
Karl Martin Kindt Jr. (II) 
 

Born November 14, 1925 in Evansville, Indiana 

Killed in Action: April 12, 1945 near Werneck, Germany 

 

Early Life 
My father was born in the parsonage of St. Matthew’s Evangelical Church in Evansville, Indiana.  This was the 
church my grandfather, Karl Martin Kindt Senior, served immediately following his graduation from Eden 
Theological Seminary.  St. Matthew’s Evangelical Church back then did not have the current sanctuary but a 
photograph of the interior of the building is at the end of this document.1  Grandma Kindt told me that the 
summers were so hot there that she persuaded Grandpa to seek a church call further north.  So after my father’s 
birth, he did so and they moved to another St. Matthew’s church but this one in Cleveland, Ohio.  See the photos 
of Karl M. Kindt II in Cleveland in a goat cart at the end of this document.2  Before he received the call to go to 
Cleveland, I think Grandma and Grandpa visited with family in Buffalo, New York or North Tonawanda on 
Hewitt Avenue/Street.  On the back yard of what I believe is perhaps a member of their family’s home in Buffalo 
or North Tonawanda, KMKII is seen playing with a dog while KMKI looks on.3 

My Dad’s Dad – Karl M. Kindt Senior – attended Eden Theological Seminary in 1923-24.  It was then located in 
north St. Louis, not in Webster Groves.   My Dad’s mother to be, Nora Houck, had lived just across the street from 
Karl Senior when they were growing up in Buffalo, New York.  Nora and Karl Senior became engaged before he 
went off to attend Elmhurst College in Elmhurst, Illinois.  Nora visited with him there several times.  When Karl 
Sr. graduated from Eden Seminary, she came to go to the graduation, but Karl Senior had his appendices burst and 
ended up missing the graduation ceremony and was in Deaconess Hospital (now torn down) that was located over 
by the St. Louis Zoo. 

After graduation Nora and Karl married and he was ordained to the Christian ministry and his first full time 
church was St. Matthew’s Evangelical Church in Evansville, Indiana.  My father, Karl Jr. was born in the 
parsonage there in Evansville.  Because Nora found the summer season so hot there, she asked Karl Sr. to find a 
church further north and in so by1925 he began serving a church in Cleveland, Ohio.  So my Dad Karl Jr. spent 
his early conscious years as a child there in Cleveland until his Dad, Karl Sr. was called to serve at the St. Paul’s 
and St. Stephen’s yoked churches in Wendleville, Pendelton area in Western New York.  So Karl Jr. from 6 years 
to 20 years lived in the parsonage next to the St. Paul’s Church in a bedroom on the second floor.  I visited that 
bedroom once when I was a teenager and most of his childhood things were still in that room.  When my mother, 
Marjorie Howard, married Karl Jr. in October 1944 and she went to live near him on Long Island where he was 
stationed as a radio operator but then in January1945 or February 1945 he was sent off to war.  For a while she 
lived in the parsonage and I think in Karl Jr.’s room until my Dad was announced to be missing in Action (a 
telegram in that regard came in early May 1945 and either before that or after that telegram, my mother moved to 
live with her mother and sisters in North Tonawanda, New York. 

3 This photo of KMKII playing with a dog with Grandpa Kindt I looking on might have been taken when the family visited 
with family in Buffalo, New York or North Tonawanda, New York - on Hewitt Street   Click here to see it. 

2 There were photographers who had a goat cart in Cleveland and stopped at homes to take photos of the children in the cart 
and here is Karl M. Kindt II enjoying a goat cart ride – click here to see it. 

1 The original sanctuary was in what is now the educational building.  Click here to see the photograph. 
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My father and mother met at the church when they were teenagers and worshipped there together and were 
married there at St. Paul’s church, I think?  Although at that time my mother and her family had started to attend 
Friedens Evangelical Church in North Tonawanda so not sure yet where the wedding took place and will update 
this part of the biography after a bit of research. 

Karl Jr. and Marjorie Howard attended Lockport High School when she was living on the farm in Wendleville 
with her family, father, mother and her sisters Jean, Carol, Shirley, and Winnie,  just down the road from Karl Jr.’s 
residence in the parsonage.  When my Dad would write to my Mom, he sometimes wrote to “Suzy” and I think 
that was because of the song “If you knew Susie, like I know Susie – oh oh oh what a gal..” 

