La Pine. And 
they tarred and feathered him, he was so fascist. They didn’t have any hot tar but and a feather 
pillow and they rode him out on a rail. There was a lot of guys in this camp didn’t do nothing. 
There was one guy planting trees, planting them by the bundle. 

And what happened to those people?  

Nothing. Well, they had to go through the motions, if you know what I mean. A group of them 
just going through the motions. And, like one, he was planting those trees by the bundle, but I 
wouldn’t do anything like that.  

Tell me about your family and how they felt about you going into the COs. 
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Well, they were all behind me, especially Ma. I got a sister; my older sister I never did care much 
about her anyway. My brother, he was a nuclear physicist. He helped figure out how to set them 
atomic bombs off. I remember Ma wrote me a letter, and said “Your brother was in California.” 
Big Navy base down there, out in the middle of the desert. And they sent Brains, they flew him 
off from Washington D.C. And between these dozen or so people they figured out how to set 
those atomic bombs off, which they didn’t have to do. See, they wanted to show Russia what 
they had. 

So, for you what was the most difficult part of this time at Waldport? 

Most difficult time? Trying to get along with the Forest Service there. They were real fascists. If 
you worked for the Forest Service you had to be patriotic.  

When you got your furlough and you could go and do what you wanted to do? 

I’d get off for the opera season in San Francisco. This guy had a Ford 60, a small V-8, and he 
had enough gas to get up to Portland and back, but he also had a wife up there in Portland. Well, 
we got up there, and of course there were pacifists living in town, we had a place to sleep. We 
never did bum no meals or nothing, but we had a place to sleep. There was a lot of pacifists up in 
Portland; there was in every town. Uncle Sam just don’t let it be known. We’d go up there for a 
couple of days. See a minor opera. 

There was one guy killed. There was one big guy, he was drafted late, he was married, a great 
big guy, and he was a book keeper and the Forest Service wanted to make him into a tree faller. 
He couldn’t pull a saw more than a minute or so because he’d poop out. And I was sick for three 
or four days, and they put him with a guy that only thing he wanted to do was get them snags 
down. Now this guy, you had to tell him where to go. You had to watch out for him. Nobody 
watched out for him and a limb got, and his wife had come up the day before and next day he 
died. That’s the god dammed Forest Service. The thing is, you had to have somebody working 
with him to protect him. He was a great big guy, but he had never done, he was a book keeper! 
And the Forest Service didn’t care and the church never had really any power to do anything. 
There was another guy, a log rolled on him. There was a doctor in Waldport, but he was very 
patriotic. But he saved a lot of lives around there. But that guy got into that bed in the hospital 
and he died a couple days later. A log rolled on him. See, that camp burned a lot of wood. 
Around three or four hundred cord a year. He was falling a log and he was on the low side. He 
knew better, but he was still alive, but he only lasted a couple of days. It was really kind of 
stupid. They should have put us all in the hospitals or something. 

You mean to do the hospital work instead of lumbering? 

Yes. 
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JASPER "JAY" GARNER 
 

May 15, 2003 
 
Jay Garner, a son of Brethren missionaries, was born in India and raised in the Midwest, did 
project work in Waldport, including at Mary’s Peak, and interacted with the Fine Arts Group. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was born in India in the Gujarat province. My parents were missionaries to India for the Church 
of the Brethren. They were there for two terms, that is, 16 years. I was born in 1921, which was 
near the end of their first term, so I was six months old when we came back to the U.S. Then we 
went back to India in 1924. I always remember it because my mother said we sailed the day 
before I was three. And for most of the time that we were in Khwa, there were no other white 
families. The Indian children were my playmates, until I was of school age, and then I went to 
school in north India to Woodstock. This was a quite strict boarding school.  

We lived in India until I was 11, which was in 1932. On the way home, we came through the 
Holy Land and visited the various sites there and places that they named. One of the interesting 
things was that some years later, my wife and I had spent four years in Indonesia. I’d taught as 
part of the University of Kentucky Aid program. And when we came back, my wife and I 
stopped at the Holy Land. 

Anyway, my parents came back. We then moved from Illinois to Indiana because the church at 
that time did not have money to send the parents back to India, so we lived in North Manchester, 
Indiana, then we moved to Pioneer, Ohio, and that’s where I graduated from high school. Then 
from there I went to Manchester College and was in my junior year when I was drafted. Pearl 
Harbor took place and then I was drafted. I followed the teachings of the church and became a 
conscientious objector. I was then inducted at Lagro, Indiana. Then, because in a questionnaire 
that I had filled out before I was drafted and my interest in forestry, I was transferred out to 
Waldport. So this would have been in the fall of 1942.  

On the way to Oregon we were sent in cars from Chicago. We were in cars that had been pulled 
out of storage. But anyway, in the freight berths, anybody who was sleeping on the lower bunk 
had to share the bunk. If you were lucky and got an upper berth, well then you didn’t. The first 
day I was sort of naïve and I ended up with an over 200-pound Swede who stunk. And then the 
next day we were in this compartment and there were several of us in there talking and one was a 
fellow by the name of Harold Svend. Another one was Thomas Harrison Ligon, Jr., from 
Mississippi. As I recall it, he was the only Black man that was in the group. But anyway, the next 
day in the afternoon, I said, “Well, I’m going to go see if I can find a different berth to sleep in 
tonight.” And Tommy said, “Well, I’m sleeping by myself if you don’t mind my color.” Well, 
color didn’t bother me, having been brought up among Indians. So Tom and I became fast 
friends, and we shared bunk time together. Later he transferred out to noncombatant service and 
we corresponded for a while. In time, I lost contact with him.  

But other events that helped to aim my life, the fact that I met Ray Long there, who was a 
graduate of Peabody School of Music. Ray had brought his own phonograph and records. Every 
Sunday he’d have a record session, and it was very interesting because I got a lot of music 
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training there, music appreciation, because he would point out various things that were 
happening. Then the other thing I meant was a fellow who had been born in Japan. His parents 
were Japanese missionaries, but World War II came along and his father and his brother went 
into the Naval Intelligence and his mother was in the Navy Nurse Corps. And he was very bitter 
about his parents’ status and the fact that they had talked pacifism until World War II came 
along. One of the biggest kicks he got was when he got a letter from his sister, who was living in 
Minnesota. She had become pregnant, was not married, and the father was a Japanese boy.  

And then, I don’t know exactly how it happened, but there were a number of us ended up getting 
together and forming a meditation group, where we would get up early in the morning and 
meditate. But then after a while we sort of got meditated out and we decided we needed 
something else. So we then began reading some books together and, as I recall, one of them was 
a book by Gerald Herd called Training for the Life of the Spirit. Then we also began getting in 
touch with the Bruderhoffs. These were communal living groups. Particularly the one we 
corresponded with most was in Paraguay, and they were very conservative in their outlook. They 
were going to open up a new dormitory because new people were coming in, and so we got the 
idea of forming our own communal living group there and got together and shared what funds 
we had. So we shared various things. We couldn’t share clothes a lot of the time because we 
weren’t all the same shape.  

But then another aspect that formed my life, my outlook, was to find out that these people who 
called themselves Christian Service boys or born-again Christians didn’t always fit what I had 
been brought up to think of as Christian behavior. They seemed much more interested in trying 
to “save” someone than they were in interpersonal relationships. On the other hand, it was the 
agnostics and the atheists who treated me as I was taught that a Christian treated one another if 
you wanted help or so on. These guys were always there. And so these were one of the things 
that influenced my life there.  

The people in the bunkhouse where I was were artists. Larry Siemons was also a fellow who 
never bathed, but he was a very good silk-screen artist. And we had Glen Coffield. He was from 
Missouri. He mentioned that he was the only one that was drafted from Marys County because 
the draft board was afraid to draft anybody else because they’d get shot. He had a flaming red 
beard and he had been a student of the poet Vachel Vindsay.  

Some of the people that came in were Jehovah’s Witnesses. It was unfortunate that they felt the 
evangelistic fervor because as it turned out, at least the ones that we had there were not well 
educated and they had not been through the background that a lot of us had who had discussed 
religious views. There was another person there, William Everson, who later published poetry. 
We had some people who were not religious objectors but for government reasons or because of 
their philosophical, political point of view were objectors. But this was one fellow, Emil Wolff, a 
fellow whose father was with General Motors. As I gathered it, his father had helped him 
become a conscientious objector so he wouldn’t be drafted. If you were sitting at his table, 
usually if we had meat we would pass the plate around. Emil didn’t hesitate to take a couple 
pieces so somebody would end up with none. And in this one situation, I was the one who ended 
up with none. Since Emil was across the table from me, I just reached over with my fork and 
helped myself to one. And he looked completely flabbergasted. And I said, “You’re lucky I 
didn’t take them both.” After that, he would not sit at the same table with me. 
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Smiling Jim Sulek, from Humboldt County, Iowa, told about running for sheriff there. When he 
came up before his draft board, they asked him about what would he do if the Japanese attack his 
sister. And he said, “Oh, I’m not worried. She’s going to college next year anyway.” And then 
there was another case where a fellow came from New York and he was asked in this case about 
what he would do if the Germans attacked his mother. He said, “I’d bet two to one on Mother.” 
And then we had a person by the name of Daniel Boone from Virginia who had to appeal his 
case all the way to the Supreme Court because his draft board said that anybody with the name of 
Daniel Boone could not be a pacifist.  

One of the things that happened while we were there was a PT flying boat. They were Navy Air 
Force people, and it got lost in a storm and crashed in Yachats. Only one person, the radio 
operator, survived. So a bunch of the fellows volunteered and went out looking for possible 
bodies. You may know the coast in that area is rather rugged, and the waves crash up against the 
rocks and sometimes they shoot way up. And one of the fellows from the camp was caught and 
taken into the ocean.  

Just across the street from Camp Angell there was a little shop that sold knickknacks. And we 
used to walk back by there and go down to the beach and go swimming. This one time we saw 
this little boy and we were talking to him. And he said, “Did you hear about the fellow who 
drowned?” And I said yes. And he said, “Well, he was a conchie, nobody cared.” I tried to write 
a piece based on that one time. He had been told by his parents that since he was a conscientious 
objector, nobody cared. Early on when we were there, we had a basketball team that played 
Waldport. We ended up beating them. But we were never invited back because it came out that 
we were conscientious objectors. We would go to Waldport sometimes. We’d get a ride in but 
we always had to walk back because it was after dark and there were not many people traveling. 

The Forest Service personnel were not happy having to deal with conscientious objectors and so 
they made comments about somewhat derogatory with regard to “Well, the CCC had planted 
over 300 trees per man per day.” Well, this was a real challenge and, as it ended up, even our 
poorest crew was planting over 400 while the crew of which I was a member averaged over 800 
trees a day. 

We used to always joke about there were two seasons in Oregon, the rainy season and July. The 
tree planting crew, we were taught to fight forest fires. And I was transferred to a tree fighting 
crew to Mary’s Peak side camp. I was the main person in charge of the camp, head of the fire 
fighting crew. Also, I was the person who kept the books and the records and so on. My job was 
to prepare the lunches for the fellows who went out on project if I wasn’t going. At Mary’s Peak 
side camp there came a time when the fire danger was low, so they called everybody back to the 
main camp except me and the cook. And we were told that we had to paint the barracks. They 
expected us to paint the barracks and the rec room.  

Why were you sent to Mary’s Peak and what were you trying to do there? 

Basically, we were a fire fighting crew. We didn’t know it at the time and it was maybe 10 years 
ago or so that it was finally released that the Japanese were sending submarines at least off the 
coast of Oregon. And then they would attach balloons, phosphorous disks to the balloon and then 
the inshore winds would blow them over the forest. The idea was it would set the forest on fire. 
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And so we were there in case the forest did catch on fire. And as I understand mostly from 
hearsay that there was only one place that a forest fire was ever started. Otherwise, there was no 
forest fire started. But this was the reason we were at Mary’s Peak side camp. We did fight one 
forest fire, but it was in Morton, Washington. It turned out it had been started by loggers, I don’t 
know by accident or what. The crew that was at Mary’s Peak, we could take leave and go into 
Corvallis every so often. Usually on weekends we would go into Corvallis. I’d go in there 
sometimes to a Friends meeting and other places. One time this fellow talked me into going to a, 
I forget what the specific name for it was, but it was for military people. We got tossed out 
because we weren’t in uniform. They had dances and music and we figured this would be a 
chance to meet some girls, but we didn’t get in the door. 

I had sinus trouble quite bad and so I asked for a transfer. I went in to see the doctor in Waldport 
and he said I had every right to have it because I had a deviated septum. So I was transferred to 
Augusta State Mental Hospital in Augusta, Maine, where I was the person who in charge of the 
20-bed dormitory. Changed the beds for the incontinent, looked after the incontinents, fed the 
people that had to be fed, shaved them twice a week, and cut their hair when it was necessary, 
bathed them once a week.  

There was a garden at Waldport. And they grew a lot of the vegetables for the camp there in the 
garden, as I recall it. Broccoli, carrots, and lettuce, probably onions, and I think potatoes, peas, 
this type of thing, various vegetables there. 

Raymond Long was a choir director, very good. We also had a quartet. Ray was very good. He 
was also a tenor, sang himself. And then we had this other fellow who was a tenor. He and the 
wife of William Everson had duets at the time. 

Also, I don’t recall the organization, but we had visitors come down from Portland. They would 
spend a weekend there with us. Usually girls would come. I think they were connected with 
probably some pacifist group or these churches. Harold Phend or Ace Phend and I took leave 
together and went to Portland and spent our time working there. I don’t recall what Harold did, 
but we stayed with one of the families. I had a job with a window washer and a floor polisher. I 
went around, we’d wash windows downtown Portland and then I got into a lot of floor polishing. 
We earned money for doing that. 

You mentioned earlier that you had befriended a black man and at that time, he was the only 
black man in the camp. How did others respond to him? Was there a racial issue there that was 
prevalent? 

No, if there was, it never really came out. There weren’t people that shunned him necessarily or 
anything of this sort. Far as I know, Tommy was well liked generally. He was a pretty good 
singer. He liked to sing particularly “There’s a Fountain Filled With Blood That Flows From 
Emanuel’s Vein.” “Sinners dunked,” well, dunked wasn’t the term but anyway, “plunged into 
that flood shall lose their guilty shame.” So he sang that type of song but was well liked. He 
always said that his motto was “Hope for the best and be prepared for the worst.”  

I was also curious about your meditation group. Was that primarily Fine Arts fellows that were 
participating? Where did you do it? You said you got up early in the morning. 
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We went to the recreation hall and had it there. No, it was, well, Harold Phend was one of those 
who, he was a mechanic, and it was Chuck, he’s in Washington State. I can’t think of his name 
now. But he was one of those. A fellow by the name of Dave Salstrom, and Dave hadn’t finished 
college at that time. There were a couple others. We were just sort of a group that just became 
interested. 

Thinking about some of the medical experiments that went on during the CPS times, were you 
part of any of those medical tests or starvation? 

I was a member of the Minneapolis, Minnesota, starvation experiment. It was a period of three 
months standardization, six months of starvation and then supposed to have been three months of 
rehabilitation. We started out with the regular, around 3,200-calorie intake, which was 
considered to be the typical American diet of the time. The diet was a diet, after we were on 
standardization, it switched from standardization of 3,200 calories to 1,750 calories a day. But I 
ended up going from 167 to 108. At that time I had lost enough weight that I could reach around 
my biceps with my left hand. We got a brochure that said “Would you starve that others might be 
better fed?” My response was yes and that’s why. As I recall, there were somewhere in the 
neighborhood of 400 volunteers, and they sent psychologists around to interview people and, 
based on the interview, we were then selected. 

You mentioned that the Church of the Brethren had supported your studies when you left CPS 
and went to college. 

Yes, well also I should mention that the three historic peace churches paid for the food of those 
in the base camps. This was not furnished by the Forest Service or the U.S. government. All they 
furnished was the quarters and the projects, the managers and so on. And this was called work of 
national importance under the Civilian Public Service. But because those of us who had been 
conscientious objectors did not receive the GI Bill of Rights, we had our tuition paid at one of 
the church-run colleges which, in my case, happened to be Manchester College in north 
Manchester, Indiana. 
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PIUS GIBBLE 

May 15, 2003 
 
Pius Gibble grew up in a farming family in Illinois and eventually became a pastor in the 
Brethren Church. 

________________________________________________________ 

What were you doing when you were drafted? 

I graduated from high school and earned a tuition scholarship to the University of Illinois. But 
after six weeks I found I still wanted to eat. So, I went home for day labor on various farms. 
Well, a dollar a day sometimes. And helped dad on the farm. Then I had some experience after a 
tornado. I helped some there with rebuilding barns and declared myself a carpenter. Then at 
twenty-five I decided to go to Manchester College. I was a sophomore at Manchester College 
when I was drafted.  

Did you have much trouble obtaining your CO status? 

No, there’s a rather long story. I drew a low number and was immediately threatened with what 
plans can I make. They classified me 1A. I appealed and didn’t hear anything about it. They 
classified me 1A again after an appeal and didn’t hear anything about it. There were so many 
other men drafted with higher numbers that they classified me a conscientious objector.  

How long did that process take? 

I was a freshman when I went off. I finished my sophomore year and I was due for induction on 
September 3, I believe, 1942. It probably wasn’t as long as it seemed to me because I was 
anxious to start plans I could make.  

Did you find that you had much support from your family or community? 

My parents didn’t encourage it. I had no opposition in family or church. It was after I was gone 
that I understand dad took a lot of insults about that blankety blank conscientious objector. There 
was a lack of support, though, or any particular support.  

So why did you decide to become a CO? 

I was marching up and down every day in officer’s training corp. They gave me this rifle and all 
of a sudden they announced target practice next week and who was going to shoot. I realized that 
I cannot kill anybody. I cannot. I won’t.  

Why did you decide to go to Waldport? 

Well, I had no wife and children. Here were men that did have, so I volunteered to go instead of 
them. I had no particular anxiety to go to Waldport except in that. I thought it was easier for me 
to go that far away from home than some of the other men.  
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Was the train crowded when you came? 

Yes. There had been many years when the railroads weren’t doing much business. But now all of 
a sudden they were busy because of gas rationing. But there was this contingent of COs and 
armed services on the same train. It got a little tense sometimes with insults.  

Did you have a place to sit on the train? 

Oh, yes. We slept on the train and ate in the train in the dining car. Of course, the difficulty came 
when we walked from our car to through other cars to get to the dining car. There’s where they 
threw insults at us in general, not to me particularly.  

So all of the COs were in a single car? 

Yes, that went to Waldport. 

Tell us a little bit about your experiences in Waldport. 

The first business is planting trees. I think it was after two or three weeks soaking wet every day 
that some of the men had learned the Sears & Roebuck sold what we called an iron suit. It was 
somewhat rain repellant. You took them off beside the stove. But I didn’t have any of that. I was 
very subject, for those many years before that and after, to colds. I was constantly sneezing and 
sniffling. There, and everywhere else I had ever been, I couldn’t take time off unless I could raise 
a fever. I couldn’t raise a fever!  

A log came rolling down the mountain and hit me on the head. It toppled me over. It was pretty 
steep for farm boy. I don’t know how many times I might have rolled before I stopped. I was 
able to get up and shake myself and I’m not hurt. But they insisted they haul me back to camp. I 
got a concussion and, of course, was in sick leave for eight weeks. I’d get well enough I’d think I 
can function, but I couldn’t. Well, that was eight weeks that wasn’t fun. Then they didn’t want to 
send me out on tree planting. I had a reputation as a carpenter. The camp wasn’t really finished. 
The CCCs never quite finished it. So, we did some finishing up and some partitions and some 
ceilings that became an attic space for storage. And we painted. I think we designated one 
building as a library and we painted the inside. An artist guy had the idea that we would shade 
the paint from light to dark that it would look the same color all around. So, we mixed paint 
constantly from one space to the next. Then I worked in the laundry. I washed and ironed shirts 
for the rest of my time. Somewhere along there I had purchased a camera for one dollar, a 
miniature camera that took pictures one inch by one inch, black and white. Somebody there had 
established a laboratory that we developed these films. There was an enlarger and I enjoyed 
playing with that. I didn’t take many pictures, but I enjoyed the idea of learning something.  

So, you came into Waldport and you went from working in the woods to working in camp. Were 
camp jobs better than having to go out and work in the woods? 

It was for me, yes [laughs]. When I work around the farm making hay, we never worked in the 
rain. I know you can’t catch cold by getting cold. I know that. But I know your resistance is 
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reduced by stress. And I could never stand it. Ironing shirts – I want to know why in the world 
men in camp needed their shirts ironed! But they did.  

Did you work six days a week in the laundry? 

I believe so. I’m not sure now whether we were on a five day schedule or not. That memory has 
failed. One of the things I enjoyed was reading. The blackout conditions and the poor lighting 
was an aggravation. I know I managed to get to church in Waldport many Sundays. Half the 
Sundays probably.  

So, you left camp to go to church? 

Yes, the Presbyterian Church in Waldport.  

How did you get into town? 

I walked. I walked in the dark. It was many times raining. I remember many times walking in the 
dark and these jeeps racing up and down the highway with very little light.  

How were the relations between people who lived in Waldport and the CPS camp? 

I noticed no friction just going to church. I assumed that was Waldport [laughs]. I’ve been a 
pastor now. I was a pastor later and know how you develop a friendly church. I didn’t assume 
that these people were unfriendly. They probably didn’t like us, but they were tolerant.  

How was the food? 

I liked the food. I remember the salmon. The salmon we have here occasionally is not near as 
good. Or as good as I remember. 

You said that you read a lot. Did you use the library? 

Yes. We had a collection of books, but I can’t remember that we got any from anywhere else. 
But we shared what we had.  

What else did you do for fun? 

I enjoyed walking on the beach. I walked down quite a ways one time. There was a rocky point 
down there. The beach at Waldport and then rocks down south a little ways, a couple of miles. I 
drove through there once in the sixties and I didn’t recognize anything hardly. Of course, I was 
driving and pulling a travel trailer and didn’t have much time to look around.  

Do you have other vivid memories that you’d like to share with us? 

I guess the most vivid ones are the ones are about that rock coming down the mountain. That 
rock gets bigger every year. I don’t know how big it might have been. But big enough to knock 
me down. I didn’t have much doctor attention excepting there was a first aid man for the CPS 
boys that had some training in first aid. That’s what we called an infirmary. I slept there many 
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nights. The doctor predicted that I was likely to develop brain cancer, so watch it. But I haven’t 
yet. When they tell you you’re going to get brain cancer, that’s a vivid memory.  

Do you think that your CO and CPS experience affected the rest of your life in any way? 

Oh, yes. When I became a pastor, my hobby would have been the peace teaching. That time out 
of my life was very effected. I can’t imagine what my life would have been like if I hadn’t had it. 
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FORREST GROFF 
 
May 13, 2003 
 
Forrest Groff was a Brethren minister in Albany. He and his wife Dela hosted many COs in their 
home, and preached and visited at the Waldport and Cascade Locks camps. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
Now as I understand it you had a house that was between Cascade Locks and the Waldport 
camp. 

We lived in Albany at that time.  

Did the fellows stop and stay with you on the way? 

Yes, they did, both the military from Camp Adair and fellows from Cascade Locks and the 
fellows from Waldport. We had a bed for that because they just needed a place to get away from 
the camp occasionally. One of the fe llows that stopped at our house regularly was the camp-
purchasing agent. His name was Switzer. He drove a pick up and he drove from Albany where 
he picked up meat, cows. He’d butcher a cow there and haul meet over to one of the other places. 
He came through and left us two big salmon one time from Cascade Locks. He came and carried 
meat to both of the camps. They didn’t have much money, you know. They didn’t get wages, just 
a little allowance of some kind, $10, I think, a month. Roscoe Switzer stayed with us many 
times. I was a pastor at the church in Albany, Church of the Brethren. Dela had a brother [Robert 
Lam] who went to Waldport as a CPS man in public service. He thought they were supposed to 
be doing work that was important to the war effort only in a peaceful way. And, he said they just 
moved dirt from side of the road to the other just to keep busy. There wasn’t any real profit in it 
for anybody. So he walked out. He walked out. Told the government he was walking out and he 
went to prison in McNeil Island in Washington state. He walked out there somehow and anyhow, 
he had big problems when he got out because he was a conscientious objector.  

I know while they were at Waldport a couple of the fellows built a myrtlewood altar…church 
altar and it’s now at our camp in Camp Myrtlewood near Myrtle Point. We have a church camp 
there. They built it for a church. That church is no longer existent. And so one of the fellows who 
was in it or there, fixed it up, refinished it, and took it down to our camp. It was a pretty rough 
place for them. It was cold, miserable and raining. They had to work outdoors in the rain. 

They built a hospital down there. It was difficult for them. As I said, my brother- in- law felt they 
were just taking dirt from one side of the road to the other just to keep busy. They planted trees. 
That was part of their work project. But Robert thought it was worthless project. It wasn’t doing 
anything of government importance. But anyhow… We had a military man from Camp Adair 
who came to our house frequently and I went out to see them too. See, as a pastor I had this 
responsibility and I went out to see them. Most of the military men who visited were Brethren, 
and they knew the program. The ones that came to our house were Brethren, and they stayed all 
night with us and went back the next day.  
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When your brother-in-law was in the camp in Waldport, did he talk about their relationship with 
the townspeople?  

No. I don’t think they had any rough time. The Waldport people were kind. They stayed 
sometimes with some of the people in Waldport. I just know it as an observer. We went over and 
I preached there several times while I was at Albany…went over there and preached for them. 
Same thing in Cascade Locks. 

So what became of Dela’s brother after he got out of prison? 

He taught school. He had trouble getting a job, but he taught school for several years and retired 
from school teaching and went on a farm. They still live on that farm. 

What it was like at holidays at Waldport such as Christmas and Easter? 

Well, they tried to have their own programs, whatever they could do there. They had a place to 
meet. And people took in food for them…our church took in food for them.  

What experiences did you have with the community of Albany regarding the philosophy of peace 
of your church? 

We had no problem at all. We held meetings in the city for soldiers who came back from 
vacation and whatever from the military. We had coffee and donuts and all kinds of things for 
them. The church was responsible for that. We had a good relationship as far as the pastor was 
concerned. I had no run-in with anybody because of my belief. My neighboring pastor joined the 
Methodists. We met with them frequently and he came over to our church and we went over to 
their church. We had a good time with him. We had a minister's association. As far as I know, 
we didn’t have any problem with our stand on peace. 
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JAMES HAIN 
 
May 15, 2003 
 
James Hain, a Methodist from Minnesota, worked on project and as a smokejumper, while also 
interacting with the Fine Arts Group, especially in readings and discussions. 

________________________________________________________ 
 

I was one of the peons. It was kind of fun. But the camp elite, the intellectuals, who were sitting 
around in a circle discussing one book or another or one subject or another and . . .  

What kind of subjects? Would you be more specific? I’m very curious. 

Well some, of course, was poetry, and also there was quite a bit on the war situation and the 
general condition of the country. But I can’t be much more specific than just literature and poetry 
and that type of thing. Some government conditions -- what should I say? Government structure. 
There was discussion all right of government structure, that is, socialism, capitalism, etc. The 
chaps, would bring up a certain aspect of maybe a certain book or a certain poem and so on, and 
just talk about it in general. This, of course, was literature with which they were quite familiar. 
Those of us ordinary working men didn’t know anything about it, but we enjoyed listening. 

When you were at Waldport, would you have considered yourself a member of the fine arts 
group? 

Oh, no, no I wasn’t. I was interested, but I had never pursued anything along those lines although 
I very much enjoyed certain types of poetry. I found what Bill Everson had to say quite 
interesting although I can’t repeat any of it or be specific. 

And you were how old when you entered CPS? 

I was drafted in 1943. I was just twenty-two at the time. I was single. I was at Waldport just 
about a year, from the spring of 1943, to the spring of 1944, when I was transferred to Missoula. 
That was a request on my part. I was looking for better work and I loved to fly and I thought 
parachuting would be a blast, and so it was. 

So you became a smokejumper. Tell us about your work at Waldport and what about it made you 
want to get out and do something a little bit more adventurous. 

The work at Waldport was good. I had no complaints about it, although tree planting, which I 
was assigned to at first, sometimes could be pretty rough with a steady rain all day and out there 
mucking around planting trees. That got a bit tiresome. I had numerous jobs: falling timber, 
making way for road building. I worked on the rock crusher. We blasted rock off the cliff and 
tossed it into the rock crusher and we’d use it to cover the roads that we had just bulldozed 
through the brush. I had one job of hanging on the cliff drilling holes and pounding in dynamite, 
that type of thing. And as I said, I worked on the rock crusher also for a while. I had several 
different jobs. So it was interesting in a way, but I wanted something better. As I said, I loved 
flying and I thought that the smoke-jumping job would be a great thing to get involved in. I had 
been out on two fires. They had a fire crew at Waldport and I had been out on two or three fires 
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so I had some experience fighting fire. I’m sure that’s what helped get me into the smoke-
jumping unit in Missoula, Montana. There was a good gang of fellows. I got along very well 
with everybody. We had a good time training. We trained at the old Nine Mile Ranger Station, 
then we were assigned to side camps. We would be pulled into Missoula on a rotation basis to go 
out on the different fires. 

I want to go back to Waldport if we can for a moment. I realize you were here for a year. You 
had a lot of different jobs while you were here, but can you, to the best of your recollection, 
maybe describe what your typical day was from the time you woke up?  

We slept in kind of bunkhouses. This was an old CCC camp. We’d go up to breakfast, then we’d 
have a small amount of time to get ready to go out on the job. We would climb in the crew trucks 
and we would be driven up into the woods or up into the brush. As I recall, it had been logged 
probably in World War I. There were a lot of stumps and brush. We’d be driven up there and 
we’d get out and we would have a bag of small trees, each one of us. The foreman of the crew 
would line us out and we would work up through the brush planting these trees. And, of course, 
when we ran out we’d get more. It involved quite a bit of hard work in some respects, climbing 
over logs and getting your trees planted right. Usually they’d assign one man at about eleven-
thirty to build a fire for lunchtime -- of course, not during the heat of the summer but in the cold 
rainy weather -- and that was an especially great thing. We’d come about noon and we liked to 
toast our sandwiches over the fire and then eat them. I don’t recall how long we took for lunch, 
half an hour or forty-five minutes, whatever. Then we’d go to planting trees again. When the 
time was up, around four or four-thirty, we’d go back to the crew truck and go back down to 
camp and get cleaned up. Pretty soon -- I don’t know what you called it. It wasn’t a bell. It was, 
as I recall, a triangular thing, a steel rod that they beat on and you could hear all over camp. That 
was for suppertime. We’d go have a good meal. They fed there very well. There was no problem 
with food, plenty of good food. So, then sometimes after dinner there would be these discussion 
groups that I mentioned and there might be something up in the lunchroom. Sometimes we 
would have, as I recall, a speaker of sorts come address us over some problem or some such. I 
can’t be specific. I don’t remember when we figured bedtime was, nine-thirty, ten, whatever, and 
we’d hit the sack and get ready for the next day.  

Some of it depended upon what kind of a job you had. We usually had somebody assigned to the 
tool shack to sharpen tools and repair things and, of course, there were specialty jobs out in the 
field. We had one chap, seems his name was Art Sego, I think, and he was always the cat 
skinner, that is, he drove the Cat, the bulldozer, for building the roads. There were some other 
jobs that were kind of assigned to different people, like truck driving and so on. So that’s kind of 
the standard day there at Waldport. Most of it was you were either building roads or you were 
planting trees. That’s roughly it. 

I would like to go back pre-Waldport and talk to you a little bit about your time before you were 
drafted. Do you remember when you got your draft notice? 

No, I don’t. I just remember, it was probably a year before, that is, it was very likely in 1942 that 
I received a notice. Then, feeling the way I did about the war, there was some back and forth 
letter writing to the draft board, and then meeting with them, and so on until I got my 4E 
classification. 
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Did you ever consider noncombatant military service or did you know that CPS was definitely 
the route you wanted to go? 

No, I did consider noncombatant military service. In fact, I would like to have done as some 
friends had done in World War I, that is, drove Red Cross trucks and so on for the Quakers. As I 
recall I was told in World War II that even if I was a noncombatant and I was working for the 
medical service, I would have to carry a gun. Well, I wanted none of that so that was kind of 
ruled out. I didn’t push it that far, but that was my impression. I would be a regular member of 
the Army and have to carry a gun, but I would be assigned to the medical units. I was raised in 
the Methodist Church, and I was associated with a group of Quakers and other church people. 
Before the war, we were involved in some social service work, you might say, but not a great 
deal. But anyway, one thing that formed me, in a sense, was a hunting incident when I was a 
teenager and the suffering and pain caused to the animals by hunting. I realized, of course, I 
would have to do that to human beings, and it just was kind of one of the forming incidents in 
my life that turned me in the direction of refusing military service. It was an epiphany in many 
respects. I was deeply moved by this creature that I had shot. It was lying there crying and 
twitching as it was dying. I never hunted after that. 

Did your brother go into military service?  

He’s two and one-half years older. He also refused military service and went to a couple of other, 
different camps. 

Was the community supportive of your decision? Or was it just your family that was supportive? 

I don’t recall having any trouble in the community at all. I did discuss it with some neighbors, a 
few. Of course, some disagreed and others were supportive, but there was no hard feelings that I 
recall. I might add that at Missoula we were very well received by the populace in Missoula 
because the work we were doing was dangerous to a certain extent and would not be done by a 
lot of the people. So they realized we were sincere in our motivation. 

Can you describe for me in what ways Waldport was a defining experience in your life, maybe to 
the same degree that the hunting incident was? In other words, was there something that 
occurred that has always stayed with you or that gave you some sort of an epiphany? 

Well, Waldport didn’t give me an epiphany like the hunting incident did. I enjoyed Waldport 
because I had always been an outdoors man and enjoyed hiking and fishing and all the rest, like 
meeting the different men and discussing political and religious issues. All these types of things 
and being able to work outdoors. It was just a good set up as far as I was concerned. But I was 
looking for something even better and I found it at Missoula. 

Talk to us about the town. Was the community supportive of you when you were in town? 

I don’t remember anything about that because I didn’t go into town hardly at all. I did a couple of 
times when we went out on the bay. But as I recall there was no problem. I don’t recall any 
incident or anything that was hostile. 

You left Missoula and came back to Oregon. What did you do when you came back? 
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Oh, yes, well, I served as a smokejumper for two seasons, 1944 and 1945. In the fall of 1945 the 
war was over, the Japanese war was finally over. We were not released, demobilized, whatever. 
We were sent to different camps and I was assigned to a soil conservation camp west of Bend, 
Oregon, so I spent the winter and the spring of 1946 at this particular camp and was finally 
released in the spring of 1946. I don’t know what month it was. I was finally a free man. 

When you look back on your Waldport experience, what have you carried forward into your life? 

Oh, I pretty much learned that as far as Waldport was concerned and as far as the whole CPS 
experience was concerned, that I enjoyed outdoor work and that was probably what I would stay 
with, just general labor, be it construction, or forestry, or whatever. So it’s hard to say much 
about it except I enjoyed the work at Waldport and it fit into my nature very well. Let’s put it 
that way. Well, what I did after CPS, I heard that the Quakers and Mennonites and Brethren had 
formed this group. Of course, they were working together during the war, and they were shipping 
horses and heifers to Europe. So I made my way to the East Coast and I took two boatloads of 
horses to Poland. After that I made my way back to the West Coast again to try and ship out for 
the Canadians. They were shipping animals to Asia but they told me they didn’t need me. They 
had their own Canadian boys. So, I went up into the woods to go logging, that was about the only 
thing I knew to carry on from there. Actually, I had two first loves, forestry and aviation. I didn’t 
pursue either one of those to the extent that I should have. I just was a general working man. I 
spent my youth in construction and firing boilers for Weyerhaeuser and just general outdoor 
work of all kinds, nursery work and selling building materials. I have had a varied career, but it’s 
been mostly just general hard work. 

I can’t say much more about Waldport other than I enjoyed it. We had this tool shed where there 
was a wood lathe and I remember making some wooden plates out of myrtle wood, which is 
quite popular around there. Of course, as I mentioned earlier, sitting in on the discussion that the 
elite group at the camp engaged in, which was quite interesting. 
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MERLE HOOVER 
 
May 13, 2003 
 
Merle Hoover was born on January 1, 1920, and raised in the Church of the Brethren. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
Your parents were Church of the Brethren, is that correct? 
 
That’s correct. 
 
And when you decided to be a conscientious objector was it primarily because that was the way 
you were brought up and you simply did it automatically? Or did you give a lot of thought to it? 
 
Well, I was brought up that way, but I also gave it a lot of thought. I was aware of the feelings 
for conscientious objectors, but I felt that I needed to follow the dictates of the church. 
 
You said that you were aware of the feelings toward conscientious objectors. What was your 
impression of what those feelings were? 
 
Well, generally a negative feeling. That you were a yellow-belly [laughs]. And there was a 
noticeable opposition to such a person. 
 
What were you doing when the war started?  
 
 [Laughs] After getting out of high school I went to a number of different jobs. I worked in 
factories, three or four of them. At the time that I was drafted I was in construction work. That 
was in road construction. I was drafted and was sent there in the spring of the year. I think it was 
in May and I was there until about October. I’m not sure of the exact dates, but it was around 
October or November when we were transferred to Waldport. I volunteered. A very close friend 
of mine and I were adventurous people and we wanted to see this country. And that was one way 
to get to the West coast [laughs]. 
 
When you transferred to Waldport, did they tell you what you would be doing out here? 
 
No. No idea. 
 
So what did you end up doing? 
 
Again, it was a variety of jobs. Originally, I was with a crew planting trees. After a while, they 
needed another truck driver and I put in a request to do truck driving. So I drove a dump truck 
hauling crushed stone on the road up through the mountain, which was [laughs], for an Indiana 
boy, it was impossible. It was a very muddy road but we put a lot of stone on it in order to make 
it usable. It was a pretty good grade. What I mean by that, it was not too steep. Of course, in the 
mud and in the steepness, I never got the truck out of low gear. Much of the time it was in the 
creeper gear to navigate going up and down the hill, the mountain. 



 92

 
How long were you in Waldport? 
 
I was there from about latter part of October/November until, I would say, April. It was in the 
spring of the year. That’s when the smokejumpers was originated to fight forest fires by 
parachute. During the time that I was there, and they asked for volunteer smokejumpers. I 
volunteered along with my buddy and he was accepted and I was not. 
However, later on, they needed a cook. And so I volunteered to cook [laughs]. They asked for a 
resume and I told them that I had spent one semester at Goshen College and in that college work 
I took a lab course in cooking. Since I was with a Mennonite camp director run by the 
Mennonites and Goshen College was a Mennonite college, I think that was one reason why I was 
accepted the second time.  
 
While you were in Waldport, do you remember any incidents that would be of interest?  
 
Well, yes. I was planting trees with a crew. We had a crew of approximately ten. It varied 
occasionally. We’d be planting trees up on the mountain. Noontime would come, and we’d find 
an old burnt out tree stump. There were tree stumps there larger than I had ever seen before. It 
had been burnt out. We’d get one of those burnt out tree stumps, start a little fire of our own, and 
we got inside that tree stump. It was big enough to hold us, the whole crew, and we would have 
our lunch. It was a bologna sandwich and a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. We’d take a green 
limb and toast them over the fire. 
 
Did you do things for recreation or get out of the camp in your time off? 
 
Well, yes. On the weekends I could get a one-night pass and we would walk into Waldport. I’d 
go roller-skating. It was over on the left side of town somewhere. It was between the main 
highway and the ocean. It sufficed. It wasn’t a really ritzy place, but it was a rink. 
 
When you went into town and did things like that, were you accepted by the local people, or did 
you have some problems? 
 
The most contact I had was with the kids, young people in the store or the skating rink. 
Occasionally we would go to a drugstore maybe and buy an ice cream cone or something. One 
time – I almost forgot about that – it was within two weeks after arriving at Waldport. We had a 
small crew splitting wood for the stove in the cook shack and the whole crew was working. A 
man would take a sledgehammer and hit a wedge to split the logs, the wood. One of the 
crewmembers looked up at me and said, “What’s the matter with you, Hoover?” I said, 
“Nothing, why? There’s nothing wrong with me.” “Well,” he said, “You’re bleeding.” I put my 
hand up to my cap. I was wearing a heavy wool, closely knitted cap. What had happened was, as 
the sledgehammers would hit the wedge a piece of steel from the wedge would peel off and fly 
through the air. Tha t hit me on the left side of my head and it buried itself in my skull. So the 
infirmary then took me into Waldport to a doctor. He got some tweezers and tried to pull it out 
and it wouldn’t budge. So he said that he just trussed it. He said, “It’ll grow over.” Sure enough 
it did and I still got it.  
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Why did you ask to be transferred out of Waldport? 
 
I felt that being a smokejumper would show the people that I came in contact with that I was not 
a coward. Now, I understand that they had smokejumpers a number of years before 
experimenting with it. The Mennonite Church convinced them that the conscientious objectors 
would make good fire fighters. It was accepted by General Hershey. He was in charge of the 
conscientious objector group. So the Forest Service accepted the offer to get workers and 
smokejumpers. They had some reservations about it. They did not want people who’d get out on 
the street corner and preach, and we didn’t. They were all good fellas and to my knowledge we 
had no trouble with the general population at all. 
 
I remember they went over to, I think it was Camp Pendleton in Oregon. It was an Army 
jumping group. The Forest Service was not very happy with their kind of work. I remember one 
soldier, a paratrooper, that made the remark to me that, “I’m from Alabama. Let Oregon burn.” 
They didn’t have their heart in fighting fires. But COs did. Here’s another interesting thing, I just 
now thought of it. Somewhere out there they had prisoners of war. They had Germans and 
Italians. They took them in. They put the smokejumpers in charge of a crew of five or six 
prisoners of war and, boy, they were workers. They were glad to get out of camp and get out into 
freedom and free air [laughs]. They just remarked what a great country this was. 
 
Are there any other stories, anything you can think of, you’d like to tell us about, that maybe 
we’ve missed? 
 
Frankly, I just told my wife when I told her about this interview, I don’t have very fond 
memories of Waldport, mainly because of the rain. Being a mid-western farm boy when it rains 
you get out of it [laughs]. I found out that you had to have a tin suit, which I finally got, so I 
could work out in the weather. But I guess that’s the main thing. 
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FORREST JACKSON 
 
May 15, 2003 
 
Forrest Jackson was born into a farming and Brethren family in northwestern Kansas.  

________________________________________________________ 
 

Were your family farmers? 
 
Yes, all the way through. The family all the way down has been farmers. 
 
Are you a member of a Church of the Brethren church? 
 
Yes. 
 
And your family was as well? 
 
Yes. 
 
Can you tell me what you were doing when you were drafted? 
 
Farming. I was out of school. 
 
How did you decide to become a CO? 
 
Well, I just grew up all of my life and figured I wasn’t supposed to take anybody else’s life. That 
was the main reason that I became a CO. 
 
Did you have to go before a draft board? 
 
Yes. I kind of told them that I was going to do that and that was it. Our draft board was here at 
that time. One of the fellows who was on the draft board said, "I know there will be one CO" and 
it was me. He knew that I was going to be a CO. 
 
So you didn’t have any trouble with the board? 
 
No, no trouble at all. No trouble at all. I don’t know how come. It seems like the bus driver knew 
I was going to CO and he made me sit in the back of the bus like a Negro. When I come out and 
changed buses, he just threw my suitcase out and stuff scattered all over. I had to gather it up and 
put it awa]. But the rest of the time I didn’t have any trouble at all. 
 
Mr. Jackson, was that going to your first camp? 
 
Yes, that was Magnolia, Arkansas. That was the first one. That was in the spring there. In the 
fall, I transferred to Waldport. They were asking for volunteers. I volunteered to go out there 
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because I had an uncle only about a hundred miles from there [in Eugene, Oregon]. I thought 
maybe I’d get over there to see him once in a while. That was the reason I went there. 
 
Can you tell me what you did in Magnolia? What was your job there? 
 
My job there was going out and building dams on individual farms. That was about all we did. 
Just somebody wanted a pond built, a dam, so we went out and worked on it. I was in Waldport 
and there we were tree planting, building fire roads back in the timber and all that. We built I 
don’t know how many miles of fire roads. I don’t know how many million trees we hand 
planted. I didn’t plant any trees because I was on the road crew and construction crew, and 
fighting fires. We was on a lot of fires. We were on one big fire. It burned for about a month. I 
was on that awhile and my time to have a vacation came up, so I came home. 
 
I came back to Norcatur, Kansas. I had a thirty day vacation. I had saved up my time and 
everything. I had thirty days and I got to come home and help harvest. It was great to be home. I 
went back [to Waldport] and started mowing the timber along the roads that, you know, we had 
made and cleared back farther. We had a mowing machine on the truck and we could have cut 
down a three inch tree with that mower, but I never did try that. I cut down a lot that was two 
inches, just whack them off in a hurry. Yes, we cleared a lot of the roads and we graded roads 
and I had the fire crew. I was foreman on the fire crew and we went clear down to California on 
a fire. 
 
If you were saving up your days off, did that mean you worked seven days a week? 
 
No, we worked six days a week and then we got Sunday off. We didn’t get any pay for any of 
our work that we did. We was supposed to pay. The church paid our $30 a month to the camp, to 
the program anyway, and then the money came out of the program. We got a refund of $2 that 
we could buy toothpaste or whatever little thing we needed. 
 
You said you came to Waldport in the fall of 1942, is that right? 
 
Well it would have been the fall of 1942. It rained for sixty days from the time I got there. First 
time I got there it rained sixty days, an inch a day! I tell you it was muddy [laughs]!  
 
Did that make your work harder to have to work in the rain? 
 
No [laughs]. We had to pull our truck with a tractor up to the rock crusher. We had a rock 
crusher up there and we crushed rock and we put it on the road. We crushed big old rocks and we 
took the dump trucks and hauled it down and scattered it on the road. Our ruts got so deep going 
up there that we had to dump big old rocks in the ruts. That way when we put some gravel on top 
of it, it didn’t just disappear. 
 
I wanted to ask you a question about going back to Kansas. How did you get back there? 
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On the train. Yes, I took a bus to Portland and got on the train there to come back home. The 
folks had to pick me up at Norton, that train didn’t stop there in Norcatur so they had to pick me 
up at Norton. 
 
And you spent that month helping with the harvest? 
 
Yes. We got our harvest all done and we started plowing the ground to plant wheat in it again. I 
got to do some plowing before I went back. 
 
And when you came back, you came back to Waldport? 
 
Yes, then when they closed Waldport, I went to Wellston, Michigan. 
 
So how long were you in Waldport total? 
 
Oh I was in Waldport total a little over three years. 
 
Mr. Jackson, you were here for what was a long time to be in one CPS camp. Can you tell us 
about some of the friendships that you made while you were here? 
 
Oh, I made quite a bunch of friends here with kids. But the biggest share of them have passed 
away by now. I have one good friend left and he’s still a going. He’s retired, but he’s still living. 
 
And when you were here with your friends, what sort of social activities would you do together? 
 
Oh, we just made popcorn and stuff and we was not too far from the ocean. We’d go over to the 
ocean and play volleyball and stuff, different stuff like that. 
 
Would you talk about politics at all? Would you ever talk about the war? 
 
No. No, well, some did, but most of us didn’t talk much about the war. We didn’t want to think 
about it. 
 
Did you enjoy your job working on the road? 
 
Oh yes, I enjoyed it. I enjoyed working on that kind of stuff. I’d run the grader. It seems like I 
was the about the only one there at camp that knew much about anything. They was all from 
cities and stuff like that. They didn’t know much about farming or implements or anything. I 
enjoyed my time there in Waldport except that I just had to be there and couldn’t be home. 
 
Mr. Jackson, is there a favorite story that you like to tell about your time in Waldport? 
 
Well, there certainly is. One of the kids that I’d been going around with there in Waldport, he 
was out felling trees. We fell a tree and the tree had hit a widow-maker. It came back and it 
killed him. It just swung back and it killed him. Then another one with pulling a log and it swung 
around and crushed him. That’s the two worst ones. One other time, we had just a real light little 
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caterpillar tractor. It was real small and we was kind of pulling with a chain a cable. It had a 
cable hook through it and trying to pull it around it hit the tree. All of a sudden it flew and went 
over the bank. Just lying, I ducked as close as I could get to the tractor and I could just pretty 
near feel the hair on my head raise. It was right across and it unhooked from the track. The cable 
unhooked, luckily, or that tree would have pulled the tractor and both of us off the road over the 
bank. I remember that to this day. I wasn’t hurt a bit. The guys around there, they were scared to 
death. They thought I’d had it, but when I raised up from the tractor, they just shouted. 
 
Do you have anything else you would like to tell us? 
 
Well, I guess I could tell you that there were several of us, about three of us guys, that went to 
Waldport one night on bicycles. We were just riding along there coming home and there was a 
guy came along. He was in a blackout [had blacked-out his headlights]. We was on bicycles. We 
had had seen him coming so we all pulled over. This guy evidently didn’t see us very quick so, 
all of a sudden he slammed on his brakes and his vehicle swung around and he hit my bicycle 
and knocked me out. In fact, I was unconscious. They thought I wasn’t going to come out of it. 
They was about to call the folks and tell them I wasn’t here. 
 
You must have been knocked out for a while then? 
 
Yes, I don’t know how long it was, but anyway, I didn’t go back to do any work at all for thirty 
days. I have a scar on my ear where it hit on the gravel. But, I guess that’s the worst thing that 
happened to me.  
 
For those thirty days, did you stay in camp? 
 
Yes. Then I went back to work. They had me picking up railroad ties off a certain area. I helped 
loading them on a truck and hauling them off [laughs]. I thought that was kind of hard work for 
first time out back to work. They didn’t put me on light duty at all, just go right back to work. 
 
Do you remember any enjoyable times that you had at the camp? 
 
Oh yes, I remember quite a few enjoyable times we had at the camp. While I was at camp, I 
turned out a lot of work on the lathe. I made plates out of myrtle wood and candle holders and 
just different things. I did quite a bit of woodworking while I was in camp. I never was a whole 
lot for playing games and stuff like that. Growing up, I never did enjoy it just playing games and 
different things. One time we had a bunch of girls came into camp. I don’t know how come they 
came. They just came in and we played volleyball and stuff like that. 
 
You stayed until Waldport was closed so I’m wondering did you ever think about transferring. 
 
No, I liked it there. I had a good job there on the road crew and the construction crew, and I liked 
it. I figured why would I want to go out someplace else. 
 
Did you feel the work that you were doing was of national importance? 
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Well, I really think that it was. It really was because they are still using those roads that we made 
for fire roads. So, I feel it was of national importance. Maybe we could put a fire out quicker 
going down them roads. I thought that was kind of national important myself.  
 
One thing more that I remember, we put up a bunch of sweet corn. One of the neighbors gave the 
camp a bunch of sweet corn. We had a cannery that Roscoe Switzer made. He got a cannery so 
that we could can it. We had corn in camp for quite awhile, just off and on from that. That was a 
lot of fun, putting that corn up and stuff. It was fun. We all enjoyed that. We did that in our spare 
time.  
 
Can you share with us, Mr. Jackson, how you spent some of the holidays?  
 
