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My parents, Anton/”Tony” & Ruth, were living in Independence, IA, when in January, 1943, they saw an ad in the 
Waterloo newspaper that Northwest Airlines, St. Paul, MN, was hiring workers to modify bombers at $1.15 hour. 
They drove to Waterloo, and Tony interviewed for the job, took a physical, and was hired. They quickly sold their house 
in Independence, and in February they moved with me and my brother, Leon, into a downstairs apartment at 309 Fuller Ave., 
St. Paul. 

When Tony first arrived for work at Bomber Modification Center No. 12, Holman Airfield (also now known as St. 
Paul Downtown Airport) he was sent to school for a month to learn the complete structure of a bomber and get some sheet 
metal training. His first job was with a stowage crew on night shift in Hanger 109. The stowage crew removed parts from 
inside the bombers (cushions, radios, etc.), covered the engines with canvas, and replaced the parts after modifications 
were finished. These crews rotated shifts every two weeks. Ruth was pregnant and due any day. Tony asked to be put on days 
so he could be home at night when Ruth went to the hospital (the woman and her mother who lived upstairs could babysit 
Dan and Leon during the day). Tony was placed on the gun crew, which was day work. The gun crew cleaned and oiled 
the .50 caliber machine guns on the B-24s. They had to be oiled weekly. Later a new kind of oil was used, and the guns 
only needed oiling monthly. It was during this time that Edwin was born. 

Tony eventually worked on a B-24 modification crew as a riveter (his rivet bucking partner was Muriel Newstrom). 
Their first job was installing escape hatches for tail and waist gunners so they would not have to crawl through the bomb 
bay to reach the escape hatch over the wing (the bomb bay quickly flooded if the plane went down in water). He also 
installed Plexiglas windows, gunnery ports, and ball turrets. Tony often told a story that once when he was working alone in 
a B-24, it started to move. He didn’t know what was happening. After a few minutes the bomber stopped. Then there was a 
thunderous noise and the whole plane shook. The bomber had been towed to the gunnery range where the .50 caliber guns 
were tested, and somebody had begun firing the guns. It was quite a thrill for Tony. After the plane was towed back, he 
went up to the guns and recovered some shells that had been fired. He took them home in his lunch pail. 

Toward the end of the war he would remove the ball turrets and install radar dishes for the new highly classified H2X 
radar, which played a significant role in bombing missions during the last year of the war. Frank Uram was crew chief, 
Tritabaugh was foreman of the crews, and Lynch was Hanger Supervisor. Tony had steady employment that he liked, and 
was making $1.15 an hour. The war years were good for Tony and Ruth and their three sons, and they were all enjoying the 
benefits of a large city. While living in St. Paul, Ruth entered her embroidery of the Cologne Cathedral in the “Fancy Work” 
competition of the Minnesota State Fair. She won Grand Prize. 

World War II ended on September 2, 1945 with the formal surrender of Japan aboard the battleship USS Missouri in 
Tokyo Bay. With the end of the war, Tony had to look for another job. He worked in a toy factory, ski factory, battery 
factory, chicken processing plant, etc. It was hard finding a decent job. Finally, in November, his brother-in-law John 
Cashen found him a job at Oelwein Motors, the Chrysler and Plymouth dealership, in Oelwein, IA. He started by 
doing oil changes, installing tailpipes and mufflers, etc. (i.e., a “grease monkey”). However, through reading books, 
observing and talking with the other mechanics, he taught himself auto mechanics; and worked his way up to full-time 
auto mechanic. He eventually learned to overhaul automatic transmissions. His longest employment was with King 
Brothers Oelwein Implement for twelve years. They had the Packard dealership, and Tony enjoyed working on 
Packard autos and International Harvester trucks. 

An interesting conclusion to this story: The last six years my father was alive he was in an assisted living apartment 
(Village Ridge, Marion, IA) and ate in the community dining room at a table with three other men. He had some 
interesting tablemates. Fred Gilbert was a Jewish refuge from Poland. During WWII he spent five years in 19 different 
concentration camps. His parents, brothers and sisters, all perished in the death camps during WWII. He later married a 
woman who was also a holocaust survivor. Fred was fluent in Yiddish, Polish, German, Czech, Russian and English, and 
served as a translator during the Nuremberg Trials. Another tablemate was Aldrich “Ozzie” Drahos, a B-24 bomber pilot 
during WWII. On Ozzie's sixth bombing mission, over a synthetic oil plant in Politz, Germany, his plane, the Carol 
Marie, was damaged by anti-aircraft fire. Their bomber with 200 bullet holes in it and only one engine working, sputtered 
across the Baltic Sea and landed on a grass field at Malmo, Sweden, one of 40 Allied planes landing there that day. Three 
crashed, losing their crews. No one on the Carol Marie was hurt. They became prisoners of war. Five months later, an 
unarmed, stripped-down B-24 flew into Stockholm's airport in bad weather and took the crew to England, where they were 
told they would go home. The Nazis, they were told, had their pictures and names, and if they returned to combat and 
were captured, they could be shot as escaped POWs. Ozzie was a military transport pilot for the rest of the war, flying all 
types of aircraft across the United States. I like to think that my father Tony played a part in Ozzie's successful missions, 
and in the liberation of Fred from the Nazi death camps. 