Well, I usually spent my Christmases with my uncle in Eugene [laughs]. I’d go over there for 
maybe a couple of days at Christmas. Thanksgiving I was over there for dinner. I took Elmer 
Frantz with me once. He was wanting to go. It was at Thanksgiving. He met a girl there. He got 
pretty enthused over her, but then they didn’t do anything about it. I mean, nothing happened 
from it. He was just enthused then and that was it. 
 
I did want to ask you if your decision to be a CO affected you later in your life. 
 
I never have regretted that I was a CO. I don’t know if it has affected me in any way at all that I 
can think of. I know some of the guys, their girlfriends left them and stuff like that. But I can’t 
think of anything. 
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CLAYTON JAMES 
 
14 May 2003 
 
Clayton James was a participant in the fine arts program at Waldport. After the war, he became 
a prominent sculptor and painter. His wife, Barbara, was also interviewed. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
What had lead up to your signing up as a conscientious objector?  
 
Well, I just didn't want to fight people, kill people so I became a war objector. 
 
Did your family support you? 
 
Not too much. They did support me but not really. They weren't for it. You know that was a 
pretty ugly war. There wasn't too much sympathy for objecting to it. I went to a camp in Big 
Flats, New York which was kind of an induction center and then after some transfers and this 
and that I transferred to Waldport because of the arts program. 
 
And how did you hear about the arts program? 
 
Well, they wrote a perspective with Bill Everson, the poet and they were trying to develop the 
arts program there. I had just graduated from the Rhode Island School of Design. I guess I must 
have been twenty. Twenty-one, I don't know. I can't quite remember. 
 
When you got to Waldport, what was your main job here? 
 
 I was a cook. I was a dietician. I refused to work on the project so I was in the kitchen. 
In all the camps I refused to work on a project but I didn't refuse to work in the camp. And then 
at Big Flats there was this wonderful Quaker lady and she kind of took me under her wing and 
taught me how to cook and bake bread so that's what I did. I set up as a painter. That was always 
the thing in back of everything, that I was a painter and wanted to work, you know, so I got 
myself organized working nights.  
 
Now, how long would you say you were the cook for about? 
 
Well, I was there for a year. 
 
Do you remember some of the food you would cook? 
 
Yeah, we had pretty good meals. A lot of Tillamook cheese. And we had a vegetarian section, 
we cooked vegetarian meals and we had to cook for the out camps too, like bread and stuff. 
 
Were many of the people here vegetarians? 
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There was quite a crowd actually. I would say a quarter of the people. Some of the things were as 
exotic as would eat only fruits or beans and things like that. 
 
When were you able to do your art? 
 
 After work. Well, that was why we were in the kitchen because, you know, there was spells 
when we weren't working. If you were on the project, you were out eight hours a day but in the 
camp, why, it was quiet during part of the day and we could do things. 
 
Barbara came out from Massachusetts and we took one of those cabins across the highway from 
the camp. We got married in Waldport. Well, not actually Waldport, Newport. Actually, married 
in Toledo. We hitchhiked to get married. With my best man. 
 
Hi, Barbara, we wanted to hear from your side, what your experience was at Waldport. You 
came out to get married, got married out here. 
 
Well, I don't know if we were engaged. We were both at art school at the Rhode Island School of 
Design. We'd just known each other for a while.We had one of those cabins. I understand the one 
we had has subsequently burned down but we haven't been there. It was there for a long time. I 
was trying to paint there but then it was involved with the camp and so forth and I took my meals 
at camp and, you know, it was just, oh involved with the activities there. And, of course, one of 
the big events at the camp was the fact that Morris Graves, a well known artist went down to the 
camp and was there the first summer we were there and we made his acquaintance so there was a 
lot of activity like that. 
 
And did your husband, was he able to join you in the evenings? 
 
Yes. Everybody lived in the, husbands and wives lived together. It was a rather relaxed 
atmosphere. 
 
Did you have a job, a paying job while you were here? 
 
No, I didn't. Some of the other wives went to Newport and I think they worked in a cannery but 
since I was trying to paint, I didn't take that job. We didn't spend much money and we didn't 
really, other than the rent for the cabin, we didn't really need much. We didn't have a car, we 
didn't really go anywhere. We hitchhiked when we went so we had a few funds. We had a few 
wedding checks, I guess. We kind of lived on that and then occasionally sold a painting or 
something or we did a little weaving. We did sell a little of that, pretty minimal but anyway. 
Clayton made a loom. We did it in our cabin. You know we did some fabric and one piece I 
made got sold in the shop in San Francisco but that was about it. 
 
How were relationships between the people who were in the arts programs and the people who 
weren't in the arts program? 
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Well, of course, you know, I think they sort of distrusted the artist people for being too liberal 
but I don't think there was any open hostility exactly. The arts group sort of did their thing and 
the other people, you know, did theirs. 
 
Of course, we were married and Clayton stayed in the cabin with me. We weren't really, he 
wasn't really involved in camp life. Those people who lived in camp, that was a little different 
situation because they were in contact in the dormitories and so forth and I didn't, we didn't 
really have that much contact with them actually because the art group, most of them were 
vegetarians so they all ate together and the artists were in the kitchen and then all the projects 
after hours were printing books and so forth or performing plays so they were all kind of 
involved with one another. So I didn’t even really get to know some of these people except at the 
laundry, when I went over to do the laundry or something. 
 
The inspiration of William Everson. He was the kind of catalyst that put that all together and 
urged conscientious objectors in other parts of the country as they were transferring to camps to 
ask to go there and so they did so there was really a lot of poets and musicians and actors. The 
group afterwards went to San Francisco and they had a theater group there after the war. 
 
Where did you go live in the Northwest when you left Waldport? 
 
Well, actually there was Waldo Chase who was an artist, printmaker, he was an artist in 
residence at Waldport. We didn't really know him too much there but he was presumably 
teaching crafts and he wanted to start a commune and union in Washington on Hood Canal so we 
went there. 
 
And were there other members from Waldport who went with you? 
 
They did later. We were the first. Well, everybody in the first summer, let's see, oh, let's see, I 
guess in 1946 after the war everybody was roaming up and down the coast so everybody kind of 
ended up there for a short period of time. Adrian Wilson, the printer of fine books in San 
Francisco and his wife were there, other people. We finally, when it got crowded moved out into 
a teepee. And Clayton built something, a house out in the woods and we lived there. 
 
Your experience at the camp sounds as if it was important to your lives. I wonder if you could 
talk about that part of it, how it influenced your lives. 
 
C: Well, it was an important period of my life or our lives and I eventually, you know, walked 
out. The camp began to kind of disintegrate and I had been in these camps for three years and we 
finally began to, you know, go AWOL. So there was quite a lot of that going on and after a year 
in the camp I decided to go AWOL too and, of course, that was a very intense period of time. 
 
We came up to Washington and spent the summer up here. I don't know exactly what year that 
was, '44, I guess, '43, something like that. '45, summer of '45 we came up and spent, and then in 
August we went back to the camp because we didn't have any money. We had to go somewhere 
where we could be taken care of so we went down and I built my little shack down on the beach 
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there and we lived in that and the FBI came and picked me up and took me to jail and we finally 
had a trial but we were given a suspended sentence. 
 
What was the reasoning for having a suspended sentence? 
 
Well, Barbara said it was because she sat in the court and had a long face and the judge said 
okay. It was stupid anyway because the war was over and there was no reason for sending us to 
jail. 
 
And when you say things started disintegrating at the camp… 
 
C: Yeah, well, the administration and things fell apart and one thing that happened was really 
quite, you know, a nuisance was that the kitchen caught on fire one time. They had these would 
stoves, you know, and the cabin got overheated and the watchman was not at it and so it caught 
fire so that was a big mess and that was just part of what happened in camp. The administration 
fell apart. We were over in our little shack on the beach and Everson came running over, 
"Clayton, Clayton, the kitchen's on fire!" Of course, I was the main figure in the kitchen so I 
went, we went running. Well, they got it out but it was quite a mess but we had to get it cleaned 
up and get breakfast for camp. But we did but it was just part of the thing that happened, the 
breaking down of the morale and stuff. It was a pretty difficult period. 
 
Do you have any, you know, positive feelings and negative feelings that came out of you being 
involved in CPS? 
 
Yeah, the positive thing was that I married Barbara and we had a wonderful life. I don't know, 
well, I can't think of anything negative, no. We were very, very young, just out of art school and 
we were trying to fashion a life together and it was all very positive. We had a great time. 
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CHARLES G. JEHNZEN 
 

May 13, 2003 
 
Charles Jehnzen was born into a Brethren farming family in Rodney, Michigan, where he still 
lives and farms.  

________________________________________________________ 
 

Could you describe to us what happened when you were drafted? 
 
Oh, well I was going to a state college here [Michigan]. I was studying public administration. I 
was having difficulty because I was a conscientious objector. I was born and raised in a Brethren 
Church and we are a peace people. The Brethren people are a historical peace church. So I had 
difficulty when everyone else was in uniforms. I just couldn’t do that. But anyway, then I quit 
college and went to work for a drug store in Lansing, Michigan. I left from there. I had to come 
back up here to Rodney to get on the bus to go to Battle Creek to go through the standard 
procedures of being inducted the same as when you’re inducted in the Army, except I didn’t go 
to the Army. They sent me to camp in Lagro, Indiana.  
 
Did you have friends also who were also conscientious objectors? 
 
There was nobody else in our church, in this little local church, that was a conscientious objector. 
My mother’s father had three brothers in the Confederate [Army] that fought in Lincoln’s war. 
One of them was in Sherman’s march to the sea where they laid siege on every living thing from 
Savannah. I inherited his guns. I had two of those guns. And two of the other brothers got killed. 
One of them had his body sent home and the other, they don’t know what happened to it. My 
dad’s brother was in the First World War. One of them was from a family of thirteen. There were 
five or six boys, but there’s only one of them went to war. They worked in the war machinery 
and created the munitions needed to fight a war.  
 
So really you were taking an individual stand. In other words your family had been involved with 
wars before, even though they were Brethren and had worked for war industries. What was the 
motivation for your taking this stand? 
 
What caused me to do it? I’m just inherently that way. Nothing caused me. That’s the way I am. 
I cannot march. I cannot be stomp, stomp, stomp - all that foolishness, I can’t do that. I’m just 
naturally not that kind of person.  
 
What kind of work were you doing at the time you were drafted? 
 
I was an assistant manager of a drugstore. I am a mathematician, I am good with figures. I’m an 
entrepreneur. I’ve done well in life. When I moved back to the farm here I had a family of four 
daughters. I moved back here and my farm was a little eighty acre farm, but within five years my 
farm was a mile long and a half mile wide. I still got three or four bulldozers, bin loaders, drag 
lines. I buy. And I do repair work on machinery, diesel work. I sold my good pickup and I’m 
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rebuilding an older one. Instead of going out and spending thirty thousand dollars for a fancy 
pickup, I’m building my own.  
 
What was your work in Waldport? 
 
Splitting firewood [laughs]. They were make-work projects. We were supposed to be doing work 
of national importance. The farmers down there in the summer would need help to harvest corn, 
sweet corn. So they would come into camp and anyone that would work, a lot of them didn’t 
want to work. Some of them that came from the cities didn’t want to work. The worst thing in 
the world is to have somebody on a farm who don’t know anything about it. We were out twelve 
hours a day snapping corn. Of course, we couldn’t get no pay. We never got paid. We didn’t dare 
take money.  
 
How did you feel about that at the time?  
 
I don’t know. I had mixed feelings. First of all, I was never unaware, and I’m still not unaware, 
of the sacrifice that people with lesser intelligence [made]. In other words, the people who fill the 
uniforms and, so called, fight for their country. I am not unaware of the sacrifices of millions of 
people in the Second World War. I’m not anti-America either. This is the only place in the world 
where I can be what I am. I would be the first man shot under Hitler. 
 
Now were you married?  
 
Half way through I married my sweetheart. I had a lifetime sweetheart. 
 
So she was from Michigan too?  
 
Yes. 
 
Did she join you at Waldport and live there among the other wives? 
 
Yes. We had a cabin across the road from the camp. It was a nice arrangement. We had to be [at 
camp] every morning at eight o’clock, but at four-thirty or five o’clock in the afternoon we 
would come in from the project. They had a mess hall. We did not have to go in and eat. We 
could go in and eat or we could go off as married people.  
 
Money wise, how did that work? Did your wife work? 
 
No, no, no [laughs]. Many of the wives worked. My wife was a teacher. She had degrees in 
teaching. But how many schools are, at that time [interviewer laughs] – Yes, you laugh, me too. 
She applied for a school. She had qualifications to the wazoo. Her IQ was very high. She applied 
for a school by Newport. They were about to hire her. She out-qualified anybody. Somebody 
found out she was a wife of a Conchie. It was pathetic the attitude the school board took 
[laughs].  
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At Waldport you came into town from the south and there was a restaurant just around the 
corner. We had days, just like in the Army. You accumulated days off, free days. In my free time 
I was working for a local man doing welding. I’m a good welder. I was helping a guy fix log 
trucks and he was giving me a couple bucks an hour. We had to work for a dollar an hour or two 
dollars an hour because people would come in and spit in our face and call him every kind of a 
no good S.O.B. for having us around. But we had work until about six or seven o’clock at night. 
This log truck wanted to haul logs the next day. I told the guy I’ll stick with you tonight. If you 
want to stick with me, the two of us will get that thing welded up. I was doing the arc welding 
and he was grinding and setting up. Anyway, I went into the restaurant and everybody got up and 
left. I asked [the waitress] for a cup of coffee and a sandwich. She poured a cup of coffee and 
everyone got up and left. Just as the last man went out the door, she threw the hot coffee right in 
my face.  
 
Was that the way you were treated all the time here? 
 
No, but that’s the way I was treated once at Waldport. I had the best rapport with people at 
Yachats. I went down to a welding shop at Yachats. There was a guy that repaired trucks and did 
welding at the little town of Yachats, about five miles south of our camp. I had a good rapport 
with those people. People didn’t call me a yellow belly S.O.B. all the time. The guy, himself, had 
a little different attitude. His cliental, he told them right out, "I’m going to have that Conchie do 
the work. If you can’t stand that then don’t bother me because I’ve got lots of work." And he did, 
he had lots of work and they knew it. 
 
So, were you mostly working on repairing things when you were working at Waldport? 
 
No, they wouldn’t let me near anything. Oh, no they barred me. They wouldn’t let me near 
nothing. My attitude was wrong. Since I had studied pharmacy, the only thing they would let me 
do is be the camp doctor. I was the camp doctor in every camp I was at. I know a lot about 
medicine. For a year and a half I took pharmacy at the college. So I learned a lot and I’m gifted 
that way too, besides being a mechanic. I have basic intelligence. So I’m master of all trades and 
a junkie of none.  
 
So, if someone would get injured was it up to you to patch them up? 
 
Yes. Most times people got hurt with axes and chainsaws. I didn’t do anything in a surgical 
nature because that was against the law. If there was anything of that nature we always had a 
doctor somewhere that we could take people to. Burns, I had my own private formula for burns 
that was better than anything at that time on the market. You know, colds and everything but 
surgical.  
 
What did you do for recreation while you were here? 
 
Oh, I walked around the mountains and I walked up and down the beach every night just before 
dark. My wife and I went for a walk on the beach. We had bicycles. I bought an old bicycle for 
each of us to ride, put new wheels and tires and painted it. My wife liked to ride bicycles on the 
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beach. We’d ride up and down. We always went to church. There was a local church there 
somewhere around. We always went to church on Sunday. 
 
So you went to the local church instead of the church in the camp? 
 
I liked to get out. I had a lot of friends when I left. I had a lot of friends around. We always tried 
to get to Portland once a month and be there and go to church on Sunday. I had either an old 
Model A or an old Chevy or something. I’d put a new motor in. We could go any place we 
wanted. I didn’t do near as much sightseeing though as she did. There were people in the camp 
that had good cars and she went down to the Crater Lake and went up to Hoover Dam. I didn’t 
do that.  
 
Well, it sounds like you did have some enjoyment here. All in all, was it a fairly positive 
experience?  
 
How about both us of laughing! Those camps were really just prisoner of war camps. I mean, 
you can call a duck a rabbit if you want to, but if it’s quacks and spooks on the water, it’s still a 
duck. Those were just a place to keep us out of society. 
 
When you look back now over those years, are you glad that you took the course that you did?  
 
Oh yes, oh yes. It’s the only way as far as I’m concerned. You see, I have to do what God 
created me to do. I am still God’s creation as you are. Or, I’m still a human being born of a 
woman, same as you are, no different. I’m just a human being. And I did the right thing. I did 
what was right for me.  
 
How did working at a mental hospital compare with Waldport?  
 
I loved that. They had three psychiatrists that ran it. The one psychiatrist that ran what they 
called the violent ward, he and I got along just great. He was also the administrator. Since I had 
administrative experience and I had some education in the medical field, he and I got along great. 
 
Did you feel that you were doing something more helpful that you’d done in Waldport?  
 
Yes, I did. It was one-on-one. There was more human contact. Did you ever visit a mental 
institution? Have you any idea of how really large those places are? They’re all tore down now. 
They were all exactly alike. Every one of them were just alike. They were all designed and built 
exactly alike. I worked the violent ward a lot. There were fifty-six men. The moon had a lot to do 
with [their behavior]. Once a month, they would be completely uncontrollable. I mean, I’d put 
them in straight jackets. Every single one of those we had to watch constantly and be aware of 
how close was this guy before he was going to blow. 
 
How long did you work there? 
 
About two and one-half years. 
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That was part of your CPS?  
 
Oh yes, that was part of the whole system. It was a lot freer there. We ate with the help. Some of 
the help were real belligerent. Well, they were World War I veterans! World War I veterans got 
those jobs. They got paid. See, we didn’t. Oh yes, we got fifty cents a month.  
 
Now, where did your wife live during that time? 
 
She was a nurse’s aide. She was paid thirty-one dollars a month. She could get paid only a 
limited amount because she was a conscientious objector’s wife, but she got a dollar a day. She 
got thirty-one dollars a month. But we ate in the main mess hall and they had good food. We had 
our food and we had housing. We had an apartment. We had free food and housing.  
 
That was a big improvement for you.  
 
That was, that really was. In a mental institution you work there about five years. They’re all 
human beings too. The only difference between you and them, we carried the keys. After you 
work there five years, they take the keys away from you!  
 
I went from Waldport to Cascade Locks and from Cascade Locks I went back to Wellston to get 
released, to get out. When they closed the camp and my papers got destroyed, I was no place. I 
had to appeal to the FBI, who sent me back to Portland. Since I’m a gifted mechanic, I found a 
guy in a junkyard that let me and my wife live there a couple weeks until some papers caught up. 
I didn’t have no money for six years. I had to follow orders at that point or I would go to jail. 
Finally the FBI came in with a bunch of papers and I signed and he said and he said, “You’re 
free to go.”   
 
So, when the war ended, were you [not] immediately released?  
 
It was all over and the camps were closed. I had no place to go. The FBI, they were good. I got 
along good with the feds. Even Major General Hershey stopped by. He was a nice guy. I talked 
to him. Eleanor Roosevelt, I talked to her one time. I talked to a lot of the big wigs in the 
government. I got along real good with people with brains. I got along real good with the FBI 
people. They did everything they could for me. They could understand. How would you like to 
do seven years and get kicked out on the street with a wife and child? No, I didn’t have my first 
daughter. My wife was pregnant by that time. We had to hurry up and get back to Michigan so 
she could have her baby. Her mother then lived in Central Michigan.  
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JOHN JOHNSON 
 
May 19, 2003 
 
John Johnson, from Faith Tabernacle Church in Philadelphia worked on project in Waldport, 
and developed his musical interest and training at Waldport 

________________________________________________________ 

I had signed up on September 9, 1943. So, I guess I had gone right after that to Kane, 
Pennsylvania first. And then I went out to Oregon.  

So you were in Kane, Pennsylvania. Do you know how long you were there? 

Just one year I believe. They were closing the Kane Camp and so they were sending people to 
various camps, other camps. So I was among the group they were sending out to Waldport. They 
just shipped us out there. They just said that I was in this group and this is where I'm going. And 
next thing I knew I was on the train riding out to the West Coast. 

Could you tell us a bit about your family and what made you decide to register as a CO? 

Well, I didn’t believe in killing and fighting in the war. It was my religious background. I was in 
the church, Faith Tabernacle in Philadelphia. And we were very much against any kind of war or 
fighting or killing, or anything like that. But I was willing to go to work and to do whatever I 
could to help the country in any way that I could. So, working for the Forest Service seemed to 
be the thing to do. I had to go to court. And I think there was a Friends attorney who took over 
the case. And next thing I knew they said okay and they approved it and then they sent me out to 
camp. My brother Charles, had gone into the Army, later on. And that was his choice. He felt 
that was what he wanted to do. And so that's what he did.  

When you got out to Waldport, Oregon, what was your first impression? 

Oh, it was overwhelming. Actually, I was on the train and then I opened up the window one 
morning and the glass was frozen and the first thing I saw were these tall mountains. And just 
thousands of trees and snow. And I was just excited because, of course, I'm used to growing up 
in snow. But the vast part of the mountain was the thing that really got me. When I was on the 
train and saw all these scenes and everything, it was just overwhelming. I couldn’t believe it was 
so massive. And the trees were so tall. In fact, they were as tall as some of the buildings here in 
New York and Philadelphia. And that I just couldn’t fathom. It took four days to go across 
country. It was quite a trek.  

But, I got here and they assigned us cabins and cots. And places to put our clothes, and things 
like that. And then they assigned us to various jobs. The first job I had out there was planting 
trees. I planted like 500 trees a day. But the thing of it is, I was trekking the side of the mountain 
with about a dozen other guys, with trees on their backs in big pouches and a hoe with you. You 
know, you dig in the hoe, you stamp the tree down after you plant it in the hole, and you keep 
right on going. Actually, we were working on a burn on the side of the mountain because there 
were burns like the Tillamook burn out there. After they had cooled down, then we would replant 
the trees. And that's what we did. I did that, I would say for about a year probably. Well, we did 



 109

various other things too. We worked on roads. You cleared trees out to allow other smaller trees 
to grow. So, we thinned out the forest. And I worked fighting forest fires. We would have crews 
that were sent out in these trucks, and we had all kinds of equipment. We would camp out 
overnight. They had burros carrying equipment up the sides of the mountains and carrying our 
food, and the tools, and supplies, and things. It was just like one long line of burros and people 
traveling into the mountain. And, after we got there, then there were several people who set up 
camp. We had a cook there. He had dug a hole in the ground and put rocks and things around it 
and was setting up fires for cooking and his pots and pans and so forth. There were mountain 
lions and bears. Of course, we didn’t worry about deer. We saw them all, as we were walking 
through the woods. And snakes. Oh, it was just about everything. And that was something new to 
me because I was from Philadelphia. I was not used to it unless it was in the zoo.  

In Philadelphia I worked in a clothing factory. I worked for Redding Railroad. I was working at 
night for Redding Railroad unloading trains of magazines, putting them on these trucks. I 
graduated from Lincoln Prep. I only went to Lincoln Prep through high school for two years 
because I was working in the day and going to school at night so I did high school in two years. 
So, I graduated from there and then, before you know it, I was shipped out.  

Did you encounter any type of discrimination while you were in camp? 

Oh yes. The first time I had recognized that was when we were going into Portland one time and 
we were going to go into a restaurant or something. The people had waved us off. And at first I 
thought they were waving at us. Some of the guys said, "oh, we won't go in there then," so we 
went somewhere else. We didn’t go into that restaurant. So, that's the first time I had the feeling 
that, not just because I'm African American, but because we were COs, you see. I think they 
were against the COs and against Japanese. 

Did you have any sort of good or bad relations or experiences with the people in Waldport 
itself?  

Not really. In fact there was a plumber who had visited our camp. I didn’t know he was a 
plumber until we spoke to him for awhile. I worked in the sign shop at that time. I was making 
all kinds of signs for the roads and for the park areas. Somehow or other I was a good painter. 
And that's why they asked me to work in the sign shop. I had done a lot of painting at home. I 
had painted for St. Joseph's College in the summertime when I was a student and I worked with a 
lot of professional painters there. The other thing that happens, I was playing basketball on the 
side of one of the buildings and I had fallen and turned my ankle. So that kind of put me out of 
order for awhile. So, they said well, why not get you in the sign shop. So, I started working in the 
sign shop with Don Fillmore. And so we stenciled, the signs and painted them by hand. And we 
also made the big rustic signs, huge cedar logs. It had the Forest Service emblem [for] wherever 
we were. It would have the name of the area. And we also made the signs for Camp 56 and that 
was along the road. A lot of the signs that we made were along the road. They were along small 
towns and areas through the whole park because it was a huge park. So, we made many, many 
signs. Now, the plumber came in and he was talking for awhile. He wanted to know if I could 
paint him a sign on the side of his truck. I said absolutely. I had never done that in my life. So, I 
had to figure out how to paint the sign. But I had brought a book from Philadelphia on signs. I 
read that and it also had some information on how to do lettering. I just learned that in a couple 
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of days or so and got that together and made my own stencils. He was really excited. He really 
loved that sign.  

Did you continue with this after you left the camp? 

No. When I left the camp I went to La Verne College. There were some people in camp who 
were graduates of La Verne and who attended La Verne. And they said that would be really good 
if you could come to La Verne. And so I said I don't know if I can really get there or not, if I can 
afford to go there. So they come up with two years of free tuition for me. I went back to 
Philadelphia and I talked to my mother about it. My father had died when I was one year old so 
my mother was the only one who was raising us, you know. I knew there wouldn’t be any money 
there. She said, "oh, you must go. You must really go." And so, somehow or other, we got some 
money together and the next thing I knew I was on a train going out to California to the college 
at La Verne. While I was out there I joined the choir. They had a choir that toured at the end of 
the year. Some of the people said, "oh, you should join the choir because we tour." It was Don 
Fillmore. So I did. We toured from Arizona to Canada. We sang in the rotundas of the capital 
buildings in Portland. We sang in Eugene, Oregon. We went on up to Sunnyman, Canada, and 
we sang in all the various Brethren churches all along the way. That's where I had my first start.  

At Waldport there were people who were connected with the Hedgerow Theater in Philadelphia. 
That was Joseph Gisterack. And Jackson was with the Theater. And they would put on plays, 
you know. Right. And then there was Broadus Erle who was also of that group but he was a 
violinist. He was from Curtis Institute in Philadelphia and he played concerts in Portland with the 
symphony orchestra. He also played jazz piano in the dining hall, as well as I did. I played jazz 
piano. We both played in the dining hall. When he would get finished, and then when I would 
get finished playing, he'd sit down and start playing. And we would just take turns like that. But 
that was funny. 

The recording that was made of you performing in Philadelphia, were you singing or playing 
piano?  

I was singing. I sang a small song. When they heard me in Philadelphia, my family says oh, you 
must continue singing. That would be great. So, then I started. I auditioned for the Philadelphia 
Conservatory. And so, I joined the Philadelphia Conservatory and I got my Bachelor's degree 
there. Then I sang in many of the churches in Philadelphia. I came in contact with a person by 
the name of Kenneth Goodman, who was a graduate of Julliard. And he says, "you belong in 
Julliard." I said, "oh, I'll never make Julliard." And he says, "oh, yes you will." And so, he sent 
me to his doctor for an exam and everything. Because we didn’t really believe in doctors in the 
church, he sent me to his own. He said we have to have this in order to fill out the form. So we 
did that. He got me in touch with one of the people that he accompanied at Julliard, Madam 
Freshell. I went up and she said, well, go up and audition. Then next thing I knew I was on my 
way up to Julliard. I auditioned up there and I got a full scholarship. I went to Julliard and I 
graduated in 1957 with a Bachelor's of Science degree. I sang in many of the churches in New 
York. I sang on NBC Opera Theater on television. I did several operas with them. I sang with 
Carmen Jones. I went to Lambertville, New Jersey, with that one and toured to Boston. As I 
graduated from Julliard, I made a CD. I made a CD, the Winterize by Schubert in German. It's a 
group of songs, about 20 songs. That's available now. This year I'm going to record further CDs. 
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I'm going to do the Dichterliebe by Schumann. It's another group of German songs, a large 
group. And also Die Schöne Müllerin by Schubert.  
  

Do you think this whole career you've had in music was given a spur by your being in the arts 
project here at Waldport? 

When I was at Waldport they had a library and they had some recordings. I sat down and listened 
to them. And that's the first time I heard people like Jussi Björling and Beniamino Gigli, a tenor 
and many of the opera stars. John Charles Thomas. That's where I really started getting my first 
inkling I'd be really interested in that. Although, before I even went to camp, my sister was a 
singer. She sang opera and concerts. When she was practicing I would sit in the living room and 
I would try to sing the duet part of whatever she was singing, like from the “Chocolate Soldier” 
or something like that, although I did not know anything about the music. I couldn’t read the 
music, or didn’t know anything about that type of music, you know. But somehow or other I had 
a good ear, you see. I played piano by ear. That's how I got my start. I played jazz piano at camp 
when I was at Waldport. And this I had learned over the years. I first started learning by playing 
hymns. I played hymns, and I just kept making up different hymns because I couldn’t read the 
music. But I heard the hymns. I would try to remember whatever I heard. And so, little by little, 
I'd remember the whole thing. So, then I would play the whole thing all the way through with the 
right hand. Then I added the left hand. And before I knew it I was playing the piece, you know. 
 
We have been asking people about their experience with the tools and the clothing when they 
were planting trees because we understand that four men were killed. Did you witness any of 
those accidents?  

Matter of fact, one of the persons who was killed, his wife gave me his slippers. They were such 
a wonderful couple and I really liked them a lot. She said that he would liked me to have had the 
slippers and so she gave them to me. 

Do you think your training was adequate? In other words, were these just accidents?  

Oh, no. We didn’t even have the equipment. We didn’t have hard hats. We didn’t have things 
that we should have had out there in the field for that kind of work. But who am I? I didn’t know 
anything about it. I didn’t know how dangerous it was. But what happened is that the trees were 
so tall. When the winds are so high the limbs get broken off and fall down. If you're under them, 
they just kill you. I didn’t see the accident. No, because I think that our truck had already gone 
into camp. I think we got the news at dinnertime that something had happened.  

What effect did that have on the morale in the camp?  

Well, I'll tell you it actually didn’t bother the camp too much. Because, for instance now, some 
of the campers went to various projects, like in Belden. And they went to Maryland and to 
different hospitals. They were used as guinea pigs. So, you know, they really didn’t have that 
fear of anything. And neither did I. I mean, it's amazing. Maybe it was just ignorance, you know. 

How did you feel when you were at Waldport about not being paid for your work? As a matter of 
fact, did your family have to pay the Brethren Church for you or did your church pay that?  
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I think each church had given something toward the service. All I can remember is I received 
$2.50 a month for chewing gum and candy, or pencils, whatever, you know, that I liked to buy. 
We had a little store on camp. The campus. And it was stocked with little things, you know. So, 
that's what we had there. But I didn’t feel bad about that at all because I felt I was doing 
something for my country. I felt I was doing something worthwhile. We were building roads. We 
were replanting the trees and replacing the part of the forest that was burned. We were setting up 
picnic areas for citizens for when they come through tha t area so that they can use that when they 
come off the road and stop. And the signs. We did so many various projects that I felt that it was 
such a worthwhile thing to do. I learned to use the equipment, the saws. Now, the other thing that 
I learned in the wood shop was with Johnson. He was a shipbuilder and his father was a 
shipbuilder. He taught us how to use the tools and how to use them safely and how to take care 
of them, how to sharpen them, and things like that. He was one of the campers. Then after he 
taught us to do that, I start using the lathe. Don Fillmore and I went down on the beach in 
Waldport and we saw an old redwood log out there. So, we had to drag a saw. We took it out 
there and sawed off some big slabs and brought them into the workshop and began turning them. 
I turned a redwood tray. We also found some myrtle wood that had been out and dried, so we cut 
some slices of that off. I had also turned some myrtle wood bowls. I still have those bowls here 
in New York. 

How do you feel today? Would you have been a CO, if it were today? Would you still hold to 
your pacifist views? 

Oh, absolutely. 
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BUDD KEEN 
August 25, 2003 

 
Budd Keen of Lubbock, Texas, was an only child born in the town of Berryville, Illinois, a 
farming community. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
 
My dad was a general repairman. He had a shop and did welding, machine work, and mechanics, 
just general repair. I took up auto mechanics and for forty-two years I’ve worked as an auto 
mechanic. During the war, I registered in February of 1942 for the draft, and after my first call 
for my induction examine the farmers got together and got me deferred because I had the only 
welding shop in that area. Because I did blacksmithing, welding, machine work and mechanics, 
they got me deferred. [I had] three six-month deferments before I had to go. That was all the 
local draft board could give. I’d have to go an appeal board and I didn’t and they didn’t so I went 
into service. I signed up as a CO. I was classified as IA and at the end up the third deferment 
they classified me as 4E. 
 
Was the community itself supportive of the war? 
 
Pretty much so, yes. I’m a member of the Church of Christ. There was a peace church about four 
miles from me, the Church of the Brethren, and that was what I chose. See, there were three 
peace churches and I chose them [the Church of the Brethren] because I knew individuals of that 
faith.  
 
Was there much support for your position in you own church? 
 
Not a great deal. I read and studied the scriptures. On my questionnaires, whenever they would 
ask a question, I nearly always answered with a passage from scripture and gave a reason why it 
supported my belief. Christ’s teachings were to love your enemies. The basic principle of 
Christianity is love. I don’t have my book here to give you chapter and verse but in Christ’s 
Sermon on the Mountain, the fifth chapter of Matthew, he speaks of the love we are to have. In 
Romans, twelfth chapter, the apostle Paul tells us – well, the whole chapter is just a good chapter 
on Christian living, love, love your enemy, love your neighbor, and so on. 
 
What was your wife doing during the time you were conscripted?  
 
Well, she stayed with my grandparents. They were elderly and we had a child. She stayed with 
them. It provided transportation for them into town. She was able to help them.  
 
So you went to Waldport around May 15, 1945. How did you get there? 
 
Uncle Sam transported us across the country and to Portland and we caught a bus out of there 
down to Waldport. It wasn’t like it was in Michigan [his first CPS camp]. It was a change. My 
buddy from Indiana, he went in the same day I did. We had decided when we got there that we 
would take a side camp. We had already had word that they needed eight men to go to a side 
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camp and we volunteered right off. There is a little more freedom; there wasn’t as much hub-bub 
around you because there wasn’t that many men there. I worked out of the ranger station. Rolf 
Anderson was the ranger there at Hebo. I had told him I had mechanical experience and smithing 
and so on, and so he kept me around pretty close. I would repair tools up in the shop. When 
vehicles came up for inspection I would do regular inspection on the vehicles. This is a side 
camp off Waldport.  
 
We [first] landed in Waldport on a Sunday evening just after dark and we went to the first 
barracks we saw, found a couple of bunks. We soon decided that that wasn’t the place for us. 
See, Waldport had a fine arts club and we had left a co-op at Wellston and we didn’t want to get 
tied up with the fine arts club. So we separated ourselves from everything there. One tour 
through the barracks [laughs] was enough to convince me I didn’t want it. It was just too far out 
for me.  
 
What kind of things were you seeing in the barracks? 
 
Mostly paintings and there was women in that barracks. The men’s wives, they were living there 
or visiting there, I can’t say. We only stayed there one night [laughs]. 
 
And what were the living quarters like at the side camp? 
 
It was very neat barracks, a tighter building and there were only twelve to the dorm. We had a 
separate bathroom where at Waldport the bathroom was at one end of the barracks.  
 
What work did you do at the side-camp? 
 
A fellow had a little plantation raising fruits pretty close to the coast. Anyway it was over at the 
coast. A fire broke out and it was marshy land. He had canals all through it and a fire broke out 
in all of that debris. It was about six to eight foot deep. So they sent me there and I operated a 
pump, pumping water to two hoses. This pump supplied two hoses and they were manned by 
volunteers that the farmer had, but the pump was Forestry. I knew all about gasoline motors, and 
that was the main thing and being raised in general repair and doing general repair. If something 
had gone wrong with the pump, well, I would have known how to fix it and the ranger knew that. 
 
Did you have much interaction with the farmer? 
 
Not a whole lot. I was only there for three days and he was very congenial. He sure appreciated 
the efforts of the men who put forth coming to fight the fires. In fact, they worked one whole 
night and a day on it before I got there.  
 
What other work did you do while you were at Hebo? 
 
When the Tillamook burn started, it started on state forest so the U.S. Forestry recognized the 
danger of it invading the U.S. forest. There had been an old CCC [Civilian Conservation Corps] 
camp and they had demolished most of the buildings. There were about three buildings left 
standing. The ranger sent my buddy and me to rewire so they would have electricity in one of the 
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buildings. This was for loggers who were coming in to work up on the fire line. They were 
falling trees and building roads up in the national forest to get to the edge or the forest, so that 
they could control the burn if it ever reached the national forest. After we got the camp set up 
they moved the fallers and heavy equipment men in and I drove a truck and I would go into 
Tillamook or Hebo and pick up fuel and bring it in and put it on the dock one day and the next 
day I would haul supplies in for the kitchen. I was driving a truck six days a week. Yes, I drove a 
truck and hauled in fuel and supplies. Before we went up there, there was a fire guard school at 
Mary’s Peak between Corvallis and Philomath. The ranger had requested I come down there. 
See, he had crew chiefs working out of Hebo and we all went down there for fire guard training. 
 
Now, when you work thirty days you had two days furlough. We would accumulate that and if 
you worked your six day project and on the seventh day worked in the kitchen or something else, 
or even at night you did other hourly work, that went towards compensatory time and you could 
build extra days on your furlough. I left the day after Thanksgiving from Portland and I didn’t 
report until the fourth of January.  
 
What kind of things did you do while on the furlough? 
 
Helped with chores around the farm. One day there was a fire across the hill and down across our 
pastures and I got a little fire fighting experience there.  
 
What did you do with the remaining time at Waldport? 
 
I wasn’t able to work for a while. I was in sick quarters, and then I got to feeling a little better. 
The days that I felt like it I split wood for the kitchen. That saved time for the cook or swamper 
or whoever who cut wood. I went out on wood detail up into the hills. There would be a crew 
cutting up logs and we’d bust them up and haul them back to camp. 
 
So what kind things were you thinking after the war had been declared over? Was it tougher to 
be in camp? 
 
Well, none of us wanted to really be there but we were and I’m the type of individual that will 
adjust to whatever environment. They put me in the blacksmith shop and we would go out and 
bring in from all around different pieces of equipment to be repaired. Some of it had welding to 
be done, some of it just to replace a bunch of bolts, and so on, things of that nature. Back at 
Waldport, after I got feeling better I worked in the kitchen as a baker. 
 
Was that something you experience with? 
 
No, but I had a good teacher. He was an excellent cook and he made sure everything was right. 
Another time while at Waldport we went down to Florence. There was an old camp, south of 
Florence at Little Lake. Girl Scouts, I think it was, were using the camps but the roofs were in 
need of repair and some work on the windows and doors. So we went down there for two to three 
days.  
 
How did you respond to the news of the ending of the war? 
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We all rejoiced that we had won the war. Hiroshima and Nagasaki [were] devastating. I feel 
sorry for those people, but there is nothing I could have done about it. If I had been in the service 
I would have had nothing to do with it.  
 
Once you were released from camp, what is it that you did at that point? 
 
I stayed in camp another week. I wasn’t on project but, this was in cherry picking time so I went 
to the orchard early and stayed late and I picked cherries and then I had enough money to buy 
cherries to take home with me. Whenever we went to the orchards we were paid, yes. The 
Brethren Service was very favorable to the objector. In reality it cost the camper thirty dollars a 
month, which they didn’t collect from us. But at the end of the month they would give a refund 
of a two dollars and fifty cents to the camper. You could either accept it or reject it.  
 
Why would anyone not accept it? 
 
There were those who felt like they were forced to be here, so they told them to keep there 
money. 
 
How did your life carry on immediately after the war? 
 
I went back to my business. I was discharged in July and it was in October before I opened my 
doors. I had to do repair on the building and stock supplies. I was looking forward to doing 
service like I did before, so I put in a stock of bolts and an iron for smithing and welding and 
things of that nature. And by the time I got all of that done it was October. The community at 
large accepted me. There were a few families that stayed their distance. I was poison to them. 
 
What do you feel about your CO experience in general? 
 
I didn’t go to college but I got a college education there. There were always activities at night. 
There were classes you could attend. There was the relation with other campers and feedback 
from their experiences. In the dorm where I was there was an electronics specialist and that’s 
what he worked at before he was drafted. He helped me a lot in electronics. In Wellston you 
could gain experience in [reading from notes] shop work, office work, maintenance, health and 
safety, educational library, co-op, and things of that nature. You could also gain special skills 
and experience in architecture design, architecture landscape, art, commercial, drafting, map 
making, instrument and tool design, mechanical work. Of course, that was right down my line, 
what they had there -- electrical work, construction work, forestry, woodwork and then the 
timber. 
 
Could you have helped teach other people in areas of your specialty?  
 
Yes. In fact, I did teach a couple of the campers auto mechanics. When we were on the West 
coast we bought an old Model A and rebuilt it. The boys drove it to Crater Lake and around and 
then finally to Illinois.  
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Do you feel that the work you did was of national importance? 
 
Yes. The CCC boys started projects in both Michigan and Waldport and when they were drafted 
into the military that project was at a standstill, and all of that effort put into it and all of that 
money put into it, it was going nowhere. But the boys of CPS came right in and took it up and 
carried on.  
 
Is there anything else you would like to add? 
 
When I went in to the service I had a son. He was an objector. He has a son. He is an objector. I 
have done some preaching in congregations in Hobbs, New Mexico, where I was for twenty-
eight years. There were objectors out of that congregation. I feel like it was from my influence. 
My son is also a doctor. He served his time while he was doing his internship. He did double 
time.  
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MARY KESSLER 
 

May 14, 2003 
 
Mary Kessler, a Brethren, is the wife of Warren Kessler, who was at Waldport for about one 
year. Due to Warren’s poor health, Mary was interviewed in his stead.  

________________________________________________________ 
 
The group out of Waldport was doing tree planting, as I understand it, and clearing forest areas 
so that the fire groups could get in if there was a fire. They weren’t, and we weren’t, given much 
information about what was going on. But when Warren came home, he told us the one thing 
that he remembered. I knew from talking to other people that he was driving the trucks that 
carried the crews and implements and stuff up mountain roads. Warren was raised here in Idaho, 
close to the mountains, and he knew how to drive without being in danger. A lot of the city kids 
had no idea on those kind of roads. So, that was his job for one thing. Then he helped plant trees. 
But he said one time they had a roadway needed clearing. It was in a remote area. I don’t know 
whether it was boulders or what. But anyhow, they had to use dynamite. He was also trained in 
electricity from his father so he went. A lot of these guys are city guys, you have to understand. 
He was sent up to put up whatever it is that made the dynamite explode when they pushed the 
thing down. But he said there was three sets of dynamite. He went up to the first one and he got 
it ready. And he went up to the second one and got it ready. And he went on up further up this 
roadway. I don’t know if it was along a creek or wherever, and set the third one. Then he yelled 
down “All set,” or something. Anyhow, he let them know that he was on his way down. He said, 
“I’m coming down.”  

He said he was just a little ways down between the last, the third set and the second, when he 
heard the forester say, “Fire on three!” And they pushed the button. He heard that blast and he 
said he never ran faster in his life. He thought he had wings on his feet. Then after he passed the 
second one and was part way down to the last one he heard “Fire on two!” He got past the next 
one and they said, “Fire on one!” He said he thought his feet had wings. He said he let the 
forester know that he didn’t appreciate being bombed.  

I only was at Waldport one weekend on our way to the dairy project. I really appreciated our 
visit there. I think they were real nice to us, the people that ran the camp and the people that were 
living in the camp. They seemed to get along real well and the camp people couldn’t have been 
better for us. I was young, with a one and one-half year old son. It was kind of a traumatic trip 
over for me because, you know, I wasn’t used to that. They greeted us. They were nice. They 
gave me a room for me and my son. I think Warren stayed with me there. We were there a 
Saturday and Sunday. We came a Saturday morning and we went Monday over to the dairy 
place. So, there was breakfast and the meals and things. And on Sunday they were having some 
kind of religious service. Everybody was at leisure. But, we ate meals in the dining hall with the 
guys. The food was real good and the people were real nice. I didn’t get to see my son hardly at 
all at that time because the guys, they just passed him from one to the other. There were two that 
he just dearly loved. One was a black man that was coal black, and one was a man that had a 
long, long white beard and his hair was long and white. I remember those two. But he just got 
along well with them. They just spoiled him rotten. 
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Was Warren’s time in the camp a fairly positive experience for him? 

I think it was. He said now and then there was some trouble. But the people at camped seemed -- 
you know, someone would get, I don’t know, maybe homesick or want something. Sometimes a 
person would get kind of out of order. But he said they were real good to take care of things. And 
while I was there I could not see any reason for any trouble. Because everybody was nice. There 
was another kid, a young man, there on that weekend, being transferred from someplace to, I 
don’t know if it was the east or the west because he was going to be on a cattle boat taking cattle 
somewhere. He was very homesick. I know I talked to him quite a bit about things and he 
appreciated that. So, that’s what I did on my Saturday evening there. But the guys had some 
instruments. And they would play and sing on Sunday. And cut up. They were big teases 
sometimes. But I didn’t see anything out of order. The camp was clean, orderly. The food was 
good. It wasn’t fancy food, but it was good. I just had a pleasant weekend. 

The dairy farms were in the Coquille area, between Bandon and Myrtle Point, in there 
somewhere. There was quite a few dairy farms and they were having trouble getting he lp. It, 
evidently, was a big, big part of the food chain in that area. But anyhow, they asked him if he 
would like to go, because they knew that he’d grown up on a farm in Idaho. A lot of the guys at 
Waldport were city people. I don’t know if anybody else from Waldport went there or not, I 
don’t remember. But there were men from as far away as New York City that were in one camp 
or another and they went out into the project. There was one from Modesto, California, I 
remember. Some of these names I remember. Walter Westrum was there in the dairy thing. He 
was from Northern Idaho. We didn’t know him at the time until we met him. Aretas Boone was 
from Modesto, California, and he was from one of these old orders, Old Order Brethren, I think, 
where they wore -- you know how sailors pants used to be across the front? You didn’t have a 
center opening? They wore those and long-sleeved shirts and a black hat. They always kept a 
beard. I had never seen any. My folks used to talk about it. Our family was Brethren from the 
time they came over from Germany and Holland. But I met them and the ladies wore very 
straight, loose clothing and always an apron. And they wore the little prayer covering on their 
hair, lace cap. When they went outside they had another bonnet, you know. They were on the 
same dairy farm that Warren and I were. We got along real well except I had to be up at a certain 
time in the morning because the wife was sent over to our house to stand in the kitchen and listen 
to the news in the living room on the radio because they weren’t allowed to. I remember that. 
They wanted to know what the world news was, you know, what’s going on.  

Warren was at the dairy. I don’t know how long he stayed there. He stayed there until they 
moved him to Cascade Locks. I don’t know, it must have been pretty close to the end of the war, 
but not completely because I remember when they did the bombing. We were at the dairy yet 
when they did the bombing in Hiroshima. I remember thinking at the time, “Oh now we’ve done 
it." Thinking, you know, that maybe the country would have to pay for such a massive bombing.  

It was shortly after that. I was pregnant, about six and one-half months, and I had an appendicitis. 
I had my appendix burst and had to go to Myrtle Point, to the hospital. They treated me 
wonderful there. The doctor was very expert. When I got out there was a lot I couldn’t do that 
you’d have to do on a place like that so they sent me home. Warren brought me home and then 
had to go right back. It was raining when we left. But the dairy farm was on, I think the river was 
called the Coquille. But anyhow, it made a loop. A part of the farm was on like a little peninsula 
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out in the ocean. And then it came around about eight miles or so around and came in. The tide 
would come up past our house. Sometimes, if there was bad storms or lots of rain, the dairy farm 
would flood. Our house was on eight- foot stilts. There was a great huge dairy barn and in bad 
weather they kept their cows in. They were only milking about 165, 167 cows. I can remember 
my husband had to get up at two-thirty to go out and get the horse in the horse part of the barn. 
He would get a horse and saddle it and go out to bring the cows in. Well, the grass grew so high 
that, in some places, you couldn’t even see his head on the horse. He’d have to go get the cows. 
When the horse come they knew it was time to go in and get feed and water. The barn was so 
that the cows could be kept in and fed and kept clean for, you know, whatever length of time 
needed. There were the two guys that run the farm and my husband and Mr. Boone. Two COs, 
and Mr. Boone was one of them. And the two men, the two owners of the farm.  

How were the wages? 

The wages? 

Yes. 

What are you talking about? 

That answers the question almost. 

We got fifty dollars a month and that had to take care of everything, including when I had to go 
in to see a doctor or something, until I had the operation. Then I think CPS paid for it. But no, we 
got along. I can remember when it was time for the hunting season to open. I got up one morning 
and on the top steps in the little entryway was a side of deer. I’d never butchered stuff, but that’s 
alright. I got it taken care of. Sometimes we’d go in and we’d find a brace of ducks when we’d 
get up. It was like whoever was doing it didn’t want us to know who was bringing us food. But it 
was nice. And I think I mentioned that the people in Coquille where we went for our groceries 
and things were so nice to us. I never had anyone be rude to us or mean. People that I felt might, 
because of their war connection, they weren’t. They really treated us well. I don’t know if they 
did everybody else in the farm outfit there, but they did me. And I thought they were really 
wonderful in the way they took care of us. We got fifty dollars a month on the dairy project.  

Now how did your survive? 

My husband used to work for the Veterans Hospital in Boise. He was an orderly and got paid 
pretty good. But his father had a farm. He had cows there and he raised crops and stuff, seed 
crops. He had a bad heart attack. It was just three days after Warren and I were married. He had 
called Warren to come home and run the farm. We had cows there and Warren had increased the 
herd. So when Warren’s father sold out he gave me a young milk cow, a heifer, who was 
producing. So my dad took it over to his farm. And he just gave me one cow’s portion, of the 
milk check. And that’s what I got along on.  

But I stayed with my folks and helped out because they wanted me to. I had just already taken on 
a job when Warren called about the dairy project. My dad had given me permission to take on a 
job about a quarter of a mile from our house where they took German prisoner’s of war into 
work on the farms. I was supposed to keep the records in that tent among a group of those 
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people. I don’t think that was a very good idea because I was, what, about twenty-three years old. 
But I was going to do it. I needed the money. 

You said your family had been Brethren for a good many years. Was that Warren’s family as 
well? 

No. Warren’s family became Brethren when Warren was about six or seven years old. They 
weren’t church people. He talked them into driving him into church. That’s the one they went to. 
Warren grew up in the church and he joined it quite early. In his later years, now, he became a 
licensed minister besides, and worked. Then he just counseled people where he worked. They’d 
come and he had a study in our home here. Then, when some church of any denomination 
around, if the pastor got suddenly sick or something and they didn’t have a secondary person to 
take care of it, they’d call him and he’d fill in for that service.  

At the dairy farm, they took the milk, morning and evening, across the river to a gathering point. 
They took it by boat. So, we had big rowboats there. They had sort of a dock there. We could get 
on that dock in the evening and catch the most beautiful, delicious catfish you ever saw. They 
rode it across the river and up a ways to another place, a dock, and landed it. And then the milk 
trucks came and picked it up. And one time I had to come home to Idaho. But I was just home 
from the hospital. It rained and rained and rained. The tide, when it came up, it always rose. It 
came up past our house. So, when it rained like that, the water kept coming up and pretty soon it 
was lapping on the steps. I thought, you know, I’m supposed to be going home. I couldn’t get out 
of there. So, the owners came and they said, “Mary, you folks need to leave this evening.” So she 
helped me pack. It was after milking. We took off because they said the water was rising. When 
we started out there was water on the road and it kept getting deeper. But we got out to the main 
highway that was higher up. Got out that evening. But, sometimes it would take a week or two 
for that water to go down. So, we got in and out by boat whenever the water covered the road. 
They’d take a boat up the river to that road that we could take to Coquille. It was a mountain 
road. Windy mountain rode. It was a good road. Then they took the milk every day across the 
river to this pick-up place.  

At the dairy farm there was Walter Westrum and his wife and son. And then there was Aretas 
Boone and he was from Modesto, California. They worked on the dairy project. The person we 
worked for was Glen Robinson and he was from Myrtle Point. And Emery Englehardt was on a 
dairy across the river from us. So we had to go about thirteen miles to a bridge to go get them to 
take them anywhere. They didn’t have a car or anything. And he was from New York. He had a 
wife and a child.  

I don’t know how they picked. Probably the camp he was in picked people that they thought 
might be acceptable and asked them if they’d go. I don’t know how they did that at all. I know 
that Warren was, it was put up to him, “Since you were raised on a farm, would you like to go?” 
because they were really desperate there in that area for help. So, I know they asked Warren if he 
would be willing to do it since he was familiar with the work. Well, that was fine. I think maybe 
he was still scared about the dynamite. There was another couple that we had dealings with. But 
she was from the northern part of Washington, the wife was. I While he was there, he was killed 
by a tree falling.  
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Walter Westrom, I don’t know what he belonged to then. He became a Brethren because he went 
to Brethren school and was a minister in the Brethren in some church back east. And Aretas 
Boone was German Baptist Brethren. But the people we worked for were Brethren.  

We just got about two gallons of milk for house use. The lady, the owner, that lived on the ranch, 
she planted a small garden. But it never did very well because it was so damp. One time, when 
the water came up half way, I found an old boat that was leaking. My son was so scared of the 
water the first time it came up high. So, we tied it to the top of the stairway so he’d think we had 
a way out if we needed it. It was so full of holes. I had to put a rope on each end so it couldn’t 
sink. 

Do you have anything you would say about it that you want to leave behind for posterity? 

Well, I think it was a learning experience and it taught me that people can be good to you even 
though they don’t need to agree with you in what you believe. I also learned that I could get 
along with people that didn’t believe just like I did, even on religion. I was always amazed at 
people, how good they were to me. I learned that you can get along with everybody if you put 
your mind to it.  
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CALVIN KIRACOFE 
 
14 May 2003 
 
Calvin Kiracofe worked as a driver when he was at Waldport. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was drafted like everybody else and I got my papers to go to, I was sent to Indiana. I was never 
drafted into the Army. I was granted a right to go to the peace camp. 
 
What was your job in the camp? 
 
Well, at Indiana when I first was in there, we raised pop corn on an 80 acre farm. I worked on the 
farm when I was there and I was there for three or four months. And it was a nice job there; I 
liked it, liked the work.  
 
Did you grow up on a farm? 
 
Oh, yes. I'm a farm boy and I went out and got a farm. I've farmed all my life. 
 
So this was familiar work for you. 
 
Yes, it was just right down my ally. 
 
When you came to Waldport you had lived in Ohio and then Indiana, what was your first 
impression of Oregon? 
 
Oh, well, first impression? Was that it was wet. Awful wet, and that's all. 
 
And what kind of work did they have you do when you got here? 
 
Well, when I first got there they each camp was allowed so many washers and the ironing and 
the cooking and so on and so forth. I taught school three or four years and I had taken some first 
aid training and that became my job completely. There was another fellow wanted it so bad and I 
gave it to him and gave that up and went out in the field for a little while to plant trees, the main 
task of the camp was tree planting. And I don't know how I ever came up, but they called me on 
Monday and they wanted to know if I would do some driving and take the camp pick up across 
the mountains and down to the Wenatchee Valley and pick up food for the camp. So I did that 
most of the time I was there then. 
 
The produce and the food that you picked up, where did it come from? 
 
Well, I could bring up they were in contact with a little gentleman and when ever they wanted it 
he would butcher beef for them and I would bring the whole beef back in the truck back to the 
camp. I would go out in the morning and come back in the evening with it. 
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Do you know where the vegetables came from? 
 
Well, this was an experience. You see we were out on the, the coastal range of mountains are not 
very high. In eastern Oregon we crossed a second range of mountains that were high. And we 
went over there and got a truck load of potatoes and we loaded them up at night and went back 
the next day and they wakened us up in the morning about four o'clock in the morning and told 
up that it was snowing up in the pass and we better go back right away. So when we got up in the 
pass we found that they were closing it and we were the last people through and we would have 
never gotten through there any more. That winter, we would have had to go farther north way out 
and around to get back to camp so we were pretty lucky about that. But that was a beautiful trip. 
We drove in the late afternoon the first day and when we looked down over the mountains and 
everything was so beautiful and real nice and the next morning all we could see was snow as we 
came back. 
 
Did you go out in the community to any of the surrounding towns? 
 
Oh, yes. I was the driver of the truck and if somebody needed to go to, oh Lord, what's the camp 
in Oregon? I would take them, that was my job and if the director wanted to do something he 
would ask me to go along and do some of the driving. I saw quite a bit of Oregon when I was 
there which was a pleasure that none of the other fellows had. 
 
When you were going out delivering and taking people, how were you treated by the folks in the 
communities that you went to? 
 
Oh, well the community where I bought these things, it was a Mennonite community and I can 
remember we bought some things off of families who had their sons in Mennonite camps in the 
eastern part of Oregon. But I was not treated so well when I came back to Waldport. The old 
police guy, they would stop me every night, you know because kind of late at night when I come 
back and he wanted to see my license and insurance papers and all those things, all that. One 
night I came back and I had a basket of strawberries and I had them sitting on the seat there 
eating them and then he come in and he stuck his face in and he wanted to know what was going 
on, where I was and all these questions but then I just handed him the strawberries and said, 
"Would you like some strawberries?" He took the strawberries and then from then on there was 
no problem at all. 
 
What kind of impact did your being in these camps during the war have on the rest of your life? 
 
I went back to farming. I was married while I was in camp. Actually, one of the reasons why I 
volunteered to leave and go to Waldport was simply because I wanted to get out of the 
community. They were not happy with me at all. I moved a little farther away to be better. But 
they accepted me after I married and we came home. We had a very nice relationship with them. 
They never held that against me or anything. In fact, I think they kind of admired me a little bit 
because I was teaching Sunday school class and things like that, you know, and they finally said, 
well, they thought that I had testified my stand. 
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WINFIELD KNECHEL 
 
May 14, 2003 
 
Winfield Knechel, a Brethren from Pennsylvania, worked as a cook at Waldport. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
Could you maybe tell us your idea or your philosophy on why you chose to become a 
conscientious objector? 
 
Well, our church [Church of the Brethren] believed strongly on this direction I took and I believe 
in that. But I think I’ve changed a little in terms of this last war we had over there. You know, it 
is wrong to kill. But I guess I still, the more as I live life and I still have little mixed feelings on 
all this. I guess my belief is to serve and that’s what I felt I did do in my CPS days in the mental 
hospital, and I gave my life up to come back and look after my two sisters. Also I lived out in 
Elgin, being I served a lot of people in terms of elderly people that needed help or somebody. 
 
When were you drafted? 
 
In 1943. 
 
And which CPS camp were you drafted into? 
 
Mineville, Pennsylvania. I was there two weeks when they, one week, when asked for volunteers 
to go to Waldport and I volunteered to go to Waldport, Oregon. Which was far, far away in my 
book in those days. And my first impression was the heavy rain we had when we arrived. Rain, 
rain, rain, rain, rain.  
 
Arthur Snell and I walked to town and this woman gave us a lift from Yachats. So, him and I 
hitchhiked to Newport and there was a lady that gave us cooking lessons. She had an ice cream 
parlor there at Newport. We helped her. Then him and I walked from Newport to Waldport, 15 
miles and then 5 miles down to camp. We hiked that one night and got back there in the morning 
early. We had the day off the project. And we went there and we didn’t get no ride back so we 
walked that whole distance. 
  
I was the cook. I arrived at Waldport, I got acquainted and all that and then I went out to Mary’s 
Peak side camp. Bob Carlton was a dietician, our cook at that time. Richard Mills, he was 
director of the camp at that time. 
 
When you were the cook at Waldport, what kind of foods did you cook and where did you get the 
food from? 
 
We had our own farm up in the back there, it was a garden. And, we cooked everything. At that 
time we made bread 100 loaves at one time. George [Tuinstra] was part of the cooking at that 
time.  
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Do you recall anything about the person who grew the produce here at camp? 
 
He was a Lancaster fellow. Pennsylvania-Dutch. I understand that the vegetables, they had to be 
careful because of some disease or something there growed on that soil. Like the red beets or 
something. The garden was, as you came in you went straight up the road there at the top of the 
hill. We had pigs on the other side of the camp about half a block in the back on top of the hill 
there. I had two cooking courses. One by that woman at the ice cream parlor, from Newport. 
 
How did you end up meeting that woman? 
 
Well, she came to our camp. Showed us how to cook. She came to camp every so often. She was 
a very lovely, lovely person and she had this ice cream parlor, so we went over there one day and 
helped her.  
 
Did you have other COs in your family? 
 
My cousin did. And the church we go to was a Brethren church. My grandmother’s father started 
the church at Springfield and he also gave land for the cemetery. So my grandmother’s father, 
and then my brother’s pastor there and with the Brethren church. 
 
Did you have any family members who ended up in the military? 
 
On my father’s side, yes. My father’s sister’s husband was in the military and she married him 
over in France, way, way back, World War I. Her daughter was a WAC. Met her husband in the 
service. That’s all on our side of the family, I guess. 
 
And were you working or in school when you got your draft notice? 
  
I was out of school. By then I was working at a service station at the time. 
 
Did you ever experience any sort of discrimination about you being a conscientious objector 
once you were discharged from the camps? 
 
No. I didn’t feel none of this. None of this at all. I did keep myself quiet. I came back with the 
troop movement when I came back east. And I could go to the dining room every time they went 
to the dining room. The troops were moving from the West Coast to the East Coast. And I was 
on this train with all these fellows. And I think they thought I was a military man or something. I 
didn’t start a rumble, I should say that. 
 
How did you earn your money? 
 
My sister. 
 
Was she sending you money? 
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Yes. Nobody had money back in those days. Not they do now. And that’s why I feel my loyalty 
to my folks here because they were very good to me.  
 
Did any of your family members ever get to visit you in camp? 
 
No, not out there. That was far. That was too far away, Waldport. Back in those days, that was 
far. The Oregon coast, goodness gracious. 
 
Do you remember how long it took you to get out here? 
 
No, I don’t. I remember the train left from Kane and my sisters came up, drove up, that’s when 
gas was rationed during those days, and she brought me another suitcase of clothes, you know, 
they listed what I should take to camp. I was going that distance, so they brought more things for 
me. 
 
So there were different philosophies among the men at camp? 
 
Oh, yes. Very much so, yes.  
 
Did you spend much time talking about those things? 
 
Not too much. We all were there for a cause, I mean, not really. I guess if you’re going to put it 
that way. But as I said, it was a good, good group of people in our beliefs and that.  
 
What would you say is one of your most positive experiences or memories that you have of being 
at Waldport? 
 
Well, I think when the girls came down from Linfield College there. That was the college, 
wasn’t it. Linfield? The girls came down once a month and we had these birthday parties. 
 
And what did you do with them while they were here? 
 
Entertain them, I guess. I’m not quite sure of all that either now.  
 
You were the cook, did you have to bake a cake for the birthday parties? 
 
Yes. I had 30 upside-down cakes in the oven, that’s when you had a wood stove. I’ll never 
forget, the fire went out and they dropped, they were just ready to brown. I had to quick start the 
fire again. I’ll never forget that one. 
 
What did you get that, did all your cooking supplies from the church? Like the flour, and all the 
ingredients you needed? 
 
No, we had this camp buyer. Roscoe Switzer could tell you all on that. He was the camp buyer 
and he had a Ford truck and went shopping for us. And we had fish too. I’ll never forget that one. 
We had salmon from up at the Portland, and we’d salt it down in barrels and maybe salt it down 
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too much, we didn’t soak it enough to get the salt off. Boy, the stuff is salty as ever. That’s 
another experience in cooking.  
 
Did you ever run out of ingredients that you needed? 
 
No, not as far as I know. We were well-prepared, had just about everything we needed for 
cooking. I know they didn’t like liver some of the guys, but we made liver spread. That’s the best 
thing too, to make liver spread. Frying it and putting onion stuff with it. It was good for 
sandwiches then. They’d eat it. But the other way, they wouldn’t. Another trip I’ll never forget. 
A fellow gave us a ride, we went to Sea Lion’s cave. The guy picked us up, he was drunk and 
there was no guardrails along the coast there. I thought we’d go off the side of the road. Oh, he 
drove so fast.  
 
So where did you go after Waldport? 
 
To the Lyons, New Jersey Veterans Mental Hospital. I had one year there. It was another good 
experience. I took care of the patients. Had 185 on my ward. 185 patients, I shaved about 80 of 
those while I was on duty. There was only about two of us, on that ward there for that many 
patients.  
 
Where did you go after the hospital? 
 
I went to New Windsor cooking school. And then from there, after cooking school I went back 
over the Hagerstown, Maryland, to cook where Myron Miller was. He requested I come over to 
help him over there. 
 
It sounds like you were discharged from CPS after that? 
 
Well, no. And I came back to New Windsor again, then from then on the cow boat with horses to 
Poland. I got my discharge when I was out of the states. I was gone two months to take that trip 
to Poland. That’s when I saw dead soldiers in the tanks. It was right after the war. Dead soldiers 
were in tanks, the bodies. The buildings were down, it was a terrible sight. And the Russians 
were digging up in Danzig there. They were digging up the dead Russian soldiers and taking 
them back to Russia. Then we stopped at Copenhagen, Denmark and that a beautiful town. Well 
as I said the buildings were down. And the streets, you walked down the street and the buildings, 
part of the buildings were standing up and that. It was a really depressing. I mean the whole 
business of seeing this. But then here is Denmark up and going town while we were striking back 
here, loading docks and that -- they were advanced.  
 
How long were you over there in Europe doing relief efforts? 
 
Just about a week to unload the horses and that. They had to unload the horses there. We lost 27 
of the horses, that died along the way. They were western horses. 
 
How many did you start with? 
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I think it was 350. Some were above deck and below deck. And I’ll never forget, we had to clean 
the manure out and all that and then we had to flush them and we got the water in there and we 
couldn’t open the drains to get the water out of it. That the boat was rocking, the water was 
splashing back and forth. And we finally opened the drain, that was the last of the flushing. And 
we had lifeboat drill and in lifeboat drill I used my life preserver as a saddle and road the horses 
around below deck in the boat there. They were western, wild horses, but I rode them. We had to 
work to keep the horses and that, but coming home we had nothing to do. So two months we 
were gone from the states. 
 
Did your experiences in Europe cause you to re-think your CO convictions at all? 
 
Well, at times I do. I still feel it’s, what we’re doing is wrong. But, yet, I have mixed feelings on 
it right now. The last war we were in over there in Iraq. They had to come. Maybe I’d want 
somebody to come my rescue if I was in those conditions like those people were. Now, they 
found mass graves of people again just on the news today. All the bodies, what he did there.  
 
Well, are there other things you would like us to, you’d like to make sure that we know about 
your experiences in the CO camp? 
 
Well, I guess that would be it. I know we had to chop wood for our fire, the fires that I’d cook 
with. And peel all those potatoes. That took time to get meals for that many.  
 
Did you have to make sandwiches ahead of time for men who were leaving camp to work in the 
forest? 
 
Oh, yes. We packed lunches too. Yes, we packed lunches. 
 
How early did you have to get up to do all of this? 
 
Well, the trip from Waldport, the time that I walked from Newport, I got in bed and I got waked 
just like that, I had to get up and get breakfast. I had barely got my head on the pillow when I 
was woke, you know. And I’ll never forget, and going across the bridge, that’s backtracking 
here, but going across the bridge at Waldport they stopped us. They had guards on the bridges at 
that time. We got across Newport bridge all right, but we got to Waldport they stopped us and I 
had a pass to be out, you know, this late. And my friend didn’t, Arthur Snell, so he let us go, you 
know. But they had guards on the bridges back then in those days. And everybody, we had 
curtains on our windows and everybody had to drive with dimmed light, you know, along the 
coast there at night. Hardly had any cars at all back in those days. The guards were soldiers. 
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ROBERT LAM 
 
May 16, 2003 
 
Robert Lam worked at the Mary's Peak side camp and at a mental hospital in Washington State 
before he was arrested and sentenced to McNeil Island for walking out of CPS. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
My name is Robert Lam. I was born at Astoria, Illinois, in 1922. I grew up going to Church of 
the Brethren at Astoria, Illinois. I graduated from high school in 1939. The atmosphere in the 
United States was very much less militaristic than it is today. I grew up in that kind of 
atmosphere. I worked in Washington D.C. for about a year during most of 1942. I worked as a 
clerk-typist-IBM punch card machine sorter for the Federal Power Commission. My draft board 
was located on Pennsylvania Avenue SE, about six blocks southeast of the Capitol Building. On 
my draft board was a medical doctor who happened to be a member of the Church of the 
Brethren. I did not know him before I came before the draft board. When he asked me what the 
minister of my church in Washington thought of my being a conscientious objector, my reply 
was that it was his attitude that everyone made their own decision and that whatever it was he 
would support them.  
 
I was sent to a conscientious objector camp in Northwest Pennsylvania on March the third, 1943. 
It was a Forest Service camp that was doing timber stand improvement which meant they were 
cutting down trees to clear the way for the good trees. I worked there from March until May, at 
which time there was a call for a group of thirty-nine COs to go from Pennsylvania to Oregon. 
We went by train and arrived in Portland about the fifth of March, 1943. From Portland we went 
to Waldport by Greyhound bus or some other company bus. We were told when we got to 
Waldport that this was supposedly the last new CCC camp in the United States. I worked at 
Waldport in what they called a side camp at Mary’s Peak. 
 
What was the side camp like? 
 
Well, it was also an old CCC camp, although not really in as good a shape as the newer buildings 
at Waldport. It was located at where the road to the top of Mary’s Peak leaves the state highway, 
east of Alsea. 
 
How many people would be in Mary’s Peak? 
 
We were considered a self-contained fire crew of about twenty people. During the fire season we 
were doing work nearby so that we could be called on short notice and go on a truck to wherever 
we were needed. The summer of 1943 was unusual in the sense that there were not many bad 
fires during what was usually the typical season.  
 
Did you feel like your training was adequate for the job you were trying to do? 
 
Well, the training mainly was how to operate as a sixteen or eighteen man crew where at a fire 
each one took one whack at the ground to pull back the flammable material and then took a step 
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and took another whack. The ones behind did the same thing. The fire we were on was not a -- 
I’m not sure how to say it -- was not a high-rise flaming fire. That aspect of the fire had already 
been put out. But we were there mainly to put out the smoldering roots and so forth that were 
remaining so that they did not reignite. 
 
What about your clothing? Did you feel that you had adequate protection? 
 
Well, this is a sore point with conscientious objectors. We felt that the original agreement 
between Selective Service and the churches was that the churches were supposed to be 
responsible for the men. This was part of the agreement that the government was not necessarily 
going to provide any clothing or health benefits. When we got our notice from the draft board to 
report to the first camp, we were told what work clothes to bring. We felt that somewhere in the 
Forest Service warehouses there were literally hundreds of shoes and raingear that was left over 
from the CCC. They were not automatically issued. What we needed were the heavy boots with 
the spikes in them and I don’t think I ever received one. We may have received some shoes but 
we felt that they weren’t available in Portland or Corvallis or wherever they should have been 
used. But, if they were used, it was very reluctant. 
 
So, what did you wear then to fight the fires? 
 
We usually had our own clothes, jeans, work clothes, and whatever ordinary work clothes or 
shoes that we came to camp with. 
 
You said you came into camp on the weekends. Did you come every weekend? 
 
Not every weekend. I can remember one weekend in the summer of 1943 the truck went from 
Mary’s Peak to Waldport on the weekend. I and one of my friends decided that we would not go 
to Waldport. It was mainly – partly – social, to see people we’d known in Pennsylvania and so 
forth. He and I took a five-mile hike to a Forest Service lookout west of Mary’s Peak to visit 
some fellows we knew there, COs. By and large, I believe the truck back and forth to Waldport 
took care of things like laundry and bringing in supplies and this sort of thing. 
 
On a day to day basis during the work week, we were not supposed to leave the area of the camp 
so that we could be reached in case a call came in, for instance, from Washington State or 
somewhere else in Oregon. Our sixteen or eighteen man fire crew was supposed to be available 
to go on a very short notice. Now, this might change from week to week depending on the 
weather and so forth. But by and large, we were supposed to be on call. If we could operate 
around those conditions, we did. We would hitchhike into Corvallis, maybe to see a movie or 
something like that. I can remember at least one time. It was late at night. I guess we’d gone, I 
and another fellow, had gone to a movie in Corvallis. It was easy to hitchhike from Corvallis to 
Philomath, but from Philomath to Mary’s Peak was about fourteen miles. Late at night, number 
one, there was not much traffic. Number two, many of the local people knew that anybody 
hitchhiking on that stretch of road in civilian clothes was probably a conscientious objector. 
They were not always willing to pick us up. So one night I remember I and my friend, we had to 
walk most of the fourteen miles from Philomath to Mary’s Peak. We probably got there about 
three o’clock in the morning. We weren’t very active for work the next day. Mary’s Peak was 
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located real, real close to the altitude divide on the highway from Alsea to Philomath. Logging 
trucks coming up from the west, when they go just almost to Mary’s Peak, that was where they 
would stop and rest and get ready to set their brakes and go downgrade toward Philomath. But 
sometimes logging trucks would pick up COs there as hitchhikers. One time I remember a truck 
driver had stopped and two of us went over because we thought he was going to offer us a ride. 
We opened the door. He said, "I don’t pick up Conchies." So, that took care of that. That was 
kind of a general thing. You never could tell how the local people’s attitude was. I think there 
were some of the people who were thankful that we were working for the Forest Service for 
whatever fire protection we provided. But just like the general public, different people had 
different attitudes. 
 
Were there any other ways that you served while you were at the camp other than fighting fires 
and working at the Mary’s Peak camp? 
 
Are you familiar with the area? Have you ever gone from the state highway up to the top? The 
road has been changed since 1943. In fact, when we were out there, I believe in the 1970s, with 
our family we didn’t recognize the road when we got near the top because an extension had been 
built. But, during the summer of 1943, while we were on standby for forest fires, we had 
wheelbarrows and shovels. It was our job to clean out the fallen rock that had fallen down in the 
ditch. In other words, when you build a road along the side of a mountain, the outside edge of the 
road, the rocks roll down the hillside. But the ones on the inside ditch accumulate. It was in 
many ways “made work” to keep us busy, to keep us close to camp so that if we were called that 
we would be readily available. When we went back to Waldport as a group in about probably the 
last of September 1943, we heard that a road maintainer -- a road grader -- came in and did in 
about a week what we didn’t get done all summer. As far as cleaning out the ditch here again, it 
depends on your attitude. If you think it was necessary that we stay nearby to be available for 
fires, or if you think it was “made work” and that we could have been doing something maybe 
more useful, even to the Forest Service, then you had a different attitude. 
 
How were you feeling about it at the time? 
 
Well, at the time, most of us had lost our enthusiasm in putting out a high degree of work. When 
you’re on a stretch of road about probably ten miles long and you’ve got a wheelbarrow and 
shovels and you look at all that length of ditch and all the rocks that have fallen into it, there is 
little incentive to put out one hundred percent effort when you realize that the real point is not to 
clean out the ditch. The real point is to keep close to the telephone in case someone calls you. 
 
So did you have rebellions then? 
 
Well, mental rebellion. It was part of the whole system where many of us felt that the churches 
had compromised too heavily and that we should be doing work that was of more social 
significance than working for the Forest Service. And as a result when fall came, I was interested 
in being transferred to a different location and on December 15, 1943, was transferred to a state 
mental hospital near Tacoma, Washington. I worked there the next year and a half in a mental 
hospital. 
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I worked in the office as a typist/clerk and the accounting office where we handled the 
requisitions and the purchase of equipment for the hospital. That was my job while I was there 
for a year and a half. The people that stayed in camp at the end of 1943, the ones I had come to 
Oregon from Pennsylvania with, most of them transferred too. At that time there were more 
mental hospital CO openings throughout the country. Not everybody applied for those, but most 
of those that really wanted to go were transferred out. The other aspect involved was in October 
or November of 1943, we were planting trees near Waldport. Anyone that knows in September, 
October and November in Oregon that you’re planting trees in the rain. Here again, the issue of 
rainwear that the CCC boys had and that we didn’t have much of arose. We had some, but not 
much. But even with rainwear in those months, if you’re working very hard you’re perspiring 
from the inside, getting wet from the inside as well as the outside. Most of us we came from a 
part of the country where no one very smart works in the rain. The mental result of that is less 
than positive. 
 
So working in a mental hospital would be much more to your liking? 
 
Well, yes. It was much better we felt from the social significant point of view. The mental 
hospitals never did raise their wage rate very much in the Tacoma area. The competition from 
the shipyards and aircraft and all those other things not too far from Ft. Lewis, meant that the 
type of people that were available to work in the mental hospital was, you might say, the bottom 
of the available workers. There was a need there. I’m not saying it was one hundred percent 
perfect, but it was different than cleaning out a ditch in Oregon that would make little difference 
to anybody whether it ever got cleaned out or not.  
 
What were you paid for the hospital work while you were in Washington? 
 
I don’t know if the State Hospital paid anything to Selective Service of the labor of the CPS men 
there. I think we were given $15 a month for allowance. We were provided board, room and 
laundry. Perhaps those working on the wards were given hospital clothing, though I am not sure. 
The $15 was supposed to pay for our personal items. The men in Forest Service camps where the 
churches paid for the food and other maintenance were supposed to pay $30 or $35 a month to 
the church for providing food, etc., although many did not or could not. 
 
Did you feel like that was adequate? 
 
Well, here again, compared with what? In Oregon, the church gave us $2.50 a month for 
spending for stamps and so forth. It goes back to the original agreement between General 
Hershey, Selective Service and the leaders of the churches that tried to prove that you’re really a 
more sincere conscientious objector if you don’t get paid for what you do. This was all right for 
single people that didn’t have any dependents. But for married men that had wives and a family, 
if their families back home were not sympathetic with them, it became almost unbearable for 
them to be a conscientious objector in Civilian Public Service. 
 
I’d be interested in your definition of “work of national importance.” 
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Well, my definition obviously was different than Selective Service definition. My “work of 
national importance” would be anything that was necessary. In civilian life I guess most of us 
felt that whatever we were doing, being a farmer or whatever, was work of national importance. 
But that wasn’t the sticking part. It was “under civilian direction” that was the sticking part. The 
system of conscientious objectors for World War II was partly the result of not having a system 
in World War I. In World War I, there were many conscientious objectors who ended up in 
federal prison under sometimes harsh conditions. Both the churches and Selective Service 
wanted to avoid some of the bad aspects of that. As a result of that kind of negotiation, the 
Selective Service and the military officers running Selective Service had the advantage. They 
knew that if the churches agreed to do this, they would probably keep their word and keep 
raising money to pay for the food and the expense of running the camps. The men in camps were 
divided in opinion because they kind of felt at the beginning that it was the best system that 
could be devised. But they disputed it as time went on and it did not turn out to be what had been 
anticipated in 1940. There was not the flexibility to improve it. Many of the improvements had to 
be approved by Congress. There was very little chance of Congress approving anything that 
would make it more attractive in the eyes of the public, except for work being made available in 
mental hospitals and things like that. Consequently, there was very little improvement ever done. 
 
I later became more disillusioned with the whole system of the way conscientious objectors were 
handled. I later decided I was not interested in, through my church, of being involved in that sort 
of thing. So after that, I made as much movement as I could to have as little to do with the 
cooperation of the churches and the Selective Service as possible. Later, and this is quite a while 
afterwards, I later was discharged and returned home to Illinois. I later went on a cattle boat trip 
to Europe by taking bred dairy heifers on a trip to Italy that were distributed to the people in 
Europe who had lost livestock during the war. So, to sum it up very briefly, the Pennsylvania, 
Waldport and mental hospital part were the main parts of the conscientious objector program that 
I was actively engaged in. 
 
Did you spend some time in McNeil Island. 
 
Yes, I did. 
 
And how did that come about? 
 
It came about because I left the mental hospital without permission. The churches that were 
keeping records at Ft. Steilacoom had to report to Selective Service that I was no longer a 
cooperating member of the Civilian Public Service. 
 
Were there specific things that happened that caused this change for you? 
 
I think it was a gradual accumulation. In the first part of 1945 it looked as though after World 
War II there was going to be continued conscription. The problem of what to do with 
conscientious objectors was going to continue. I guess there were many people in CPS who did 
not want the sort of thing that CPS turned into to continue. Down in Portland and in the different 
camps at the Cascade Locks, Waldport, Elkton and La Pine, there were many people who, as the 
term was used, “walked out” of CPS. The judges in Portland, Oregon, especially in the first part 
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of 1945, said we do not appreciate being the enforcement area of Selective Service. What they 
would do when a case would come in front of them would say, “who signed your last transfer?” 
If you were in Waldport and you walked out without permission and you came before a federal 
judge in Portland, they asked who signed your last transfer to transfer you to Waldport. 
According to those federal judges, if the last transfer had been signed by a military officer of 
Selective Service, they said you were not under civilian control, which was what the 1940 law 
specified. Therefore, if you left the place where you were illegally assigned, then you didn’t 
break any law. Although this opinion did not make its knowledge known to many of the people 
that were still in the camps, it was a factor. It wasn’t recognized by all federal courts, but it was 
what many of the people in the camps had maintained all along. That if the real rules and 
regulations are set by Selective Service who is controlled by General Hershey, Colonel McLean, 
Colonel Kosch, it is not, therefore, under civilian control. Therefore, who is breaking the law? 
The young man at these camps where he had supposedly illegally been sent? Or the people in the 
churches’ administration who were reporting that absence to the Selective Service? So, it 
becomes a rather abstruse philosophical thing. The more you know about the system, the more it 
is perhaps a matter of discussion and difference of opinion. 
 
I look back I remember that I spent my twenty-first birthday working with the Forest Service in 
Oregon. I can remember that day very clearly because up until then I always thought that 
becoming twenty-one was kind of a milestone marker, depending on the different choices. One 
has to look at how COs were handled. You could either say it was a step forward from World 
War I or it was a step backward from being in prison because you were a conscientious objector, 
period. It’s the “Is the glass half- full or is it half-empty?” It’s half- full for the people who 
thought it was a good thing. It was more than half-empty for people that didn’t think it was a 
good thing and for people who gradually changed their attitude. These are the sort of feelings 
that are very hard to portray. The very fact that I am a conscientious objector means I did not 
accept the premises that everyone was supposed to go into a combatant army in World War II. 
This is even though now, as people look back they say, well, why did anybody object to that sort 
of thing because the outcome was so wonderful. I want you to understand that a person that went 
through that questioning and through the draft boards and through all of these experiences, they 
still, by nature, have questions that are not going to be easily answered. 
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RODNEY LEHMAN  

August 26, 2003 
 
Rodney Lehman, a Brethren from Southern California and a La Verne College graduate, helped 
open the Waldport camp. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
So was your family involved with the Church of the Brethren as far back as you can recall? Were 
they involved in the Church in Illinois and then also here in California? 

Oh yes, I have ancestors who were ministers and missionaries in the Church of the Brethren. My 
dad had a brother who was a minister, but dad was not involved in the church professionally. We 
went to church every Sunday, but that was about the size of it.  

So do you remember when you received your draft notice for service in World War II? Do you 
remember what were you doing at the time, and how you reacted to it? 

We were well prepared for this. As a member of the Church of the Brethren I went to  La Verne 
College, a Brethren College in  La Verne, which is close to Claremont. And there were a dozen 
or more of us at school, who were well prepared for the draft and ready to become COs. So we 
were not shocked or worried waiting for what might happen. It was, as you say, what we were 
expected to do.  

And were you at all afraid? 

No. Early in the game they established a CO camp here in San Dimas in the hills, and a few of 
the fellows from college were in that camp already before I was drafted. So we had the 
experiences of others to look at. And when we were told that we were going to have to go to a 
Forestry Service camp someplace, we figured we would be in one in northern California or 
Oregon or Washington, somewhere up north. But we figured it would not be near here since they 
didn’t like to put people in camps close to where they lived.  

Everyone needed to be in a camp about 200 miles from where they lived. 

Yes. But we had been exposed to the whole thing, CO camps, ahead of time. Although there 
were a lot of people in the church that could not accept the CO status and instead joined the 
Army; but there was not a belligerency about it.  

So there were different groups within the church that believed one should serve one’s country? 
And there were people within the church that did not believe in conscientious objection? 

Oh yes. And that was particularly true in the college. The administration was strongly influenced 
by the church at that time, despite the fact that it was no longer a church college. Though it was 
not a church college in the 30s and 40s, it had been started by the church, and there was a strong 
element of professors who were church people. So, there was a lot of sympathy for COs. Many 
of the students that went to school there, however, had never even heard of the Church of the 
Brethren or COs. They were ready for service and many, if not all of them were drafted in the 
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Army. And we had a lot of discussions about all this because there was this outside element as 
you might call it within the school. 

So do you remember which camp you were first sent to? 

Cascade Locks. I took a train from Los Angeles to Portland with another man, who I stumbled 
across on the way to Portland, and then we picked up a bus for the trip to Cascade Locks. And I 
stumbled across this guy on the train because there weren’t many civilians on trains at that time. 
If you were a young person on a train during that time the chances were good that you were in a 
military uniform. So you would ask a civilian what that person was doing on the train. 

So did everyone welcome the work at the camps, or did some struggle with it?  

We had the whole range of people at the camp. People were there because, like me, they were 
caught in the draft and were COs and you decided to make the best of it. But there were others 
who ended up in the camps because the draft board hated their guts and sent them there as a kind 
of prison term, which, as far as some draft boards were concerned, it was. The draft boards just 
wanted to get these men off their records and send them someplace. The draft boards could 
classify people in whatever way they wanted to. At least that’s the way I assumed it worked. The 
authority was with the draft board, which could classify people. And they sent people to the 
camps that shouldn’t have been there but they wanted to get rid of people and they were there. 
Some men walked out of the camp, I didn’t know any of the ones that left, but some were so 
unhappy they decided to leave and go to jail. They thought the only place to be was in prison. 
But there were all kinds of extremes. 

Would you say that those at the camp were primarily religious objectors, or were there many 
political objectors as well? 

It was a good mix, and we had quite a contingent of men from UCLA at the Waldport camp, who 
were primarily political objectors to the war. Many of them had very little interest in religion. 
But also we had a few men at the camp who were misfits in society. The draft board didn’t know 
what to do with them and that was the place to get rid of them.  

One of the questions I wanted to ask you has to do with your time at Cascade Locks and whether 
or not you remember a Japanese CO who had been threatened with internment? 

Yes, his name was Yamada, as I remember. At Cascade Locks we had a number of men from 
UCLA who formed a click, and these men believed in thinking outside the box; consequently, 
we were going to have a strike against the Forest Service, or somebody, because the government 
was going to move Yamada 200 miles away to another camp. The law at the time said that you 
could not have any Japanese individuals within 200 miles of the west coast.  

I never kept up with the matter. I was not all that excited about being a part of the strike because 
as a member of the church I understood how the church was involved financially with supporting 
the camps. The government didn’t pay for all this; they furnished the place and the work, but the 
upkeep and meals and other things were supported by the church. So as church members, who 
supported the church, we didn’t want to blow the whole thing out of the water over this issue 
with Yamada because, if you’ve been around, you realize that ‘hey wait a minute here, you think 
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the government is going to stand still and let us get away with some kind of foolishness like this, 
it just isn’t in the cards.’ You have to be realistic. The government has limits, they were not 
going to do everything. So that’s the Yamada story. He was a nice guy and I liked him, but they 
took him off to the east coast to some camp somewhere and I lost track of him. 

So do you remember why you left Cascade Locks? 

Yes, I went to Waldport. They opened that camp in the fall of 1943, and you learn in life that it’s 
not what you know that’s important, it’s who you know. As it happened, I was acquainted with 
the man who ran the Waldport camp, Dick Mills, who had been a CO at Cascade Locks. I knew 
him from college, and when he was chosen by the church to become the director of Waldport he 
asked me to come along. He said it wasn’t up to him to decide whether or not I could go, but he 
asked if I’d like to go down to the ocean for a while in order to open this new camp. Well, I saw 
no future in Cascade Locks and I was ready to do anything. 

I thought the camp needed some help, and that it had a long way to go to be livable. As it turned 
out, the winter rains and hurricanes had turned the place into a quagmire, or a swamp, which was 
barren because it didn’t have any trees around it. Cascade Locks was a pretty place that had big 
trees and plants. Waldport was just a barren place. 

We went to open the camp up. The Forest Service had to figure out what kind of program they 
were going to establish down there. We didn’t have anything to do with them but our group had 
to open up the kitchen and get supplies. The Forest Service did have most of the necessary 
equipment, but then we had to start looking for food. Well, you may not appreciate the difficulty 
in finding food in the south coast of Oregon, but that area is not a food center. There weren’t a 
lot of supermarkets around, and they were talking about bringing in 50 or 60 people, which is a 
lot of people to feed. So they needed to get out cars, trucks, and buses to find food for the 
kitchen. Three of the people in our group were cooks, and the kitchen was the first thing to take 
care of. Then we needed to get the dorms and buildings cleaned out, at least one of them, for our 
group. We needed to get the beds and all those kinds of things organized. And that’s essentially 
what we did was clean the buildings and get everything opened up. 

Well, we soon had a crew of 30 or 40 men that came in, and my job, which Dick Mills assigned 
to me, was a job that didn’t really have a title but it was essentially the position of office clerk. 
This didn’t mean that I was secretary to Dick Mills, we had another man that did that, but as 
office clerk I took care of some very, serious, important records that the Selective Service 
required. We had to have a daily roster filled out on everyone so the Selective Service would 
know what everyone in the camp was doing. I did that job. 

The living quarters were like a CCC camp. You have a bunk and a building you share with 30 
other men, which is warm and dry but not private. And the meals were camp meals, which is 
about the best I can say about that. You can live on camp meals forever, and while they’re fine 
meals they are not very exciting. But two of us left Waldport to go to another place, which 
eventually folded, before we headed to Duke Hospital to work during the last few years of the 
war. And what was most striking to us at Duke Hospital, where there were about 40 men 
working on different projects there in the wards, was the fact that you knew there was a war 
going on because the food was as good as any hospital meal is today. They served meat every 
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meal, which was unlike Waldport where we had to have someone go out every week to the farm 
of a Brethren in order to scrounge around for a calf or a hog to kill for food. We couldn’t buy a 
lot of meat while at Waldport, but at Duke Hospital we had meals as good as anyone did, 
anywhere in the country, all through the war.  

I was there about nine months at which point they took about 100 men to Manchester College in 
Indiana in order to train them to do relief work. We were all very excited about the idea of 
serving mankind by doing relief work. We were at another school, which was another Brethren 
College, being exposed to all the things you might encounter doing relief work. And it was a 
great experience. Our leader there was Andrew Courtier, who was the assistant to the head of the 
UN following the war. But there was a congressman that couldn’t stand to see COs doing any 
kind of good in the world; consequently, a law was passed while we were at the school that COs 
were not allowed to travel overseas. And that put an end to the possibility of relief work. 

One of the questions I wanted to ask was whether or not you had a chance to be a part of the fine 
arts program that had been offered at Waldport? 

The fine arts people were from UCLA, and they were a great group. They had a lot of wild hairs, 
but they were interesting people. Not all the fine arts people, however, were from UCLA. I 
remember Bob Scott, the great pianist, could play the piano better than anyone, and he had a 
wonderful violinist with him. And I remember that because I put a program together for him one 
Sunday and they played 20 pieces or so, and the violinist played everything from memory. And I 
remember this because I had forgot to put an intermission in the middle of the program, but these 
two just kept playing classical music for an hour or more. I can’t remember the violinist’s name, 
but beyond that we had Bill Everson, who was the poet, and it’s always fun to listen to him. 

What was nice about the fine arts program at Waldport was the fact that every once in while we 
had programs on a Sunday afternoon and we would invite neighbors from around the area, 
particularly old widows to come over and listen to the music. People down around the coast of 
Oregon aren’t exposed to much fine art [laughing], and those that lived around the camp were 
glad to come in. It was something for them to do, and it was good entertainment. 

If you went AWOL you’d be facing jail, and some people did that. Some people thought that the 
protest against the war was not much of a protest in a CPS camp. And that was true, it wasn’t 
much of a protest. But the government had to figure out what to do with all the people that 
refused to go into the Army. And putting people like that in jail was stupid. There was no 
advantage in putting these people in jail. They were not criminals, they simply refused to join the 
Army. Consequently, the alternative service program was put into place, which, in my opinion, 
didn’t do much toward the effort of protesting the war. But, for the government, it was a way of 
dealing with these jokers that didn’t fit in, which was better than putting them in jail. And if you 
could get some decent work out of these men then, ‘let’s work their butts off!’ The Forest 
Service needed reforestation and if the men were willing to do it then they were put to work. And 
most of the men felt that doing the work was more worthwhile than sitting on their butts in jail. 

And so for you it was never ever a question whether or not you should have been a CO? 
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No. I didn’t have any questions about that at all. I believe that the war system is going to destroy 
mankind if we don’t destroy the war system. And that maybe simplified thinking, but as you saw 
what occurred when they developed the nuclear bomb it became evident that we are a doomed 
society. And doomed in the sense that eventually the ‘nuts’ will get these things, and once these 
‘nuts’ get these things then we are a doomed society. I know that attitude is very pessimistic, but 
I don’t have any qualms about being a pacifist. It is the only way that you are going to save 
society, in my opinion. I know other people don’t see it that way, but it’s just my opinion.  

I have never wavered or given the war issue a second thought. From a purely religious point of 
view, I see it as cut and dried. And I have been very critical of the churches for not being 
pacifists. The idea that you can spread the Good News by shooting someone is a dilemma you 
have to face. And the one thing you come up against is the question, ‘is it more important, when 
you face criminal cases such as Hitler and the like, that you take his life or he takes yours?’ Well, 
it’s not an easy answer. And the only way you can get a religious answer out of this is because 
you look at Jesus, and the answer is simple. All the other arguments on the other side are just 
rationalizations, and that’s my opinion. Maybe it’s a simple-minded way of looking at things, but 
that’s the way I look at it. 
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RAYMOND W. LONG 
 
May 15, 2003 

 
Raymond W. Long is a retired choir director who grew up in Maryland; his family were farmers 
and members of the Church of the Brethren. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
Could you tell us a little bit about what your parents did and, in particular, their religious 
affiliation? 

They were farmers and they were members of the Church of the Brethren, which is, as I suppose 
you know, one of the three peace churches. And so I got a good bit of pacifism from that angle. 
Then, the first year I was in college, the college debate was on some sort of question, and it 
resolved that the international shipment of arms and munitions should be outlawed or controlled 
or something of the sort. At that time a great deal of the dirt about World War I was outlined, and 
there was a lot of dirt involved in that. So I was of the opinion that there was no such thing as a 
good war. 

Did both your parents support your decision to enter CPS? 

Yes, they did. 

I was wondering why your brother chose to go into the Navy. 

Well, I don’t exactly know his reasoning. There was a stigma attached, as you well understand, 
to being a conscientious objector, and I don’t know if that was his reason or not. We never 
discussed it. He accepted my decision and I accepted his. 

I’m very interested in the China Unit that you went to in Lagro, Indiana. Was this something that 
you applied to be part of? 

Yes. I never felt comfortable being in a sheltered situation when guys were being killed. I felt 
badly about it. The opportunity came to volunteer to do war relief work in China, and I 
volunteered for that and was chosen and was shipped to Lagro for training. 

Did you end up going to China then? 

No. We did our training, and at the end of the training period we applied for passports. There 
was a Mrs. Shipley in charge of the Passport Division, and she suddenly decided we shouldn’t 
go, and so we didn’t go. 

So you took the train from Indiana to Oregon when you came to Waldport? 

Yes. The first thing that came up was a volunteer unit to Puerto Rico. I didn’t volunteer for that 
because I didn’t feel that there was the same pressing need and the same danger factor there was 
in going to China. So I didn’t apply to Puerto Rico. But then word came in that Waldport needed 
firefighting assistance and I applied for that. 
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Did they have the Fine Arts Group here then when you applied?  

Yes, there were some very musical people there. I remember Robert Carlson was a ve ry fine 
pianist and a wonderful guy. He later came to New York. I don’t know if he arrived before I did 
or not. I went to New York after the war. I got him an apartment in the same building that I was 
in, in New York. 

How long did it take to get to Oregon by train? 

 [Laughs] Oh, gosh, I don’t remember that. I remember it was a troop train. One thing that I 
remember about it, we were going up the Rockies, and they had hooked on a helper engine ahead 
of the train. It had smaller drive wheels than the regular engine. Of course, its wheels were 
turning much faster, and one of the people who was standing with me and watching – we were 
going around a sharp curve – was saying, hey look at that front engine, how its wheels are 
slipping [laughs]. 

Were there troops on the train with you? 

Yes, there were soldiers everywhere in World War II. There were an enormous number of guys 
involved, so you didn’t get on any train but what you ran into a lot of troops. 

When you got to Waldport, what was your impression of the camp and the area? 

Well, it was quite exciting to be right on the Pacific Ocean. It was just a regular camp excepting 
it was all sandy and I was used to a lot of vegetation, so that took a little getting used to. 

What was the first job they had you do when you got to Waldport? 

I don’t remember for certain. I think by the time I got there the need for firefighters was over 
because it was raining. What I remember is cutting trees in rain every day. I remember slogging 
up a mountainside one day for the area to plant trees. One of the guys said, “My God, I must 
have committed an awful crime in an earlier life to have to go through this” [laughs]. 

In your off hours, if you had any energy left when you got back from tree planting, were you part 
of the chorus here? 

I don’t think they had any chorus there prior to what I did. We didn’t travel much with the 
chorus. I formed one to do the DuBois' Seven Last Words. Of course, it was written for mixed 
voices and I had just guys. So to arrange it easily, I took a colored pencil for the baritones and, as 
I had the singers skipping from one staff to another, I’d draw a red pencil line and a blue for the 
first tenors. It made an easy way to arrange the whole bloody thing. 

Could you tell us a little bit about your experiences in the mental hospital?  

I worked with patients all the time. I was assigned to different wards and they discovered that I 
was agile and I wasn’t scared of the patients. Because of that, the night supervisor put me on the 
violent ward and I was on there all the rest of the time.  
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Did you find that work satisfying? 

I found it challenging. I remember particularly one patient who was really brilliant, I’d say. He 
had one peculiarity: at night if he heard a noise, he would stomp on the floor, and it was solid 
concrete. I don’t know how he did it, he would shake the building. It took me a little while to get 
used to him. Finally, I remember one night the ward was particularly noisy and he was assigned 
to a room. He was raising the dickens. Finally, I opened the door and I said, “Okay, if you can 
keep it quiet, you can come out and do it.” He said, “Okay, I understand. I’m sorry.” See, if I had 
been on the ball, I would have done something about getting him out of the hospital, because he 
really shouldn’t have been in there. 

 To get back to Waldport. While I was there, by the way, I was driving a bulldozer for a while. 
That was a different experience. It was a lot of fun. They had a big rock crusher, and I worked 
around there. The foreman saw that I had a mechanical ability and, as I said, I ended up on this 
big bulldozer. But the experience I would like to tell: I was asked to come in to the kitchen and 
be a baker. Well, I had never cooked, and certainly never baked. So I was in Portland on a 
furlough, a very brief furlough, and I stopped in at a bake shop and watched them and assisted 
them somewhat during the night, and told them I was going to bake. They gave me some 
pointers, and I came back and I was a pretty darn good baker. 

Did being a CO cause any problem in your later life when you left the camp? 

No, no. When I applied for the teaching position I hadn’t trained as a teacher. They knew I was 
strong in physics and math. They also knew my music background, so they wanted me. They 
asked about my service record because you got credit for teaching the number of years that you 
were in the service, and that question came up. The superintendent called the state to find out if 
he could give me credit for my CO service. They said no. Aside from that, I don’t remember any 
occasion. 

What was the most difficult thing for you during your CPS time? 

Well, I will say, yes, when I was working in the mental hospital. Other guys had the same 
experience. You got this feeling that you were going cuckoo, and I am telling you, that was 
unpleasant. I had that experience twice while I was at Augusta. I enjoyed the music experiences, 
of course. I remember in Waldport that slogging. They had rain equipment that they sold to the 
guys for planting trees. I used an old raincoat that I had that really didn’t turn the water away. It 
was always cold and rainy, and the only time you didn’t go out was when the wind was blowing 
hard. They were afraid an old, dead trunk would blow over on you, and we stayed in camp. 

Oh, I remember. This is something I ought to tell about. I always thought Thoreau was 
remarkable in that he could go off to camp and live so inexpensively. Well, I got to Waldport and 
we had a period of very stormy weather. (This is an aside.) One day I put on my raingear, and the 
wind was blowing like crazy. I went for a walk and I came to this long, long railroad trestle. Part 
of it had already collapsed into the bay and I walked way out over the bay on that damn thing. I 
risked my life that day. I followed the trestle out onto the beach, and the wind was blowing so 
hard toward the ocean that a couple of times I had to lie down to keep from being blown into the 
ocean. That was really crazy, the whole thing. I never finished my experience, though. There was 
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nothing you could do in camp but just pass the time. I wrote letters to everybody I knew and I 
read until I got tired of reading. I was bored. I suddenly realized that the remarkable thing about 
Thoreau is that the guy had the spiritual resources that he didn’t go crazy off in the woods by 
himself. That was the remarkable thing about Thoreau, not that he could live so inexpensively. 

If you were in the situation now, would you make the same decision? 

Well, I changed my mind. I think World War II was necessary. I think the concentration ought to 
be toward finding peaceful solutions. I think this last war was horrible and totally unnecessary. 
The Korean War was more necessary, the Vietnam War was much less necessary. I think there 
ought to be a strong world organization, federal world government. Absolutely there should be. 
I’m astonished that people living in a federal government as we have here in the United States 
are so opposed to a federal world government. There are evil people and you have to have police 
forces. There are nations, or individuals in nations, that lead them down a wrong path, and there 
ought to be a world police force. So what we’ve done -- I think Bush is a dreadful person. 

So you now think, though, that World War II was necessary. How do you reconcile that with your 
having been a CO during that war? 

Well, as I told you, I never was proud to be a CO. I felt badly about it. Not so much during the 
war as after. I never did realize the enormity of what old Adolph was like. I guess I didn’t pay 
that much attention to the news, and I had no idea he was such a beast. There were mistakes that 
were made that could probably have kept him from coming to power. But once he was in power, 
I guess he just had to be stopped. I was brought up to believe, and did believe, very strongly, in 
Jesus’ teaching that if a guy strikes you on one cheek, you turn the other cheek. Well, I believed 
that. I was teaching and I had a fellow teacher in school. He was in drama and I, being in music, 
got mixed up with him a great deal. The guy was impossible. I worked with him fourteen years 
and he lasted one year after I left. Nobody else would put up with him. He had tenure, of course, 
but they sent him down to the intermediate school with the understanding that he was not to 
touch anything associated with drama. He resigned. I came to the conclusion that there are 
people that, you let them slap you on the cheek, and they take that as license really to slaughter 
you. And you can’t let people get away with things like that. So I’m no longer one hundred 
percent. I’m not a pacifist of the sort that I was back in those days. 

We’ve asked you lots of questions. Do you have anything else you’d like to add? 

I’ve got to tell you about that experience during the hurricane, the crazy thing that I did of 
walking along that trestle. You understand, I had these clothes on, the wind was blowing like 
crazy, and it was the remains of a railroad line across the bay. I walked across that trestle, 
jumping from one to the other where the one had already blown down. It was absolutely insane. I 
must have had a guardian angel with me. Then I got on the beach, and boy, I’m telling you, the 
way the wind swept across that beach, I laid down to keep from being blown into the ocean. The 
other experience was finding out that you have to have spiritua l inner resources to go off on your 
own like old Thoreau did. That was a shocking experience. A shocking realization, I mean to 
say. 
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CHARLES H. "CHUCK" LUDWIG 
 
May 13, 2003 
 
Charles Ludwig, raised a Methodist and became at Quaker, was drafted from college in the 
Midwest 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I’m Charles Ludwig, born May 1st, 1920 in Minneapolis, Minnesota. My father was an architect. 
He went to the University of Illinois. He joined the Army in World War One and was in the 
engineering corps. After that, he was a good architect, but not too good in the business end. He 
worked mostly for other people and then during the Depression on buildings that sort of were no 
longer being done. He later had to go on Public Works Assistance, helping in the survey units to 
survey the highway and so forth. After that he was an architect for the rest of his life. My mother 
was a Methodist; I was brought up in the Methodist Church. 

The Methodists during the 1920s was almost as inclined toward peaceful relations as the peace 
churches. It disillusioned me when the war started, but they did support conscientious objectors, 
and they were contributors. The government did not pay us for doing forestry work or other 
projects. My family, I don’t recollect that they gave much support. They were not antagonistic 
toward me, but I don’t believe they gave me financial support. The church gave us the glorious 
sum of $2.50 a month so we could buy a tube of toothpaste or something.  

I was inclined toward a negative feeling about getting myself involved in killing people. I went 
to McAllister College. There were a number of professors there and other students who had 
similar inclinations, and we formed a group that was sort of like a Fellowship of Reconciliation 
group. I was quite moved by my association with the other students and the professor so that, 
while I did not make a commitment ahead of time, when the time came I was going to be drafted, 
I knew I had to decide what to do. And so I decided to be a CO. They gave me a 1AO and I 
wouldn’t accept that. Fortunately, the president of the college was not a pacifist by any means; 
he was a member of the committee to defend America by aiding the allies. But he was very fair 
minded, and he knew what my feelings were, and he wrote a letter to the draft board. I didn’t 
have to appear even in order to get my 4-E, which is the conscientious objector status. That was 
the spring of 1942, and I received a notice to report to camp in the fall. I went to Walhalla, 
Michigan. It was a Brethren sponsored camp. We were basically a forestry camp. We fought 
forest fires and planted trees, but my jobs were just around the camp.  

Then I was called to serve the people out on the west coast. I actually volunteered. I felt like I 
was footloose and fancy free. Some of the fellows were married and had kids, and wanted to stay 
back in the Midwest. I felt like it would be fine with me to travel. They put us on a train, put us 
in a car; it was in a sleeper. We just had bunks. The car right next to us was full of soldiers. We 
didn’t have much intercommunication then. When we got to California they put us on a side 
track for some reason. For a day or so we were just sitting there. And then we went up to 
Waldport…well, we didn’t actually go to Waldport. We went up to, it was one of the towns in 
the middle of Oregon there. They met us in a forestry truck and took us over to Waldport. That’s 
how we got there.  
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Waldport was a forestry camp, and the main project was planting trees. I think the main impetus 
for getting us out there was to have us there in case of forest fires. We didn’t know that the 
Japanese had threatened to send over these incendiary balloons to land on the west coast and 
north coast. I really didn’t fight fires while I was in Waldport. But I think they did have some 
occasion, but I was there during the winter, and by the next spring I had already transferred out 
to go to the mental hospital. I really wasn’t there during the fire season. I basically planted trees. 
I was selected to be a crew boss; we had maybe a dozen guys on the crew.  

How many were you supposed to plant in a day? 

As many as we could. There were some, we called them “second milers” who took the Bible 
literally, who felt if you go one step you should go two. I supposed the most anybody planted 
was 500 trees in a day, but I think I would probably get over 300 trees, something like that. 

Was everyone willing to plant as many as they could? 

No, there were a lot of people that were sort of foot draggers. One fellow came up to me one day 
when I was the crew boss and said, “I don’t want to do this anymore.” I said, “You better go 
back to camp.” So he went back to camp and he could do silk screens and so they gave him the 
job of painting signs. And he could paint out all the signs they expected him to do in a day in 
about an hour. And then he had the rest of the day off. 

Did you meet any of the townspeople?  

Our relationship with people around was pretty sparse. We were five miles out of Waldport, as 
you know. So there were a few people we met once in awhile. When we had a program or 
something we’d invite them in. 

Were they friendly?  

Oh, yes. There was one incident, I don’t know whether you’ve been told this before, but this one 
guy by the name of Dick Brown was a carpenter, and he convinced the camp administration that 
he could build a boat and go out and catch fish for the camp. His real idea was that he’d build his 
boat and then he’d sail it around and escape. But it was just a little outrigger boat, little, but it 
was fairly good size, you know, 26 feet with an outrigger. So he got the job of being inside and 
building this boat. But finally when they got to the point that the boat was done and they wanted 
to launch it, they tried to launch it right there at Waldport Camp, the surf was coming in about 
five feet high. Some of the guys were getting wet, so they did obvious thing: they looked up and 
down the beach and nobody was there, so they took their clothes off so they wouldn’t get their 
clothes wet launching the boat. So it jus t happened that about half a mile up the beach there were 
people and they saw these fellows prancing around with no clothes on. So they called the local 
gendarmes and told them there were guys out there with indecent exposure. So they got into 
Waldport. I think they got a fine or some darn thing. Anyway, they couldn’t put it in there, so 
they took it into Waldport, to launch the boat at Waldport, and the Coast Guard said they 
couldn’t go out in the ocean. So, the last I knew it was just sitting on the beach rotting away. 

Who was in charge of the camp? How was that set up? 
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Each camp had an administrator. The administrator of the Waldport Camp when I was there, his 
name was Dick Mills. He worked harder than all of us. He tried to keep things on an even keel. 
You know, we had a wide range of different kinds of people there, all the way from very 
fundamental religious people to people that were sort of stretching it. Most of us were middle of 
the road and kind of went along with everything. We formed a lot of friendships, though, life-
long friendships and such. In our dormitory, there were 40 guys in the dormitory, what we would 
do is double up the bunks, so that we would have sort of a living room space. There was an 
administrator for Selective Service; his name was Victor Olson. He came to the camp and 
visited, and he had this packet and we were sitting around talking and then the fellows made a 
mobile out of it eventually. And it was twisting around in the ceiling Mr. Olson looked up there 
and he said, “Well, at least you’re good at improving things.”  

Was the experience of being in the Waldport Camp a rather positive one for you? 

I’d say it was rather positive, yes. It was early in my career and I just waited and figured if 
society had made a case for me …I knew that whatever your talents are could have been used. A 
number of the guys who were really talented were very frustrated. And a number of them walked 
out of camp. After I left the camp it became a camp for artists and poets. There was group of 
fellows operated the “Tide.” And then some of the less regular people sold us the “Untide,” and 
that was really the most popular paper in camp. 

The dormitories generally attracted similar people. I mean, we could choose where we went that 
way. I think the holy rollers were in one group for the most part. There were quite a few people 
that had gone to college and so forth who were a little more inclined to make up their own 
judgments rather than being what someone expected them to be. So we’d have bull sessions 
going on through the night, and talk about everything. So it was an okay situation as far as being 
in camp was concerned. When we went by some of these places where there were 
fundamentalists, they were speaking in tongues and stuff like that. I never attended the ir 
meetings, but I know they were there. Some of them were the Second Milers who really worked 
hard. They’d often plant twice as much trees as anyone else. 

What kinds of things did you do in your spare time? 

Well, I took trips, like I know I went down to Coos Bay once; I was talking to a fellow who’s 
brother and people that would put us up, and then there was a family in Portland that would put 
us up if we got up there. We’d have two days off that we could go places and do things. And we 
had a furlough once a year, but of course hardly anyone was there a year. They kind of regulated 
us by length from home base with time off. At first I didn’t mind it, but after two and a half 
years. They called it work of “national importance” but you don’t get any recompense for it. I 
began to build up some resentment. A lot of guys did that until the end some of the fellows 
walked out. 

Why were you only in Waldport such a short time, just for the winter? 

Because the opportunity to work in a mental hospital came up, and I was attracted to that 
opportunity. I felt like what ability I had could be used better than just planting trees. Anyone 
can plant a tree. I always felt like I could get along with people and maybe help some of the 



 148

people in the mental hospital and so forth. I got there after the unit had been going for a while, so 
I was just a substitute orderly. I had a different ward almost every day. I really didn’t get too well 
acquainted with any patients. They had a big garden there, a wonderful garden, and raised a lot 
of vegetables. The food in the mental hospital was really good. They made whole wheat bread, 
baked their own bread and grew their own vegetables and had their own dairy and had their own 
chicken house. Pretty good, well rounded diet. There were at least 1,500 patients.  

How was their treatment? 

It was not the best and it was not the worst. It was nowhere near as bad as some of the mental 
hospitals five years before. They had, you know, 60 people a day in one ward and they didn’t 
have any clothes on; they’d just be wandering around and nobody would be paying attention to 
them. It wasn’t that bad in Steilacoom; it was fairly well run as far as sanitation and stuff.  

I was a floor orderly. You would be in charge of a ward for a period of time, or we would be 
second in charge, depending on the situation. We would have to take care of the patients. They 
didn’t have anything that would be generally called a violent ward. I thought that was a mistake 
because I thought we could handle them better there. The regular orderlies and nurses tended to 
be people from the south who had come up because the relative conditions in mental health for 
workers was better than it was down south. And these people were not very friendly to us. I was 
assigned a veteran ward while I worked there. But in general we were on pretty good terms with 
most of the workers there, especially the student nurses who were turning in a situation where 
they were just basically expected to be there.  

They did give $25 a month, I think. That’s in your pocket. And we were given clothing to wear. 
In the Brethren camps, the forestry camps clothing was provided by the church, but it was pretty 
minimal, except the forestry department provided some clothing like tin pants and shirts, cork 
boots and stuff to go out and plant trees. But as far as ordinary clothing to just wear every day, 
that was…you’d get what you could get.  

I probably cared for 500 different patients in one week, and after about a year and a half of that I 
found myself getting kind of tired of the situation. It’s pretty impossible to feel about that many 
people with such great problems, kind of, without becoming, callous to the situation. And many 
of the people there were just doing nothing. So it was not a very invigorating situation. [I was 
there a] year and a half. I asked to go to Trenton, North Dakota, which was a Quaker camp and it 
did have a school in community living and so forth, which I was interested in. And then I got to 
work on a camp farm. I did work in the garden there at the camp, but I was doing projects; I was 
on a surveying crew for awhile, but most of the time I was one of the camp farmers. And we had 
one fellow in the camp there who was a potter and we built a kiln and threw some pots. That was 
in our spare time. The town was basically a Native American town, and it was at the railroad stop 
there. I don’t think there was even a store there. The project was land reclamation; leveling land 
and making it so it could be irrigated. Trenton was closing down, so I had to go. I ended up in 
Gatlinburg, Tennessee, in the Great Smokey Mountain National Park, where they were clearing 
trails and maintaining roads and such.  

Where were you when the war ended, and how did you feel about it? 
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I’ve forgotten exactly where I was at the end of the war. Of course, I was being kept there. I 
thought my career was being held up for no useful purpose. Congress was antagonistic toward 
the COs. We had projects that were ambulance units overseas and stuff that got half way around 
the world and Congress called them back. They said they didn’t want any COs overseas. They 
constantly treated us kind of like they wanted to get us out of the way where we weren’t visible. 
It was frustrating. I was bothered, and I think I had something very much like post traumatic 
stress syndrome. Three and a half years is quite a bit of your life. 

Of all the things that you did while you were a CO, did you feel any of it was of “national 
importance”?  

Well, it wasn’t as much of national importance as it could have been. We had guys who were 
really able to do something. A lot of them walked out and went to prison. It was almost like a 
prison in a way. A lot of prisons aren’t more confined than the way we were.  

So, as you look back have you been able to put it into perspective in some way? 

I think it would be important event in my life. I feel like to a certain extent I contributed to 
society. I had to do what I could under the circumstances. I think that the most important aspects 
afterwards are the relationships with the men in the camps. 

What effect did your being a CO have on members of your family, as the United States got into 
more wars after the Second World War? 

We had two stepsons, we had a daughter and a son, and all of the children had opposition to war. 
Our son was a CO during the Vietnam War. Our daughter is a nurse now and she married in her 
30s and had a son who worked for the American Friends’ Service Committee during the 
Vietnamese War. I’m still a member of the University Friends’ Meeting in Seattle. 

I think it’s worthwhile for people to follow their conscience, regardless of where it leads them. I 
felt at the time that I wasn’t going to put myself in a position where I had to kill other human 
beings. And especially I was not going to put myself in a position where somebody else would 
tell me I’d have to do that. I could not bear to do that kind of thing. I can imagine a situation 
where I might participate in helping somebody die, but I won’t actively kill people. I think the 
whole CPS experience was seminal in my life. I’m glad I had the experience, but it wasn’t all 
pleasure.  
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RUTH LYONS 
 

April 2, 2003  
 
Ruth Lyons is the widow of Edward Lyons, who grew up in Indiana, was Church of the Brethren, 
and became a minister after the war due to his experiences in CPS. She was interviewed about 
her husband's experiences in CPS. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
How old was he when he received his draft notice?  

I think that he must have been about 23. He worked at the Carpley Refrigerator Company. He 
delivered parts. I guess you’d call him a stock boy. 

If he was from Ohio, when he went to Oregon he was at Camp Angell, right? 

Camp Angell seemed to be a kind of gathering place. Then he left there, went to the fire tower. 
And occasionally, they would go back to Camp Angell. Oh, they’d have speakers and some kind 
of program for the men. He was very much impressed with the beauty of the ocean and the 
mountains and the trees, because it was so different from Indiana. He loved that part. 

Did he have other family members who served in the military or who also became COs? 

His brother and a cousin that was like a brother to him were the members of the family who were 
in the military. 

Did that create conflict in the family? 

Yes, it did. 

Did they shun him or anything? 

No, but he didn’t feel supported by them. Even his wife did not understand his position, so that 
made it difficult. It was hard for her, and she was harassed where she worked because he was a 
conscientious objector. He said some of the people in the town of Waldport were rather unkind 
too, calling them traitors and cowards and that sort of thing. But the reason Ed gave for going to 
the fire tower – there were other jobs around there – he said since his relatives had chosen to go 
into the military, and he knew they were facing danger, so the least he could do was take a job 
that demanded some kind of sacrifice of him personally. He was very much a people person. So 
to be up there on that fire tower, where it was so terribly lonely, that was the reason he chose to 
go there. He recognized that they faced danger and perhaps death. But he could not do that. That 
was just not the requirements of his belief. But he said he didn’t have any hard feelings toward 
his family for not supporting him. 

So, after the war, did they make peace among themselves? 

Yes. I think some things sort of faded away after it was over. 
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So his wife never visited him at the camp?  

No. They didn’t have money enough to come out from Indiana to Oregon. It was impossible. 

But she did work to support the family. 

Yes. And he got $2.50 a month from the Brethren. That’s laughable in today’s standards. It still 
wasn’t very much, but I suppose that was sufficient to buy shaving cream and toothpaste, that 
kind of thing. 

Were you aware of your husband’s draft board that did that or were they open? 

I think it was fairly lenient for him, because he was a lifetime member of the Church of the 
Brethren, and the Brethren were one of the three historic Peace Churches. So it was not difficult. 
But he did quote in letters how difficult it was for some men that he knew. He just knew that the 
government had agreed. There was a committee, the National Service Board for Religious 
Objectors. So this board went to the government and secured permission to develop these camps. 
And of course, the government in a sense was glad, because they were sent places where, 
because the civilian workers were off in the military, they needed people on dairy farms and so 
forth, and fire towers. And some of the projects were medically oriented, like the men would be 
in starvation units. And another one was testing how much cold they could tolerate, that kind of 
thing. So there was a variety. 

Did your husband feel he was doing work of national importance? Did he ever say that? 

I don’t think that he considered it of national importance. It was one of the projects and that’s 
where he was sent. 

When was he actually at Camp Angell at Waldport? 

From May 10 to sometime in November of 1943. He was terribly lonely. Oh, that part was very 
difficult, because he’d never been more than 30 miles away from home, I suppose. So being 
clear out there on the West Coast was – he was definitely a small-town person, and to be that far 
away, and then to be up in the fire tower, was terribly lonely. He didn’t have a whole lot of 
chance to make friends there, because he was up in that fire tower and didn’t get down to the 
camp but just a few times. Observation duty, and they kept weather records, kept wind velocity 
and amount of rainfall, all sorts of records like that. They did have blackouts. At night, they 
didn’t dare have any lights at all. He never required very much sleep. So he would cover up with 
a blanket, then with a flashlight he would either read or write. The Forest Service brought them 
food supplies once every two to three weeks. Then there was another man on the tower with him. 
I don’t know this man. All I know is his first name was Art. I don’t know if he was a religious 
CO or political or whatever. You know, some of them, they weren’t all there for religious 
reasons. They didn’t have very much in common. So that, while it was helpful, it didn’t 
overcome the loneliness, because they weren’t that much alike. But they did discover that there 
were paths. So they would take turns on occasion to go down to pick up the mail. Because 
otherwise, mail was only brought to them once a month. He said this was a five-mile trail. 
Wasn’t too bad going down, but climbing back up was a little rough.  
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It was all kind of bewildering to him. I know he told me on various occasions that he just felt 
overwhelmed. He’d never been with just all men. He was more, there were more women 
relatives than men, and just to be in a big group of men like that was kind of overwhelming for 
him. He did mention a Mrs. Christian, who, a Red Cross worker, who came in to teach cooking. 
And he had signed up when he knew that that was a possibility. This was when he first came. He 
thought that that would be something that he would enjoy. She was a very pleasant woman, and 
he enjoyed that. I don’t know exactly why he didn’t continue on with that, unless it was just, like 
I mentioned, that when they wanted someone to go up into the fire tower, he thought that that 
would be somewhat of a sacrifice. He referred to it as a very meager sacrifice. But for him, that 
was something he could do rather than staying in camp and cooking. He mentions about washing 
their clothes up there, on the fire tower. There was a spring about a quarter of a mile away, so he 
carried their water from the spring for all the water, including laundry. Read, read, read. He had 
lots of books and he wrote a lot. You know, he wrote one beautiful poem there, called “Reverie 
at Sunset.”  

Sunday was supposed to be a non-working day for the Forest Service. But someone had to be on 
that tower seven days a week. So for every Sunday he worked, then he would get a day, what 
they called furlough day. So I think he worked something like, I don’t know, thirteen Sundays in 
a row and then he worked in a potato field. When he went in to take that time off, he worked in a 
potato field so he could earn some money. He worked for a private farmer. They were permitted 
to do whatever they wanted to with their furlough time. He chose to work. He was trying to save 
money for a furlough back home. He never got home until he changed from Waldport to New 
York and then he had a 15-day furlough. 

He did mention that one of the speakers or lecturers that came to Camp Angell, and he heard one 
lecture. The lecturer had to go get some dental service, apparently of urgency, and went to 
Portland, and the dentist did the work. And then he asked him something about himself, and it 
came out in the conversation that he was a conscientious objector and he was lecturing at Camp 
Angell. And so the dentist said he didn’t owe him anything. He said, “I would never have the 
courage to take the position that you have, so just consider it a gift.” 

So he was well educated, your husband? 

Well, not until, he just had high school education, until after. But of course, reading all these 
books was an education. He had a very sharp mind. He said Camp Angell, that was dubbed “the 
camp of intellectuals” as most of those men had had at least two years of college. 

Now we know that the men worked for no pay. Did he ever mention how he felt about that? 

I think he felt that was a part of the sacrifice. Ed was never resentful about anything. That’s part 
of his nature. He was a very accepting man. 

Some men felt that by working as COs, working for the Forest Service, they were somehow 
releasing men to go to the war. And they felt bad about that, because they felt they were 
somehow supporting the war still. Did he ever mention that? 

Well, yes. I think a good many of the COs felt that. He was quite aware of the dangers that 
military men faced. He was aware of it and he knew that he was filling what would have been a 
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civilian, was a civilian job and was vacant because the personnel had gone into the military. But 
that was just something he had to deal with, because his conscience would not let him do 
otherwise. 

He had great faith and these, the books. He mentioned several times how impressed he was with 
the Quaker people. I believe he said he got a letter from them every week, and they furnished his 
books for him. He was impressed with that. When he left home the first time, they came to see 
him off. His own family was not there to see him off. That’s a puzzle to me. 

When he went to New York, was he transferred? Did he ask for that transfer? 

I think he, I believe he did. It was private, a private dairy. I think that he did, because he had 
heard that you could take your family there. And so he thought he’d have his wife and baby 
daughter with him. So that, I think that was the reason that he transferred. 

[Edward was released from CPS in 1946.] The government had what they called the G.I. Bill. So 
the churches felt they should do something like that. So he investigated that and went to college. 
They paid the tuition. His degree was in Bible and I don’t know what the minor was. But he was 
going to go on to seminary. 

So he became a minister. And that’s what he did the rest of his life? 

Right. And it was because of his experience there in the fire tower, reading all those books, that 
determined the rest of his life, the path his life was going to take. Otherwise, he’d have probably 
been a farmer back in Indiana. 

He went to college that fall. So they were just, in his letter he was just discussing where they 
were going to be. He wanted to rent a place because he hadn’t actually decided definitely to go to 
college yet. It was on his mind, but he hadn’t made that decision. It was funny, because the 
hometown minister, when Ed told him that he was interested in the ministry, that he felt called 
while he was in the CPS service, the minister said he ought to begin right away. And Ed said, no, 
he needed some education first. Oh no, no, no; the minister thought that was unnecessary. So Ed 
wrote to, I think his name was J. Arthur Nelson. He was sort of a counselor to the CPS men. I’m 
not absolutely positive of that name. Anyway, he wrote back to Ed and said, “If I were a doctor 
and had three minutes to operate, I would spend two minutes in preparation.” In other words, 
you’re right, get some education before you start to preach. 

I think the hardest part for me personally, if I had to go through it, would be the ridicule and the 
hatred of some people directed at me for my position. Because I am also a conscientious objector 
to war and have been on peace marches and that sort of thing. And I know some of my own 
relatives are very opposed to that. But I’m 79 years old. I can deal with that now. Being 20, 21 
and back in the ‘40s, 20 and 21 was even less sophisticated than today, you know. You know, we 
were just not very worldly wise. It would have been, I think, would have been the hardest. That 
would be the difficult aspect of it. 
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FRANKLIN MASON 
 
May 13, 2003 
 
Franklin Mason was from a Church of the Brethren farming family in Missouri. Four of the sons 
in the family were in CPS, with Franklin and Henry together at Waldport. 

________________________________________________________ 

How many members were in your family? 

My parents and five brothers, six boys. 

And I noticed that there was a James Mason who was also listed as a CO from your town. Is he 
your relative? 

He’s my brother, my next older brother. I had two other brothers, Earl Mason and Henry Mason. 
They were in CPS. Henry was at Waldport. We belong to the Church of the Brethren and our 
parents were very strong pacifists. 

Were you and Henry here at the same time? 

Yes. We both went to Hebo to the side camp and were up there most of the time that we were out 
in Oregon. I arrived in April of 1944. It would have been in 1945 before Henry got there. He was 
deferred for farm work for a short period of time. 

You said that your family were members of the Church of the Brethren. Were there many 
members in the community in which you lived? 

No. The Church of the Brethren has always been a small church, and they were rather small 
congregation. 

Do you remember what you were doing when you received your draft notice? 

Not particularly. When I was first drafted I went to Magnolia, Arkansas, in January of 1944, and 
the following April the 12, why a tornado went through the camp and destroyed it, and so I was 
transferred to Waldport then.  

How did you decide on Waldport? 

I guess I wanted to get to the West coast, I don’t know. I liked the ocean and the mountains. 

Was it the first time that you’d seen the ocean? 

Yes. 

Did you family support your decision to become a CO? 
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Yes, they were very strong pacifists, the reason that we, or one of the reasons that we had that 
CO teaching all our life. 

How did you get from Arkansas to the Oregon coast? 

Well, a bus back to Missouri, and then I was allowed a few days furlough and from Missouri to 
Waldport I rode the train. There was lots of troop movement at that time and it was very 
crowded. There wasn’t a seat from Kansas City to Cheyenne, Wyoming. I had to sit on my 
luggage for that first 1,000 miles or so. 

Did soldiers have first preference for seats? 

Yes. They filled the train up and anyone else that was traveling or had to depend on their own. 
One thing that contributed to the crowded trains was that we were having flooding in 
Missouri/Kansas at that time and trains had been delayed and some of the trains couldn’t travel 
because of the floods. So, it was very crowded partly due to that, and then there was lots of 
troops on the train. 

When you go to camp Angell, what kind of work did you do here? 

I worked on the Forest Service road and trails, and planted trees. I don’t know how long I was at 
Waldport. I was at Hebo really most of my time when I was on the West Coast. I was from April 
1944 until about September of 1945 on the West coast, a year and a half or so. What I remember 
about the tree planting was most of this was done in the fall and winter and spring when it was 
raining every day. We went out with our tin suits on, which were canvas suits over our other 
clothing to try to keep us dry, and planting trees up and down the mountains with our cork boots 
and out tin suits, up and down the mountains planting trees. I think we probably put in nine 
hours, and sometimes we traveled several miles distance in the crew trucks to get to where we 
did our work. I also was on some fire work, destruction work, fighting forest fires. Most of the 
fires were small fires. A lot of them were in the summer time, when they were back-burning to 
try to prevent larger fires whenever they had a larger fire. One large fire that I went on was to 
northern California. I was at Hebo at that time but we traveled to Waldport and then went 
together, several crew trucks, to Northern California. We were there for five days. I wasn’t a 
smoke jumper; we just did ground level forest – we went in trucks and did fire trails, and back-
burning to slow the fire down or stop them. 

When you were planting trees or doing some of this other work, how did they get you lunch? 
Were they bringing you lunch? 

The camp packed lunch and they were sent out in the trucks with us. We was planting trees when 
it was real damp and rainy and drizzly and so forth. I remember we would find a fir log and chop 
in and find the pitch and start a fire to roast or warm our sandwiches at lunchtime. The tree 
planting wasn’t the nicest job, but I felt that reforesting where the burn area planting trees was 
probably the most worthwhile work that I did.  

Did you feel that it was work of national importance? 
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Well, I’d say that I thought that the tree planting was, but some of the other work, well, I 
probably would say no. We had foremen from the Forest Service that went with us out on jobs 
every day. It was an Orville Richmon and an Ed Hamilton, I believe it is. We had good relations, 
or as far as I was concerned. But I know that some out of the fine arts group, they didn’t agree 
that we were doing work of national importance and that we were being used as slaves being that 
we didn’t receive any pay. There was quite a little contention among some of those with the 
Forest Service and the Selective Service representatives. 

But you didn’t have any problems? 

No, I didn’t. The Forest Service foreman that I remember best was at Hebo and we had good 
relations with him. Then after we were just discharged, why, we both sent Christmas cards for 
several years after we were discharged and come back home.  

How did COs organize your living quarters? 

They just had these old CCC barracks that housed probably 20 persons, and had a row of cots 
down each side with an aisle in the center. We had just a cot and maybe a little chair and a little 
table to write letters and so forth. 

Did you have many personal items? 

Mainly just necessary items, like our clothing and so forth. They were mostly furnished by the 
Church of the Brethren that sent in supplies and so forth. We had a small, very small [amount] a 
month to buy us some items like toothpaste and stuff with. They had a small area in the camp in 
one of the buildings where they could be purchased.  

Did the COs get along very well?  

Most of them. It was from the very right wing religious to several that had no religious beliefs at 
all, they were political objectors, so there was great variation of, especially in base camp at 
Waldport. In our small Hebo camp, we were all pretty congenial, pretty religious people at that 
time. At Hebo there was about 30 of us, I think. Friday night sometimes, why we would come to 
Camp Angell and stay until Sunday afternoon and go back up to Hebo. I was 20 years old, not 
quite 20 when I come to Waldport. 

Why did you end up leaving Waldport? 

They closed the camp. We had to transfer somewhere else. I was glad for another experience. 
My brother and I both went back to Mt. Weather, Virginia, which was a government weather 
station, from Waldport. I did maintenance work in the shop on the trucks and equipment that 
they had there, and my brother worked in the station, at that time. 

You went on to another camp, in Maryland? 

That’s right. Virginia first and then when it closed, why I went to Maryland. And when it closed 
and I was discharged, I went to Poland with a boatload of United Nationals Relief Horses to help 
repopulate. They sent cattle and horses to different countries, and I went to Poland on a boatload 
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of horses. This was very similar to the heifer project, but this was actually before they allowed 
heifers to be sent. It was the United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Act, they called it. For 
about two years they furnished animals and COs were allowed to go as what we called 
“cowboys,” although I was more a horseboy, I guess. 

Tell me something about how you learned about the end of the war.  

I remember that one of the bombs, in Japan - one of them was on the day of my birthday, so I 
remember that. But I don’t remember particularly where I was at or what I was doing at that 
time. I do remember when President Roosevelt died we were at Hebo cutting wood and our 
Forest Service foreman come out and said that President Roosevelt had died. I liked Roosevelt 
pretty well.  

Did you expect to be released right after the war had ended?  

We were supposed to be released within six months after it ended, but that wasn’t carried 
through from Selective Service. 

And did you have any preparation to be released? Did you have any cash saved up or anything 
like that that would help with that transition? 

No. 

So you decided then to work on a project in Poland after that. 

Yes. Earlier in the war the Selective Service, they wouldn’t allow COs to go overseas anywhere 
to do any relief work or medical work or anything like that. But they allowed, before we were 
released, to sign up to go on these boat trips to take cattle or horses to overseas and I signed up. I 
was actually released before I got my notice that I was approved to go overseas. I remember one 
person in particular, he got his release and he went on the same boat I did, but he wanted to go 
home, he didn’t want to go on the trip, but he had to go anyhow. I’ve read that we got $150 
maybe for this trip. 

In reflection, how do you feel about your experiences as a conscientious objector? 

I would be as strong now as I was then. I feel like Christ’s teaching is to love your enemy and so 
forth. We had two sons that served in what’s called “alternative service” in the early Vietnam 
war era. The oldest son went to Haiti with Mennonite Central Committee as an agricultural 
missionary. And the other one served in Maryland at a couple different types of work.  
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HENRY MASON 
 
August 25, 2003 
 
Henry Mason, a Brethren from Missouri, spent most of his time at the Hebo side camp. 

________________________________________________________ 

I was born here in Ray County Missouri. I was a member of a family of six boys; and no girls. I 
was born in 1919. I was the oldest of the six. We grew up on a farm, and we went through the 
1934 drought and recession. We didn’t have a car until I was probably a junior in high school. I 
graduated from high school in 1935-36. And, so we were kind of isolated and pretty much 
backward. Mom had all she could handle with us six boys. Dad was a farmer. They raised corn 
mostly, and some wheat, hay, hogs, cattle, and livestock. We didn’t have very much income. It 
was a smaller scale farm, really small considering today. It was 120 acres, I think.  
 
We started helping before we were big enough to help, but we did anyway. As soon as we got 
out of high school we didn’t really have the money to go to college, so we started up farming, 
and when we started up farming it was all with horses. The farm that we lived on that the folks 
owned and they couldn’t make the payments, so the land company took it back, and then we 
rented a 528 acre farm close to Chillicothe. We moved up there and that was after 1934 and 1936 
and all of the really bad years were over. We had obtained a little start. The first year we were up 
there we had quite a bit of farming ground and pastureland, to run stock and stuff.  
 
Then from there on, pretty soon, my one brother went to teaching, and went to college. He was 
one of the younger ones, and there were about four of us that were here farming. Then my next 
brother, he was drafted in 1942. And then my two other brothers were drafted pretty quick. I was 
registered in a different county than they were. They weren’t acquainted with COs at all up there. 
As soon as they came up they drafted them. They never did give me a deferment, they just didn’t 
call me. So I was here without a deferment until 1944. The 1st of September, 1944 I was drafted. 
I was just farming. We were just trying to keep the farm together until we got back. I had two 
younger brothers getting old enough to help dad, and they pretty well kept it together until we 
got back. We all got out about the same time. I got out in 1946. I went in 1944 on the 1st of 
September and I was released the 1st day of August in 1946.  
 
The Church of the Brethren was fairly strong in our community at that time. There are two 
Churches of the Brethren here. Well, there were three at that time, and they wouldn’t be very far 
apart because of the mode of travel. They were pretty highly respected, and they pretty well 
knew what the church was about, but that has changed. The Church of the Brethren stand was all 
war is sin. During World War II, there was an awful lot of the Church of the Brethren members 
that did go to the Army. In this area, that pretty well wrecked the church.  
 
A lot of contention over that? 
 
Yes, and then it just lost its value. Prior to World War II, I served as Sunday school 
superintendent, and as moderator of the church, and board chairman and so forth, and sometimes 
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we didn’t even have a minister, so my role consisted of trying to work with others and get 
interim ministers during the summer.  
 
We had very strong training in home life. All six of my brothers were COs. Most of it was 
because of parental training according to the teachings of the church. I don’t like to look at it that 
I went into being a conscientious objector because of the Church of the Brethren. Because of the 
Church of the Brethren, probably, but not for an easy out. The Church of the Brethren didn’t 
force their beliefs on you. They didn’t hesitate to tell you what the beliefs were, but they didn’t 
force it on you, and you still had the privilege, which I think Christ gave everybody, the privilege 
to accept this or that, or reject it.  
 
Do you feel like you had a lot of support behind your decision to become a conscientious 
objector? 
 
Yes, I did. Maybe not as much from the local church as I did from the district and the larger 
church structure. There was an interesting thing about it – we moved into the Chillicothe area, 
into an urban area. They’d never heard of a conscientious objector. They really accepted us, 
probably better than they did in this community. To look back on it, I think it was because my 
folks were really highly respected. They didn’t hesitate to tell what their beliefs were, but they 
did it in a way that they didn’t try to force them on anybody else. Another thing that helped us 
there though – they had a Southern Baptist minister that was a conscientious objector and in 
order to be one with that kind of raising he had to do a lot of his own thinking. They tried to get 
him to take a 4-D. A 4-D was a total exemption as a minister. He wouldn’t take it. He said if we 
had to go as 4-E’s and accept the consequences, then he was too. That helped us a lot. Our own 
minister when we were in World War II, from the Church of the Brethren here, he tried to get 
everybody to go into the Army. He had an honor roll up for all those who went into the military. 
Until he was forced to do it, he never did put up one for the ones who went into CPS. We made 
it. There were a lot of people in the church that did support us who didn’t support him.  
 
What did you have to do to become a conscientious objector? 
 
You had to convince the local draft board. They had to classify us, and then if that wasn’t 
satisfactory, we had to go before an appeals board. Being as they left me here I had to go be 
examined twice. You had to be within a certain period of time, and they didn’t call me up so I 
had to go back there twice. During that period of time, I had to meet with the appeals board. I 
didn’t have any trouble with them. I had a couple of the older Brethren to go with me. Part of the 
time we had a Brethren minister that was good, who would help us. We didn’t know it, but the 
FBI came around and checked up on us. 
 
I was initially sent to Camp Waldport. My brothers had been in Magnolia, and the cyclone blew 
it away. Then they moved them, and I had one brother who went to Modesto, California, and my 
other brother [Frank] went to Waldport. At that point, if I had to go I didn’t really care where I 
went. I’d just as soon go to the West Coast and see the country. 
 
I never have been back to Waldport. Waldport’s not a very desirable place to live, as far as I’m 
concerned. The ocean roars, and it’s cold. You get just a little ways in, and it’s warm and nice. 
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But in Waldport you have to have a fire in the summertime. I didn’t stay in that camp very long. 
I went out on a side camp. They had two side camps out of Waldport, and I went out on Hebo. I 
was there for I don’t know how long a period of time, and then I went to Nestucca. While I was 
still in Waldport - I don’t know how many weeks I was there - I went out on Forest Service 
trucks and we did work on the roads in case of fires. They were roads that went up into the 
mountains. I guess you’d say maintenance, and whatever needed to be done there. We worked on 
that, and that’s about all I did while I was in Waldport. We did go up to the Tillamook burn and 
planted trees one time, but I think that was out of one of the side camps. My opinion of Waldport 
camp wasn’t too good. I didn’t think that they had as much discipline as they should have had, 
being a church-oriented camp. Well, there was everything in there, the Ph.D.s and everything 
else. A lot of them would go on sick leave, as much as they could, and they didn’t have too much 
respect for Christian principles. I had one good friend in Pennsylvania that was really a dedicated 
Christian, and he said he was appalled at the things that they let go on in the camp, being church 
sponsored.  
 
Waldport project work was somewhat dangerous. We cut trees, and if there were trees that were 
going to fall onto the road, they had to cut them down. I saw one guy killed. What they were 
doing was cutting trees and as tall as they were, they’d throw them into other trees. Then they’d 
cut a bunch of them almost off, and then they’d cut one and throw it into it. Well, it jackknifed 
and it just rolled him down. I don’t remember what happened because I wasn’t there. I was at 
this one, and I saw them gather him up, but at the other place they were pulling a log with a 
bulldozer and it rolled over. I worked on survey some. I think that was on a side camp in 
Nestucca and I cut my foot. We had really sharp axes and we had to wear those tin suits because 
it rained all the time, and cork shoes. I had my ax sharp. I was wearing leather waterproof gloves 
and slipped out and cut the tendon that was on my toe, and so they took me into the hospital, and 
it was full of loggers. They weren’t CPS guys, they were just regular loggers. They sewed those 
tendons back together and got me back to camp. 
 
[Speaking of Camp 56] It was an old CCC camp. It was pretty much like the CCC boys had. 
There were Army cots. Then they all came together to eat at meals. They had some activities. 
Those that were interested, there were things that they could do. I didn’t take advantage of 
everything that I should have. I did do a little bit of work on a lathe, a wood lathe. The fine arts 
group - I don’t know about them. Some of them that went there like Chuck Cooley thought it 
was great, but I didn’t think so.  
 
How did you feel about being in the kitchen? 
 
Lost. I hadn’t done any cooking. We had a pretty good helper, a few pretty good helpers. I 
wasn’t the head cook, but in Nestucca one time I was. It was an experience. [The food] wasn’t all 
that bad. In the main camp I think there were some complaints. In the side camps we had pretty 
good food. We got our milk from a farmer. The church furnished the milk half of the time, and 
the government furnished it half of the time. It seemed like the milk was a lot better when the 
church provided it than it was when the government furnished it. They thought maybe there was 
some water being added. I had the privilege when I was in Nestucca and was able to go to the 
store and pick up what we needed. I think the cooks, in general, tried to furnish as good a meal as 



 161

they could. I think that they were pretty well balanced. They had a dietician in the main camp 
that put out the main meal. I didn’t have any complaints about the food.  
 
I did go into town one night. I don’t remember where I went. It was a small town, I don’t 
remember where I was, but it wasn’t Waldport. They said to watch out – there had been some 
people who were pretty sure that people had tried to run over them on the road. Now, maybe they 
did and maybe they didn’t. Anyway, they said to watch out. We went to church, and I don’t think 
we ever went to church in Waldport. They had services at the camp. Various speakers would 
come in. Some of them from the Church of the Brethren, representatives from various areas. We 
did go to one Presbyterian Church. I can’t remember where that was at; that was up close to 
Nestucca somewhere, I believe. Then we went to the Church of God, I believe it was. As far as 
the people, they treated us pretty good. The minister at the Presbyterian Church was a retired 
chaplain. We got along with him just fine, but he never would come out to camp. He didn’t want 
to get into conversation with the ones that would present their beliefs and had Ph.D.s and were 
well-educated. When I was back in Virginia, we went into Winchester, Virginia, to the Baptist 
church and we were treated royally. It just varied with the minister a lot.  
 
I saw a lot of country I would have never seen otherwise. As far as defending my position as a 
CO, and the war effort, that wasn’t too difficult for me to do. The Church of the Brethren said 
that all war was sin, and they felt that that was Christ’s teachings. I belong to a Methodist church 
now, and their statement is that war is incompatible with the teachings of Christ, but they don’t 
pay too much attention to it. They’re really not too much different. Incompatible according to 
what I can understand from Webster’s is the direct opposite.  
 
Did a lot of outside people visit Camp Waldport that you remember? 
 
There were quite a few who did. I don’t remember who, but I remember the main guy in the 
Church of the Brethren is M.R. Ziegler. He’s the one who met General Hershey, along with the 
Mennonite and I don’t know who the Mennonite was, and the Friends, and they’re the ones who 
set this up. There was some dissention on the part of the people in CPS who felt that it was a 
compromise. Especially the JW’s. They felt they should go to jail, and the stronger ones did and 
the weaker ones camp to CPS. I never feel I needed to go to jail. I didn’t feel anything would be 
accomplished there. There wasn’t as much accomplished in CPS as we would have liked. I don’t 
think that the government wanted us to do anything that was too appealing. There were quite a 
few later on that did go to mental hospitals, and one of my brothers went to Puerto Rico and he 
worked in a hospital. Well, I had two of them. My younger brother, the draft had already ended, 
and he went down there as Peace Corps. Some went out on dairy farms. When I was at 
Hagerstown, Maryland, at Hopewell Farm we did some work for the farmers, cutting fence posts, 
and helping to build fences. I don’t know that they really resented us. I don’t know that they ever 
told us exactly what they thought of us, but they accepted it, just like the CCC boys had worked 
there. We did the kind of work that they had done, in various places. 
 
Overall, how do you feel about your experiences as a conscientious objector? 
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I feel really good about it. Maybe the basis that I’ve come to a conclusion on is the expression, 
“What would Jesus do?” Well, my answer to that is a little bit more than that. “What would Jesus 
have me do?” And am I willing to do it? I feel that that was what He called me to do. 
 
Do you think that you feel any differently about that now than you did at the time of your 
service? 
 
Probably stronger. I definitely would be a CO now, during this Iraqi war. I feel the same towards 
all war. My opinion of war is that all wars are sin. My opinion is that we don’t get into those 
wars altogether because we’re so good and they’re so bad, we get them into them because we 
have caused a lot of trouble. Don’t get me wrong, I still think that this is the greatest nation there 
is, but what are we comparing it with?  
 
I met with a lot of different people, all different denominations, gosh, denominations I didn’t 
know existed. Christadelphians for one, the Church of the Firstborn. I think there were over 100. 
I had never met any Latter Day Saints, and Seventh-Day-Adventists. They called them the 
Seventh-Day-Advantages, because they didn’t work on Saturday or Sunday [both laugh]. And 
the Jehovah’s Witnesses. Jehovah’s Witnesses and Christadelphians are somewhat similar. 
They’re not as widespread as the Jehovah’s Witnesses.  
 
I think it was a good experience. I’m not sorry that I went. I don’t feel like I would have 
accomplished anything by going to jail, and that’s the only other alternative I had. I couldn’t go 
along with 1AO because I felt that I was just as guilty, if it is guilty, according to my opinion, to 
furnish the guns for somebody else to shoot as it was just to go ahead and shoot myself.  
 
And I am concerned about the people in the mental hospitals, and I think that from all I can 
gather, the COs did do a lot of good for the people. The deplorable conditions that they saw in 
the mental hospitals – they got them corrected somewhat. Any CO had a conscience and didn’t 
like to see people mistreated or suffer. My brother Frank went on a cattle boat but I was in too 
big a hurry to get home and get married I guess. 
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HAROLD MCKIMMEY 
 
May 16, 2003 
 
Harold McKimmy, a Brethren from Michigan, mainly drove a truck for project at Waldport. He 
met his wife Hazel, also Brethren, while in CPS. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
You were drafted from Michigan. I have the date of June 1941 that  you entered CPS camp? 

That’s about right. I was one of the first men in the Michigan camp. There were only about 15 of 
us in there.  

And why did you go to Waldport? 

Well, they was going to open up the camps in Waldport and they wanted to have men to be there 
when they started. They asked if anybody would be willing to change to that camp and I did.  

What did you do? 

Well, the trees was planted was on the coast, Waldport. And the trees had to be trucked from the 
nursery that was about 150 miles away. I drove the truck back and forth. 

Did you enjoy that job? 

Well, not really, no. The Forest Service governs their trucks and during the war they slowed 
them down so they were very slow. And the truck would only go about 30 miles an hour. It was 
about a 200 mile drive. I would go, leave in the morning at dark and I’d get back about midnight. 
I drove truck most of the time I was there. It was when the trees were brought back down from 
on a trip from Washington, it’d be a week or so before I would have to go back and get trees. 
And I worked out on the projects with the fellows then, but I always drove the crew out with the 
truck. Mainly I was driving the truck. But I done a lot of tree planting. 

Did you have contact with the local people, the townspeople? 

Yes. We went into town occasionally when we was down the coast. Some of them didn’t 
particularly like what we were, but it really wasn’t hostile to the point that we were not safe. But 
I was not very much of going in to mix with the people in town, anyways, I just wanted to stayed 
in camp. Some of them would go into the town for enjoyment in the evenings and I was not that 
way. But I had good relationships with the people, the locals, that I knew and had met. I didn’t 
have any trouble. 

What would be your most positive feeling you had about being in the CPS? 

Well, I think it was a lot of waste of manpower and potential of what they could have used the 
men for. But, did it help the country with it? Yes, because they did an awful lot of trees in the 
camp that we had there.  
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Out in the hills you can almost up and put the tree in the grounds. They had a little iron spade 
about three, a little bit more, about three inches wide and a foot long with a handle on that you 
could reach if you was standing on level ground without stooping over. But they had a technique 
with which to do, one would spade in the ground and you lift it up a little bit and you’d put it 
back down and then pull it back. Then you had about an inch plot that you could put the tree 
roots and then used the spade back tight and went two steps forward and put another one in and 
just kept going.  

Tell us what you did for recreation. Did you have furloughs and time off?  

Well, we could go into town in the evenings and we could take vacations and go home. I 
couldn’t go home, of course, because Litchfield, Michigan, is where we lived when I was in 
camp and that’s a pretty good long ways. I was not very much of a going out, I really didn’t go 
into the towns in the camps. We played games. They didn’t have to go into town to get any free 
time and enjoyment when you’re not working. The camp had quite a big area and they had a 
field that had a baseball park there. But it was an old CCC camp where we were at when we had 
facilities and they had, one of the rooms in the buildings that they had was really a recreation 
room. They had pretty good facilities for entertainment.  

Was it a good experience, was it something you can look back on say, yes, those years helped me 
to grow and learn? 

Well, in some ways, sure. But they didn’t change my mind. I think that we could have done more 
justice on the outside doing the work that had to possibly lay dormant, but the work that we done 
out in the woods, planting trees, was a gorgeous experience and you go back into those trees 
now, you’ve got a tremendous value of what was done during that time. 

Do you have any second thoughts about any of your experience in the CPS camps?  

Well, no. Would I make the choice of going to war? I wouldn’t do it. They could put me up 
against the back wall and shoot me before I’d go. But could they have used us better? I think so. 
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WENDELL MCMILLAN 

May 14, 2003 
 

Wendell McMillan was born into a family that worshipped at the Evangelical and Reformed 
Church. Mr. McMillan was first stationed in a CPS camp in Kane, Pennsylvania and then 
requested a transfer to Waldport to participate in its Fine Arts Group. Mr. McMillan was not an 
artist but had developed an interest in the fine arts, especially opera, while in junior college. 
After the war, he earned a PhD in agricultural economics with a focus in agricultural 
cooperatives.  

________________________________________________________ 

My parents were members of the Evangelical and Reform Church. I had gone to Sunday school 
and all that stuff. I thought that you weren’t supposed to kill people! [laughs] By the time I was 
in junior college and then the war came along, I had to make a decision. There were a lot of my 
colleagues in this junior college that were leaving. Every week there were more and more 
leaving, going off to the Army. In the meantime, there was a professor there. (I can’t, 
unfortunately say his name right now.) My parents, my father in particular, I talked to him about 
it and he was a religious man. Not trying to save everybody’s soul and that sort of thing. But he 
had taught Sunday school for many years. I discussed this with him and he thought and 
recognized that if you’re going to follow Christian teachings [laughs] – it says thou shall not kill. 
So he didn’t disagree with me. It was up to me. He took me to see his local minister who was in 
the Evangelical and Reformed Church. One of their churches was right downtown in York. It 
was sort of a prestigious church. A lot of very well to do and prominent people went there. I 
always kind of got a kick out of him because he wore this backward collar on this black vest and 
stuff like that. In fact, I guess I’d had realized that he was the kind who put on a great front. He 
was trying to impress wealthy people who contributed a great deal to the church. But when it 
came down to what you really believe and what you really do, well he had some mumblings. He 
mumbled about it. He never could give me any kind of satisfactory answer or explanation. So, I 
didn’t pay any more attention to him of course.  

Mr. McMillan, what kind of experience did you have dealing with your draft board? 

I didn’t have a bit of trouble. I had to fill out forms and stuff ahead of time. They did not give me 
a bit of trouble. In fact, my recollection now is that the woman that was sort of – I don’t know if 
she was in charge. But the place where you had to register. She knew that this was my position. I 
don’t think that she agreed with what my approach was, but it never caused me any problems at 
all. 

What was your experience like when you first came to Waldport? 

Oh, I found it very interesting. I enjoyed seeing the Pacific Coast and ocean. And I learned how 
to chop down trees [laughs] and all that kind of stuff. It was a very interesting experience for me. 
I mean, there wasn’t anything about it I didn’t like.  
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What was your main job or occupation when you were at Waldport? 

At Waldport, I learned how to cut down snags. You know what that is? You know, big trees? I 
learned how to [laughs] get a board fastened to the tree so I could get up there and help cut it 
down. So I learned that. But Waldport, the reason I was interested in going there was that 
because it had a fine arts program. I learned a lot. I remember – I can’t give you their names or 
anything like that now – but there were artists of various kinds and poets. I found that all quite 
interesting. I mean, I’m not a poet or an artist or anything. But I thought it was very interesting I 
learned a lot. One of the things that I did while I was there was set up a little stand where you 
could buy cigarettes or candy and stuff like that. I still am interested in cooperative-type 
organizations like the farmers have. So, I was somewhat familiar with that and I remember that I 
was involved with that.  

Can you describe for us when you were at Waldport, what was your typical day while you were 
here? 

Well, you get up before the sun was up [laughs] and you put on your heavy shoes. Then they had 
these things, these metal clips. I forget the details of it now. But it was something that was 
hooked on against the leather of your boots. I don’t if it was leather or heavy, woven cloth or 
what it was. But it was a strap. Then you had a board that was maybe ten inches or twelve inches 
wide and maybe six feet long. At the one end it had this metal piece set in. These were of course 
snags, or dead trees, that you were dropping. You would have to cut into the tree to make a slot, 
and then you would fit that metal piece on that wooden board and get it in place, so that it would 
stay in place. Then you had to climb up, depending on the tree. You got up on this board, and it 
was maybe eight to ten inches wide, something like that. And with your ax, you started chopping 
away there. That’s how you did it. 

Mr. McMillan, were you in a CPS camp before you came to Waldport? 

Yes. I was at Kane, Pennsylvania, which is up in the northwest corner of Pennsylvania.  

What was the cause of your transition from Kane to Waldport? 

Well, the fine arts program. 

Specifically what contribution did you want to make to the fine arts program? 

There was more just to learn I guess. I mean, the arts, I’ve always been interested in that. But I’m 
not an artist or musician or anything like that. I like opera. I’ve enjoyed opera for many, many 
years. But I’m not a performer or anything like that. I just thought that would be more interesting 
than being up at Kane which didn’t have much to it, or not much of interest to me. By going 
there to Waldport, I sure a learned a lot of stuff. I found it very interesting. But then later on, of 
course, I decided that I wanted to do something more. And I learned about the atypical 
pneumonia experiments. They needed people to participate in that. So I thought well, I’ll give 
that a try, which I did. I ended up being a guinea pig on this atypical pneumonia.  



 167

When I was at Kane, almost all the men that were there were – I had nothing against farmers at 
all. [laughs] But most of them are rural born and bred and I was not. I had already had two years 
of college at York Junior College. I had developed an interest in fine arts and that sort of thing. 
But, then again, cutting down snags gets a little tiresome after awhile. So, I learned about the 
atypical pneumonia experiment. That was an Army base I guess it was. It was in the eastern part 
of the United States. I don’t remember exactly where it was at the moment. Well, what happened 
there was that I went there and everybody that was participating in this got a shot. Some people 
got a shot that actually gave them the atypical pneumonia. Other people got a shot, but it was a 
fake one and you didn’t get it. It happened that I was one of those that did not get the atypical 
pneumonia. You were all in isolation for some time. But then after they did this part, I helped 
take care of people that did get it. 

Then I learned about Lyons, New Jersey. That was essentially a mental hospital for men that had 
lost their senses. I applied for that after this atypical pneumonia thing. From there I went to 
Lyons, New Jersey. It was the largest mental hospital for veterans in the United States, at least at 
that time that was the case. It was quite a large institution. What I did there was I served as, I 
think we were called attendants. I guess because I’m fairly good size (I’m almost six foot tall), I 
became an attendant there. I learned a lot about people that had mental disorders of various 
kinds. There were those that walked around with leather-like handcuffs. But they weren’t made 
of metal. They were made of canvas or something like that. There were a lot of those. There 
were veterans there from the First World War. There was even a man there from Spanish 
American War. He was a pathetic case. I’ll never forget him. I don’t know what he did at 
nighttime, but all day long he wouldn’t wear any clothing. He would stand there and he would, I 
don’t know military marching orders, but he would snap to attention and slap his hands against 
his thighs actually. Those thighs had all become very bruised. Then he would just repeat this 
over and over and over. Well, it was a mental hospital. I could go on about different patients and 
so forth. I’ll mention one. This man, he wore a business suit. You could talk to him about most 
anything. He was very, very rational. He had privileges to go outside the building. As an 
attendant we would take some patients out. The land around there was pretty extensive that 
belonged to this Lyons Hospital. But as I say, we chatted about a lot of things. He was very 
rational. One day, at dusk when we had to make sure they all get back into the building, we 
discovered he [laughing] had disappeared. We didn’t know where in the heck he was. We looked 
everyplace, you know. But he was gone. But then either a day or two days later, here he suddenly 
appeared on the property of the hospital. He came into this part of the building where he had 
been. What he did, he went into the bathroom. He had earned, while he was away for a day or 
two days, he actually earned some money working on a shop. But he came back and he had some 
money. They were paper bills. I don’t know how much it was now. He marched into his 
bathroom and he flushed it down so nobody would get it. Of course, we didn’t have any 
particular trouble with him. But I knew very well he could pick up a huge chair and he could 
punch out four windowpanes at one shot. For his size, he was extremely strong.  

 When I got to Lyons, that was pretty good there for me. Because I found out that I could go on – 
they had three shifts. In the beginning, I was working in the daytime. It was on the violent ward 
always. Then I decided I already had two years of college and I ought to make some use of my 
time here. So, I got onto the night shift. There was a correspondence course from the University 
of Nebraska. It was a course of economics and, of course, that was the field I ended up in, ag 
economics. The way it worked out then, my wife lived in Birdsville which is just a few miles 
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from Lyons. This gets to the romantic part. She was employed by the U.S. Postal Service to work 
in the little post office at the Lyons Hospital. It was a small operation, but you could get all the 
services that anybody needed. It basically was for patients but, of course, we could use it. I don’t 
remember exactly how it started. Oh, we would go there to pick up our mail. I would go there 
and I found that she was working there. I found her to be very attractive and a sprightly-type 
person. She was working as an assistant to the postmistress who was Mrs. Egan, who was a 
neighbor of hers in the town (it’s more of a village really) of Birdsville, New Jersey. I had gone 
onto the night shift and I was taking this correspondence course from the University of Nebraska. 
Then I would sleep. Anyhow, it turned out I would get there every day at the same time, so we 
got acquainted. Then we started walking around the property, which is a huge institution. It was 
a gigantic area there. It was the largest veterans hospital in the United States. It was this huge 
area, and the water drained in little rivulets through the place. We used to go wading [laughs] in 
the water.  

Is there anything else you’d like to add to your time you spent out at Waldport? 

The main thing about Waldport is that I went there because of the arts program and I found that 
very interesting. As I say, I’m not a musician or artist or anything like that, but art in a broad 
sense I’ve always been quite interested in that. 
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CARROLL MCMILLEN 

 
May 15, 2003 
 
Carroll McMillen, a Brethren, was born in 1918 on a farm in Ohio, where he remained for his 
life.  

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was born in 1918. My family is German-Irish descent, more or less. I was born on a farm, and 
actually I live on a farm now. I wasn’t born in this house, but I was born about a mile from here, 
a mile from my present address. My religious training and background is Church of the Brethren, 
which is a Protestant affiliation. We claim to be a peace church, Church of the Brethren does. I 
had some training and some awareness of a peace position from that.  
 
My parents were good people. They farmed and never accumulated a lot of money or education, 
but they taught me a lot of good things. Education-wise, I finished high school and took about 
three semesters of a business course in the county seat here. The extent of my education is high 
school and some business courses. Then I started working for an uncle in a very small town that 
had a grocery and general merchandise store, for ten dollars a week. After I took the business 
courses, I started working for the Marathon Oil Company, which originated from our county 
seat. It was a gasoline company, petroleum company. Then when I was disrupted by the war, I 
didn’t go back there. I ended up farming. I was a small farmer right where I live now and where 
my folks lived for several years. I wasn’t married when I was drafted into the CPS camp. I guess 
to make things sound right, I’ve more or less been a conscientious objector all my life, including 
in the early stages of my life. I was a conscientious objector before I was married, but I wasn’t 
married when I was drafted.  
 
After you were drafted and you received your notification, did you have to appear in front of a 
draft board? 
 
Yes. Beyond that I had to appear before another examiner, I guess you’d call it. They sent me a 
little higher up than the local draft board.  
 
Were there other friends of yours from your community or your church that also chose to do CPS 
instead of going into military service?  
 
From my church and community, no. From the church, my local congregation, there was two or 
three fellows that took the other classification of noncombatant, which you probably are familiar 
with. They were in the military, then, in other words. In my acquaintance, there was a couple of 
younger men that after World War II took the same position. One of them was from our church. 
That was in Korea. But in my own church, three or four fellows took the position of 
noncombatant but served in the military.  
 
How was it that your brother decided to go into the Navy? 
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Well, I guess public pressure you might say. We were a strong peace family, as far as families 
were going. There was no pressure on my parents’ part for him to go into the military and no 
pressure on my parents’ part for me to take the position of a conscientious objector. He and I 
don’t discuss things very often. We’re not at odds concerning this matter, but his belief is not the 
same as mine, as far as that’s concerned, but it doesn’t cause us trouble.  
 
When you came to the CPS camp at Waldport, did you request to come to this camp or were you 
transferred here? 
 
They asked for some volunteers from the Michigan camp to go west to Waldport, and I 
volunteered for that. There were several of us who went at the same time. If they didn’t get 
enough volunteers, they would have asked us to, but I volunteered to go. I’m pretty sure it was 
the fall. I entered in CPS in October or November at Michigan. I was there about a year, so it 
was the fall of the following year.  
 
What was your first impression of the coast here in Oregon and the camp? 
 
Quite impressive to somebody that had never been away from home hardly. Frankly, one of the 
reasons I volunteered was to see a little of the world. I was going to have to be someplace 
anyway, so I thought, “well, that’s a chance for me to see some other part of the country,” 
because I hadn’t been any place much.  
 
What was your job here at Waldport? 
 
Most of the time I was planting trees. I did work in the cafeteria, the kitchen, a short time. I did 
help fight some forest fires. Let’s see, we maintained fire trails, walking trails, and roads. At one 
time part of us were working at a rock crushing place in the hills. We crushed rock to be used on 
roads, Forest Service roads. We did do some park maintenance. Planting trees was in the Oregon 
sunshine.. . . Our rainfall is about half of Oregon’s. But I planted trees. That was one of our 
biggest jobs to do. I did drive a truck a little bit, a Forest Service truck, for one trip to the north 
end of California for a forest fire one time. The main thing was planting trees. 
 
What kind of training did they provide for you? 
 
It was all handwork then, at that time. They did use some chainsaws. We had safety training. 
Having been raised on the farm I knew how to use an axe. I didn’t plant trees here at home. It 
wasn’t extensive, but they gave us some. I have a little folder in front of me now that’s a manual 
for timber fellers and buckers and so we had some training in that, which was pretty much to 
make us safer in our work. Otherwise not too much training.  
 
We understand that there were several very serious accidents here at the camp. Did any of those 
happen while you were there? 
 
Yes. I wrote those down, the ones that I remember. There were four deaths in the camp during 
the time I was there. One was a water death along the ocean. The day we arrived at Waldport 
they were out looking for him and never found him. He was out on the beach on the rocks and 
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they figured that he lost his life in the ocean. Three others were on-the-job deaths. One was 
named Eldon Shank. A log rolled over him and took his life. He was on the wrong side of the 
log. George Watkins is another name. About a similar thing happened to him, I understand. Well, 
I was on furlough at that time when that happened to him. The next one was George Morland. He 
and another fellow were felling a big spruce tree. They were on springboards. They were on 
those when the tree fell or a limb from that tree. It was a big, old growth spruce tree, about six 
feet in diameter, maybe something like that. They were cutting it down by hand with a two-man 
handsaw. They were on the springboards and when the tree fell, either a limb from that tree or 
from another one came and hit him on top of the head and crushed his neck. I’ve already 
mentioned this one -- Denton Darrow was the one that lost his life in the ocean. Actually, he was 
out looking for Japanese or ships or something, I forget now. But he was a conscientious 
objector. He was in Camp Waldport. I never met him. The other three I knew.  
 
I know at Waldport there was a group of people that worked on fine arts, music and sculpture 
and painting. Were you aware of that group of people? 
 
I wasn’t involved. We had a common belief in the CPS camp concerning war, but some of the 
other phases of our life weren’t quite as common and quite as much in agreement. I wasn’t 
involved in that because I was involved in a little more of the religious activities of the camp. 
Maybe I shouldn’t even say this, because I have viewed those fellows a little different over the 
years after CPS camp than I did at the time.  
 
How differently? 
 
On a religious basis. I was, quote, a religious person, and some of them, in my mind, were not as, 
quote, religious as some of the rest of us were. Does that make sense? Maybe it’s not correct, 
maybe it’s not right, but that’s the way I think I viewed it a little bit.  
 
Was there open conflict with these people? 
 
Not really, not enough to cause very much friction. I’ve gained more respect for those people 
than I had at the time, partly because of the influence of some of the other, quote, religious 
people, end of quotation marks.  
 
When you had some time off, for example, after work in the evening, what kind of recreational 
activities were you involved with? 
 
Well, not as many as some other people were. Back to the question before this, about the literary 
people. Most of them had more education. They were college people, which set us apart or 
separated us a little. But now back to your question you just asked. We had some sports 
activities, mostly confined to volleyball. We had some meetings, some religious meetings and 
some peace meetings. I didn’t like to write letters, so I didn’t do much of that. I did study the 
Bible, which was quite a bit of my activity as time went on. I don’t have regrets about that. We 
had a couple plays and some music. I was in a quartet. We’d done a little deputation work in 
Michigan and Oregon both, primarily to churches, which was unique for me personally but not 
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for everybody. I believe that was probably my main activity. Going over to the ocean and setting 
over there and enjoying that -- a little meditation.  
 
You mentioned the peace meetings. Did they bring in outside speakers or ministers? 
 
Yes. We had some over the period of time. Some were not ministers, Christian ministers. I’m not 
saying they weren’t Christian, but they weren’t in the capacity of ministers. They weren’t all 
that. I could give you the name of one that I can think of now, a fellow by the name of A.J. 
Muste who is gone, passed away. He was a pacifist and a conscientious objector. There were 
some others, but I don’t recall names. Some of them came from my own denomination 
occasionally.  
 
Tell me about picking up the pieces of your life when you got back to Ohio after your discharge. 
 
Well, I can say on the onset that it wasn’t easy. I was pretty much satisfied in the work. Not 
necessarily the work, but the situation, of being not in the military but in the alternative service 
as a conscientious objector. Part of that was due to the fact that the work was not completely 
foreign to me. I had helped my dad cut trees down for firewood on the farm and was used to 
farm work and outdoor work. After I got out, I wasn’t pursuing what college I had. I almost 
forgot there was another world, you might say, besides Forest Service work and being in 
alternative service for four years. I was kind of foreign to the reality of public life, you might 
say. So by picking up the pieces, first I wanted to get married. I found out that my wife that I’m 
married to now and have been ever since, wasn’t married, so we got married. That was my big 
concern at the time.  
 
I had more or less a ha lf a dozen different jobs to try to support her and a baby, the first baby. I 
wasn’t very well used to the outside world, so to speak. I got fired at two or three of them and I 
quit two or three of them. I should have tried to go back to my office work at Marathon Oil 
Company but I didn’t. I wasn’t very wise at the time. So I was affected. Your “picking up the 
pieces” is a pretty good way for me to describe it.  
 
What was the reaction of members of the community when they found out that you had been in a 
CPS camp? 
 
Of course, anybody that’s in the military, about ninety-nine percent of those people, friends and 
former friends, were not very tolerant. I would say that. Nor very considerate, you might say. But 
they were not mean to me. And the reaction in my church has been that fewer people took 
conscientious objector positions than those that didn't. So the reaction is, “We don’t agree with 
you but we don’t disrespect you. We treat you decently as a human being.” By and large, I would 
say that’s it. In my living since that time I haven’t been really discriminated against. I’ve felt it, 
but people have not been really mean to me.  
 
What would you say to those of us right now about the current war climate and men possibly 
facing the draft? 
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I think it stinks. I don’t know how else to describe it. As a conscientious objector, I’ve come to 
the conclusion over the years that based on a Christian Bible, the teaching of the Christian Bible, 
I don’t think Christians especially should ever engage in war. My Catholic friends and their Pope 
says there are just wars. I don’t agree with that. I don’t think there’s ever a just war. I think it 
never accomplished anything of good, and that’s what I would say to you or anybody else. I 
would like to convince the whole world that war is not the best way to solve our problems.  
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MYRON MILLER 

 
May 16, 2003 
 
Myron Miller grew up in Bridgewater, Virginia, and is a member of the Church of the Brethren. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
Was there ever any doubt in your mind as to how you would react to the draft? 
 
Strange there really wasn’t. My brother was in the Army and most of all, I guess, my three or 
four closest friends who are still, in a sense, some of my closest friends were in the Army, or the 
Navy or Air Corp. It was just something that I felt inside I could never point a gun at someone 
and take their life, or contribute to that. And it was something I knew I was going to do, although 
it was not easy to do.  
 
Was it a difficult decision for you, even though you felt inside very strongly about it? 
 
It really was not difficult, and knowing that that’s what I was going to do, it was a little difficult 
in the sense that people changed. You had a different relationship with people. You had a certain, 
not coldness, but just not the same feeling. And the term CO was used at my younger brothers 
and sisters, which, you know, made me very sad at times. My sister just remembered, I just 
remember her saying, people would call her a CO and they sometimes would throw things at her. 
And that happened to me a couple times when I would go home. But normally, that was very 
small. I grew up in a small community, and delivered papers to almost everybody in town, and I 
worked in the little store and we ran a printing press. I knew everybody and everybody knew me. 
I think that they knew that’s what I would do and were not surprised and didn’t really take it out 
on me, except in one or two instances.  
 
So when you got to Waldport, what was your first impression? 
 
Let me say going out there, I think there were train cars before us and in back of us of soldiers. 
We would have to walk through the cars to get to the dining car, and they would always take us 
first. A lot of people soon caught on who we were. But aside from a few things that they would 
say, we got along. We had no problems. There was one carload of Negro soldiers, or black 
soldiers, who were most friendly. They came back. We had some people that could play a guitar 
and accordion and they gathered in our car. We did a lot of singing. I remember that as a really 
happy and strange experience. 
 
When we got to Portland, I think in the morning, they had a Greyhound Bus there to take us 
down to Waldport. It was raining. We got off the bus and there weren’t any sidewalks yet. I 
know we stepped in mud up over our shoe tops. It was a depressing sight, I tell you. The ocean 
was roaring, the fog was there, and the mud was everywhere. That was May the fifth, 1943. 
 
The first thing that happened that I remember was the director that had driven me over, took us 
inside. That was when we got the mud scraped off of us a bit. He told us that we were right on 
the strip of land that was probably the most likely spot if Japanese came in, a small unit, to be a 
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landing spot. There were suggestions that the Japanese were going to make those runs in to set 
the woods on fire. I think his words were, “We’re at a site that was one of the potential landing 
sights if some raiders come in.” [laughs] I remember we looked at each other. How about that? 
They wouldn’t even know who were are, but they’re [laughs] coming to get us! He said there 
were Coast Guard and Army stations up and down the coast, and we were right in the middle of 
this section. We said, “Gosh, if they come in, we won’t have time to tell them who we are.” 
 
Did you ever see the balloon patrolling? 
 
Yes, we did see it. They had a place up on the back of a chicken house, up by where the water 
tower was. You could see this blimp going along. You asked about the soldiers. There were 
soldiers nearby. They were on maneuvers at times. I know one time in the summer that we heard 
the guns going. But the interesting thing was that there was a group down there that used to come 
in. I was working the kitchen and they came into the bars and things. A couple of real nice 
fellows. They liked our cinnamon buns and coffee. We played them in softball several times. 
Yes, we did play softball. We went down on the beach and where the sand was hard when the 
tide was out, we’d play softball. We played them one time I remember. I wrote home and said I 
played short and made one run. 
 
There were no incidents that I recall about the soldiers. There was an incident with the Coast 
Guard that picked up one of the fellows one time who was deaf. He was down there painting a 
scene of the ocean. They confiscated his painting. He didn’t understand what was going on. You 
weren’t supposed take photographs, but I don’t know what a painting would do. He was deaf and 
he didn’t know what they were talking about. 
 
Speaking of painting, was the arts group active when you were here? 
 
There were so many activities going on there. I had so much trouble with sinuses when I got 
there. I spent a lot of time in the infirmary and went into Waldport to the doctor’s office there. I 
guess they had a lot of people who had problems of adjusting to the new way of living, and being 
away from home and all that. For awhile I think they thought I was a case of psychological 
maladjustment. But I told them I wasn’t that. They finally went into the doctor’s office. The 
doctor, as I recall, had a little hospital there. He had settled there because I think he had some 
scheme to get the clinic because so many people had sinus difficulties there. Anyway, he was 
sort of a specialist. He took one look up my nose and said, “Ok, you have a deviated septum. In 
this climate, that’s your problem.” He wanted to operate on it. We didn’t do anything about that. 
But we did treat it with all kinds of washing in and out and diet. 
 
What did you do when you went to Waldport? 
 
We walked in. There wasn’t anything to do except we’d walk in. I think once in the six months 
that I was there we went to a movie at Newport. The only way we went to the movie was 
because one of the fellows was out on the road one time and hitchhiking. A fellow picked him up 
and his car broke down near the camp there, that he was driving. The man I think took a bus and 
told the fellow just you take the car. The car wouldn’t run. I remember when we went into 
Waldport we had to push it to get it started. But there wasn’t much ways to go anywhere. 
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Do you still have the letters you wrote home and ones sent to you? 
 
I have about thirty-five or forty or fifty letters. They’re mostly filled with a lot of stuff about 
what’s going on at home. But there are things in there about what we had to eat, and how we 
saved all this stuff. We cooked the grease to make gravy with, and how we mixed white gravy 
and black gravy, and all the savings that we did. But the food situation there was very good. The 
cooks I worked with eleven hours a day I think. We had worked three days and had the fourth 
day off. But on the days off we had to chop wood. The cook had a wood burning stove. There 
was just lots and lots of activities going on all the time there at the camp. But one of the 
emphases was on nutrition. I worked my way up from pan washer to being a cook. You’d be in 
charge of the meals and the menus and stuff. We had to take nutrition classes. 
 
Where did you take those? 
 
We had someone there that taught them. They came there and taught them. I can’t remember the 
person’s name. We had a crew of fellows that washed the pans and did the clean-up and did the 
set-up. They worked the same number of hours. But the cooks only cooked. Some of the boys 
that washed the pans also did the serving. It was a different situation than the camp at 
Marionville where you just sort of sat down and people grabbed for the stuff. But here they had 
cooks, and they brought it, and served it, and we had the dessert tray that came around. And the 
fellows wore white coats. The dietician was Robert Carlson. He emphasized that the meal must 
be colorful and must not be all the same color. 
 
Was Robert Carlson a CO also? 
 
Yes, and he was a musician. A very good pianist. Another interesting thing about Waldport was 
we had a number of speakers and a number of recitals. I remember Art Snell, whom you all have 
interviewed, did a recital one time. I know one of his songs was "My Little Lindy Lou." I can 
still hear him singing that. Raymond Long was another singer. He was at Bridgewater, the same 
college I attended. He gave a recital before he went to Maine. It was as good as the college. It 
could have been at the college anywhere. 
 
Can you, do you remember in your experiences in Waldport any humorous things that 
happened? 
 
Lots of things, lots of humorous things, if I could just think a second. One time I had worked 
late. I think we were canning. We did a lot of things like canning cherries. There was a 
Mennonite family that lived, I think, in Albany that had strawberries and cherries. They had a 
son in CPS somewhere. They were very friendly. I think we canned, it seems to me, that we had 
like 300 quarts of cherries. 300 quarts of cherries. And we had peaches. I think that the camp 
bought 100 bushels of peaches, and we canned those. We did these late at night, working straight 
on through, canning lots of stuff like that.  
 
I got off the subject. You asked me something. Oh! Humorous things. One of these times, after 
we were working like that, I took pity on George Toustra and mixed up his dry ingredients for 
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his biscuits the next morning so all he had to do was add some liquid and milk. I left a note and 
said, “George, I fixed these up for you.” We had worked until like two a.m. When George came 
in he asked the cook, Art Snell, to wake me up, I was supposed to be at work. It was my day off. 
He got a big kick out of that as I remember. I had to pay him back. We butchered hogs and we 
brought the big hogs heads in. After they’re cut off they just stuck them in a big tub. We scraped 
all that hair off so it could use the stuff. We had cleaned them all up. They were just shiny white. 
We put them in George’s big tub, a big aluminum bowl, a huge thing, that he mixed the dough 
in. We put a white sheet over it and set his dough that was rising in another place. George came 
back and he put his hand to feel where the dough was. He struck this hog’s nostril and he picked 
it up and looked under there. I remember that as a humorous incident. 
 
Mr. Miller, a lot of people that we’ve interviewed have said that they felt their work wasn’t 
worthwhile. What was your view about that?  
 
There was a feeling that the work was not of national importance. There was more interest in 
doing things that helped meet human needs. I was thinking most of my letters, or a lot of my 
letters would be struggling with where to go primarily to get out of this climate. But also where 
to go that we would be of some value.  
 
Were you involved with any committees or groups while you were at Waldport? 
 
Well, I was involved with so many things [laughs]. I know I was on the Religious Committee 
and was involved in arranging for morning devotions in the camp. I am just so fuzzy at this 
point. But I was on the Religious Committee.  
 
There was a nature study group. We had a fellow, Allison his name was, that had a microscope 
and he was always looking at bugs. For a few weeks I worked out on the project [planting trees]. 
When we arrived we got into mud when we started to work. We were working up on the 
mountain, clearing brush along. It would be raining and we’d have mud all over us, on our 
clothes. If it was not raining, we’d be sitting down. I had a botany book and he had a botany 
book. We’d have a half an hour I think for lunch. We’d build a fire and heat the soup. Some men 
would lay down to sleep if it was not too wet. But some of us would be talking. We had some 
interesting discussions about botany and about religious groups and faith and things like that. 
Those were the high points in my memory those lunch hours. Lunch half hours, they really were. 
But you’re up there on the mountain with beauty all around. And really, a wonderful, beautiful 
spot. And the wildflowers around there were tremendous. A lot of wildflowers. 
 
Did you know at that time that you were going to go on to become a minister in the church? 
 
No. I was thinking about going into social work. I did not. But I think the experience in the 
camp, if you were to ask me what did it do to me, I think it was really a broadening experience in 
living. I had been to college, but in college I went as a day student. I didn’t live in a dorm. In 
those barracks where you have all those guys just a couple of feet apart, you had to get along 
with people and appreciate people and respect people. I think it was a great experience in 
appreciation of other people and knowing more about yourself and who you really were. I think 
it was a broadening and enriching experience in that sense of finding out a little bit about what it 
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means to say, “This is what I believe,” and feeling good about it. I guess one of the things that 
enriched my life from that experience was feeling that if one can feel good about themselves, 
then nothing anyone can say about you can really hurt you very much. I think that was something 
that just enriched my life – the friendships that were created and the ability to get along with 
other people. 
 
That’s a wonderful experience to have had.  
 
Well, remember it was sort of forced on us. But it was never, in my experience, a detested kind 
of life. Some of the fellows detested it, I am sure.  
 
In the barracks, did you have roommates or did you all sleep in one big room? 
 
Well, there was a long room and I think we had about six feet between the cots. I’m sure in one 
of my letters that I talk of day I had a diagram of how the cots were. We had like orange crates at 
the end, or a shelf, and we had our pictures and stuff on that. Then we’d have these single cots 
and the space between. There were two cots here, and then a little bit bigger space and then two 
more cots. We called them bed space, or whatever. You had closer relationship with the fellows 
who were bed space people because we could turn around and hear each other pray. We had a 
shower room and sometimes there would be singing in the showers. So it was really close. I was 
one of the few people had a radio. People were sitting around on cots listening to radio, and 
writing letters and everyone turned in about the same time. We usually didn’t stay up too late. 
But no one used to go to bed before everybody else was done because he couldn’t sleep any. So, 
it was an experience in getting along with people.  
 
After you left Waldport you went back to Pennsylvania, right?  
 
Yes. In some of my letters written home it would say how much I missed the church service that 
we had. We went into church once or twice in Waldport. We had religious services [in the camp] 
at Waldport, but only occasionally a preacher. Often it would be just the fellows gathering 
together. Someone would read some scripture and some poetry and then we would call out 
hymns and we would sing those hymns. So, I really missed the ongoing religious experience.  
 
Then I graduated in 1947. I went to work for the Church of the Brethren as what was called a 
peace education secretary. Harold Rowe, who was the director of the Brethren Program for the 
Civilian Public Service, the CPS camps that the Brethren was operating, was the director of that. 
It was the Brethren Service Unit. It was involved in doing work camps and resettling refugees. 
So, I went too. I worked with the Church of the Brethren right after college and was involved in 
those kinds of things. It was peace education and refugee resettlement of high school German 
students and work camps. [It was] the idea of having young people volunteer to go off to work 
camp. I was involved with the Brethren in setting up then what became known as Brethren 
Volunteer Service for Brethren to have young people give a year of their service in some special 
service program overseas and here in the U.S.  
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RICHARD MUNDY 
 

August 25, 2003 
 
Richard Mundy, a Baptist from Indiana, did project work, cooked and spent time in the Hebo 
side camp. 

________________________________________________________ 

I was born in Seymour, Indiana, way back in July 27, 1924. I had two sisters older than I. My 
father was employed at B & L Railroad; he was a brake man. Later he was promoted to freight 
conductor, and that was the high point of his career. My mother had been a high school teacher. 
She taught English in a small village in southern Indiana hill country. And that’s where she met 
my father, who lived on a farm at the time. I went to elementary school into eighth grade at 
Seymour. And then the family moved to Bloomington, Indiana. And that’s where I went to high 
school and got my college degrees. At Indiana University, I received a B.A., with a major in 
philosophy, and minors in Chemistry and French. And then I did a masters degree. I started 
graduate work in philosophy, but then I realized it was too abstract for me. So I went into Social 
work and got a Masters Degree in social work, at Indiana University, in Indianapolis. 

My undergraduate education was interrupted by Selective Service. After the completion of my 
freshman year I was a premedical student, I never really had considered anything but medicine as 
a career. And applications for medical school were being processed at the end of the freshman 
year at that time to determine who was to be drafted and who was to go into the Army medical 
system, wearing a uniform and going to medical school. I was not admitted because I said I 
would not join the Army in order to go to medical school.  

I was a member of the Baptist church at that time. But my mother’s family were Quakers. And 
that tradition…. my uncles… I had one who was a non-combatant in World War I, was in the 
Army as a non-combatant. His three brothers all stayed out of the Army. It wasn’t an official 
recognition of conscientious objector position in World War I, but they did not go to war for 
reasons of conscience. My uncles were more influence really in my religious and moral 
development than my father who was called a hard shell Baptist, and he was terribly distressed 
by my decision. I received support from my mother’s family, but not from my father and his 
family. It was very difficult.  

As far as I knew at the time I was the only conscientious objector in Bloomington. I had Friends 
… we were getting a Friends meeting or sowing the seed of starting a Friends meeting in 
Bloomington. There hadn’t been one there. And there was also a local chapter of the Fellowship 
of Reconciliation. So I knew pacifists but most of whom were not of draft age. I also refused to 
take compulsory ROTC training at Indiana University my freshman year. As far as I know, I was 
the first male student to take that stand and that created quite a bit of stir in the University. I 
spent a whole afternoon with a colonel who was the director of ROTC; trying to convince me of 
the error of my ways. I was trying to convince of the error of his ways. We came to a stand still 
but won each others’ mutual respect. I emerged from that conference with much higher regard 
for him as an individual of really great integrity. And I think the feeling was mutual.  
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I was eighteen. The minister of the Baptist Church, who was quite a progressive liberal 
Protestant, was very supportive. He said if he had a decision to face himself he would probably 
go into the chaplaincy or the medical corps or something. But he was consistently supportive. 
And I got a great deal of support from the rabbi of the B’nai B’rith, who was a really, really, 
marvelous person. 

So did you receive the conscientious objectors status right away? 

It took some doing; it was a fairly complicated and lengthy process. That’s why I had turned 
nineteen by several months before I was finally called up. I had to submit statements and 
testimonials. I did not have to have a personal hearing in front of the draft board as many guys 
did. I finally left for camp in 1943. 

Where was your first camp located? 

It was in Lyndhurst, Virginia, which is near Waynesboro. It’s on the northern end of Skyline 
drive in Blue Ridge National Park. 

When you went to Waldport you volunteered during the fire season? Is that right? 

Actually, the smoke jumpers unit had opened up and that sounded like a real exciting adventure 
and a high risk thing for a young guy who was just feeling his testosterone. I applied for that but 
I didn’t have the kind of skills that were required. I wasn’t accepted for that. But I volunteered to 
go west for the fire season so that’s how I wound up at Waldport. I felt some sense of urgency, of 
need for man power to control the burns during the burning season. And I felt that was somewhat 
more urgent than the work on constructing the parkway at the Lyndhurst camp. We were drafted, 
to quote it, “To do work of national significance in alternative Civilian Service.” And for some 
of us that was not a hollow phrase. 

I arrived there in April of 1944 and I was in the base camp of Waldport in a matter of not more 
than nine or ten weeks. Then I went to a side camp at Mount Hebo, which was thirty or forty 
miles from Waldport in the coastal range. And when I was on the crew there we were doing daily 
work of clearing mainly snags, which were dead trees from the old Tillamook burn. And then we 
also planted fresh trees. But shortly after I started working in one of those crews there was a need 
for somebody to be on a fire tower, and I got that job. That was very, very interesting. I lived on 
the tower and did a walk around on the “plenty,” the porch at the top of the tower, to spot any 
“smokes” and report them. We had an old crank type telephone set up and I would call the 
rangers office and report every forty-five minutes. And I had the equipment to locate any of the 
smoke that I saw. 

Were they worried about the Japanese making any of these fires? By balloons?  

Oh, I wasn’t aware of anything like that, we were more concerned by lightening strikes than 
Japanese strikes.  

When I was in side camp I was second cook and I would prepare meals. There was a farmer at 
the bottom of our drive who raised beef calves. We ate a lot of his calves and we bought produce 
from local farmers. We had a good solid diet, not especially well cooked, but good stuff.  
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When you did fight the fires did you feel you were in kind of danger at that time? 

Not really. I had a lot of confidence in the ranger and the Forest Service. This was a Forest 
Service project and they were very well experienced and very trustworthy people and they 
weren’t about to expose anybody to unnecessary danger.  

So you had some kind training, they directed you in what to do? 

Yes, we worked on crews and learned a kind of teamwork in building fire trails. There was an 
esprit de corps about that… that was kind of nice. You first have the axes at the head of the line 
and the hoes and than the shovels, so you clear your way through a dense patch of forest. 

So was there any of the fine arts going on while you were at Waldport? 

Yes, and that made for rich evenings during those weeks that I was at Waldport. And Hackett 
was in the side camp and he had the broadest and the most profound knowledge of English 
literature that I had ever encountered. He was just maybe five or six years older than I. And it 
was quite stimulating and almost inspiring, so when I was on the fire tower I took a pile of books 
with me. As a matter of fact, that summer I read everything of Dostoevsky’s that had been 
translated into English. 

Were you involved in any of the fine arts? 

Not really. I didn’t have any artistic talent. I had written light verse ever since I was an early 
teenager, but that was just kind of a fun thing to do, playing with words. Later on I wrote some 
stuff that would be light verse, but not anything that I would regard artistically, that I would 
regard as calling poetry [laughing].  

Did it inspire you being around that type of surrounding to do some writing? 

Yes, it did. At that age I tried to take on some of the façade of a budding intellectual, but I 
couldn’t carry it off very well.  

Then the opportunity opened up to do something that was really relevant to the world crisis in 
the semi-starvation study. The invitation to volunteer was circulated among all the camps and 
units of civilian public service. It was as close as I could get to doing something to help relieve 
the suffering in the war without contributing to it. And I still had some inclination to resuming 
medical studies when the war was over and I thought I would get some valuable experience; 
learn some new stuff there that would be useful to me.  

And did you? 

I did but what I learned especially was that my interests had broadened too much to stick my 
nose to the pre med grind [laughing]. So I made the tactical error of taking a philosophy course 
at the University of Minnesota and I was bugged by that. It was called Philosophy and Modern 
Literature, which was a really dandy combination. I was trying to catch up on my very minimal 
back ground of contemporary literature and we read a lot of interesting stuff and had meaningful 
discussions of what it meant. 
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And you took that because of your interest in the intellectual part at Waldport? 

Yes. 

What year was it that you left Waldport to go to the semi-starvation study? 

That was in the fall of 1944. Things happened rapidly. 

Yes, you weren’t at Waldport long. 

No, I wasn’t but it had quite an impact. 

What was the starvation experiment like? Did they give you regular meals? 

Well, we had three months of what was called standardization. There were measurements and 
tests given each of us individually. Our ideal individual weight was calculated and then we were 
eating a normal balanced diet with a caloric intake varying in order to bring us to what had been 
defined as our normal weight. That meant for me maintaining about where I was (i.e. 165 
pounds). Then at the end of those three months our intake was reduced by about fifty percent and 
there was an individual weight loss curve set up for each of us so that by the end of six months of 
semi-starvation we would arrive at a body weight approximately between sixty to sixty-five 
percent of our normal weight. The diet we got was a replication of the diet of western Europeans 
during the famine. So it was a lot of root food and legumes and a lot of potatoes. The potatoes 
were the easiest thing to vary the caloric intake. I had a very high basal metabolic rate so that I 
kept losing weight faster than I should according to my weight loss curve. And I was involved in 
a lot of activity. I was volunteering at a settlement house near downtown Minneapolis, operating 
the game room, and that kept me very busy. Other stuff too, I was in a folk dance group. We 
were demonstrating folk dances and teaching folk dancing. 

So while those around me were having their potatoes cut I was getting more and more potatoes. 
So I was not the most popular guy in the unit. It was kind of hard for them, especially late in the 
starvation period, to be sitting there licking their plates to get the last crumb while I was 
struggling to consume all the pile of potatoes on my plate. I lost about fifty pounds. The purpose 
of our study was the practical outcome, to learn the most effective and efficient way to 
rehabilitate starved populations. So that the most meaningful part of the experiment came during 
our three months of our planned rehabilitation.  

When did you leave that camp? 

I left Minneapolis in January of 1946? Let’s see, the experiment started in the fall of 1944 and 
ended in the fall of 1945 and I was there until the beginning of 1946, with the extended stay of a 
few weeks. And I went back to a Forest Service camp in Michigan, planting trees.  

When the war ended we were in Minneapolis; this was late in the starvation period. The 
European War ended May seventh of 1945, and we had been starving since the fifteenth of 
January. So we were about a month and a half from the end of the starvation period. Like 
everything else, we got the news from radio and newspapers. We were a week or two into the 
rehabilitation phase when the bombs were dropped (August 6, 1945) and then Japan surrendered. 
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Despite pre-occupation with our own conditions – continued hunger and weight loss – we were 
deeply troubled by the a-bomb’s slaughter and had questions about its necessity. There were 
reports that Japan had already initiated surrender before the bombings. 

When were you finally released from the last camp? 

Well, in May or June of 1946. Selective Service tended to keep us to make sure that we were not 
released ahead of the guys in uniform, because it would be bad PR, and it would have been rough 
on us to go back to our communities before our age peers in uniform had gotten back. But I left 
the base camp a little early because there was an opportunity to volunteer to work for United 
Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration (UNRRA) as a sea going cowboy. The Church 
of the Brethren and the Mennonites had started a project as the war began to wind down of 
sending shiploads of pregnant heifers to Poland, first Poland then other areas as the army of 
occupation took over. And this was such a successful program that the United Nations picked it 
up. Then as the need for use of the old liberty ships for transporting war material lowered, the 
liberty ships were used to ship many, many shiploads of live stock, primarily heifers in foal. 

It was a project of the UNRRA and the historic peace churches operating through the church 
world’s center in New Winter, Maryland. I went to New Windsor and waited to ship out from 
there. That was the first opportunity for real involvement in war relief. 

As it turned out, I was only able to make one trip. I went to Greece with a load of horses, mares 
that had been rounded up in the “wilds” of Texas. We took them to Kalamata of the 
Peloponnese. And our old tub, the Joshua Hendricks, was in port there for a couple of weeks 
before we got orders to return to the US. We were free to come and go as long as we were in 
port. So we had some real meaningful contact with the people in Kalamata. 

So it sounds like your experience in being a conscientious objector was fulfilling. 

It was, yes. I must say it was my equivalent to going off to college. Some of the older men were 
kind of bitter about being isolated and so on. I must say, I could never fully share those feelings 
because for me it was more of a liberating experience. 
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KEMPER NOMLAND 
 
August 28, 2002 
 
Mr. Nomland belonged to the Congregational Church, and was trained as an architect before 
being drafted. He was transferred from the Cascade Locks camp to the Waldport camp to work 
with the Fine Arts program. He designed several of the book covers that were printed by the 
Untide Press and worked on The Illiterati. His refusal to work quickly led to his being reassigned 
to a government-run camp. When he refused to leave Waldport, Mr. Nomland was arrested, tried 
in Portland, and placed on probation. 

________________________________________________________ 

I’m from Los Angeles. I was born May 8, 1919. I just figured I could never be involved in killing 
anybody. I couldn’t see any reason for war either. That was the outcome of war, and I just 
couldn’t participate. 

So you got your draft notice. 

Yes. 

And then what happened? 

Well, then I went to the draft board and talked with them about it and they gave me a 4E. I was 
influenced, I suppose, by being a church member and hearing what Christ said at different times. 
Then I went to the church that I was a member of, the Congregational Church. They just weren’t 
interested in my ideas so I didn’t pretend to be with any church. 

So when the [draft] board asked you, what did you tell them? 

I was with the church. I told them that and that I was thinking that and I was given that 
classification and then I went to camp, to Cascade Locks and was later transferred to Waldport. 
Mostly because of the Fine Arts Group to be started there. 

What year did you first report to Cascade Locks? 

Oh, it was probably January in 1942. I worked in the forest cutting down trees some and not too 
much of that. Worked on the trails some, maintaining trails. Mostly that was what it was. I was 
there a couple years, maybe or a year and a half. Then I applied to Waldport because of the Fine 
Arts Group being organized there. I got involved in the printing. 

So you must have worked with William Eshelman, right? 

Oh, yes. In fact, we had a magazine that we started in Cascade Locks and later moved to 
Waldport. After the war was over and we were back in Los Angeles, Eshelman and I continued 
printing it for a year or two, The Illiterati. Also books of poetry were printed under the name 
Untide Press. Tide was the name of the camp paper. 
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So when you were printing it after the war, who were you sending it to or where was it being 
distributed? 

Well, wherever we could. There were people interested in it and it was distributed around to 
people who were interested in what we were doing. We got names from all different people. 
People had heard about it and so people subscribed to it. Never had very many issues. 

After the war was over, did you continue to be a printer? 

Oh, in a sense. It was kind of a hobby.  

What line of work did you do? 

I’m an architect. I had graduated before I went to camp. At Cascade Locks I worked at 
remodeling barrack buildings and different things - the chapel and the library. I got involved in 
those. People from Cascade Locks had been sent down to the Waldport area to organize the 
camp and get it all set up - the equipment for the camp. And so I was one of the people that went 
down there with a number of people from Cascade Locks. Then the idea of a Fine Arts Group 
there was proposed. Then it was established and a number of us transferred down. All kinds of 
things- painters, musicians. I probably worked on some of the playbills. Adrian Wilson was the 
one who was likely to have done that. He was very active. His wife was in the camp too. He 
became very famous designing. And then there is Kermit Sheets. He was an actor, a writer and 
an illustrator. He was very active. I knew him from the beginning in Cascade Locks. 

So how long did you spend in Waldport? 

Well, a few years. I was arrested just before the war was over. Our work was with the Forest 
Service and the Forest Service decided they didn’t like how I worked. I wasn’t producing enough 
and so they refused me to let me go on project. So, for awhile there, I would report to duty and 
they would refuse me each day. 

So what would you do during the day? 

Well, I would work on the projects for the Fine Arts Group - printing things and doing different 
types of art work. 

I’m trying to understand this refusing to let you work. Because you didn’t plant enough trees?  

Well, yes. Trees. Or didn’t saw enough logs or whatever I was doing.  

So they were saying because you didn’t do enough we won’t take you out to do it?  

Yes. I didn’t work fast enough, produce enough. I was working as well as I could.  

So they left you in camp. Were you the only one in this situation or were there others? 

No, I was the only one. So that resulted in me being ordered by the Forest Service to leave the 
camp and go to a different camp somewhere else. A government-run camp instead of a religious 
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camp. I didn’t go. I just stayed there. So they finally arrested me. And took me up to Portland 
and I had to get a lawyer. There were certain lawyers that did work for people that were 
opposing the war. And then the war ended the same day. 

That you were going to court? 

Yes. So then I was put on probation. 

So you didn’t have to serve time? 

No, I didn’t. 

So how long was your probation? 

A year. The probation just involved reporting once a week. I went home to Los Angeles and 
reported for parole there. 

How did you feel about your whole experience in the CO camps? 

I think it was a necessity as to what times were for me to do that. We were all against the war. I 
suppose I’d say there were the moral reasons. It was wrong to kill people, if you organize to kill 
people. There is just something wrong about assessing things that way. Also, I wouldn’t have 
accused a whole set of people for instance, of being disloyal. I’m talking about the Japanese, you 
know. We had one Japanese in camp. And when the order came, they ordered him to be put into 
internment camp. I think he was actually drafted from the West Coast. I think he had gone to 
school in San Francisco. He grew up in the Midwest. So he was released and they would put him 
in camp, you see. We objected to it, we all objected to it. People around the camp objected to it. 
Peace organizers, religious groups. He was transferred to a different CPS camp outside the area, 
in the Midwest. The evacuation order was for certain geographic areas. This would not include 
the Midwest but would include the whole Pacific coast.  

Is there anything else you would like to share about your experience? 

It was interesting in the fact that you met all these people that were there because they wouldn’t 
fight in the war. But you had all kinds of reasons for them being there. That was interesting. All 
kinds of reasons that people can have for being against the war and killing people. In that sense, 
it was a compatible group and in another sense it wasn’t compatible. Some people were very 
fundamentally religious and others were not religious. There were different kinds of professions I 
guess you’d say. 

Did you do much afterwards, after you were out, with any of the men? 

Just Eshelman. We continued the printing for awhile, for two or three years. We brought the 
press down from Waldport to my house. My parents were building a house, which I designed 
mostly. My father was an architect also. Built a little shack and put it in there and printed there 
for awhile until it was actually moved to my brother’s place for awhile. Then he sold it there. 
Then I don’t know what happened to it after that. 
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MARTIN PONCH 
 
May 17, 2003 
 
Martin Ponch was an active participant in the Fine Arts Program and was arrested for leaving 
camp. After the war, he helped form Interplayers, an influential theater group in San Francisco.  

________________________________________________________ 

The Waldport populous was not very friendly and certainly I recall an experience I had. You 
know, I felt that the people in Waldport and the people in camp should know each other as 
people. So on one occasion I organized a group of three or four people to go up and skate in the 
roller skating rink. And pretty soon somebody got the idea that we were members of the camp 
and they surrounded us and we tried to talk reasonably with them. They were not very friendly 
and we were told to get the hell out and we did. And that was about the only real connection I 
could remember.  

However, let me jump aside here, the post mistress, did you know of her? Gertrude Kearito, she 
married a conscientious objector after the war, Amarito Kearito and he was a musician. He 
wasn’t at Waldport, I think he was from Eugene and maybe on his furlough he went up to 
Waldport and got to meet her. Her husband got to the music director at KPFA. KPFA was 
founded by Lou Hill who was head of NCCO, the National Committee For Conscientious 
Objectors in Washington and he, I guess, did not have religious objections and spent time in jail. 
After the war he came to San Francisco and worked in radio and at the Quaker center. The 
Quaker center in San Francisco was in the former Japanese YWCA and they hosted the 
conscientious objectors until they could find a place to live. So my first days in San Francisco 
were on the stage of the Quaker center, the Japanese YWCA, which had an auditorium and a 
stage. Anyhow, what I was starting to say was that we were starting, those of us from Waldport, 
who gathered in San Francisco, and decided to start a theater were organizing the theater in the 
same building as Lou Hill was drawing up his plans for Pacifica radio. 

I wanted to ask you to talk a little bit more about the girls who came up and visited the camp. 
Were there a good number of these? 

No, there were just a few and the particular one that invited me to visit down in Los Angeles or 
Hollywood was there just for a brief time. But the situation was different in regard to others. 
Some women went to live there in the tourist cabins across the road from the camp and had 
closer contact with the men in camp. Two of these remain very significantly in my mind and one 
was Joyce Lancaster and the other was Manche Harvey. Manche Harvey sort of was a volunteer 
secretary for the fine arts group and she did very good work at that. It was very significant. Joyce 
was a very, very fine actress who later, like myself, got to be a unionized actor in San Francisco. 
Oh, and Manche went to marry, I think, Joyce’s former husband. And Joyce got to marry Adrian 
Wilson, so that there was a little romantic business going on between some of the people, but 
there weren’t really enough women to go around, I can tell you that. That’s why one had to go all 
the way to Los Angeles.  
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I was the editor of Compass [a literary magazine]. I had just regained it at Gatlinburg [another 
CPS camp] and my coming to Waldport had nothing to do with whether I did or didn’t bring 
Compass. In my mind it was the most natural thing to do because I wanted the magazine to 
continue in operation. I think Adrian appreciated having worked on Compass because he really 
learned; he had no background in publication whatsoever. And he did the layout and he did it 
beautifully. I think he learned by doing. I would not want to take credit for that that was not my 
intention to bring up a world-renowned printer, but its one of the results. 

That puts in mind of something I should have talked about before. When I was up there in the 
courtroom I had been in touch with Reverend Snyder. He was a pacifist who had visited the 
camp and was greatly interested in us and volunteered to help when needed. I had told him that I 
was probably going to be tried [for leaving camp] in Portland. I had written to him, I think, that I 
was going to be tried and he had come to be a witness at my trial. He had brought bail money. I 
had no bail money, yet somehow he raised the money to put up bail. I have to tell you how that 
all came out by the way. The judge, who’s name I can’t remember, but I can remember he was a 
Catholic. Adrian Wilson had also definitely walked out of camp, I had not walked out of camp I 
had gone on my furlough and was told that I was being arrested while on furlough. Our trials 
came up before that same judge and he inquired about my background and he said, “You were in 
a camp in Tennessee and you were transferred out here.” And I said, “Yes.” He said, “Why did 
you obey the transfer?” I said, “Well, I had really asked for it.” “Yes, but who was it that was 
granting it?” “It was Selective Service.” “Selective Service had no business transferring 
conscientious objectors because selective service was not suppose to be in charge of the camps. 
You had, from the day they ordered you out here you should have considered yourself a freeman. 
Go away.” That’s what he said to me and he also freed Adrian. 

Now after the judge freed you in Portland, what happened then? 

Well, I went to do some work in Portland. I can’t figure what exactly I was doing, selling 
advertising I think it was, not something I was particularly interested in, but Portland was a place 
I was somewhat familiar with through a few furloughs from Waldport. I had also been to visit the 
composer Curtis Blach [who lived in Newport]. I had good visits there. I was also always 
interested in fine musicians, partly because of my knowledge of my brother and having heard 
him play the violin so often. Though I was not talented as a musician I had great appreciation for 
classical music.  

I know you settled in San Francisco, in the Bay area. How longer after you left Waldport was 
that? 

Well, I was in Waldport for about six months, I believe and I was in touch with Joyce and 
Adrian, who had gone to Washington state. I was in touch with Kermit Sheets who was in Los 
Angeles and we all thought that we would like to get together to start significant theater. I was 
also in touch with a college outside of Waldport, like Reed College. I got aware of some theater 
work they had done up there that seemed significant and not simply duplication of Broadway 
stuff, which is what my impression of the so called little theater of those day was. They were 
little theater groups that simply tried to do the same thing that Broadway did, but were not 
equipped to do it.  
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And this was while you were still at Waldport before your trial? 

No, the Reed College thing was maybe on furlough or after. And my impression was that they 
were interested in starting a significant theater too, but on further investigation there were one or 
two people interested who had no following at the college and could not, or I did not think of 
them, as being cofounders of an important new kind of theater that would be interested in doing 
international repertory plays, not just Broadway warmed up stuff. So, I think I got maybe Adrian 
to visit Reed and the impression was the same. So we all agreed that there was no point in 
starting the theater in Portland. We were wrong of course; Portland did get rather significant 
theater started. Well, one of the oldest ones of those sort of proved that I was wrong in voting 
down Portland as an area for this. Well anyhow, we all got together by phone and by mail and 
decided. I visited San Francisco from Portland and saw Coit Tower. It had nothing like the type 
of buildings it had now. It was a small overgrown small town. We all decided to meet in San 
Francisco and to attempt to start a theater. We sort of started at the Quaker center. The 
importance of the San Francisco Interplayers is hard to assess these days, but we helped to start a 
pattern there that has left its mark on San Francisco theater very strongly. We were not a theater 
that earned money, everybody had another kind of job, but we did do significant international 
plays. 

Could you give me a few more details on how you felt you changed things? 

If you go back to the idea that little theater, which had its day in San Francisco, other than the 
professional theater that came on the road from Broadway and other places. Little theater had the 
record of trying to do Broadway type plays, which were generally written by Americans and with 
people who didn’t have the qualification to duplicate Broadway. So to us it didn’t seem that we 
wanted to do that. And I personally was much interested in the Irish Renaissance and the kind of 
plays that were done. So one of the types of plays that we produced was the Will of the Saints, by 
John Millington Sing, and other plays from France. Let me skip to the fact that after the war I got 
a job at San Francisco State College teaching drama and the person who hired me, I had a vague 
idea was a Quaker and he also had Parkinson’s disease. I don’t have either of these things had 
anything to do with the fact that he hired me, but there was a scarcity of man power after the war. 
There was a G.I. bill and many of the students I had were former army men coming in on the G.I. 
bill, however the G.I. bill did not apply to us, as you well know. However, I want to give great 
appreciation to the American Friends Service Committee who offered conscientious objectors 
whatever they could do, short of paying for full tuition anywhere, but whatever they could do to 
help us along.  

I was one of those who were fired, but I was told I could get the job back if I got an M.A. at 
Stanford College. So I went for an interview at Stanford and the head of the department didn’t 
look at me, didn’t ask me what I had done in the ten years between the time I got my A.B. and 
now, simply looked in the book and said, “We’ll start by signing you up for history of costume.” 
I said, “Sure. I’ve been a director and when I needed an expert in costumes I hired one. Well, I 
got one to do that work I don’t see why I have to study history of costumes.” He said, “That’s 
what it says in the book.” Meanwhile, I had been in touch with Mills College, I had gone to see 
the production there that I was much impressed with. They had a new director name Arch 
Lodarer and his interview seemed to be exactly as though he had set himself to be the opposite. 
He didn’t look at any book. He looked at me and he said, “What have you done since the ten 
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years that I had left?” I told him. He said, “What are you doing now?” I said, “I’m helping to 
start a theater and we are in the midst of a production in which I have, by coincidence I guess, 
was really art, but we have no scene designer.” He said, “Well, we could set you off by teaching 
you scene design.” I said, “Look, I have no talent as a graphic artist.” He said, “Do you have an 
idea of what light looks like against color?” I said, “I think I do.” He said, “We will teach you to 
assess stage lighting against background and that’s the way you can learn scene design.” I said, 
“We’re performing in a theater that has the designs of the Japanese screens.” (That was the 
Japanese YWCA, where the Quakers were headquartered now.) He said, “Ok.” And it wound up 
by his teaching me how to design to make the Japanese screen type of stage look like the 
underground café of a hotel in Marse. And I have pictures to vouch for his success at least.  

Well, it got me into Mills College and Mills proved to be a wonderful experience for me. Mills 
College turned out to be a place where they had fine productions and even after I got into the 
actors equity union I was called back to join in productions there and some of them were very 
good productions. 

Do you think your experience at Waldport was positive, negative, or mixed? 

I never think of it as negative. Our Interplayers program was sort of stormy. Joyce Lancaster got 
to be on the other side of a split in the group, one group wanting to be a community theater and 
the other group wanting to be more professional. She was on one side and I was on the other.  

What side were you on? 

I was on the one that should be more professional. We both turned out to be professional, you 
know. My short answer would have been, “No, I never regretted Waldport.” 
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HAL POTTENGER 
 
August 27, 2003 
 
Hal Pottenger was from Indiana, and an accounting student at Antioch College when drafted. He 
worked in camp administration. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
The local reaction to my decision was poor. I ran into no problems elsewhere. When I was at 
Waldport, for some time I was the purchasing agent for the camp and had to have contact with 
the people in downtown Waldport, if you can call downtown much of anything in Waldport. It 
was pretty small in those days. But I had no problems with those people and they seemed to have 
no problems with me. All I know is that my family at home was bearing the brunt of any anger.  

How old were you when you received your draft notice? 

Let’s see, 1942, so I was about 20. When I received the notice I was in Antioch College, was still 
is a co-op college. You work half the time and you study half the time. I was working at the time 
for the Cleveland Ohio Price Water House office. I made pretty good money as an accountant 
trainee working for a public accounting firm. I had saved a bit of money and gave it to my father 
when I went to Michigan with instructions for him to pay $30 a month out of my funds towards 
the maintenance of one individual in CPS. My father used all of my money and after he ran out 
of that, which he did after a year or so, went to his own pocket and started paying for it. My costs 
of being in CPS were nil; they were born by me and my family. When I was transferred on 
special detail to Oregon to work for the Forest Service there they put me on a maintenance 
arrangement. I promptly wrote a letter to my father saying, “Hey, quit paying that money now. 
The Forest Service is maintaining me here and you don’t need to worry about it.”  

Describe the process of becoming a conscientious objector. What you had to do? 

Well, the first thing you had to do was to when you were drafted was to say you wish to be 
registered as a conscientious objector, that was the first thing. Then you had to, in my case, 
report to the board, who objected strenuously to my insistence that I be registered that way and 
interviewed me. These were people I knew and people who knew me because they were local 
people. They gave me a very rigorous question and answer session but they didn’t like the 
answers they were getting, so they turned me down. I had to appeal that decision because I was 
not going to be registered, if I could avoid it, as a regular anything other than a conscientious 
objector. The appeal was sent to one of the northern cities in Indiana. My parents and I appeared 
before the appeal investigator and council. The appeal went through all right; they agreed and 
told the local board in Warsaw that they were going to have to register me as a conscientious 
objector.  

Incidentally, while all this appeal was going on I kept working for Price Water House and going 
to college in between. I think five of us rented an apartment for the time while we were in 
Chicago. The FBI was put on a job to investigate me and the FBI agent finally tracked me down 
in Chicago. He came in and interviewed the guys I was living with there. I ran into him while I 
was there. He met me. He was a very nice guy, incidentally; he treated me great. I didn’t have 
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the kind of problems my folks had. I’m sure that the appeals board got the FBI report or a 
version of that investigation. I feel confident that’s one of the things that contributed toward their 
decision to overrule the local board.  

How many people were at the Waldport camp approximately? 

Somewhere around 125-150. That does not include about 25 who were in a side camp that we 
had. I never saw the side camp. 

The side camp? Was there a different purpose for that camp? 

Yes, that camp was established further north on the Oregon coast. The reason for it was that it 
was so far away the forest area there could not be serviced conveniently from Waldport and so 
we had this side camp. For awhile, I had to keep books on the cost of shipping food supplies and 
other needs to the group that was in that side camp north of Waldport. 

When I first got to Waldport I spent two months on what they call a trail crew. A trail crew's job 
was to keep the fire trails open so in case there was a fire, the fire fighting guys could get to the 
fires. I can recall very clearly the Forest Service foreman. Now this was not a CPSer, this was an 
employee of the Forest Service. He told us that this new trail that we were going through, he 
said, “Now you’re going to find there is one area here where a thicket has grown clear across the 
trail. Two years I walked right on the trail that went right through there without any trouble. That 
thicket has grown across there in two years and we’re going to have to clear it out so people can 
get through.” That impressed me; I had no idea something like that could happen. Sure enough, 
when we got there we had a heck of a time chopping away through that thicket there.  

But I was only on that for a couple of months, then a job opening came up as a night watchman 
for the camp. I applied for it and got it. That was a mistake. I was on this job as night watchman 
for about five months. I accidentally lit the match that started the fire in the mess hall; the fire got 
out of control and burnt one end of the mess hall. I was accused of having set the fire deliberately 
by the then existing Brethren Church representative, who was the camp director at that time. I 
was lucky, I accidentally had a witness who knew I had not set it deliberately and who heard me 
being accused in front of the whole group of guys. Here the fire is still smoking. There’s a bunch 
of CPS guys and there’s the camp director accusing Pottenger of having set it deliberately. He 
and I disagreed about quite a few things. I was not happy at being shipped out to Waldport, 
Oregon, because by the time my orders came through to travel to Portland, I had it made, or I 
thought I had it made, in the camp at Wellston, Michigan. When I arrived at the Waldport camp, 
I asked all kinds of questions and probably acted like a smart aleck and was unhappy about being 
on the West Coast. I let the camp director know about it in no uncertain terms. He had me 
spotted as a trouble-maker, so he automatically jumped to the conclusion that I had set that fire 
deliberately.  

Fortunately, I had this witness who knew differently and was able to advise the camp director 
right there in a meeting they were having that he was mistaken. I had to start somewhere between 
25-30 fires each night. Just before waking time so that one of the fires I started to heat the mess 
hall. Another fire I started was to light the stoves in the cook shack attached to the mess hall. 
Directly from there I had to go to the infirmary, light a fire there so if any of the guys turned in 
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sick that day they could come into a place that was warm. From there to the office, I started fires 
in the office, I think in both ends of the office; both the Forest Service end and the CPS end. 
From there to the building that housed the fine arts group activities and from there wake the 
cooks to go up to the cook shack to start breakfast. From there all through the dormitories 
lighting fires to heat the water for the guys when they woke up to go take showers with. If it was 
cold enough, I would also light a fire at one end of the dormitory in each of those buildings. 
There were a lot fires I had to light and once I started I didn’t dare stop. I couldn’t light the fires 
too soon or they wouldn’t be burning when the fellows woke up.  

What had happened was the fine arts people were going to put on a play and they had to have 
backdrops and they were busy painting them, doing all the things they had to do in order to have 
a stage set-up with the proper props. This involved using paint and wood. They had taken over 
one end of the mess hall in order to do this. They had all their equipment piled on top of and 
around this end of the mess hall. I realized that, hey, I’m going to have to have a fire burning 
feeding both ends of the mess hall because the one end just won’t be enough. Knowing this I 
went to the end the fine arts people had done their work in and I had cleaned the area around the 
stove there so all the white lines around that stove, which was the warning don’t put anything 
that will burn in the area enclosed by this white line, I moved all that stuff to one side in the dark 
of the early morning. Those stoves could get absolutely hot, red hot on the sides sometimes. 
Apparently, no one ever admitted it, someone or some guys from the fine arts group came in the 
next morning or morning after and moved that stuff back around the stove. There was evidence 
that gallons of paint had expanded and exploded. As soon as that happened [unintelligible] 
caught fire because it hit the stove and there goes the fire. I didn’t know because I couldn’t see it 
and I didn’t light that lamp because my batteries had to be conserved.  

This guy who was backing me up had been a CPSer in, I think, Missouri. The camp he was in 
had been hit by a tornado and either wrecked all or some of the buildings there. The reason he 
was up there talking to me at sometime well after midnight was the fact he had been in a camp 
when it was hit by the tornado. He said, “Hal, that camp I was in got hit by that tornado when I 
was there and this wind that’s howling outside here, along with all this rain -- I just can’t sleep 
through it.” So he and I stood there and chatted for a while. He watched me go down and light 
this first fire saw me turn on the light, saw me stick the stuff in watched me go in the kitchen and 
then he said, “Well, I guess I’ll go back and see if I can get some sleep.” The cooks, the people I 
woke were the first ones on the scene up there to see the fire burning. It was really a blaze by that 
time. They promptly went out and rang the fire bell. All hell broke loose at that point. That’s 
what happened. Nevertheless, I was fired from the night watchman job or kicked up stairs and I 
can’t recall which way or maybe it was a combination of the two.  

The regular camp director working for the Brethren Church had been advised that they wanted 
him to go some place else. That meant that job was open and since it was a lot of bookkeeping 
involved, I went to a friend of mine, who had also been an employee of Price Water House in 
Cleveland, who I had worked for. He was a senior accountant and I had worked for him on the 
General Tire & Rubber Company audit for a week or two. So I knew him and I was astounded to 
find him in a CPS camp. I said, “Well, if you’re not interested than I’m going to apply for it.” I 
applied for it and I got it immediately after that fire. I think that maybe the powers that be were 
still suspicious that I had started it on purpose and were happy to transfer me from the night 
watchman job to the purchasing job. That’s how I became the purchasing agent and from that 
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time I became friends with other people working in the CPS office with me. One of them I got to 
know so well that he was best man at my wedding. I also found out the stomach problems I had 
been having as a night watchman were apparently simply because I wasn’t the least bit interested 
in the work I was doing. I was unhappy. All of a sudden here I am in an environment that I liked, 
doing a job that I understand and was badly needed because the work was about three to four 
months in arrears when I started on it. I just buried myself in the job and was quite fat and happy 
until I was able to be transferred to the work in Portland. 

I spent about one year at Waldport. One month of that year was a furlough. I had worked on 
some odd jobs for some people and saved a little bit of money. I went to Portland one weekend 
and purchased a used motorcycle, rode it back to Waldport. It was in sad shape. In my spare 
time, I worked on this motorcycle, learning to be a mechanic with lots of help around.  

I took one of the other CPSers with me as a rider and rode down to California with him. I 
dropped him off close to the California capital and then I went on to Hollywood but I didn’t 
make it all the way. I wound up having to put the motorcycle in the hospital to get it fixed. While 
it was being fixed it I went into San Francisco and got a job as a temporary pin setter in a 
bowling alley. I saved money to pay for the mechanical work that was being done on my 
motorcycle. When I finally got enough money to do that I hitchhiked to just outside of 
Hollywood. I had an Antioch friend with whom I had been in a singing group. He was drafted 
and went straight from being drafted to this job in Hollywood. He was working in one of the 
Disney studios for the Air Corps developing animated cartoons that the Air Corps showed 
enlistees who were working toward being pilots. Ray and I had a good time during the week I 
was done there. I spent that time with him and then started back to San Francisco.  

Got the motorcycle engine, got it back, installed it in the motorcycle, got the thing running and 
started back to Waldport. On the way back I went through a fire, forest fire, and was really 
concerned that they might – because the state had permission, I thought they did anyhow, to get a 
hold of any able body citizens that they need in order to fight a forest fire and put them to work. 
Here I was, I had been trained in some of this work, I was due back the next day at Waldport. So 
I just kept going, they paid no attention to me, I just went on through and got back to Waldport. 
When I got back to Waldport, one of my friends, my best friend, had waiting for me a filled in 
application for the job in Portland. He was the secretary to the CPS camp director, he said, “All 
you need to do if you want go to Portland, is sign this.” I said, “Well, yes I’ll sign this.” I got the 
job. I was still registered as being a Waldport CPSer on the Waldport books. 

I was in Portland when the war ended. I can recall clearly I had another job besides the work I 
did in the Forest Service office. After the office closed each evening, I walked to the Broiler in 
Portland at the corner of Northwest Salmon and North Park, a restaurant. I put in 40 hours Forest 
Service, 30 hours as a busboy. I had my costs of room and board allowance from the Forest 
Service; I was rolling in it compared to what I had had before. It was a pretty good deal. 
Working for the Forest Service was a lot of fun. I enjoyed that, I made some very nice friends 
and they were nice to me. 

The job that I was sent to Portland to do was one I fully approved of. The United Nations had 
been established. One of the things that some smart people in the United Nations had concluded 
was something needed to be done to establish the resources of the world, not just the United 
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States and Canada but the whole world. They had asked the Forest Service if it could supply to 
the United Nations the timber resources of the United States. My job was assisting an employee 
of the Forest Service to develop this information for the Northwest regions of the United States.  

You never had any bad experiences with anyone? 

No. I never tried to hide from my background. The workers in the Forest Service offices knew 
that I was a CPSer and the room that I had, the lady that owned the house, knew I was a 
conscientious objector. For a time when I was actually working day in and day out in the 
Portland office -- this is before we made the side trips up into Washington – each day, I start out 
early, I bought cigarettes, which were hard to find. I would buy maybe half a dozen packs of 
cigarettes, stick them in my pockets and accumulate them for a week. Put all of them into a 
cardboard carton and mail it to Waldport to the camp. My buddy there in the office would get 
that and sell those cigarettes to the guys in the campground who were unable to find cigarettes. 
That’s a shame contributing to smoking like that. But that’s what I was doing, one of the side 
jobs that I had. I did that for maybe three or four months. 
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DONALD E. REDFIELD 

 
August 25, 2003 

 

Donald Redfield, from Idaho, worked as a camp cook. 

________________________________________________________ 

 
I was born July 12, 1919, in Burley, Idaho. Well, there was five children and I’m the only one 
left, one brother and the rest sisters. My father worked for the Bureau of Reclamations and came 
to this country [from Madison, Wisconsin] in 1911, and my mother was just a plain housewife. 
He was a civil engineer. 

What were you doing when you received your draft notice for World War II? 

I was working as a stock boy in a department store.  

Why did you decide to claim conscientious objector status? 

I guess it began with my college career. I had support from a Methodist minister. That moved me 
along. 

Did you talk to your family about it at all? 

Oh yes. They let me go without any problems. 

What about your brother? Did he make the same decision? 

No. He was out on his own. He was two years older. 

What did you have to do in order to file as a conscientious objector? 

Just what papers the government sent. It was a matter of filling the papers out and sending them 
in. I know the FBI checked with my father, but that’s the only thing. 

How long did it take for the whole process? 

Less than three months. 

How did they let you know that you were confirmed as a conscientious objector? 

Just a simple letter and that it had been approved and that I was to meet a bus on a certain date 
and go to camp. 

Were there any other conscientious objectors in your church or community? 



 197

No. I was the only one at that point.  

You didn’t know anybody else? 

I had received letters from a man in Boise and he was, and there was one in another town, 
reassuring me.  

[Mr. Redfield’s first camp was Cascade Locks.] 

After two months they just come up on a Saturday and said they were opening a new camp at 
Camp Angell and I was one of them to go. And so there wasn’t much for me to do other than 
pack up and get on the truck and go. They told me in the morning and I was gone in the 
afternoon. 

How did they get you there, to the new camp at Camp Angell? 

Just a big Army truck. It was open air because you were in the back end of a truck--but it wasn’t 
that bad. It was in August. 

Once you got to the camp at Waldport, what did you think of the Oregon Coast? 

It was different. I’d never been there and Waldport’s only a quarter or half mile to the beach, so 
it was a different environment. It still rained a lot when we planted trees. 

Did they give you any sort of special protective clothing to keep you warm in that weather? 

Just what we brought. We brought sweatshirts and had rain jackets and rain pants and heavy 
shoes. 

Did you ever get to go down to the coast? Did you have time to do that? 

Yeah, that was one of the favorite spots. When you weren’t doing anything you’d walk to the 
coast, walk the beach. 

What other kinds of t hings did you do for fun while you were there? 

Just the general things like playing volleyball and that kind of stuff. 

Did you receive, once you got to Waldport, any training at all? 

No, because I had pretty good training on the Forest Service, so it was a matter of just going to 
work. 

Were you doing the same kind of work then? 

For the first two months I did, and then there was a notice on the board that they were looking 
for extra kitchen help. So I applied for that, and got that, so it was a different type of thing 
because it was working inside rather that outside. I worked in that for two months, and then 
again the same type of operation where one morning they ran a list of people who were going to 
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get further trained in kitchen help. And so by the next day I was on the train headed for the East 
Coast [to Lyndhurst, Virginia]. And so I got a full trip cross-country. We were there about three 
months and spent time …how to wash pots and pans and learning how to cook, we did all that 
type thing. 

Where did you go from Virginia? 

I went back to Waldport. I spent the rest of the time there at that point.  

When you were at Waldport, you said you went to the beach…did you ever go into town at all? 

Yeah. The camp was about five to seven miles down the coast from Waldport and occasionally 
there you’d hook a ride with one of the trucks. One thing we did was a lot of walking. We’d walk 
the seven miles in to Waldport. Well, you had nothing else to do. So, here at midnight there’d be 
a string of us fellows coming back from going to town just to have something to do. There 
wasn’t any trouble as far as I can remember. Occasionally you’d have school children, and you’d 
be walking along and they’d say, “oh, there goes one of them.” And that would be the size of it. 
So there wasn’t any bad relations. We seemed to get along all right. 

How did all of you get along, all of the men in the camp? 

I thought very well. We didn’t seem to have any problem. The camp manager seemed to work 
things out and we seemed to get along all right. We had enough food and there was recreation 
and we had time for that. The Church of the Brethren wasn’t the central key point for anything. It 
was an assortment of men. Me, I’m a Methodist, and there were all churches involved. 
Everybody seemed to get along. If there were fights, I didn’t know about them. 

I know that it was a Fine Arts camp. Were you in any way a participant in that? 

No. There were many talented people there. There were artists and there were musicians and 
various things like that. They did their own thing and everybody did their own things and they 
didn’t seem to run into any conflict. There was a couple men that were in my section that were 
musicians and one of them had a drum, the other had a horn, and they would get off in a corner 
and do their thing. And some artist would just get off in a corner and just do his thing and 
everybody seemed to work out all right.  

The different camps you went to, how were they similar to each other or different? 

Of course, similar in the fact that it was out of Selective Service headquarters which has a bunch 
of guidelines that way in running the camps. They were all run the same way. When they moved 
me from one camp to another I moved without any problems. I mean, I was accepted in the other 
camps. They expected me to have waterproof clothing and to plant trees and things like that. So 
you were around pretty well all the same. And of course the planting the trees was run by the 
Forest Service so that was the same in every camp.  

I was two months in Hood River at Cascade Locks, then I was about three years in Waldport and 
then I went back to Cascade Locks where I got discharged. I was in for three years and eight 
months.  
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I had something here that said you had worked in a mental hospital in Washington. 

Yes, yes. It was part of the Hood River. There again you start off from scratch. I was an 
attendant. I changed beds and brought in food and took care of the needs of the patients and I 
lived at the hospital. 

So how long were you there at that hospital? 

About three months.  

What were the conditions like when you arrived there? 

They were, as far as I could tell, alright. I mean, we didn’t have any problems, we learned the 
technique of the people at the hospital and didn’t seem to have any problems. 

Was it difficult work? 

No. 

Was that a choice then to go back to the Forest Service after that? 

No, none of it was a choice. They never let you have much say, it seems like. 

When you heard about the end of the war how did you feel about the prospect of going home? 

There again, you’re so used to just moving when they tell you. I mean, personally I didn’t have 
any problem. I’m sure that some people do. 

Were you able to communicate with your family at all? 

Yes, all the time. By telephone. 

How did they feel about the end of the war? 

Glad it was over. 

And about you coming home? 

I still had the old job so I didn’t have any problems there.  

How did they get you home? 

The Greyhound bus. 

Did they provide for that or did they make you pay your own way? 

Yeah, they provided for all this. My trip back to Virginia, trips from camp to camp, they 
provided it.  
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How do you feel about your experience as a conscientious objector, now looking back on it? 

Well, with me it worked smoothly, so I think it’s the only way to go.  

Did anybody ever give you a hard time about it? 

No. I had a boss that would lecture me on it a little bit, but not really giving me a bad time, but 
he’d lecture me on his feelings.  

How have you felt about other wars? How did you feel, for example, when Vietnam broke out?  

I still had this point that I won’t kill anybody, so it stayed pretty stable. 
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BRUCE REEVES 
 
May 13, 2003 
 
Bruce Reeves was born in Washington’s Yakima Valley and is a member of the Church of the 
Brethren.  

________________________________________________________ 
 
I reported to Waldport on February 18, 1944. 

And you were here for how long?  

About a year. When I arrived, the first thing I did was on the work project planting trees in the 
burnt over areas of the forest. Then some of us were cutting the snags, the dead trees, in order to 
have fire breaks in the area. Then I was asked to run a road grader. I ran a road grader while 
some other people worked on the rock crusher and things of that sort for about six months.  

We had sort of a democratic leadership in our camp to assign work projects, and I was assigned 
to be the infirmary attendant. Everybody was upset about the current infirmary attendant. He was 
making the decisions who was ill and who wasn’t. I told them I would not make the decision. It 
was up to each man and his conscience whether he was too ill to go to work. So, I did that until, 
let’s see, I was transferred to Castañera, Puerto Rico, to the CPS camp there in June of 1945. 
That was in about the south central, south west central of Puerto Rico, the island.  

The work project at Castañera was a rural hospital. We had doctors and nurses and reconditioned 
some barracks for a small hospital unit. I was recruited there to run a recreational program and a 
craft program for the local people. I was in Puerto Rico until about the middle of 1947. I was 
discharged from the draft I think sometime in 1946, but I stayed on and did volunteer work there 
until 1947. I was working in the unit there and running the recreational program. Prior to going 
to Waldport and being drafted, I went with the American Friends Service Committee to a work 
camp in Mexico in the fall of 1941. I was with the American Friends Service Committee for a 
year and a half in Mexico. Prior to coming to back to the United States my draft board gave me 
deferments to stay in Mexico to do work with the work camps. Then I came back to California 
and I had two six-month deferments to work as an agriculture worker in the orange groves, and 
they finally nailed me [laughs]. 

I graduated from La Verne College in Southern California. I belonged to the Church of the 
Brethren, one of the peace churches. I was asked, as a representative, to go down to a work camp 
in Mexico with American Friends Service Committee because the peace churches -- the Friends 
and the Mennonites and the Brethren -- all wanted to establish some volunteer service overseas 
during the war. But they [Congress] never allowed us to do that. But I was in Mexico, south of 
Guadalajara, in a little town when the war was declared on December the seventh. Our main 
project there was to rebuild a local elementary school. We had about fifteen people in our group. 
Most of those people were from back east. They were Quakers and most of those fellows had just 
graduated from college, from Yale and Princeton and Harvard and Brown. You name it. Cornell 
and so forth. I was about the only one from the West coast. That was a volunteer work camp 
there. Then we moved from there after about six months to down near Vera Cruz. We worked at 
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draining swamps to fight malaria. Later on, I moved to another small village where we helped 
install the first sewer system down through the main street of the little town. So, this type of 
work was sponsored by the Friends and I had the privilege of working with them. The whole 
thing was sort of the forerunner of the Peace Corp that we now know. There still are a lot of 
people that volunteer to go into other countries and try to do good work, you know.  

Then when I got into [Waldport], I kind of joined into -- well, I was really not an artist along 
with a lot of the others that were there. We had a fine arts group there, you know? But I was 
involved with four or five others and we all built some looms and did some weaving. A couple of 
us continued on to do weaving after they left the CPS camp in their own private lives. We had 
kind of a make-do woodshop there and I, along with some others, did a lot of lathe work, making 
myrtle wood bowls and plates and things of that sort while some of the fine arts people were 
doing their painting and writing and things of that sort.  

Fortunately, we had some good luck in contacting the Oregon Woolen Mills in Oregon City and 
found some spare pieces of the looms that we could get to thread the wool and other materials 
through. We built our own looms. I think we built about six looms. But they were probably three 
feet wide, sort of table models, not the large ones. We had difficulty getting materials because 
we didn’t have any money. But we were able to get some yarns of different types and some wool 
and some raffia. So we made a lot of different things like that with those materials. We made 
mats. We made some scarves and some mufflers to put around your neck and keep you warm. 
We made some table runners and things of that sort.  

Looms are a rather technical machine. Had you known about looms before this? Had you had 
experience in running them or had you been a weaver before? 

No, none of us did. We just were talking about projects to try to use some creative abilities after 
our work hours because none of us were really challenged by the work of planting trees and 
cutting down snags and doing just regular forestry work. We wanted to do something different 
when we got into camp. Some of us had done woodworking and metal art and different things 
prior to coming to camp. Some of us got together and decided we wanted to explore the idea of 
making some looms and seeing what we could do. So, that’s what we did. Some of the other 
fellows were writers and were interested in printing. They were able to get a hold of a printing 
press. I think they bought it there at Waldport, and they installed a printing press. I helped run off 
a few things on the printing press just to be doing something. Other creative people were writing 
stories or writing plays, and putting on plays for the camp, things of this sort.  

You took part in many of those things as far as the arts and the crafts were concerned? 

Well, I was supporter and on the fringes. I wasn’t quite as talented as a number of them but, I 
went with them to help see that things went along pretty well. 

What did you do with the things that you made with the looms, like the table runners? Was 
anything ever sold into the community? 
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Well, I don’t think so. We didn’t have too good of relations with the community. Most of us 
would send them home to our parents or our friends. We’d just continue on trying to make do. 
All this was done in spare time, you know, after hours of work.  

Can you comment a little bit more on the relationship that the camp had with the community? 

Well, about the only contact we had was I think before I arrived at the camp. Some of the fellows 
had gone up to Waldport on a Saturday or Friday night and went to a dance. The community, 
some of the roughnecks around there, didn’t appreciate the fact that the conscientious objectors 
were dancing around with their women [laughs]. So not many fellows went back because it was 
a little bit too provocative. There really wasn’t much interaction at all when I was there.  

The only interaction that I witnessed was we had a doctor that came from Waldport down to the 
camp about once a week, just on a routine basis to check up on anybody that had some ongoing 
health problems. He was reluctant to come down at any other time except for once a week. But if 
we had really needed someone, well, he would come down. While I was there as the infirmary 
attendant, we had a couple of accidents in the woods. A couple people were -- at different times, 
two people were killed in the woods. I had to kind of help with the arrangements and talk to their 
families when they came. Things of that sort.  

Was there a time, like a really low point for you at all while you were here at Waldport that you 
maybe felt like you wanted to leave or questioned being here? 

Most of the time was a low point because it was, in all of our views, insignificant work. We were 
put out in the brush to be unheard, unseen, and so forth. We didn’t think it was work of national 
importance at all. The whole idea was to isolate us and get us out of the communities, we 
thought. But I never was to the point where I was going to leave. A lot of people were sent to 
camps in 1942. I was lucky. I didn’t have to go until later. So I had a little different attitude. 
Some of the people who had been there for a long time were really fed up with the system. In 
fact, some did walk away while I was there.  

We had all kinds of people there. We had a lot of agnostics. We had some what we called the 
“holy rollers,” very fundamental Christian people. It got a little bit amusing after awhile. One of 
the fellows, before I left to go to Puerto Rico, showed up at the work truck to go out and work in 
the woods and had a backpack with him. The Forest Service people, they were responsible for 
the work project during the days. They had nothing to do about running the camp but they 
outlined the work. Of course, most of it was planting trees. They asked the fellow, “What are you 
going to do with the backpack?” He says, “Well, I was reading the Bible and if somebody 
compels you to work, you should work double time for him. So, I’m going to stay out there in 
the woods and work sixteen hours instead of eight. And don’t worry about me, I can hike back 
in.” They wouldn’t even let him go to work then [laughs]! They figured that if he was out there 
in the woods all by himself, they were responsible. They didn’t want to have somebody just 
staying out there with him. So, they just figured the best thing to do is not even let him go to 
work [laughs]. We had all kinds of protests and so forth.  

Were you ever involved in any of the protest? 
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Well, because I was infirmary attendant, [fellow COs] liked me because if they said they were 
sick, they were sick and I took care of them. Some of the administration and others kept after me 
to make those guys go to work. And I said, “Hey, I’m not a doctor. I’m not going to be 
responsible for that.” So, I had good relations with most of the people around there. One of the 
reasons I was trained to run the road grader was the Forest Service guys wanted to get me out of 
the camp. They wanted me to go for a week at a time camping out and going back up in the 
woods to grade roads. I guess they thought I was not the leader of the rabble rousers, but one that 
encouraged everybody. I told them well, I wasn’t really interested. I liked to run the grader, but I 
wasn’t going to be out of camp because I wanted to be there and see what was going on.  

What was it like being in Puerto Rico when you heard that the atomic bomb was dropped in 
Japan?  

Well, it’s one of the most devastating things that ever happened. What can you do? You can sign 
letters of protest and all that but, I think most everybody felt pretty helpless about it. Of course, 
the communities in camps all over were quite concerned about that. My friends, I won’t say all 
my friends, but my friends that had the CPS experience, they regretted the whole thing. Even to 
this day we still regret the actions going on in the world, the war and so forth.  

You mentioned that you had gone to school at the College of La Verne. Were quite a few of your 
fellow classmates also assigned to CPS camps? 

Yes, a number of them. We had a lot of discussions about which way we were going to go. Some 
of my good friends went into the Army, some into the Air Force. Some were killed during the 
war. A few of us made the decision to be conscientious objectors and I still meet with them.  

Would you make the same decision today? 

Oh absolutely. Life is too short to start shouldering guns and start shooting people. I don’t think 
that’s the way we ought to live.  
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MARK A. ROUCH 

 
May 15, 2003 
 
Mark Rouch, a Methodist, was born in Oklahoma and gave up a ministerial deferred 
classification as a “cop out.” As a CO he walked out of the Waldport camp in protest of working 
without wages. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was in Magnolia, Arkansas. It was really interesting. There was a tornado that came up and 
virtually wiped out the camp in Magnolia. When that happened, it was fascinating because it was 
the only place in the county that it hit. So the next day in the newspaper there was a headline that 
said, “God Strikes the Conchies.” [Laughter by all] I’d give anything if I had that paper, but I 
don’t. Anyway, then the Brethren Church redistributed those of us who were in Magnolia and I 
was one sent to Waldport. I think some of the others at least were sent to Cascade Locks but, I 
was sent to Waldport. 

I had signed as a conscientious objector when I first registered. However, I was a preministerial 
student, and so I had a deferred classification -- I think it was 4B -- as a preministerial student, 
and I was actually pastoring at a little church in Oklahoma and going to college. Finally I 
decided that was a kind of a cop-out for me, so I gave up that ministerial deferment. It was then 
that I was sent to the Magnolia, Arkansas camp. My parents were very much supportive of this. 
In fact they, of course, stayed on in my hometown which was Guthrie, Oklahoma. They had to 
suffer the rejection of a lot of their friends and other people in the town primarily because of my 
action. Of course, I came away into an environment where I was around a lot of other people that 
had done the same thing I had done. So it was a supportive environment, but theirs was very 
difficult. For many, many years I was not invited to come back to the high school reunion. Until 
finally several years ago I was, and it worked out very well.  

So from the beginning I had been a conscientious objector and registered as a conscientious 
objector. My parents had been, especially my mother, very strongly pacifist. I had 
encouragement from her to take that step. Also, at that time I was, and I am, a Methodist. There 
were quite a number of young Methodist ministers in Oklahoma at that time who were pacifists. 
At youth camps and so on I was influenced by them also. 

Well, of course, some of the [Methodist] people changed their position. There were others who 
took a noncombatant position. You could make the choice to be a noncombatant in the Army and 
do medical work. But there was a very staunch group of people, some ministers and some lay 
people, in the church who kept their same position once the war started. Of course, the war had 
been going several years, two years I guess, by the time I registered. 

So when you got to Waldport, what jobs did you do?  

We did work on planting trees, reforestation. We also worked on some of the trails up to the 
lookout towers. Then, on a few occasions, I was involved in helping fight forest fires. We were 
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organized into crews and would be taken from the camp out to the worksites each day in a Forest 
Service truck. 

Did you ever have any contact with the people in Waldport? 

Well, very little. They were very standoffish, as you might expect. Now, I was assigned to a side 
camp in Mapleton and was in that side camp for quite a little while. When our group had been up 
at the side camp in Mapleton, I guess we’d been there maybe several weeks, and the town caught 
on fire. Being in a little valley with the Siuslaw River coming down, the fire spread very rapidly. 
But we helped fight the fire. Some of us happened to be down in town. It was on a Saturday I 
think, because we were off work and we were in the town when the fire started. Because of that 
we had quite friendly relationships in Mapleton. 

How about in the camp itself? Were there divisions?  

Well, you know there was a considerable amount of diversity religiously or philosophically 
speaking. There were a few people that were, I think, probably avowedly atheist, although you 
had to make some kind of a religious statement when you applied to be a conscientious objector. 
But these people were not. They were probably agnostic at best. 

But, anyway, there was considerable difference of viewpoint. There were some of us who, I 
guess, were kind of rather middle of the road liberals religiously and some of the people were 
quite conservative, almost fundamentalists. Then there were others that were, as I said, virtually 
agnostic.  

Do you have any information on this little group that called themselves the Church of the 
Firstborn? These people came from somewhere up in the Northwest. I don’t know where. They 
called themselves the Church of the Firstborn. They all brought their wives, and they lived in a 
little tourist camp across the road. When you would ask them about how old they were, they 
would always give you that information from the time they had been converted, because they 
considered that their real birth. When their wives would be there for supper in the mess hall, you 
could never speak directly to the wife. You always had to speak to the man. Then if there was 
something, he would convey that to his wife, and she would reply through him. So that was one 
of their distinctive things. But they would meet in the chapel every Sunday, and they would take 
passages of scripture and try to decide what that really meant for them. Well, one Sunday they 
came to the section of the Sermon on the Mount about going the second mile and decided that 
they should work double time. So the next day when they were out on the job they said they 
wanted to stay another eight hours. Well, the Forest Service didn’t quite know how to deal with 
that. In the beginning they left a foreman and a truck out there with them to bring them in at the 
end of the eight hours. Of course, that was well into the night. But that only lasted a couple of 
days. They finally told them they could stay, but they had to stay by themselves. Nobody would 
stay with them. There would be no truck. They had to walk back in from their job which they 
counted in the eight hours. Some of us would take turns staying up late to fix meals for them 
when they got back. Well, the end result of this was they were all given honorable discharges 
and sent home. That was a very unusual thing. But they said, “Ah, hah! See what comes when 
you really are obedient to the Bible.” 
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One other thing I think I mentioned . . . was that I was in a side camp for a while at Mapleton. 
[T]here were probably about ten of us up there. We lived in an old triple C camp in Mapleton, 
and we worked Forest Service trails out from there. For a while, about a year I guess, I was sort 
of in charge of the camp. That just meant that I ordered the groceries and took care of a few other 
minor details. I think I said the other day that the town caught on fire. And we had a basically 
good relationship with the people after that, especially people in a small, I guess it was a United 
Brethren church. It was either Evangelical or United Brethren.  

How long again were you at Waldport? 

You know I’m not quite sure of that. But that introduces another question or another matter. 
There were a group of us -- there must have been about twenty. I don’t know the exact number. 
But a group of us left the camp and we told the government where we would be. It was a sort of 
a protest against working without any wages. It wasn’t an attempt to escape because we all told 
the government where they could find us.  

I went to Portland and I worked in a Methodist Community Center called Manley Center in 
Portland. I lived there and worked there, and then finally I made the mistake of hitchhiking back 
to my home in Oklahoma just for a visit. The man who was the head of the draft board lived 
right across the street. And of course, he saw me and realized I was not at the camp so he got in 
touch with the FBI. I was arrested and then I got out on bail. I was arrested in Oklahoma City, or 
taken to Oklahoma City. Then I went back out to Oregon and went back to work at Manley 
Center. My trial didn’t come up until the end of the war in 1946 -- and I was acquitted on a 
technicality. There was a lawyer by the name of Reinmiller. . . He was a quite competent lawyer 
in Portland, and he took the cases of several conscientious objectors who had done the same 
thing I had done. With the war being over, the government just simply wanted to dispose of us, 
and so I was acquitted on a technicality. 

How did you feel after the war when you did not get benefits, such as the GI bill, to go on with 
your education? 

That never actually occurred to me. I was just glad it was over and glad to be back. I went very 
soon and enrolled in college. Incidentally, when I got back home, my local draft board tried to 
reclassify me as 1A. They were going to draft me even though the war had ended. I appealed that 
to the state Selective Service Board, and the appeal was granted so I went back to college. 

I knew I was going to be a minister. So I knew I would be going to seminary, so I did not take 
any religion courses. Since I knew I would be going to seminary and would have nothing but 
religion courses, I just took other things. I had a major in English literature and a minor in 
philosophy. I became an ordained United Methodist minister and served in that capacity in 
various situations. I was a pastor for ten years. I went to Boston University School of Theology 
and also continued and got a doctorate, a Ph.D. I worked as a pastor for ten years, and then I was 
a college chaplain at Cornell College in Mount Vernon, Iowa, for a year. Then I went to work in 
the national offices of the United Methodist Church. I was the person assigned to the job of 
continuing education for ministry and did that for nine years. Then I came to where we live now 
and worked at an agency called The Interpreters’ House, which is kind of a retreat center for 
ministers for three and a half years. Then I helped found an agency called The Intentional 
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Growth Center and directed that for ten years before I retired. After I retired I went to New 
Zealand for a year as a pastor.  

When you were in camp, did you get news about the war?  

We had access, of course, to newspapers and radio as far as getting the news. We weren’t shut 
off in any way in that matter. As far as the atrocities, from the very beginning I was very much 
opposed to the use of the atomic bomb and was concerned about that. Secondly, as far as the 
concentration camps in Germany were concerned, I think we knew that was going on all along 
and just felt very badly about that. It was just a horrible thing. I think that, kind of in relationship 
to that, as you know, there was an opportunity for people to volunteer for various kinds of 
special projects like hunger experiments, and mental hospitals and so on. I think if I had it to do 
over again, I would have done that rather than leave the camp. But, of course, I did what I did 
and was very convinced at the time I was doing the right thing.  

Do you remember any particulars about the Fine Arts Group while you were here? 

I know they did plays, and I went to see the plays. I don’t remember much else about the group 
except I think I remember that they did some visual art work. Of course, when I was off in the 
side camp in Mapleton, I couldn’t have any contact. I do remember that those men were 
predominantly rather agnostic. I think we had some very active discussions with some of them 
about that. I think at that point I had probably less understanding of and appreciation for an 
agnostic position than I would have now. I can remember one incident in a discussion. One of 
these men was very critical of our Christian hymns. His reason for that was that you would use 
the same music for the words of the whole hymn regardless of what it was saying. Like the 
music ought to really fit the words more. It’s a trivial thing, but somehow that stuck in my mind.  

One thing Charles Cooley and I would do is we would hitchhike over to Eugene, Oregon. As 
soon as we got off work on Saturday, we’d clean up and hitchhike over to Eugene. There was a 
Wesley foundation there, a Methodist student group that really took us in. We had very cordial 
relationships with them. Then we would hitchhike back on Sunday evening in time to get there 
for work on Monday. This man, Charles Cooley, he was a very interesting guy. Or he is a very 
interesting man. He could do things that I could never do. We would be riding, and if we were 
picked up by a soldier, he would say to them, “What is that uniform you have on?” They would 
be kind of nonplussed about that. They would say, “Well, you know, the war is going on and 
we’re in this war. This is our uniform.” He’d say, “Well, why would you do a thing like that?” I 
don’t know that anybody ever really got mad, but I was just amazed that he would do that.  

Have you continued after this experience to be a pacifist? 

I’m very much a pacifist. The most recent thing is I’m very active with a group where I live in 
relation to the Iraq war. We’re in opposition to it. I have maintained connections with pacifist 
organizations all through the years. Since my retirement, I am quite active in what we call a 
peace fellowship in our county. I’ve become very interested in Gandhi and do quite a bit of 
teaching in relation to Gandhi.  
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FORD SEXTON 

August 25, 2003 
 
Ford Sexton, a Brethren from North Carolina, worked on project and played guitar. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
I was born in what I would call a religious Christian home. During the Second World War, the 
government recognized Quakers, Mennonites and the Church of the Brethren as peace churches. 
That is the reason I became a conscientious objector. My daddy was a CO in World War I. The 
Church of the Brethren was a peace-oriented church. My daddy was a CO, so he taught me that 
way. It’s a strange community. There are a lot of relatives. Mostly my grandfather started this 
church, the one where I go. It was uncles, aunts, cousins, people like that mostly.  

Do you remember what you were doing when you received your draft? 

I was driving a truck for a lumber company nearby. It was the late 1930’s or 1940. I went to 
Camp Craw in South Carolina where I was examined. They couldn’t understand a CO. One of 
the sergeants there said he couldn’t understand why a big healthy you-know-what wouldn’t fight 
for his country. I had been taught that way in my church. Only five percent of the young men 
were COs [in the church]; most of the men went to the Army. I don’t understand that too well. 
My family had a lot of influence. I believed like they did. I still believe that most people have 
changed their beliefs, but I’m a tar so I guess I’m too stubborn to change. When I was going to 
school, about 5th or 6th grade my school teacher knew that my family believed that way, so she 
singled me out in front of the class and kind of threw off on me but, it didn’t bother me. She 
couldn’t understand that either. Some places in camp were really friendly and other places were 
pretty hostile.  

Your father was a CO? Did his actions affect your decision? 

Yes, I think it did. I had a lot of confidence in him. He was treated a little rougher than I was. I 
wasn’t persecuted too much. They would take them out in the First World War like they were 
going to shoot them. I don’t think I ever got too scared. I never thought they would. He was in 
camp when that bad flu broke out. You weren’t old enough to remember that, but thousands and 
thousands of people died. They all got it in camp where he was. They were persecuted for it. 

What did you have to do to become a CO? 

I registered. Some of the COs didn’t register. They went to prison. But I registered and I had to 
see a Judge Peon in Greensboro. I was living in Sparta then, so the pastor of the church went 
with me down there and he pleaded my case. I got a 5E classification, I believe. When I went 
down to South Carolina at Camp Craw, they put a big 5E or whatever it was on my back. I guess 
it was in yellow or red. They marched me up to ask me to pass the examination and walked me 
up to be fingerprinted. They asked me if I wanted the Army or the Navy or whatever. I told them 
I didn’t want either. I think then they turned me loose and I took a bus back home. Some of the 
people went to prison. The judge in Greensboro, he had someone, the FBI I guess, check on me, 
because he had my record down there. I didn’t have much trouble. I went to a church camp first. 
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First they sent me to Magnolia, Arkansas working for the soil conservation service. They had a 
great big tornado that just flattened everything. So they sent me to Waldport, Oregon, then. It 
was a church camp too. We did fire fighting during fire season. It was on the Oregon coast and it 
rained six months out of the year, horizontally. The rainy part of the year we set out trees and 
had some smoke jumpers. I didn’t go out for that because I was afraid. They did get caught in 
trees. Then they moved me to Bedford, Virginia, between Lynchburg and Roanoke. I was 
working for the park. When the war was over they closed it down and sent me to Gatlinburg, 
Tennessee. That was a government operated camp and I worked on the Great Smoky Mountains. 
I enjoyed it; I always go to travel a lot. There is a stigma to being a CO, you were looked down 
by some people, and by some people you were respected. I reckon you should follow your 
conscience, what you believe. Most of the young men of my church went into the service.  

How were those men, who were part of your church but chose to go to the war, how were they 
received in your community? 

Alright. They were fine. They were relatives, cousins in some way. They just chose to do that, 
and I chose not to.  

Did you know that Camp Angell was an arts camp before you went? 

No, I didn’t know anything about it. I really enjoyed it, though. Oregon is a beautiful place. In 
North Carolina, the east coast is flat and you don’t see much. But out there, the ocean comes out 
next to mountains some places. For about the first two weeks I went up on the side of the 
mountain behind the camp there and I would sit and look at it for two hours at a time. It was 
beautiful. I’d like to go back out there someday. We had all kinds of people. Some were doctors, 
some lawyers, some nurses. Preachers. Some weren’t religious at all. Some were. There was 
more Jehovah’s Witnesses in CPS than anybody. That’s not a peace church. The government 
recognized Church of the Brethren, Mennonites, and Quakers. Most of the Jehovah’s Witnesses 
went to prison because they didn’t register.  

I played guitar since I was a kid. We really had some good musicians. One in Oregon was a 
violin player, a staff musician for a radio station in New York. They didn’t have television back 
then. In Arkansas, we had an accordion player. He played it in Pittsburg, Pennsylvania. At 
Oregon they had a side camp, toward Florence, Oregon, go inland about 20 miles at Mapleton. 
There was a black fellow, he was from Winston-Salem, North Carolina, but he was really into 
the boogie woogie back then on the piano. He told them he’d be a cook up there if he could take 
his piano. He’d practice five hours a day. He and I would play, I would play the guitar. We’d 
play songs like camp basics. You wouldn’t remember songs from back then. Boogie woogie and 
I had a good time playing music.  

What kind of work did you do at Camp Angell? 

Just fighting forest fires in the fire season. I was a grunt, the one fellow to go out by himself, 
climb the trees. In the rainy season we would set out trees where it had been burned off. The 
buildings were this green color, like at all government places; everything is painted that green 
color. I did some painting on that. Sometimes we went down to California to fight forest fires. 
They had some big trees. A log had fallen off a log truck near the camp. I crawled in the heart of 
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it, the heart had rotted out. I had a fellow take my picture. That’s how big a log is, you could 
crawl back into the heart of it. When they cut the trees there they would build a scaffold that 
would go up. Around here they would just cut the trees down next to the ground. They would 
build the scaffold way up and they’d pad the ground because they were so large when they hit 
the ground, it might break open. Some stumps were big enough you could have a little dance hall 
on top of it. They were huge trees. I don’t need to tell you that.  

I loved going up to Portland a lot. I’d always have to hitchhike. I had a lot of experiences doing 
that. Three hundred miles up there and back. I learned my way around in Portland. I was just a 
kid, but looking back now I don’t know how I did it. It was a strange place. I enjoyed it. If I 
didn’t have a place to sleep at night when I was hitchhiking, I wasn’t afraid to lie down beside 
the road then but you wouldn’t do that today. One Sunday afternoon I started to Portland. They 
used to have panel wagons instead of the kind of SUVs they have now. They had wooden panels 
on the side. The wagon stopped with a bunch of boys and girls from Corvallis, Oregon, a college 
or university that is there, they took me there. They didn’t have an extra bed, but I could sleep in 
a sleeping bag. I was glad to take that. I slept on the floor in that. There was a CO sympathizer in 
Salem, Oregon. I was on my way up there so he let me stay there. He was a professor at a college 
or university in Salem. He had a young daughter. She’d gone to a movie, but she came back. We 
slept upstairs. I woke up, and an awfully embarrassing thing happened. My nose seldom ever 
bled. But I woke up during the night and my nose had been bleeding. I didn’t know what to do, 
so I thought I would just go to the bathroom. I thought I knew where it was. So I got to what I 
thought was the bathroom, got hold of the switch, went to turn it on and heard someone turn over 
in the bed. I didn’t want to wake her up. So I knew the next door had to be the bathroom.  

I got a ride with a fellow who had a tractor trailer and he said I could ride on the inside of the 
trailer. He locked it from outside. I had a little tiny light, about as much light as a cigarette. And 
you didn’t know if you were going up or down or sideways. That was a little scary. I got several 
miles of ride with him. One day I rode with a fellow who had two prefab houses on his tractor 
trailer. He asked me if I’d ever driven a truck and I told him only a small lumber truck back here 
where I live. He slid over and said he wanted me to drive, he was sleepy. I wasn’t going fast 
enough for him I guess; he reached down and pulled the throttle out so I just let it go. We went 
through some small towns and luckily we didn’t run into anybody. Some rides were scary. One 
fellow going back to Waldport stopped with a station wagon full of frozen chicken. They had 
running boards. He said I could ride on the running board. I thought it was going to burn my legs 
off. The window was rolled down, I climbed up and rode on the frozen chickens until he got to a 
store and I caught another ride.  

When you hitchhiked up there, what sort of things did you do? 

Oh, I had sinus trouble. I lived on the ocean, but I’m not sure what it was. I had headaches. There 
were Army doctors in Portland. Of course they knew where I was coming from because they sent 
us there. We didn’t make any money to pay the doctor. One fellow asked me what kind of Bible 
we read down there. I told him the very same kind he did, I guess. I didn’t say anything hateful. 
You get questions like that. Because I believed like I did, then I must be reading a different kind 
of Bible. I do read the Bible. I have all kinds of Bibles. I read the Bible and everything I could 
get a hold of. I learned quite a bit. We did a lot of Ping-Pong. They had recreation halls in the 
camps. We played Ping-Pong and music. It’s quite an experience.  
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Was your brother a CO as well? 

Yes. He was in a starvation experiment. They sent him to New York to a place called Welfare 
Island, it was a starvation thing. Back then at movies they had a news thing called the March of 
Time, and they had him on there. I got to see that later. He looked like a skeleton. One cousin 
was in California at someplace. He took atypical pneumonia. They’d give you a disease and try 
to find a cure for it. More COs died or got killed in accidents, per capita, than were killed in the 
Army. I was in Oregon when a fellow from Louisiana, we called him Frenchie, but he didn’t 
know anything about timber. They cut a tree down and it swung around and knocked him down, 
another one came down and flattened his head. A lot were killed in accidents. One time at 
Waldport, you know how the water comes in places with the rocks and hits them and the water 
goes way up in the air? A helicopter crashed down there for some reason, so a bunch of us went 
down there and this fellow got swept in by one of these waves, never found him, but found one 
of his shoes with one foot in it. We just cursed him. But it was beautiful. Every night I’d go out 
at Waldport. The ocean was just across the road from the camp. I’d go as far until I was scared 
because it was dark, unless the moon was shining. I could have just stepped off into something. I 
was lucky I didn’t. 

How did Camp Angell compare to the other camps you went to? 

I liked it better because I liked Oregon. It was the prettiest state I’d ever been in. Year round it 
stays green because it gets so much rain. The underbrush and the evergreens stay green all year. I 
thought the ocean was beautiful. On the east coast you can’t see anything much, it’s flat. It was a 
beautiful ride up the 101 highway that went from California to Washington. I know you’ve been 
on that road. It’s a beautiful ride. When I went back to the camp on Sunday evenings from 
Mapleton, Oregon, you’d be way up on a mountain and look down into the ocean and see these 
porpoises, they had a lot of sea lions and sea lion caves. When the sun was going down on the 
water it would look just as red as blood. On the east coast you don’t see anything like that. I 
thought it was a beautiful state. When you get up to Portland, one day they announced on the 
radio they had 35 lawn fires, it was so hot there, but when you got back down to Waldport you 
would start to put a jacket on. We kept the fire and the stove on all summer even in August and 
July. They say it hadn’t snowed there in years and years. It must have snowed sometime. I just 
loved Oregon. 

Can you tell me about the training you had to fight fires? 

They’d take us out, the ranger, and we would cut trails and cut –I don’t know what you’d call it-
you’d clear the right of way where the fire was coming, you’d cut it back far enough where it 
wouldn’t jump. Try to stop it. Usually we didn’t have any water to fight it with. We’d just cut 
trees down and clear places out to try to stop it. I’ve seen now on television where they have 
airplanes go over and drop water to put it out. We did have smokejumpers go up. There would be 
a lot of lightening fires. They’d go in and put the small ones out. Mostly the training you’d get 
was on the job training. They did take you out to dig the trails to clear it out. I can’t remember 
ever using a fire truck.  

Did you ever have any visitors to camp? 
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Yes, sometimes on Sundays. People would come in and eat dinner or lunch with you. In Bedford 
a lot of kids would come in on Sunday. Your parents could come. My sister and her friend came; 
they were going to Appalachian State Teacher College. They would come. That was only in 
Bedford, the only one close enough. They had dark rooms where you could make your pictures. I 
took a lot of pictures in Oregon. I have one on my television here that I don’t know who took it. 
A couple more fellows and I were sitting on a boat on a river there, you know where the salmon 
go up to spawn, and we were sitting beside the boat because we’d gone up as far as we could go, 
but the salmon could go up. That was fun. Of course I was into Ping-Pong. They say that two 
years in camp, of course I was in there more than two years, two years in CPS is equivalent to 
two years of college. There were so many different kinds of people, it was educational. I still 
enjoyed the music the best. There were professional musicians. I’ve always enjoyed music. 

How did your camp experience affect your life? 

I think it helped my self esteem. I liked being with highly educated people and some that weren’t 
educated. 

How did your experiences affect your attitude to later U.S. wars? 

The way I see it, God instituted the state for the law and order and he instituted the church for the 
spiritual wellbeing of mankind. I believe that sometimes you have to have a war. But I followed 
my conscience, being brought up that way. I joined the church when we were from age 12 to 15. 
We really weren’t old enough to know about it, I guess we should have waited a little longer. I 
know a lot of people are criticizing Bush, but I think he thinks he’s doing the right thing. I don’t 
know what would have happened after 9/11 if we hadn’t done something. They might have 
continued to blow up the United States. I feel sad every time a boy is killed over there now, one 
or two a week. It bothers me. I believe God instituted the state for law and order, I can see it two 
different ways. For some people their conscience doesn’t bother them, and they are patriotic. I’m 
patriotic, I love the United States. It’s the only place I’d want to live really. I think it’s the best 
there is. I don’t know how you feel about it. It’s a bad thing to live in a world where people are 
so mean you have to have a war sometime. Don’t you think so? 



 214

WILLIAM SHANK 
 
August 27, 2003 
 
William Shank, a philosophical objector from New Jersey, was medically unable to work on 
projects and immersed himself in the Fine Arts Program. 

________________________________________________________ 

 
My father was a pharmacist. My mother was a teacher. I grew up in West Orange, which is 
where I actually was born. The Depression hadn’t yet started, but it came a few years later. My 
father began to lose all his money, the bank went bust, and it was a very hard time for the family. 
We moved from one place to another. I went to school in West Orange, later in Newark, and I 
graduated high school in Newark in 1943. 
 
I was expecting my draft notice and I was prepared for it. I knew that I didn’t want to go. I felt 
that war was something that I didn’t want to participate in and I was prepared that if I didn’t get 
CO status that I would refuse to go, and go to prison, if that’s what the consequence was. I mean, 
I really had prepared for this probably from the time I was maybe 16 or 17 or so. I really had 
made up my mind that I was not going to go into the Army, that I had a philosophical objection 
to war, that I felt that war was immoral, that I thought it was futile, that I thought it was evil, and 
that I just didn’t want to have anything to do with it.  
 
I might add that part of it was my own feeling, part of it was some friends that I had made. I 
came into contact with a group of absolute conscientious objectors. By absolute, I mean people 
who wouldn’t participate even with registering for the draft. I remember reading in 1940 (I 
would have been fourteen years old) about a group of people who refused to register for the 
draft. They were divinity students. They would have been automatically exempt from serving in 
the military because they were theological students, however, they had made up their mind that 
they would not participate. That if they acquiesced to registering that would be saying that the 
war was okay, that the draft was okay for everybody else, but that they, being ministerial 
students, shouldn’t participate. They settled in Newark after they were released from prison. I 
remember they were sentenced to a year and a day, at Danbury Correctional Institution, in 
Connecticut. And on their release, some of them started a home in the slums of Newark, where 
they would do good for people. They would take in impoverished children and operate a camp 
for them. I met these people, and one of them was David Dellinger, who since has had a lot of 
prominence in pacifist and anarchist circles. And there were others. And some of these people 
talked to me and they made good sense. While I didn’t follow their absolute conviction about not 
wanting to register, I did decide at that point that I wanted to become a CO.  
 
I did get interviewed by some of the members of the draft board. I certainly didn’t convince them 
of my attitude toward war, but somehow or other I managed to convince somebody that I was 
sincere and that I was honest and that this was my calling in life at that time. I think that 
somehow or other they decided that I would do more good doing civilian, alternate service, than 
I would do if I were in jail. I think I was very, very lucky to get that CO status. Although I can’t 
say exactly what could have happened, whether somebody knew my father or whether somebody 
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knew me or some of the teachers that I had sent in recommendations, whether they somehow 
made some convincing points. I had a prominent Quaker that sent a letter testifying to my 
sincerity and there were other people who sent letters to the draft board. 
 
What was your family’s response to your decision to become a CO? 
 
I think they were rather embarrassed by it. My father was a pharmacist. He had a drugstore, and 
they had a lunch counter and there were customers and I think that they didn’t want it known that 
I was not doing the patriotic thing that was expected of eighteen year-olds at that time. I think 
that my father would say that, “Oh, he’s away in the Army or he’s doing something else.” I think 
they were embarrassed by the whole thing. My sister was supportive and I think my brother was 
understanding, without necessarily being supportive. My brother did get drafted into the Army. 
He first enlisted, or tried to enlist in the Merchant Marine, and they turned him down for a 
disability, and then the Army took him. But this was after the war so there was no service on his 
part. 
 
I was first assigned to Big Flats, New York, CPS Camp #46. That camp was run by the Quakers 
and that was an induction center for people, at least from the eastern part of the United States, 
perhaps from the entire United States. The idea was that during that period of their orientation 
their special skills or their weaknesses or their interests might be developed or might be 
analyzed. Then they would be assigned to a different camp, after, say, three months. During the 
time that I was at the Quaker camp, there were lectures about other camps. I remember there was 
a camp of cooperative living, which was in Oregon, at Cascade Locks. That was where I learned 
of the camp for fine arts at Waldport. At some point I expressed my interest in being assigned to 
Waldport. I thought at the same time that it would be an interesting opportunity for me to see the 
country. I had probably never been more than a hundred miles from the place where I grew up, 
so this was a chance to see the country.  
 
Waldport had a very good reputation for the arts. I knew other people who had been at Big Flats, 
who had gone to Waldport and said that this was the place to come to, this was the place where 
arts are flourishing. It was a place where I could learn about art. I had just graduated from high 
school, hadn’t gone to college yet, didn’t know in which direction I was going. I was very naive 
about probably lots of things. I was perhaps mature about political things because I had to get 
involved in order to develop my CO status, but aside from that I was rather unlearned, and so 
Waldport was to me a very, very good place to be assigned to. But when you ask about the 
reputation about Waldport, there was another side to it. Waldport at that time had a reputation of 
being disorganized, low morale, a place which wasn’t particularly well run. I learned that there 
had been four different camp directors at Waldport that had resigned one after another because 
there were problems with the people who were there, they had trouble with administration, or 
morale was bad.  
 
There was another thing about Waldport. The people who went for the fine arts were highly 
sophisticated. Not myself, but most of the people there were mature individuals who had had 
careers in the arts, or in education, or in the professions in one sort of another. Really idealistic, 
devoted, dedicated people. But Waldport was also used by the government as a place to isolate 
people who might be a problem in some way. I recall, for instance, that there were a number of 
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Jehovah’s Witnesses there and the Jehovah’s Witnesses were not genuine pacifists. At least the 
Jehovah’s Witnesses that I knew were people who felt that there was such a thing as just war, 
that just war was the war of Armageddon, which was to come at the dooms day. Well, anyway, 
that was their idea. And many of the Jehovah’s Witnesses had come from rural backgrounds and 
were unsophisticated, uneducated people who just really didn’t fit into what you think of an 
idealistic, dedicated group of conscientious objectors, some of them with an interest in the arts or 
the sciences, or highly educated people. So that was the other side of the coin. 
 
So they ended up at Waldport because that was where the government was containing the more 
problematic people? 
 
I wouldn’t say necessarily that it was only at Waldport. This was done at many other institutions. 
The whole idea of the CPS, of the CO system, was that people were to be isolated away from 
metropolitan areas where they wouldn’t be influencing the public, so they would be in mainly 
rural areas far from the cities. At that point, Waldport fit that definition. So did Big Flats, where I 
started. And there were many others, some of them, if you look at the map now, you would say 
they were famous locations, but at that time they were really isolated and it would just take 
forever to get to them. If you didn’t have a car, well, it would be almost impossible to reach. But 
the government had other camps, including some that they ran themselves. Some were for people 
who didn’t fit into the church-sponsored camps, but there were at least three. One of them was at 
Mancos, Colorado. One was at, I forget the name, Trenton, North Dakota, and there was still 
another one, I think.  
 
And so when you finally got to camp, what were your first impressions? 
 
Well, I thought that the particular camp area - I think it was a burnt out part of the forest - was 
rather desolate and not very beautiful. Part of the project was planting new trees and taking down 
old trees or burnt-out trees, so the particular area wasn’t as beautiful as I would hope. However, 
it was a ten-minute walk across the highway to the ocean. The beach was right there and even 
though I was there mostly in the late fall and winter months I think the Japanese current or some 
such thing kept the area very mild. It was damp and mild. 
 
What was the general mood of the other COs at Camp Angell when you first arrived? Do you 
remember? 
 
Well, I only really had contact with the art group. I knew other people, too, and I had some 
contact, but there was not too much conversation with them. The people in the art group tended 
to eat at their own tables and spent time together, making friends in their own group. I had a 
letter of introduction from Kenneth Patchen, who was a well-known avant-garde poet. I showed 
it to people like William Everson and some of the other people there. I think they were glad to 
have me there, although they probably were a little disappointed that I wasn’t a poet myself, that 
I was more interested in reading the poetry or learning about music. I was definitely on the 
learning side rather than the teaching side or the performance side. 
 
I did get assigned to the forestry work. I think it was Cape Perpetua. I wasn’t kept on it for very 
long because I had developed a kind of allergy. I had developed it before when I was at Big 
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Flats, and it had been assumed that when I went out of the ragweed area of the east after the first 
frost that it would go away. But when I got to Waldport it worsened. Actually, I think in 
retrospect it may have been something psychosomatic, although I don’t know, and eventually 
that was the cause of my getting a medical discharge. I wasn’t actually reassigned. If you’re not 
able to do that you’re just considered sick, so I would spend my time working on the printing 
press or other things at Waldport. The idea was that the people would work on the government 
projects during the daytime and during the evening they would work on the printing press or give 
concerts or work on the loom and this was done on their own time. But in my case, I was able to 
spend more time on those things because I wasn’t assigned to a work project, at least after a 
while. 
 
I was very enthralled with the printing press at Waldport. They printed some very beautiful 
books. I think that the Untide Press, the name of the press, they just did absolutely some of the 
finest press work. Adrian Wilson was someone who was there at the time and he helped me a lot 
in developing my printing skills. He later on wrote a book about typography and received a 
MacArthur Fellowship. I didn’t even know about some of those things until I read his obituary in 
the paper and realized what an important person he was.  
 
So, can you tell me what aspects of camp life were most difficult for you? 
 
Well, I guess being on the work crew would have been difficult for medical reasons. I can’t say 
that there were any particular difficulties that I had. My relations with the other campers were 
generally cordial, unless I got into a political discussion or religious discussion. That type of 
thing can cause problems, but most of the people that I had contact with might have been 
privately religious, but religion wasn’t the motivating force. It was generally a philosophical 
objection to war, or, it may have had a religious beginning, or a religious feeling to it. There was 
certainly a moral feeling to it, but I tried in general to avoid politics and religion. As I said 
before, I was only eighteen at the time and I wasn’t quite at the level of sophistication as some of 
the people that I was relating to. I did have a political feeling at the time. I was very much 
attracted to the ideas and ideals of Democratic Socialism, such as the kind that Norman Thomas 
represented. I’m sure that I must have expressed those feelings.  
 
The time that I was exposed to chamber music was a very thrilling and inspiring time for me. I 
didn’t know very much about music at the time. I liked certain music. I had gone to concerts and 
had gone to the opera, but I wasn’t really moved and thrilled by it the way that I became at 
Waldport. To hear these works it was just such a thrilling and inspiring thing for me that I 
became very deeply and profoundly interested in music and some of the people there who were 
musicians guided me. One person gave me piano lessons and I was able to sit in on rehearsals 
and this became an important part in developing my career. When I started going to college and 
wasn’t sure just what to do, I started taking music courses and eventually became a music major 
and eventually became a music librarian. That certainly had its origin at Waldport, perhaps a 
little bit at Big Flats before, but I think mostly at Waldport.  
 
Did any of your fellow COs that were stationed there with you have a particularly strong 
influence on you? 
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Well, one of them was a violinist by the name of Broadus Erle. He became a professor of music 
at Yale University. He was the violinist of the New Music String Quartet, and he was a very 
highly accomplished and beautiful performer. He was one of the few people that I kept up with 
afterwards. He had a big influence on me going into music. He respected me and I him. In fact, I 
visited him in New York afterwards and I would have kept up with him except that he died, so 
that was that. But he did have a big influence on me. William Everson, the poet who was there, 
had a big influence on me. I wouldn’t say profound, but he influenced me a lot. And Adrian 
Wilson, of course. 
 
So can you tell me what the circumstances were that led to your leaving the camp? 
 
Well, I got a medical discharge. I was examined by this doctor at Newport and he recommended 
that I be discharged for medical reasons. I was unsuited for what they called, “work of national 
importance,” and I was discharged. At the time I felt rather pleased because I was being released 
back into civilian society. I was free to go home, free to start my college studies. The war was 
still going on and I just had no more obligation either as a CO, or in any other way, and so that 
was a relief. I think that I enjoyed and profited from my time at Waldport and my time in CPS, 
but at the same time, I was ready to leave. But I would say that in answer to any question as to 
whether I felt positive or negative about the experience, for me it was a very good experience. I 
managed to get away from home, I managed to travel across the country and see the country. I 
managed to meet some really great people, people in the arts, people in education. It was opening 
a whole world for me. So I think of it as a positive experience. But when it was over, I also felt at 
the time that I was being confined against my will, so I thought that it was nice to be released. 
 
I’m sure [my convictions have] changed somewhat, but I think if the situation were to come 
again I would do the same thing. I really feel that war is evil and in the long run it’s futile. I will 
say that I always feel a little bit like there are times when pacifism doesn’t seem to be the answer 
and yet I feel that I want to cling to that as a kind of hope of the world. 
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KERMIT SHEETS 
 

May 15, 2003 
 
Kermit Sheets, from California, was an initiator and key player in the Fine Arts Group. 

________________________________________________________ 
 

I didn’t go to Waldport first. I went to a camp in inland Oregon, up at the Columbia River. After 
one and one-half or close to two years I went to Waldport. See, there were camps all over the 
country. They were all sponsored by one of the three peace churches. And the one in Cascade 
Locks was sponsored -- that means funded -- by the Brethren Church. A representative from that 
church came around to the camp and said they were thinking of setting up education programs in 
the free time we had from the planting trees and building trails. So, [he said] “Will you be 
thinking about what sort of study group you would like to have?” A friend of mine and I said, 
“What about fine arts?” This happened at the camp at Waldport also. So the Brethren decided on 
setting up a study group in the fine arts at Waldport. This friend of mine and I were permitted to 
transfer. His name is Kemper Nomland. That’s how I got to Waldport.  

Most of the time I worked in the kitchen. It was deemed that my legs weren’t strong enough to 
do work out in the woods. I didn’t do an awful lot of the cooking. I was doing dishwashing and 
things like that. Eventually, as time passed, I kind of worked my way up and was a dietician 
doing the ordering and planning the meals for the camp. I also was a baker. That was something I 
could do. I didn’t make desserts like pies or cakes, but I baked bread. I could do that at night 
when I wouldn’t be in the way of men preparing meals. Every other night I could bake enough 
bread for the camp to eat. That meant that I could spend some time in the day time and go down 
to the beach. 

Could you start telling us a little bit about what your role was with the fine arts group? It looks 
like you were involved in theatre and were a playwright.  

Yes. The program was labeled “study groups.” We just produced art. In college I had always 
been active in the drama departments. I had been teaching in the small town before the draft took 
over and I directed plays. So, it was always a keen interest of mine. I was born in Imperial City, 
California, down near the Mexican frontier there. Just before I was three the family moved to 
Fresno, California, and I grew up there. Our family was a very good church-going family. I was 
a part of that. In fact, my dad would read a chapter from the Bible every night before grace 
before dinner. So, I liked to read. I would read other parts of the Bible. It all seemed to -- thou 
shall not kill and love your enemies and all that stuff -- it had a strong impression in my head. If 
we were supposed to believe in the Bible and live our lives that way, I shouldn’t ever have 
anything to do with killing any other person. It was that simple minded. When I had to be drafted 
and had to go to the draft board, I expressed this. So, I was put into a category of 4E. 

Did they give you any trouble at your draft board? 

No. I was teaching by that time in high school in Central California, not far from Fresno. I had 
been in college down in Los Angeles. Diction, public speaking and drama.  
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Can you tell me some information on how the theatre department for the Fine Arts Group got 
started? 

Well, if somebody wanted to direct a play, and there were other people supporting him, that 
came about. He would have casting readings, select the cast and rehearse. All that had to be done 
in evenings, plus Sunday all day because we worked six days a week. 

Can you tell us some of the plays that are most memorable to you that you were involved in when 
you were there? 

I was in two plays and directed one. The plays I was in were Ibsen’s Ghosts and Chekov’s The 
Seagull. The play I directed was George Bernard Shaw’s Candida. Those were really the three 
main plays so I was active in all of them. Ibbie Dupre, she played Candida in the play that I 
directed. Then, let’s see, well Joyce Wilson, Joyce Lancaster Wilson, who died a few years ago, 
was in Ibsen’s Ghosts and I played her son, Oswald. And let’s see, what else? In The Seagull, oh 
yes, a wonderful person, she also got a supporting role in Candida. That was Hildegard Erle. 
Tom Polk Miller played the son of Madame Arkadina, the main woman in The Seagull. 

There was a lot of poetry readings because there was several poets. Bill Everson, you’ve 
probably run across his name. Well, he read. He had a wonderful reading voice, a very rich, 
baritone voice and a kind of aura of something special.  

When the war was over you moved back to San Francisco, is that correct? 

Yes, but not immediately. Some of us who had been in the plays talked about forming a theatre 
company somewhere afterwards. Since I had, prior to the war and prior to my teaching 
experience, lived in the Los Angeles area, I knew it. I also knew some of the people from camp 
who were back home there. I didn’t want to live in Fresno again or in small towns in San Joaquin 
Valley, so I moved down to Los Angeles. One of the men who had been discharged on account 
of his health was living there with his mother and other members of his family in a rather large 
house across from the University of Southern California. There was a building on the rear of the 
property where they took in college students for rooming. This guy I’d known in camp was there, 
and so I moved into there. I wanted to form a company down there. But the people who’d 
worked in the plays didn’t want to be in the Los Angeles area at all. They thought it was too 
superficial, glitzy, Hollywoodish. We finally decided on San Francisco and that’s when I moved 
to San Francisco and have lived there, or in the area, ever since.  

[In LA] we did only, as far as I can remember, one one-act play. A Tennessee Williams play 
called The Long Goodbye, which was sort of a forerunner of the Glass Menagerie. We did that 
one-act. During that time when we were rehearsing it and then giving a couple of performances, I 
was in correspondence with the people who were at camp and were in the plays. They wouldn’t 
move to Los Angeles at all. But they were interested in San Francisco because they liked it 
better. So, that’s what we decided. After our one-act play was over, which was cast from people 
who were not in the fine arts group at Waldport but who were just COs, then I moved up to San 
Francisco and we made the start of forming a theatre company. I mentioned Joyce Lancaster, 
she’s one. Martin Ponch is another. I can’t remember how many others from camp. 

Bus was a musician and he was only on the East coast. He played the violin in a quartet, The 
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New Music Quartet, which had some attention in New York. Then eventually he became concert 
master of the Tokyo National Symphony. He and Hildegard split up and he remarried somebody. 
I didn’ t ever see them following camp. 

You just talked of Vladimir Dupre. Was he part of the theatre group also?  

Well, it wasn’t long after I moved from Cascade Locks to Waldport Camp that Vladimir went 
east on a furlough to get married. I had to go to a conference of some kind near Chicago. So I 
went to that and met Vlad and his bride on that trip. So, I had known Ibbie from the beginning. 
Ibbie was the one in that couple who did theatre work. Vlad really didn’t. Vlad learned to print, 
as did I.  

How about Adrian Wilson?  

Oh yes, he was there. He already knew something about printing, I think. No, that was Peterson. 
No, I think he learned to print there. Of course he was self-taught in typography, the design of 
printing a book. That’s where he got a lot of attent ion for a McCarthy Foundation award. 

It was his wife that did the acting. Could you tell us some about Joyce? 

Well, Joyce was a very strong person. One [laughs] indication of this is that we formed this 
theatre company and called it The Interplayers. During that time I met a poet who was making 
short, experimental films. One of them had been accepted in a film festival in Denmark, I think it 
was. He was going to New York to see if he couldn’t get good showings of that film in New 
York. Then he was going on to Europe from there. So, he did. But while he was still in New 
York he called me and said, “You always help me out on my projects. I don’t want to go and try 
to get some filmmaking over there without your help. Why don’t you come to New York at least 
to see me off?” So, I went to New York. In the meantime, he’d bought another ticket on the ship 
and I went along. We were in London and made a film there, which was The Pleasure Garden, it 
was called. It was sent by the British Film Board to Cannes, the French film festival, and it won a 
special award. John Cocteau [honorary president of the Cannes Film Festival] invented a 
category so that this film could be given a prize. And the category was “poetic fantasy.” Well, I 
wasn’t in Cannes. I had gotten mad at James and gone back to the States and directed another 
play. Besides being COs, we were also footloose. 

While I was in Europe, there started up a split into two groups. They had a Paris company led by 
a New Yorker named Roy Franklin. Joyce Lancaster was on the other side. While I was gone to 
England and Europe for two years, The Interplayers split in two and formed two theatre 
companies. They split all the assets that The Interplayers had. But there were two that couldn’t 
be split. The location and the housing of the theatre was one. The other was the name of the 
company. So, one continued to keep the name “The Interplayers” and moved out. They found 
another place to produce. The other group kept the new name and stayed in the building where 
The Interplayers had been.  

There wasn’t a whole lot amicable. I directed one play with The Interplayers who had moved out 
of the old building. When that was nearing its ending run the head of the other group with the 
new name of just “The Playhouse,” under the direction of Roy Franklin, asked me if I would 
design the set for a play he was rehearsing. I said sure. So I did, and I never left that theatre 
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company again. I just liked it better.  

How long did The Interplayers survive? 

Oh, ten or twelve years, I’d estimate, maybe longer.  

And how about the other, The Playhouse?  

Well, longer I think. Roy Franklin, who was managing The Playhouse, moved home to New 
York after a couple of years, I guess. At that time I was on what we called the steering 
committee as our governing board. I was selected to do the managing. So, it kind of became my 
theatre after that. 

Could you maybe describe what the spirit of the fine arts group was like? 

Well, it all depends on the individuals and their relationship to each other. As the fine arts group, 
as a “group,” it wasn’t much of an entity. It was just these separate projects going on. Musicians 
were playing their instruments, or singing. The poets were writing and reading their poetry. 
Potters were making things from clay. Once in awhile there would be a very informal sort of bull 
session when some of these people got together. But as a group it had merit because of the 
individuals, not because the group as a group presented any impact.  

Can you give us a ballpark number of how many people you thought were involved in the fine 
arts group? 

Oh, I’d say between twenty-five and thirty-five. There were big arguments that went on 
philosophically about being a CO and whether it was based on your religious beliefs or your 
political beliefs. And that kind of discussion went on all the time. It didn’t have anything really 
to do with the fine arts group as a group having a statement. 

I’m still trying to understand the excitement. Do you look back on those years as being positive 
in relationships with people and in creative dialogues? I understand that there was friction 
between some of the religious groups in the camp and some others. But can you give us an idea if 
this was kind of a stimulating time or excitement in your life being part of this group? 

Oh, it was indeed. I awoke to a lot that I didn’t know before. One of the things that happened 
was that I became a CO because I grew up in a family where the Bible was read a lot. I was sort 
of taught to accept what I read as being literally true. So, if you were told not to kill people and 
to love your enemy and all that, that was what you were supposed to do. That was how I had to 
be a CO. But [laughs] I became more political. This happened while I was at camp. I did change. 
I had changed when I went down to college in Los Angeles, changed to begin to bring those 
religious reasonings and to focus as a conscientious objector. That happened before I went to the 
camp. And then at camp, it was the experience of the political side of being a pacifist and change 
with new ideas about art and the theatre and so on. So, it was a wonderful awakening time for 
me. I’ve grown more and more aware of it as the years have gone by. But it was a preparation, 
both of them, for me to live as myself in San Francisco in its art years too.  

Can you explain what you mean by the “political side of being a pacifist”? 
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What do I mean? Well, I mean, that it is the opposite from the religious side. In other words, it -- 
you had to accomplish not through the miracle of a paternalistic god, but through the means at 
hand -- in whom you vote for, and how you support them, and so forth. 
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ARTHUR SNELL 
 
May 9, 2002 
 
Art Snell, from Southern California, did project work at Waldport, where his brother was also 
present. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
My name is Arthur R. Snell. I was born in Auburn, Illinois, central Illinois, and my parents 
moved from there to California when I was 9 years of age. My parents are Ernest R. Snell and 
my mother’s name was Iva Elizabeth Deniman Snell. They were both from central Illinois, and 
that’s where they were when I was born. And I spent most of my life in southern California 
where I finished school. I graduated from the University of La Verne with a teaching credential. I 
was born the 29th of December 1920. That makes me pretty ancient. I’m 81. After I was 
graduated from the University there in La Verne -- a small liberal arts college sponsored by the 
church of which I have been life- long-- after graduation I took a job as a teacher in McFarlan, 
California, north of Bakersfield, at the big old sum of $1100 a year. It was in 1942. I started in 
1942 as a teacher. I was teaching 6th grade children.  

And then the draft came and I was drafted through the draft board there in Pomona, California. I 
had little difficulty getting my draft status that I requested because there were other young men 
like me, of like mind, who had already paved the way. Some draft boards were very, very 
reluctant to have that on their records. They don’t want any COs on their records. But I had no 
trouble because there were other people who went ahead of me. And so I was able to get that 
classification. The church helped me; I got quite a bit of help from the president of the college, 
Dr. C. Davis. He helped me quite a bit to formulate my position and my thinking on this matter, 
and, of course, it was not a very popular position to take. We know that. So those years are like a 
fish swimming upstream. It would have been easier if I just went ahead and went with the flow, 
but I chose not to. And, of course, I can quote you verses of the Bible that would support my 
position, but people who think quite the opposite of what I think can also quote verses and 
quotations from the Bible. So the Bible is ambiguous, and I’ve always had that position about the 
Bible. But it’s been a source of inspiration for me all through my years anyway. 

You actually went in person and appeared before the board? 

Yes, I did. 

How about your brother, Marvin. Was he drafted before you or after you? 

No, he’s three and a half years younger than I, so he was drafted after I was inducted. I think it, 
about two years later. And he was drafted to Waldport, too. He was assigned to Waldport same 
as I was. 

Would you describe the process by which you got to Waldport? I mean, what happened, where 
did you go, how did you get there physically? 
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They sent me to Waldport on a bus, and I traveled the whole distance on a bus. There were 
several of us who got off that bus there at Waldport. 

So, what did you bring with you? 

Very little. Just the bare minimum. Toothbrush, personal affects. I had purchased specially some 
clothing that I knew I would need to survive in that climate. 

Ah, this would be rain gear? 

Yes, that’s exactly what it was. I had the right gear and they lasted me the whole time. I made it 
last. Cause we, those of us were in camp received from the Church of the Brethren, which is the 
church of which I was a member, they gave us $2.50 a month to live on. 

Did you have some resources laid aside you could draw on? 
 
I had some, not very much, because I had just finished college.  
 
The men for whom we worked were, of course, Forest Service personnel. I would say that they 
treated us with some kindness. I didn't feel any animosity with those fellows. I don't think they 
agreed with us, but they knew they had a job to do and, since the CCCs were all gone, we were 
the ones that could help them. Of course, the administration of the camp was handled by other 
people from our church denomination who, of course, were of like mind. Of course, they 
empathized with us and helped us to make the adjustment. 
 
Were you interested in any of the activities that later developed at the camp, such as the writing, 
the poetry, the publishing, the music? 
 
Yes, there was a Fine Arts division there at the camp. The Fine Arts division was made up of 
people of, I would say, of political objection to the war. They were not religious objectors, more 
political objectors. They just didn't agree with what the government was doing. So they were 
drafted and sent to Waldport and that happened all over the United States, I understand. Those 
kinds of objectors were assimilated in these camps that were basically set up by the churches. 
The Quakers, the Mennonites, and the Church of the Brethren were the three churches that set up 
these camps, basically. They were all over the United States. You probably know that. 
 
Did you feel any friction between yourselves and the more religiously oriented people and the 
politically oriented people? 
 
 No, not really. Oh, we had a different set of standards but, I had some musical talent and I 
cooperated with them. I sang several concerts, solo concerts, as part of the Fine Arts program 
because I had done some solo work in college. There was a good pianist there who accompanied 
me, and we did concerts there, several of them, during my tenure. Mostly classical work. That's 
what I was trained in at the college, at the university at La Verne. 
 
Well now, did you feel any friction with the community? Did you give any concerts in the 
community? 
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No, we didn't. We had very little contact with the community, at least I did. The only contact I 
had with the community was one time when the Coast Guard picked us up at 10:30 one evening, 
picked about three or four of us up there that evening. We were walking along the highway, 
heading back toward camp about 10:30 at night. We had been down to eat dinner that Sunday 
evening with a man and his wife who had rented a cabin. He was able to – he was one of the 
inductees, but he was able to bring his wife out there and rent a little cabin down the road from 
the camp. It was 10:30 at night and we were walking home. We had our flashlights because it 
was pitch dark. And so, on the way back, the Coast Guard stopped us and picked us up and took 
us into Waldport. And they interrogated us until about 3:00 in the morning. And then they 
confiscated our flashlights and kicked us out, said, "You go back to camp now." So we walked 
the distance between the city of Waldport and Camp Angell. 
 
In the dark. 
 
In the dark. They thought we were giving signals to the enemy offshore. Of course, there was no 
way we could give signals because between the road and the surf was a patch of undergrowth. So 
we knew they were harassing us. I think there were about four of us who walked tha t distance 
back. So we got back and got to bed, slept a few hours, then got up to go to work. That was 
really – that probably is the only incident that I can recall where I received any harassment. We 
got into town occasionally, but there were no confrontations that I recall. 
 
What other kinds of things did you do at night? 
 
Well, we read. There was a library there. We did reading and then, of course, I mentioned that I 
did some singing in concerts, practiced for that. We had some discussion groups, too, but I don't 
recall them too much. But there were discussion groups that we had once in a while just to keep 
our minds active as much as possible. 
 
What did you do as work? We're curious. Did you plant trees?  
 
Yeah, we planted trees out on the hillside. They took us up on covered trucks. Forest Service 
trucks, dual wheel in the back, canvas top. 
 
How many trees do you think you planted a day with a hoedag? 
 
Well, that depends on how hard we worked, I guess, and how much it rained. Part of the time we 
were in some really bad territory, brush and fallen trees. We didn't make a lot of progress some 
days. 
 
One of the things I recall about those workdays was starting out in the morning and two fellows 
playing mental chess. These were a couple of fellows who were not religious objectors; they 
were political objectors. They played mental chess all day. When we'd get back home, back to 
the camp, in the shower, they were still playing the same game they started that morning. They 
were brilliant fellows. That impressed me because I knew they had a tremendous intellect, one 
which I didn't possess. But I was impressed with that and still remember it. 
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How long were you here? 
 
I think I was there a little over two years. And then I went to some side camps, and I went down 
to California, to Belden, for seven or eight months. That was up in the Feather River, northeast 
of Sacramento. I spent some time there on the side camps and that time I spent as the camp 
minister. During the time I was in CPS, I was licensed to the ministry in our church. I spent six 
months at that side camp as the camp minister.  
 
Well now, did you see it as the end of the war and the chance that your ordeal and the CO camps 
would be over? 
 
Yes, I think that no doubt was part of my thinking. I had a wife and a child at home. The child 
was born, my first child was born while I was at Waldport. We were married in February of '42. 
When I left I had a teaching job and my wife took over my teaching job when I left. And then, of 
course, during that time she was treated with a considerable amount of contempt because the 
people there at that little school north of Bakersville, California, knew the circumstances. So they 
weren't very nice to her. And she was teaching in sixth grade that I had vacated. In fact, let's 
seem she was pregnant there, of course, finished up the year in her pregnant status. It came time 
for an election, school board election, and they would not let her come to school that day, 
because they didn't think the public should see her there in that condition. So she felt 
discriminated against during those years. And after she finished that, she went back to southern 
California and lived with her parents. It was there then that our first child was born. I was able to 
get a leave from Waldport and I hitchhiked down to La Verne, California, hitchhiked all the way 
down and all the way back. Had a two-week leave and during that two-week period, our first 
child was born. 
 
Now as you look back on this, where did you go from the camps and your release and what 
happened? How did this affect your life? How did you pull together and go on? Did you go back 
to teaching? 
 
Yes, I did. I had some residual there, because when I started teaching after I got out of the camp, 
I started teaching in a little one, not a one-room but just one school for that little city there in 
West Covina. They had one schoolhouse over there, I think K-8. I started teaching over there in 
the sixth grade. The man who hired me was of like mind as I am and that was fine as long as he 
was there. But then he left after two years. The man who took over, the superintendent who took 
over didn't share my position. There were times when he pretty much ignored me, because he 
knew of my background and he pretty much ignored me. I saw that there was no chance for 
advancement there, so I chose to go from that teaching position to another. When I applied for 
my new teaching position, they asked on that questionnaire if I was, you know, mustered out of 
the military. I said no, I wasn't mustered out of the military. I didn't lie, but I didn't tell the whole 
truth, did I? So that worked on me for all those years that I taught down at Santa Ana. My mind 
was never at ease. I never knew how much people knew about my background. And I didn't talk 
about it, because if I did, I probably would have lost my job. So I spent 20, no, 16 years at that 
position and finally my nerves gave way and I had to resign. I retired early. 
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What did you do then? 
 
Well, then I went into a business. It was an entrepreneurial- type effort. I was my own boss. I had 
my own customers. I serviced 60 accounts. I did that for 23 years. In southern California 
everybody has a swimming pool. I worked in that. I built a few of them, and I serviced a lot of 
them, and I repaired a lot of the equipment. I went into that without any training. I didn't have a 
high degree of manual dexterity, but I just went in and learned from experience. I had good, 
successful 23 years in that business. Then I retired from that and moved here to Kansas. 
 
I wanted to ask you, how was it having a brother in camp and was this also very common? 
 
Oh, yes. Well, that's an interesting question because I had been in camp, I think we mentioned it 
already that I had been there for a year before he came. My bother Marvin and I were on 
different wavelengths in some respects. When I was in high school, I was a follower. When he 
was in high school, he was a leader. When he came to camp, we hardly talked to each other. On 
thing, he took a job as a baker. He'd get up at 2:30 in the morning and bake for the camp, bake 
bread. When he got through with that, then he had the rest of the day. When I was out planting 
trees, he had free time in camp. We were on different schedules and, in some respects, different 
philosophical wavelengths. So from that standpoint, we were not close. Since that time, we've 
changed that so we're now, we feel good about our relationship. But sat that time we hardly knew 
each other. 
 
And you're also four years' difference almost. It's like a different world when you're going 
through school. 
 
Three and a half years' difference. He was three – I was the oldest of five boys. 
 
So was this common to have brothers in camp? 
 
Oh, not too common. No, I would say not common. I can't tell you that I remember other 
combination like that. There probably could be, but I don't remember them. 
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MARVIN SNELL 
 
April 26, 2001 
 
Marvin Snell, a Brethren from Southern California, was at Waldport with his brother and 
worked on project and in the kitchen. 

________________________________________________________ 
 

I was born in 1924, so that must have made me about 19. I just finished one year of college, and 
was drafted, and I registered as a conscientious objector. The program at Waldport was one unit 
of many across the country that had been organized by the church that I belonged to, which was 
the Church of the Brethren. This Church of the Brethren has a long history of pacifism and 
resistance. Here was a group of church leaders who made an agreement with the U.S. 
government to handle what was called work of national importance, which we liked to call 
“work of national impotence.”  
 
When I was in my junior and sophomore years of high school our church had a conference in my 
home town. I came to know a man named Dan who was a strong pacifist. I simply at that time in 
my life decided that I could not willingly volunteer to put myself in a position where either 
another man’s life or mine [was endangered]. My parents were very supportive. My father was 
conscripted in World War I. But before he went overseas they had the big flu epidemic and he 
got the flu and he was never sent overseas. But he had been conscripted. He later in life felt a 
great deal of concern with peace issues and peace effort.  
 
I don’t remember the month I showed up in Waldport, Oregon, but that was where I was 
assigned. We were at the will of the federal government at that point. As long as the war lasted 
we were going to be in some form of alternative service, or if some people changed their minds 
then they’d do some other form of service. We did have the opportunity to transfer to a different 
unit. And that’s one thing I did do. I was in Waldport a year and a half, and then I transferred to a 
unit in Chicago, Illinois, for about another year and a half, roughly. I found out that there was a 
unit in Chicago, in a hospital, and they were doing medical work, and also that along with the 
program there, they were volunteering to do work overseas, specifically in China, of all places. 
There were two members of that unit who had been born and raised in China, the children of 
missionaries, and so they were trying to organize a relief unit to go to China, and I thought I’d 
like to do that. I was really motivated by, at that time, I think I still am, probably, by service 
motives. Now, I don’t think I would care to tell you that I didn’t have a feeling of adventure in 
all this. But certainly I was interested in the idea of doing something a little bit more creative 
than what it seemed like we were doing in this program called CPS.  

Initially I was assigned to work in the forestry - trail repair and planting of trees; just general 
work in the forest. I did that for about seven, eight months, something like that. And then I made 
an inquiry in the kitchen, I said “I’d like to spend some time in the kitchen.” So I learned to bake 
bread and things for the camp. And camp life was certainly an interesting mixture of people. I’ve 
already said there were many people there that didn’t share my religious convictions, but the 
main reason they were there was because they had refused to perform military service. 
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I’m from southern California. I grew up in a place called La Verne, California. I must have been 
a little homesick, but I really don’t have any memory of that particularly. There was so much 
going on in terms of the people that were there, the activities, and it was interesting, I think my 
religious convictions were being challenged really constantly, with the people. There were 
atheists there and agnostics and I don’t know what all. But this was the first time I’d been in an 
environment in which anybody questioned, anybody thought to question my religious thoughts, 
my religious ideas. 

There were probably, I just have to guess, but certainly less than fifty percent, but more likely I 
suspect about thirty percent of the camp was Brethren in that time. There were all sorts of 
denominations: Methodist, Congregationalists, a few Catholics, Mennonites, Quakers. 

What kind of things did they have for you off hours to do? 

Well, the library was established, some crafts and arts were established. We had volleyball and 
softball. There was a lot of talking, shooting the bull, so to speak. There was table tennis. I liked 
to play ball, and we spent some time down on the beach as well. That was one of the favorite. By 
the way, my brother was there at the camp at the same time. 

How did the forest people react to you? 

Oh, fine. You know, this may interest you that I never personally felt any animosity from people 
that I worked with. Another interesting thing is that I did some hitchhiking in Oregon – went 
over to Corvallis on several occasions, maybe twelve occasions or so. I would hitchhike and I got 
picked up by all sorts of people. I got picked up by truckers and the subject came up, “Well, 
where you living, what are you doing?” And I told them. And it seemed to me very interesting 
that on a one-on-one situation I simply was accepted. One occasion I’d like to tell you briefly. I 
was with a trucker, and we were driving along and he said, “Where you from?” and I said, 
“Waldport, Oregon.” “What you doing down there?” “Well, I’m at a camp for conscientious 
objectors." He said, “I’ve got a funny feeling." He stopped the truck and I thought," Uh oh, 
you’re in trouble." He got out and went around to my side of the cab, came back and said, “I 
thought I heard something in my tire. I thought maybe I was getting a flat.” What a relief there.  

The only unpleasantness we had that I can recall was when a bunch of us went into Waldport. 
There was a skating rink in town and we went in as a group, maybe half a dozen of us, and some 
of the young men began to do things like try to trip us and things like that. And we just thought it 
wasn’t worth putting up with so we went back home. That’s the only unpleasantness I can really 
think of. Period. I can’t recall anything else at all. That’s the only experience, and that was a 
negative one, but I was there a few times otherwise, when I just wanted to do a little shopping, 
something like that. I really don’t think there was much exchange between the camps, as far as I 
knew, and the Waldport people. 

We had some very interesting and well-educated people in camp. A very accomplished pianist 
was there, so he organized a musical group, an instrumental group. Just for our own use. Just for 
entertainment there. For some people Bible study was available. There was a poet that wrote a 
fair amount of poetry, and he subsequently became very well known. Also there were two camp 
papers. One was called The Tide and the other was called The Untide.  
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When I went to Chicago I worked in an all-male hospital. I had been interested in medicine, but 
you know I didn’t think I was really cut out for it, but I got there and found it was extremely 
interesting, so I did go into medicine, and graduated with an M.D. That certainly solidified my 
interest. I decided after that experience I did want to do that so I went back to finish my premed 
and then went into medical school. So it did have certainly a big, big influence on how my life 
turned out. 

The United Nations developed a program called UNRARA, United Nations Relief and 
Rehabilitation Administration. Part of that program was the reestablishment of an animal 
population in Europe, which you will know, as the Army flew back and forth across the 
countryside, they were always looking for food, and a farmer has a cow or a horse or a goat or 
something, they’d get slaughtered for food. And so the war zone is really depleted of animals, 
farm animals, or any kind of animals that are edible. A man by the name of Dan West, the same 
man that I told you that when I was a teenager made such an impression on me, he had lived in 
Indiana as a farmer. He went to Spain during the Spanish Civil War in a relief program, and he 
recognized the need for animals there. So he set up a program in which he convinced farmers 
from our church to certify young, female animals that were pregnant, and ship them to Spain. 
One farmer with the program would accept the animal and the newborn would go to his 
neighbor. And if that newborn turns out to be a female, she would be impregnated and there 
would be a chain effect. This was so successful in Spain, a history professor at this little college 
that I went to in Indiana convinced the United Nations to do the same program, and so that’s 
were the whole thing got started. So, I made two trips with animals to Danzig, Poland, one with 
horses and one with cattle. That would be in early 1946. 

Could you tell us a little more about what a typical day was like for you, go back a little bit, 
when you were here in Waldport? 

Yes. We had a schedule of work we were supposed to do, although in the kitchen it was getting 
up quite early. Doing the baking early and then getting off early in the afternoon. I don’t 
remember how we were wakened. The guys that worked out in the forest, I think they got up 
around seven o’clock, and I think about 7:30 had breakfast, and then they took off. As I recall 
lunches were sent. Then they came back, cleaned up and had dinner. It was not a bad life in that 
if you can accept the idea that you were separated invo luntarily. Bill Everson wrote a poem 
something like, “A man separated from a woman/that is a crime.” And the way that the 
separation of people was probably the most. But you know, we weren’t alone in that. I want you 
to understand something about me as well: I never felt that there were not conscientious 
participants in the war. I was different in my decision, but I knew the young men that were just 
as dedicated as I was to their thoughts and their ideas and their convictions. We had it usually 
much easier than the guys that were over in the trenches, no question about that. We were 
sheltered. And then, I just knew I lost some good friends over there. 

We had one guy building a boat. He was going to build a boat and he was going to sail away. I 
don’t know how serious he was about this. I think it was more of a dream than a real plan. Look, 
we were only about two blocks, probably, from the ocean. There were some deserters. I didn’t 
know personally anyone who did this, but I know there were some. I think they were simply 
prosecuted as deserters. They spent some jail time. You understand, of course, that this whole 
range of conviction about levels of cooperation with the government in this. There are those who 
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went into the service as noncombatants. Those, of course, would have been the medics, the 
medic corps. There were those more like I was who agreed to go to camp and cooperate by even 
doing things which might be beneficial to the war effort. Then there were also non-objectors that 
were non-participants, saying, “I will not even participate in anything that the government is 
doing right now,” and they simply refused to accept drafting and many of them went to prison. 
So there were various levels of conviction on this. Now, I think there were a few who had a 
change of mind both ways.  

There was a camaraderie of sorts in the group; there was conflict also, again because of the 
differing backgrounds and philosophies. I think there a couple communists, and maybe professed 
communists or at least quasi-communists in the group. They were against this war. They were 
against other wars. But, you know, to me it was an extremely stimulating experience, just 
learning to know people who were so much different than I was. I felt it was certainly a valuable 
part of my life. My brother evidently felt threatened by all this, and had a really different 
experience than I had. But that's just two different people reacting to similar situations. 

I’m still a pacifist. I still feel that peace and justice is what we have to work for. My belief is that 
war does have some side effects that are positive, but that it certainly doesn’t bring out best 
impulses in mankind. And I think that whether or not people should do as I did and refuse to 
participate is a personal thing. But I still haven’t changed that feeling. I’ve continued to be active 
in various aspects of the peace process, not as active as I should have been, I suspect. I spent 
three years in Puerto Rico right after I got through my residency, in that community working. I 
and another doctor were the only two doctors in the mental community, and I’ve continued to be 
supportive of that project and other service projects. But, you know I’ve continued to support 
that kind of thing. The service, per se, I think can be very broadening, but I think you have to 
decide what your basic philosophy is that you want to do this. We all have an obligation to try 
and take care of each other, and help each other, and try to make the world a better place for all 
of us. 

I think being exposed to so many different people of such varying backgrounds was very 
broadening for me. I’ve always been interested in the fact that in the one-on-one situations 
people were not critical of me. And that, you know, this was during war time; this is when young 
guys were going over and being killed and I was well aware of that. I think the response could 
have been much different if I had presented this idea in a group of truckers at a truck stop. 
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ROSCOE SWITZER 

 
August 27, 2003 

 
Roscoe Switzer, a Brethren from Kansas, helped open Waldport, worked in camp administration, 
and built and operated a portable cannery. 

________________________________________________________ 

I was born in Smith County, Kansas. There were seven of us, five kids and parents. We lived in a 
small town, so they worked at a general country store. My whole family worked there. I had one 
brother who went to the Navy.  

 
Why did you become a conscientious objector? 
 
Like I said, do unto to others, as you would have them do unto you. I could see no construction 
of the purpose of the military and I still don’t. Everything could be handled peacefully if it 
wasn’t for politics and money.  
 
Was it a difficult position to be in being the only conscientious objector? 
 
No, I wouldn’t say so. I wasn’t particularly intrigued in what they were trying to get us to do. I 
think there were better things for us to have done at that particular time.  
 
What was your family’s response when you became a conscientious objector? 
 
They were very family-oriented and they were very supportive.  
 
What did you have to do to become a conscientious objector? 
 
I just registered as such. I was supported by the draft board in the county I was. My first camp 
was camp Magnolia in Arkansas. I worked in the office. I went from there to Santa Barbara, 
California, to get a camp open there and then I went from there to Waldport to open that camp. 
The camp had been shut down from the CCC program and apparently this was a very excellent 
CCC camp. Housing and so forth was pretty well in order and the main process was getting 
ready for people coming in - cooking facilities, kitchen, and the bedding facilities just general 
things it took to get a camp open. 
 
What kind of training did you receive to become the buyer for Waldport? 
 
Nothing particular, someone had to do it. I grew up in a general store, so I was acquainted with 
all the facets of what was really needed to do. They had to have somebody and I walked through 
the door, I guess. They asked if I was interested in this type of thing and I said fine, whatever.  
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The primary purpose of the camp was to plant trees, dealing with forest fires and this type of 
thing. I went out on forest fires on three occasions, but most of my time was spent in relation to 
the kitchen and that type of thing. We naturally picked up a lot of produce from interested people 
gardening in the [Willamette] valley. We got a lot of fruit out of the upper Washington area and I 
got interested in thinking if we could can this stuff, ripe fruit from the trees and so forth, well it 
would be good. So I talked to our main office into allowing me to build a portable cannery. We 
canned garden stuff, fruit stuff, and we canned a lot of salmon in cans and glass jars. Mainly they 
were people we knew through churches in Albany, Oregon; Wenatchee, Washington; Clatskanie, 
Washington; Outlook, Washington, places of that nature. We also while doing this picked up 
items trucked into Modesto, California, and was shipped overseas, food and clothing. We got 
salmon from the Bonneville dam and they dumped the eggs out of them. That’s where the 
salmon die after that and the government normally gave those to Indians, but they put us on that 
program. I picked up salmon there and took them to camp.  
 
When you were first starting the portable cannery, did you have any significant problems? 
 
It was a totally new experience to me. I went about trying to build this cannery and I knew a little 
about canning and so forth, so I read up on it. We canned in fruit jars and canned in tin bowls. It 
was on a fifth wheel trailer. The cannery itself was the only thing on the trailer and when we 
pulled into an area to can whatever there were usually volunteer women that prepared and got it 
ready to can, so we canned all day like this. They were volunteer women from the church.  
 
How does a portable cannery work? 
 
The steam boiler was fed with coal and its just generally things it takes for a cannery; through the 
steam in other words, the general process. 
 
How did the project come about initially? 
 
I felt like if we could build one, I had never seen one built, but I talked to some people that were 
knowledgeable and we got cans and the equipment all out of Portland. It took us about a month 
to build it in our spare time and in the evening. It was a plywood box, it had a let down, a deal 
that made into tables on the side and the upper half would rise up like an awning. Therefore, we 
could work all the way on both sides. We got our knowledge out of canning books. It was a new 
experiment and it worked.  
 
Was the food mainly eaten at the camp? 
 
The bulk of it was, but some of it was shipped overseas, as I mentioned a while ago. They would 
pick other things from a shipping point in Modesto, California. 
 
Where would the food go when it went overseas? 
 
It was shipped to different countries. That part of it I don’t know too much about. I hauled one 
truckload of stuff out of Wenatchee, Washington, one time and picked up a lot of garden seed 
and stuff like that that was in the shipment. A year later I delivered it in Holland where during 



 235

the war they blew up a lot of the sea wall that let a lot of water come into Holland on the western 
edge; they were completely revamping the system there. I went overseas when I left Waldport 
and set up a transportation unit in Central Europe for the Church World Service and Church of 
the Brethren. We have a volunteer service program, which a lot of young people at that time 
devoted a year or two of service. Let’s see, I left Waldport in 1946. 
 
How long were you at Waldport? 
 
Two years, yes. I went in 1941 and I was called from the main office to see if I could go overseas 
to set up a transportation unit to Central Europe for the World Council of the Church of the 
Brethren. So I left Waldport in 1946 and was released in 1949. So in other words I came back to 
the states in 1949. 
 
What were the relations like with the people in Waldport? 
 
Very good, we were treated well. I don’t think we had any problem about anything the whole 
time I was in Waldport as far as the neighboring communities was concerned. We had some 
people who would come to the camp. We had some neighborhood people that came and ate with 
us. We had good contact with a good bit of the neighborhood and the forestry people’s families 
would come in occasionally at that site. 
 
While you were at camp did you mainly supervise COs? 
 
Supervision, per se, wasn’t necessary; it was just normal duties that we had to do and things went 
well. That was never a big problem at camp amongst the guys; there were not hassles anytime 
with individuals in anyway. 
 
While you were at camp where would you get spending money? 
 
Well, I don’t know if you know what the situation was, if you had spending money you had a 
little and if you didn’t have it you didn’t have it. Money was paid to the individuals and put in a 
pot in Washington. Supposedly after the war the money was to be spent on peace and 
promotional things; nobody knows where that money ever went to. The only money that any of 
the guys got was enough for their needs, such as a toothbrush. Spending money, if you didn’t 
have it before you came to camp, you get a week or two furlough and you went to get a job to 
raise enough money for spending money. For example, when I went on furlough, I went to 
Portland and worked for the post office for a of couple weeks. Portland, during this time, had the 
shipyards. I always thought Portland was a beautiful city, but when they brought the riffraff out 
of New York and so forth to the shipyards, the town changed a lot. I had friends in Portland that I 
stayed with. I knew quite a few people in Portland during that period. They were church people. 
 
Did you ever participate in the fine arts programs at Waldport? 
 
Not too much. We had some individuals that did a lot of hard work. For entertainment they came 
up with plays. There was an art group that participated quite a bit in the arts. They would come 
up with some pretty comical deals. You get a few guys dressed up like women, you know, and 
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you get quite a kick out of the audience. They would just help entertain to help pass the evening 
away. They had basketball, soccer, and general outdoors; there was no gymnasium in the camp, 
but they had other things that they participated in. They played cards and the usual things to pass 
the time in the evening. We had one building that had ping pong tables and I can’ t remember if 
they had pool tables or not. I don’t think they did. I think there were two tables if I remember 
correctly. Guys stood around and they took turns playing. It got competitive, just like any sport 
game does. I enjoyed playing ping-pong and I enjoyed tennis as much as anything. 
 
How did you celebrate holidays? 
 
They were spent right there at camp. Christmas time came and we had a Christmas tree put up 
and some gift exchange. Most of the fellows got presents from home and we had a Christmas 
party. Thanksgiving we tried to have turkey served for dinnertime and that sort of thing. We kept 
the place decorated most of the time one-way or the other. We would make things out of fern 
trees and I imagined there were little stringed popcorn and that kind of stuff around the tree. 
Birthdays were acknowledged as a rule. Every once in a while you have a cake setting out, a 
pretty good size cake when somebody had a birthday. There was no gift exchange. As far as 
making present because someone was having a birthday was not a necessity. It was fine if you 
did and fine if you didn’t, you know what I mean. We were like one happy family when it comes 
down to it, in other words, we knew we were there for a while and we needed to get along with 
each other the best way we could just like a family at home or something. 
 
Would men give gifts to each other on other holidays? 
 
They might, but it wasn’t an issue. It was on an individual basis on what people wanted to do. 
We had a wood working shop where they go and make things out of woodwork. We had a craft 
shop for people that wanted to work with craft; we kept the tools around for that type of thing. I 
got a maple burrow dish about 20 some inches across that I turned out and it still hangs here at 
the house. I’m a wood worker myself.  
 
I went to Europe in 1946, yes. I spent nine years without a paycheck. Incidentally, I got married 
overseas; my wife was a secretary at the World Council and Brethren office in Brussels, 
Belgium. She went on the RBVS Brethren Volunteer Program. We had a practice in the church 
where most young people give two years of volunteer service.  
 
When you came back in 1949 what did you do? 
 
My wife came back about six months before I did. I got virus hepatitis shortly after she left and 
was in a hospital in Germany for about five months. When I came back, she was in a B.V. here 
in Wichita working in an area that was very poor. We spent two years working at boys clubs, 
girls clubs and that sort of thing. 
 
How have you been involved in peace activism since World War II? 
 
Well, before I was drafted, I was a district youth director in my church and we promoted peace 
and that type of thing in our program. I’ve been in it ever since. I’ve been heading out disaster 
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groups throughout the country for the last seventeen years. We promote peace, period, in that 
type of work.  
 
In reflecting back, how do you feel about your experience as a conscientious objector?  
 
I feel that the government could have handled a lot of instances and didn’t. I don’t want to get 
into details of the types of programs that fellows got into, but they could have given us more 
meaningful things to do than what a lot guys had had a chance to do. 
 
Do you feel differently now than you did during your service as a CO? 
 
No, I still don’t believe in it. There is a difference between killing and murder, so to speak, and I 
feel that another man’s life is as important to him as mine is to me. I just don’t believe that wars 
are fought by individuals because that is what they want to be doing; they’ve done it for money 
and politics. In other words, a lot of problems supposedly caused wars could have been resolved 
peacefully if they’d given it a chance.  
I don’t think too many people feel that we belonged in Iraq. Certainly, this war doesn’t make 
sense to most people. 
 
How did your home and work situations change when the war ended? 
 
When I came back I didn’t come back home, per se, like I said, my wife had got us involved in 
this volunteer work helping poorer people from the war. This became quite challenging; we had 
boys clubs and girls clubs, and things of that nature. We had an interesting time trying to uplift 
the community. Well, you may not believe this, but I wanted to come to Oregon to live. I 
enjoyed Oregon. That’s where I wanted to re- land when it came down to it. We were involved a 
couple years in this and have been here ever since. I guess we were too poor to leave [chuckles]. 
I enjoyed the weather, and it’s right on the ocean there in Waldport. I enjoyed the Siuslaw 
National Forest. I’m a tree lover and an animal lover and all that appealed to me. Columbia river 
drive, the old road, was very interesting with Horsetail Falls and Multnomah Falls, and so forth. 
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RAYMOND VERBECK 
 
May 12, 2003 
 
Raymond L. Verbeck was born in Wanatchee, Washington; both of his parents were deacons in 
the Church of the Brethren. 

________________________________________________________ 
 
What were you doing when you were drafted? 
 
Well, after I got out of high school, I worked about two years for my dad, driving truck and so 
forth. I graduated in 1938. During 1941 I spent the summer in the Yakima Valley in a work 
camp. We took care of a nursery for migrant children whose parents were there to pick the hops 
in the valley. 
 
Was this a Church of the Brethren sponsored camp? 
 
Yes. And then the second summer, in 1942, I was down for another work camp in the Yakima 
Valley. It was located now in a Japanese Church. All Japanese now were moved out of the 
Yakima Valley to internment camps. 
 
So how did you feel about that? 
 
Well, not very good. We had the two girls in the camp that were teachers. One girl had just 
signed a contract to start to teach. Both girls went to the Japanese camps as teachers. 
 
When you received your notice, you had been working in these centers. 
 
Yes, I was in Yakima and I was inducted in that fall, in September, and had to go to camp down 
in Cascade Locks. 
 
Did you have any problems with the draft board over your CO status? 
 
No, not really. The draft board approved it and we had to go have a physical with a retired doctor 
and he was more concerned about the fact that we were COs than he was about the physical. 
Well, he just wanted to know -- he said, “Don’t you want to help your country?” That’s about all 
he said. There was no problem. 
 
So what did you do in the camp at Cascade Locks? 
 
Well, I had several projects. It was a Forest Service camp and the main project was working with 
the Forest Service, but . . . in order to run the camp they had to have about, I think, about twenty 
fellows. I think there was about a hundred or more fellas there, to do the cooking and the 
laundry, all that sort of thing. So, I worked in camp, most of the time. I worked in the kitchen 
doing KP mostly, and in the evenings people would donate food and we would can it. And, then, 
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I went up to a side camp and we did a little bit of emergency farm labor. The Forest Service had 
a camp where they only had about twenty men or so. It was not too far from out of Portland. 
 
Was it toward Portland that you went to do this side camp? 
 
Yes, and while I was up there they needed some men to do some emergency farm work and so 
for about a week, we did some work cutting cabbage, harvesting cabbage for farmers. 
 
Did you ever go up to Hood River to pick fruit or anything like that? 
 
Yes. In order to get a little extra money and we were able to make a little extra money that way. 
On our free time, or furlough, we could go and do farm work. We actually did some emergency 
farm work, too, I think, picking apples. 
 
What kind of pay did you get to do that? 
 
Well, the regular, whatever the going rate was by the box. If you’re interested in how I got 
money, I went home on furlough and my brother who took over the orchard and wasn’t drafted, 
why he was doing real good, so he gave me a hundred dollars. And my folks, they sent me some 
clothes and things like that. 
 
Now, you went back to Waldport [from CPS work in Washington, D.C.]. How did that come 
about? 
 
Bertha, my wife, she was going to school in Ellensburg to get her teaching credential. She got it 
after three years because they needed teachers. I was writing a letter and we’d drifted apart and 
so forth. I was writing a letter to her somehow, just out of the blue, I wrote and asked her if she 
wanted to get married [laughs]. I finally got an answer back Friday at noon, and she said, “Well, 
when you come to the West coast we’ll talk about it.”  
 
But the real reason, there was the director from Waldport in Washington at the UNICEF, the 
college, and he had a fellow in Waldport that set up a portable cannery to can food. I don’t know 
how he knew me, but he asked me if I wanted to come out to Waldport and work on this portable 
cannery, which sounded interesting to me. I wanted to get back to the West coast, so that’s why I 
transferred. From the unit, all the fellows in CPS wanted to get into, said well, there’s one they 
can fit into the bottom of, in Waldport at the bottom of the list.  
 
Then when I transferred from Washington to Waldport, I went from Washington to Portland, 
Oregon, on the train. I had a reserved seat from Washington to Portland. But when I got into 
Portland I had to transfer. I had no reserved seat. The policy was that all the servicemen that 
were traveling were loaded first on the train and then any civilians were loaded last. On the train 
going to Portland, there was two cars on the back of the train that were full of servicemen and 
they were pretty nice cars. The other cars on the train were not air-conditioned. That wasn’t very 
good. The seats were straight up. So, when I got on there trying to find a place to sit, there wasn’t 
any in the back. I went up in the other part of the train. But because it wasn’t so good, I went 
back to those two cars. There were four seats and the rest chairs in the restroom. I got one of 
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those. There were two servicemen there and a cowboy going out West. But it got cold at night. 
There wasn’t any porter, and the place where they kept pillows, I had put my coat and suitcase 
up in there. It was big enough. I crawled up in there and went to sleep that night and slept in that. 
Then, the next day, they started a poker game in the restroom, the servicemen did. So, there were 
some vacant seats. So, I’d go around and wherever there was a vacant seat, I’d sit down. When 
the fellow would come back to get his seat, I’d get up and go look for another. 
 
So, how long were you on the train? 
 
Well, I think it took a couple of days from Portland out. I traveled with about three servicemen. I 
told them who I was and what it was and it didn’t seem to bother them any. Every time the train 
stopped, they’d jump off try to get something to eat or do something. At USOs I couldn’t get 
any. They wouldn’t give me any because I wasn’t a serviceman. Even to get into the dining room 
was not very easy on the train, because they serviced the servicemen mainly. A lady or two who 
needed it or wanted in, and the servicemen would take her in so she could get something to eat as 
his wife. But he was doing it to help her to get something to eat.  
 
[At Waldport, Mr. Verbeck felled snags.] 
 
Had you fell trees before this? 
 
Oh, no, not really. They had a safety man that helped you, but they weren’t great big trees 
because they’d been burnt and so forth. Except one cedar that we felled. That was a big one. But 
you’d put a notch in the side of the tree and put your springboard, which you could get up and 
stand on and then you’d start. You’d cut your notch in the side of the tree, then you’d start on the 
backside with the saw and cut it down. 
 
There was one accidental death, maybe two accidental deaths at Waldport. Were they before 
your time? 
 
No, In fact, I was out on the job and I saw it when it, where it happened. I can’t really tell you his 
name. But it was really tragic. His wife had just came from somewhere and had arrived in camp 
about the day before. The Forest Service tells you when you falling a tree that if you’ve got 
brush and stuff, that you’re supposed to brush out at a forty-five degree angle from your stump. 
So when the tree starts to fall you can run and get back away from it and then look up and watch 
it. So, if anything is falling, you can maybe duck. But this fella, at the time the tree went, there 
was another tree right up above it on the hillside, just a few feet away. Instead of doing what they 
had said, he walked up around and was standing right up tight against that tree. And when the 
tree went down -- it was a spruce and it had these big wiry limbs, and one broke off and come 
down end over end and come right down that side of that tree and hit him on the head. He was 
bleeding through his eyes and ears.. 
 
Well, you had had some safety training from the Forest Service about brushing out your escape 
path. 
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Yes, they had told us what we should do and not to stand on your springboards. For a little while, 
for a month, I had the job as the safety person. I had a couple of fellows that were, when the trees 
would go down, they were still standing on their springboards. It just happened one of those 
fellows, he didn’t get hurt. At that time, he happened to get off. But there was a tree of some kind 
came back under his springboard and he didn’t realize it. When the tree went down and hit the 
top of the tree that was under his springboard, that flipped up and that springboard just went 
flying off through the air. He wasn’t on it. But that’s the reason they tell you. 

 
We took a portable cannery and, with the help of the people in the church, we canned a lot of 
corn. That was used in the camp, and I think some even went to La Verne College in California. 
Then we were in Albany, Oregon, canning tomatoes and so forth. We were at Wenatchee, 
Washington, canning peaches and that sort of thing and went clear up to Tonasket for one period. 
When we’d get a truck loaded up with canned goods, then they took us back to camp. 
 
We’ve seen a photo of that cannery. It looked to be on kind of a boxy trailer, kind of like a small 
boxcar. 
 
Yes. It was about eight feet wide and probably, maybe sixteen feet long. I’m not absolute about 
the length of it. It had a little steam boiler on it that had a pressure cooker and a place where you 
could, for baths, where you could run steam into the water and boil it when you were canning 
fruit. The vegetables we had to pressure cook. The camp had a ton and a half truck and they 
pulled the trailer with the truck. That’s what they used to haul the fruit that we canned. It had two 
sides that folded up about six feet. Then when we would get to where we were going, we would 
let them down and that was the part of our platform where we worked on with the cannery. 
 
There is one other really interesting story at Waldport. Well, there was a Negro group there, a 
small group of Negroes in the camp. There was some Jehovah Witnesses. And then there were 
three men from another church up here in Washington someplace. And they, the fellows had a 
church service every time, but these three men didn’t participate. They had their own. And two 
of them had their wives living next to camp, so they sort of had a little group. Their church 
service, or when they got together, they would open the Bible and read a scripture and then they 
would go and try to do what it said. They read this scripture, well, if you’re required to carry the 
soldiers pack a mile, you’ve got to go do it two miles, the scripture says. So, they said, “Well, the 
government is asking us to work eight hours a day now. We’ve got to start working sixteen hours 
a day in order to fulfill this scripture.” So, they went and asked the Forest Service Supervisor if 
they could start working sixteen hours a day. One of the fellows, was my partner who was 
working out in the woods with me. Well, he wanted to take his bed out and stay. The other two 
men were working in the shop in camp, maintaining trucks and equipment and so forth.  
 
So, he told this fella, he says, “Well, you go out and work the eight hours in the woods and then 
you can come in and work another eight hours with these fellows here in the shop.” So, the 
supervisor let him try it and see what they could do. So, they started in and they discovered 
working sixteen hours a day eating three meals and getting any sleep, well, they got pretty tired. 
Finally, they got so tired that the Forest Service said that they were a safety hazard and they had 
to quit. They didn’t want to quit! So, what they did, they were smart enough that they had 
discarded a bunch of old tools that was thrown out back in a scrap pile. So, they went out and got 
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some of these old tools and fixed them up. Then they went up on the road, the Forest Service 
road, and started working. They knew enough, and they started doing that. And then when the 
Forest Service found out about it, the supervisor, why he called the supervisor from Corvallis, 
Oregon. They came over and picked them up and said if they didn’t stay in camp they would 
charge them with trespassing. Then they finally transferred them, I think, out. I don’t really know 
what happened after that. They had this one fella that wouldn’t work at all. Those were extremes.  
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PHILLIP WALLICK 
 
May 16, 2004 
 
Phillip Wallick was from a family of Brethrens and conscientious objectors in Ohio, and 
volunteered for Waldport to fight forest fires. 

________________________________________________________ 

Waldport, as you know, had a high concentration of artists, writers, and musicians, and theater 
people. I got there by chance because COs from the East were being transfe rred to the West to 
help fight what was predicted would be an outbreak of forest fires set off by Japanese balloons 
carrying incendiary devises, but I was already interested in architecture, so I thought I had ended 
up in paradise. I fought a few fires and then ended up on a lookout tower on Mary’s Peak. I was 
on the mountain on V.E. day and remember seeing many cars down in the valley that night. 
Everyone assumed correctly that gas rationing would be lifted soon, but I really enjoyed the 
several weeks in the camp. William Everson, Kermit Sheets, and other creative people made a 
big impression on me. I wasn’t on Mary’s Peak I think I was on Prairie Mountain. Mary’s Peak 
was a ten day stint at the end of my service there. I did spend some time on Mary’s Peak that was 
basically Prairie Mountain. 

I was drafted six months after I graduated from high school, when I normally would have been 
drafted I was still recovering from my appendicitis. I think it was February of 1945 when I was 
finally drafted. I started at Wellston, Michigan. That’s where I was sent. It was also a forest 
service camp. 

What precipitated the change of camps?  

We were told was it was the suspected threat of the Japanese fire balloons. There had been a 
couple that had landed on the West coast and I think one started a small fire and one had actually 
killed somebody. They expected towards the end of the war there would be a lot more released 
and there would be this massive invasion from the air of balloons. So a lot of us were taken from 
forest service camps in the Midwest and sent out to Oregon, Washington, and California. It was 
not voluntary, but you could volunteer for it and that’s actually what I did. I don’t know if my 
name was on the original list or not, but when I heard about it I thought it would be useful and 
nice to go out to California or Washington, so I volunteered to go out. I was accepted for that. I 
never considered anything in the forest service dangerous, even fighting the fires that I did 
because the fire balloons were made of paper or some sort of fabric thing. If they had come down 
you would have seen it, so I didn’t see any danger. 

It was a long train trip out. It was an interesting train trip because I don’t know how many were 
in our group, probably a hundred, eighty or a hundred and we filled up two railroad cars. The rest 
of the train, or ten or so cars, were Marines who were headed out to the Pacific. When we all got 
on the train in Chicago there was a certain amount of apprehension. There might have been a 
little concern on the part of the Marines about us, but it turned out that it was a very amicable 
and good natured exchange of ideas that we had with the Marines. What distracted us a lot on the 
trip was the interaction. I think they had some MPs between the field cars and the Marine cars, so 
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if they ever had a problem the MPs presumably would have intervened, but there never was and 
we would sort of couple of go in and a couple of Marines would come back at a time and talk.  

The physical layout of camp was very familiar. I can't remember exactly how close it is to the 
beach, but it was very close. As I recall the land was sloped up. I don’t recall the camp as being 
on flat ground. The first building, which must have been an administrative building of some sort, 
had been allocated for the fine arts groups, as they were called, the artists and writers and so 
forth, I think that was right down near the entrance. I can't remember where my bunk was, as a 
matter of fact. I think I arrived in probably April or possibly May and I left that fall probably 
September or October probably October. I went back East for another assignment. 

The first assignment I had I remember was going out on a road-building crew within a week. 
They were blasting bedrock to build a road to some location. I think, we had a couple of jobs. 
This was pretty exciting for me I got to pack dynamite in a hole. I think we did it for a couple of 
days, maybe a week or so. Someone would drill the hole and then we’d pack the dynamite in and 
then somebody would blast off. After a couple of days I was able to push the plunger down and 
that was pretty exciting to watch the rocks shatter. So I did that for a while and the fire season 
started and I think pretty much the whole camp was sent to a fire in the Three Sisters, which I 
think are across the valley from the range along the coast. 

We were sent out there, four or five truckloads, and spent a better part of a week there fighting a 
fire. We were sort of actually part of the mop-up crew. I think the heavy work had already been 
done. But it was an interesting sort of time because, again, the people we were closest to were a 
large contingent of black soldiers who were a maintenance company and again they were 
expecting to be shipped overseas any minute, but obviously they never went because the war was 
soon over, but it was interesting to work with them at that point to. So that was about a week or 
so, probably less than a week. Then when I got back from the camp I volunteer to be a lookout 
and was sent to Prairie Mountain. That was when I first started and it ended September 1st, or 
early September, but it did go through VJ day, which was of course August 6th. I finally left for 
New Jersey where I worked for a mental hospital for four or five months. I went to Boyd, 
Maryland. That was a holding thing, then I went on a cattle-boat trip for the United Nations 
when the war was over. And with the United Nations sending horses, cattle, sheep, and mules 
and stuff to Europe on old Liberty and Victory ships and I was on a cruise that took care of the 
animals. 

Were you part of the fine arts group? 

It was not a real organization per se. It was pretty unformed in a lot of ways. Most of the people 
in the fine arts group were older men who had a great deal of art, or music, or theater skills. As 
far as I was concerned, they formed the fine arts group and I was a hanger on-er. I participated in 
some of their meetings like poetry readings or watched the production of a magazine, that kind 
of stuff. I didn’t have much to contribute in terms except as a bystander. 

I had already developed an interest in architecture and maybe one of the reasons I was tolerated 
or accepted in the group was because when I was in Michigan I had taken a trip over to 
Wisconsin on weekend leave and visited the home of Frank Lloyd Wright. And so I was able to 
tell some of the people there about what it was like to go to Taliesin in Wisconsin. But the 
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experience in Waldport I think opened up a little bit more to me sort of the hands-on aspects of 
writing and producing a magazine, which we did, and I got very interested in. Later in my career 
I was involved in publishing too. 

After CPS, I went back to college and I graduated from college in 1951, but I went to Antioch 
College and Antioch College, if you’re not familiar with it, has a work study program. So during 
my five years at Antioch I would have three months of on the job experience. I worked mostly in 
city planning departments with the city architects that was my experience. I’m a city planner. 

If I were to say to you tell me one vivid story from the time you were in Waldport, what is either 
your favorite story to tell or the memory you can’t forget? 

Well, it was an incredible experience for me especially thrown in amongst forest service rangers, 
professionals, and all these creative people plus other people sort of like me. It was not dissimilar 
to what happened to guys who went to the Army. You’re suddenly thrown in with so many kinds 
of people you’ve never seen or heard of or known before. This is what I realized is that I had a 
very small environment that I lived in Ohio when I was growing up and suddenly to have all this 
thrown opened was just incredible. But probably the most, is when I was on Prairie Mountain. 
The lookout is actually a house anchored on the mountain. Its got guide wires going out in six 
different directions to hold together in the wind. I remember waking up in the middle of the night 
and the house was just shaking and there was this sound outside like something was hitting these 
guide wires. And I took my flashlight out and looked out and there were cows out there. I 
couldn’t believe that cows would ever get to the top of the mountain. So, you know I said hello 
to the cows and they went away. I never saw them again.  

I have to ask you about your decision to become a conscientious objector and how that came 
about. Was it your involvement in the Church of the Brethren? 

It was because I was brought up in the Church of the Brethren. My father had been a 
conscientious objector in World War I. He actually was in the equivalent of what is called 1AO; 
he was in the Army, but he was in anon-combatant capacity. So my whole family were basically 
COs, so it was something that came logically and orderly for me it was not something that I 
discovered; it was always part of my background. My brother wasn’t drafted. He was studying 
for the ministry at the time, so he was exempt. None of my family, my brother or my first 
cousins none of them were of age or into, we were all COs basically.  

Years later I was about to be drafted in the Korean War. I had a physical exam and they thought 
something was wrong with me and I wasn’t drafted. At that point I was considering not being a 
CO. I’m not sure of the reason that I come to that decision except part of it was a lot of the 
discussion at that time about Communisms or the threat of communism. I do not know why I felt 
that was more of a threat than Nazism but apparently at that point I did. 
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ROBERT WOOD 

Summer, 2003 
 
Robert Wood, a religious objector from Minnesota, met his wife while stationed in Waldport and 
was an avid bicyclist while there. 

________________________________________________________ 

My father was a part-time carpenter and part-time farmer. They bought a farm in Minnesota and 
it was about a half-mile from where I lived, but they made a good selling on it. My dad thought if 
we could do that constantly then he would build the buildings on it and sell it again and that 
would be a good thing. So we moved to Washington and Idaho. That was in Idaho where I lived 
when I was three years old. He moved out here and did carpentry work in Lewiston and 
Clarkston and I can remember partly of that. Then we went back by train and Dad bought a 
hundred and sixty acres just a half-mile from where our where our former farm was and went 
into carpentry work and farming there again, and built a new set of buildings. Where I got my 
first job was about ten miles from my home and in the jack pine country of Minnesota and I 
taught there for two or three years. Then I came and got a job at my home school which was 
where I had been raised up as a kid, and it was still the same, they still used it. It would have 
been the 1930s and that was the beginning of my early career. 

What were you doing when you received your draft notice? 

I was just teaching in a one-teacher school and I taught in two of those for about five years. 

Mr. Wood, can you tell us why you became a conscientious objector? 

I thought all during my early Christian experience that anyone who killed would be, it is a sin 
and therefore they would no longer able to get to heaven. I just felt that it was wrong to kill. My 
dad had felt the same way, I guess, but he had never been faced with the idea that he had to go. 
So I just felt that it was the thing to do, would to be to go to a peace church or something like 
that doing peace work. 

Did anyone you knew object to you going after conscientious objector status? 

No, we were pretty much alone physically, socially in Minnesota, and no one knew about my 
decisions much. 

What did you have to go through to officially become a conscientious objector? 

I didn’t have to do anything except just put my words down on paper that I was a conscientious 
objector. 

When you traveled out here to Oregon how did you get here? 

We came by train. We were given the best. We had sleeping gear and had the best travel that was 
possible to have at that. It was one of the coldest winters that we had had. Kind of unusual for us 
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to get where we had volunteered to come out and then get into this country and find that there 
was snow even on the beach which was unusual. We came in October of 1942 and that would be 
the winter of 1942-1943, which would be about then. 

Did you receive any kind of special training while you were at Camp Waldport for the jobs you 
were doing? 

No, most of the time it was just what any person could do, planting trees, or releasing timber. It 
would just be ordinary work, I think. Later, some of the boys that had volunteered for special 
travel to another camp would get special training in their particular field. But I think I had mostly 
just the hard work to do. 

Were there a lot of discussions at the camp about the conscientious objector position? 

No, not really. Most of them agreed with me and we didn’t have any differences in opinions as 
far as that’s concerned. And neither did some of the other secular ones like Nate Sadowski or 
those who were not Christians. They just believed as we did that we were on the right track. 

I think we did go into town once in a while. As far as officially we were pretty much apart and 
not a part of any official doings in town or otherwise. I had a bicycle that my Dad had sent to me 
in Michigan and I brought it out to the coast. That was my usual entertainment on the weekends. 

Did you ride the bicycle out to Waldport? 

Yes, I rode the bicycle out here many times into places that would be forty or fifty miles away. 
Like I would go from Camp Waldport there where we were, Camp Angell, I would go to 
Waldport or went forty miles, I know, lots of weekends. I’d go to someplace like Florence. I was 
going to say that later, after I was released from camp, I still had the bicycle, of course, and I 
rode to see my wife sixteen miles from Florence to Mapleton. That was the only way I had to get 
to her, and I used the bicycle instead of a car. 

She was in Mapleton, and I met her on one of the early excursions we had. The church had 
burned, and we had church in the grange hall in Mapleton and that was my first experience with 
the church in Mapleton, was in the grange hall. My Bible had my name on it, and when I laid my 
Bible down on the pew Shirley was behind me so could see who it was that had the Bible. So 
that was when we first got acquainted. She was going to school in OCE in Monmouth, Oregon, 
so she was getting ready to be a teacher and I had already taught some in Minnesota at about five 
or six different schools. So I was kind of helping to encourage her, and that is just what we did 
together. That was the special time of bicycling in Oregon. 

How did you get spending money while you were at Camp Angell? 

I had saved several hundred dollars, and I paid thirty-five dollars a month for my expenses in 
camp as long as I could. Then I was there longer than I could do it so the expenses were just a 
part of what the peace churches covered. 
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Was the money that you paid there at the camp because you were not a member of one of the 
peace churches, the thirty-five dollars a month? 

I don’t know, I think they even took that from people who were members. Later I worked for the 
Forest Service, and that was how I got my spending money. I volunteered then in camp to do 
Forest Service work, and I was camp leader and truck driver. I would have enough money and 
we’d go to the markets on the weekends, like at Waldport or wherever we would buy our food. I 
could sign for any food that we bought or milk that we would get from farmers, sign for it. So 
then I would be paid-my expenses then would be paid by the Forest Service and I did not have to 
buy my own food or pay the thirty-five dollars, of course, because I was working a special job. I 
could work as the leader of the camp. I took the truck and one four wheeled trailer which was our 
kitchen. Harry McNary was the colored boy, one of only two colored boys in that camp that I 
knew at the time. Harry McNary was one of them - and he was a friend of ours later - that did the 
cooking on this one camp, and there were four of us besides him, besides the director who 
usually rode with us. 

I would be the driver of the truck and take these four or five people during the week and we 
would do special jobs. We did a lot of work for the Forest Service. At first I was a safety man, 
then I was the head of this camp which was just simply the driver and the main fellow of the 
camp that would do cruising and timber work. The cruising was just going out and evaluating the 
timber as we went through it. There would be four of us on the crew – one at the head of the 
chain and one at the tail end of the chain to measure as you went through the timber. It would be 
about ten chains during the walk from one side of the field to the other which would be a mile. 
You go over ten chains, which is 33 feet each time, and you’d go over ten chains and then come 
back, then go over ten chains the other way, and back to the end. We made constant travel 
evaluations of the timber. Cruising timber is what we did mostly. That was one job. 

I did the scaling of the logs. You’d have to take the scaling stick and hold it up so that the one 
amount was where you’d cut the tree off, and the other one would be the height of the tree. I 
would estimate the value of each. I think I would go one chain to the left and one chain to the 
right in my evaluation of distance, and tell the number of trees that we saw on each height which 
would be our evaluation of the timber that day. Then I would write it down and we’d tally it up 
at the night and we would see how many millions of feet of timber we had on that particular 
section of land, and evaluate it for the Forest Service. 

It sounds like you had a lot of responsibility in the camp. Were you older than most of the people 
there? 

I was probably just older in experience, but not older in terms of general age. I was twenty-four. 
Yeah, I might have been a bit older of some of them. I did have lots of responsibility and I 
appreciated that, and I think I was treated better for some things because of my responsibility. 

While you were at Camp Angell did you ever participate in the fine arts part of the camp? 

Not directly, although I was friendly with some of the people who were in the fine arts. They 
were generally not Christians, but just secular. We were close to them but didn’t interact socially 
with them necessarily.  
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Was there a distinction in the camp between people involved in the arts program and people who 
were not? 

A little bit. They’d do things they liked to do and we’d do things we liked to do, yeah, possibly. 

Where there some positive things about Camp Angell, and your memories from there? 

It was all to be remembered because I bicycled so much. Went north and south. I had good 
remembrances of some of those vacations and furloughs that I had done. About once a year I 
would get a furlough to go to Minnesota to visit my folks, and sometimes Dad would put the 
money in to help me to get back from vacation. I would go clear across the country about once 
every year to enjoy the freedom that I had in furlough. 

How do you feel about your experience as a conscientious objector? 

I don’t have any hate of it. It was all just something we had to do, I felt. I have good 
remembrances. I always said that work, working hard, working for your enjoyment was about as 
good as anything. Louie Callenda and I both agreed on coming to Oregon that we would have a 
Christian Service Unit, about twelve men who were together, Christians, that would believe in 
the same thing. We came out here and we wanted to work on forest fires or doing whatever we 
could together. I think we had better than ordinary remembrances of the camp experiences 
because we did work hard, like Louie and I competing to see who could plant the most trees in a 
day. We just enjoyed work. I said that doing work would be as good as lots of other things to 
spend time. Our job was work, so we wanted to compete with work, and make it be part of the 
fun. 

Was that a formal group when you said “Christian Service Unit” or was it more a group of 
friends that held together in that time? 

A group of friends that held together during that time. I think we just called ourselves that 
because we knew we were in this together. 

Do you still feel strongly about the conscientious objector position? 

Very much so. 
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HAROLD "PAUL" ZIMMERMAN 
 
August 25, 2003 
 
Harold (Paul) Zimmerman, came from a family of Disciples of Christ in Illinois, and influenced 
by political pacifism, did project work for his six months at Waldport. 

________________________________________________________ 
 

I grew up on a farm on the edge of a village of 330 people in central Illinois. My father raised 
originally oats, wheat, corn, and eventually soybeans. He bought feeder cattle and set them out, 
raised a few pigs. He and my mother were very active in church. My dad’s mother also came 
from the Methodist church, but there was none in Harvel, so they joined the new church called 
Christian Church—Disciples of Christ. That was a big part of my life, that church. This little 
village had several businesses, it now has none. The highway came through and everybody shops 
mostly twenty miles away [laughs]. We had three churches, now two of them have closed. The 
only one left is the fundamentalist Missouri Lutheran Church. Our church struggled on for years 
so I finally suggested we close it down and nobody paid any attention. But the next board 
meeting, somebody else suggested it and it passed unanimously. I now attend a joint Methodist-
Presbyterian church in the next town.  

Mr. Zimmerman, what were you doing when you received your draft notice?  

I was in the University of Illinois School of Agriculture. Looking at it more or less objectively as 
I can: my church experience. My mother was active state wide, area wide at least, in church 
affairs. I went to a meeting with her once and there were various pamphlets around on the table. I 
remember I saw a pamphlet by Anna Louise Strong about Communism which was on the 
literature table in our church. The top leaders in our church included a great many people who 
you might describe as pacifists. We were not a pacifist church like the Brethren, the Quakers, or 
the Mennonites. There was a strong current there and that appealed to me. War seemed to me to 
be not only horrible but also ridiculous [laugh], as it still does. I’m not very open-minded. I 
haven’t changed much through my eighty years.  

I did not get advice from my church community, other than those pamphlets I read. I read articles 
in magazines. When I was at the University of Illinois, I stayed in a private home that had two 
rooms that the old people rented out. The man in the other room was eating at home out of tin 
cans saving money. And I asked him why and he was sending the money to the CPS camps for 
the conscientious objectors. He was a very conscientious person studying graduate mathematics. 
I don’t know whatever happened to him frankly, but I was impressed. His sending money to the 
COs, I think, was kind of ridiculous, most of them lived better than he did. He didn’t know that, I 
guess. Through him I was introduced to some other people that were committed more or less. 
Several pastors around were, but I didn’t talk to them very much. Of course, in college I didn’t 
have much time, I was studying most of the time. I was impressed with those that I knew. It 
became a great moral issue with me when I realized I was going to be drafted.  

Frankly, I didn’t believe a lot of the propaganda about the war. I found out later it was true. 
Hitler was really as bad as they said, or almost as bad. I never felt that we were under any threat, 
that we needed armed protection. Of course, I knew I was going against my community and I 
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thought against my parents. Now, my mother I knew would be supportive of pacifism. My father 
probably would not. I couldn’t make up my mind what I should do. On the last day before the 
deadline to send in my questionnaire about the draft, I still hadn’t made up my mind. But I wrote 
a letter telling Selective Service why I had decided to go—that I didn’t believe in it, that I didn’t 
want to do it, because I couldn’t make that kind of independent decision. I showed that letter to 
this other fellow in my house and he just about blew up. Where was my sense of responsibility 
with independence?, and so forth. So I finally filled it out, just changed one line in the 
questionnaire that I wanted to be a conscientious objector. About at 11:00 o’clock at night I 
peddled a couple miles across the city to get it to the post office before midnight with the 
deadline and the postmark. This shows you something about me when I was eighteen years old.  

At the University of Illinois, did you feel that conscientious objection was tolerated at all? 

It was tolerated but not approved. When I started there, ROTC was required. I thought about 
refusing. They said, "If you do, then you can’t come to school here." I said, "well, I’ll do it," and 
I wrote “under protest” over the paper. Of course that didn’t make any difference and I served 
two years in ROTC, which I detested. I did pretty well because they put me in the horse-drawn 
artillery and I was the best rider in the bunch.  

Which camp were you originally sent to? 

Magnolia, Arkansas. It was in the deep South, southwest Arkansas near Texarkana. The work of 
national importance there was partly planting trees and partly digging conservation ponds on 
farms. Most of the people who got the ponds were very rich farmers who owned lots of land and 
they were putting resort houses on their ponds, which kind of bothered me. My first experience 
there was very stimulating. I think 130 guys, of course no two of them alike. Several nights I 
spent most of the night in the bathhouse talking religion and politics. I’d never had the 
opportunity with such different kinds of people. Most of them were very intelligent, quite a few 
of them were well educated and dedicated. Some of them were Jehovah Witnesses, some of them 
were Church of the Brethren and I think a few of them Catholics, there were a lot of them later. 
With me it was a great adventure.  

Incidentally, on the way down there on the train there were four or five of us headed there. We 
found each other and we were all talking together in the car. The conductor came through and 
said we were now passing into Arkansas and we would have to segregate—two of us were black 
and the other three were white. I just said, "No, I’m going to stay here." After I said that the other 
guys did too. Now, I’m not sure I said it first, but we agreed quickly that we were not going to 
separate. The man said, “That’s the law.” “Well, it’s unconstitutional; it’s not a good law.”  

I was in Arkansas only six weeks and a tornado roared right through our camp and destroyed 
most of it, so they had to send us some other place. I was assigned to Waldport; I had no choice 
in it.  

When you got there, what did you think of the Oregon Coast?  

It was cold. Our camp was a block or two from the ocean. I could hear the surf in the barracks. It 
was cold and wet. It was fairly nice looking, there were no big mountains there, but I had never 
been off the prairie before. I kind of enjoyed it. It was a very different camp than I had been in 
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before. More radical people, less religious. There were exceptions to both, of course. I kind of 
enjoyed it. I found out that you could ask to be sent to other camps and they might or might not 
send you. Within two weeks, I applied to be sent to either Forest Service lookout tower which 
seemed romantic to me, sitting up in the lookout tower all the time, or to go to a camp in North 
Dakota called Trenton where there was a group of people interested in "intentional community," 
I think they called it. They became a community themselves in this camp, nobody else wanted to 
go up there because it was considered Siberia. They were all able to get together there. They 
were a very interesting group of people after the war. They did form an intentional community, 
which still exists, and now it has grown to half a dozen of them in the United States and England.  

What kind of work did you do while you were at Waldport?  

They had a tree nursery. It was mainly growing trees and planting them in the mountains. I never 
did plant any because I was always doing other things. At first they had me cutting salal brush in 
the trails. These were trails to make it easier to get up to fires. I enjoyed that, I had just got there 
and I was young and strong. Those guys moved so fast that some days I hardly got up with them 
in time from the truck and I couldn’t do any work. Shortly I got strong. We carried a gallon jug 
of milk on our pack, which had butter in it, after we carried it so far. They gave us a pack of four 
sandwiches, eight slices of bread, one meat, one cheese, and two peanut butter and jelly. If we 
wanted more, we could take an extra pack. By the time I got out of there, I was eating two packs. 
I was a young guy then, full of piss and vinegar.  

What were the living quarters like at Waldport?  

About the same as in all the camps. They were old CCC barracks. We were not crowded at all; 
the beds probably had six feet between every bed. They were warm enough in the winter. The 
bathhouse was a separate barracks for showers and toilets. It could be one hundred yards from 
your bed. That could be a slight inconvenience.  

How long were you at Waldport? 

Not very long. Six months, maybe. Soon after I got there I requested transfer either to a fire 
tower or to this camp in North Dakota. My request was granted for both; they came in the same 
day. I had to make my choice. I really would have liked to go to the lookout tower, but I thought 
maybe it would be better for my development, because I’m kind of a loner and not very sociable, 
it would be better for me to go to North Dakota. I think that was a wise decision for my whole 
life.  

Do you recall if there were any women present at the camp? Any visitors? 

I remember visitors—not many. The only woman I recall…I think the camp director had a wife. 
I don’t remember that there, I do in other camps. One I do remember, there was quite a character 
there, he fancied himself a poet and he was pretty good. I have some of his Waldport poems that 
would resonate with me—I knew what he was talking about. He was the kind of a guy who loved 
at noon to take off all of his clothes and sit on a rock and eat his lunch, I think partly to shuck the 
conservative religious people. He had a group of jazz records and he would have concerts at 
night sometimes. His wife came to camp. When I knew him he was barefaced and well shaven 
and then he decided to raise a beard. And he got a big beautiful beard. Then his wife came and 
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the bus stopped right at the camp and she didn’t recognize him. So after a day or so she made 
him shave, and then none of us recognized him. There were no women residents in camp that I 
can remember, in that one. Now in some other camps, there were volunteer lady nurses, 
registered nurses. They were mostly Quaker or Brethren.  

You mentioned that when you were in Arkansas that you had a lot of time to talk about religious 
issues, and then you mentioned when you came to Waldport there wasn’t as much religious 
conversation.  

Definitely not. I would say half or two-thirds of the Magnolia camp in Arkansas was Church of 
the Brethren or Mennonite. There were not many Mennonites; they tended to be in their own 
camps. It was much more open and liberal in Waldport. And there was conflict between the 
conservative people and the liberals.   

Mr. Zimmerman, I understand you also served under the Office of the Surgeon General in 
Philadelphia with the jaundice experiment. I was wondering why you chose that assignment. 

I had been in North Dakota a year and a half by then and one of my friends who was more 
sophisticated and educated thought that I was dying spiritually and intellectually. He thought I 
should go someplace where there was more stimulation. There was plenty there. These 
communers were all stimulating people. I decided that it was time to go. They take most anybody 
that applied to go over there. I had never lived in the city and I thought it was worthwhile work. I 
wasn’t much afraid of the jaundice. I had researched it a bit. I just went there and it was very 
interesting.   

I was there almost the rest of the war, a year or more. I think they inoculated us about two or 
three weeks after I got there. I got sick and got over it. Then they sent me up to Trenton State 
Hospital in New Jersey to do floor/ward work. But they were using patients for subjects like we 
were. I wouldn’t have thought much about it but some other people who were more 
conscientious did and they realized that they were not getting permission from anybody to 
inoculate these people with hepatitis. That offended them and as I thought about it offended me 
too—partly because we thought we were volunteering for something good and these guys were 
just tricked into it. I think they inoculated about 100 people at Trenton. We kind of started a 
formal protest. I went to talk to the manager one day, whatever they called him, and he said, 
"Well, Mr. Zimmerman, you may be right, but that is moot now because we aren’t going to 
inoculate any more people." I was on the night shift then and I went down to get the food and 
they gave me a special canister to carry up to the floor and it was inoculant for the last group. 
They had not stopped. That was the last one and I dutifully gave it to the people to give it to 
them.  

How did you find out about the end of the war?  

I guess we had radios, I don’t remember. It didn’t end for us for a while. After the war ended, we 
stayed in camp quite a while. This is another long story. I went to another camp in Big Flats, 
New York, and it was radicals there. There were a lot of people who didn’t think they should be 
in a religious camp supported by churches. So, they just said, "if you’re going keep us you’re 
going to pay for us." They had three government camps, as they called it. One was in Big Flats, 
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New York near Elmira. I went there and they began agitating, they felt it was time for us to get 
out. I think we were on a schedule only slightly behind what the soldiers had. It was a camp of 
radicals, very different than any I had been in before.  

How did you feel about your experience as a conscientious objector?  

I’ve never regretted it. I’ve had people say to me, "Paul, you’re really not ashamed of being a 
conscientious objector are you?" Like I should be. I’ve always been able to say, "No, I’m not." 
I’m rather proud of it. At this time, I would say I’m more proud of that than anything in my life. 
That’s one time I did something, not enough, but I stood up.  

You mentioned at the beginning of the interview that your attitude hasn’t changed much over the 
years, and I was wondering how your experiences affected your attitude to later U.S. wars?  

I’ve been against every one of them. I would guess that that war would have been the hardest one 
to have opposed given the time when it started and because of what was happening in Europe, 
although, I don’t think America was ever in danger of invasion by Hitler. I never did think that 
and I still don’t. Frankly, I didn’t have much doubt about who would win the war in Europe. 
Without the American help, although, it probably would have been very different. I don’t know 
if that experience affected my later ones or not. I’ve been very much opposed to all of the wars 
since. I think each one on individual grounds have mostly been done for wrong purposes, and 
much untruth told about what had gotten us into it, including the present one. Especially the 
present one. Frankly, I getting to think that Bush is…I’m have a lower opinion of him every day. 
Him and his henchmen—excuse that word, henchmen.  

I don’t have any other general questions, but is there anything else you would like to tell me 
about your experience as a conscientious objector?  

There was sometimes some opposition, but never very much. There were a lot of people who let 
us know what they thought. We weren’t too welcome in some churches, but we went anyway. 
The only time I think somebody shot at me was later when I went down to Mississippi in the 
summer for voter registration. We had some violence there. I didn’t experience it, but I think 
they were trying to scare us out, definitely the sheriff and other people in town. The black people 
in town suffered more than we did for that. They were pretty mean down there. That was not in 
CPS.  

 

 

 

 

 
 