But then the Howard family moved to North Tonawanda and Karl Jr. had to ride his bike all the way there to keep 
in touch with her.  When he turned driving age (not sure when) he may have driven to pick her up and take her to 
the movie theater the Riviera, in North Tonawanda.  I know one of his sisters told me he took Marjorie to the 
movies.  I have watched many 1940-1944 movies just to see what kind of films they may have gone to view. 

Karl Jr. played the piano.  He played it for the Sunday School and in one of his later letters to Doris he writes 
about how after the war they could play the music for the Lord’s Prayer together. (insert link to that letter here).  I 
asked his sister Ruth what songs she remembered him playing and what he liked to play.  She told me Fur Elise 
and Home, Home on the Range.  Those were the secular songs she recalled.  I imagine, playing for the Sunday 
School, he must have played “Jesus loves me…” and I have been practicing that song on the harmonica. 

 

Life and Death in the Army 
 

My father, Karl Martin Kindt II (or as he was called by his mother and father “Junior”) was killed several months 
before I was born as he fought his way into Germany.  He was killed near the town of Werneck along the Main 
River (this according to the burial team’s record4 as to where they found his body – see copy of the document that 
will be attached). 

He was drafted into the Army in 1943 (see the notice of induction attached).  At the age of 19, he was sent by 
train to Camp Davis in North Carolina.  He eventually became a Tech Sergeant 4th class.  He attended Radio 
School at the camp (see photo of him attached with some of the radio equipment).  He learned morse code and 
how to repair the radios.  In one of his communications with possible employers for work after the war, he 
indicated an interest in repairing radios.  At Camp Davis there was a weekly newsletter given to all those at the 
camp.  It was called The Barrage and a copy of one of the pages is in the appendix but I have also downloaded all 
the copies of the newsletter and they can be read in a separate PowerPoint document.  In these newsletters it 
specifies what movies were shown at the camp and I have endeavored to watch these 1930s-1940s films on 
youtube to see what he may have watched while there at the Camp.  I have a number of photos of him at the 
camp.  He had a camera and would give the camera to a friend who would then take his photo with some of his 
other friends or saluting to the camera and then send these photos to Majorie Howard, his wife to be, or to his 
parents and sister Doris.  Some of these are in the appendix. 

He was sent to Long Island in the summer or fall of 1944 where I believe he was stationed at Camp Mitchel near 
the Hostra University.  Mom told me after they married in October 1944, she went to live for a while in an 
apartment near the camp and said the apartment was across the street from a school.  Christopher Verga, an author 

4 The burial soldiers came along after battles and picked up the bodies of the killed in action and made an impression of his 
dog tag, bagged into a special container his personal items that were then later sent to my mother and this included his pocket 
New Testament and other items.  See the report at the end of this document by clicking here. 
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and instructor, wrote a book entitled World War II Long Island.  I emailed him to ask where he thought my Dad 
may have been stationed and he called me and discussed this with me indicating probably Camp Mitchel or it is 
called Mitchel Field.  It has mostly been developed and disappeared as an air field but he is pretty certain that my 
Dad being a radio operator would have been stationed there.  Christopher’s email is chrisv1081@gmail.com and 
phone is 1 631 355 5925 and he lives either on Long Island or in New York City and teaches at the community 
colleges including John Jay in New York City. 

William K. Wayne sent me a letter about how he knew my Dad and was in radio school with him and then was 
shipped with him over to Liverpool England in early March or late February of 1945 and then they were 
transported by boat across the English chanel – eventually joining the 3rd Division in Nancy, France (see his letter 
attached).  My Dad and he were members of the same machine gun platoon.  Mr. Wayne tells me he was 25 feet 
away from my Dad when he was hit by a shell or shrapnel in his head and it killed him instantly.  I read in the 
history of the 3rd Division that on April 12, 1945 a couple of the men were killed by the explosion of what is 
called a small land type mine called a Goliath (page 352 of the 3rd Division’s History book – see attached) and it 
could have been one of these devices that killed him although Mr. Wayne thinks it was artillery – they took cover 
– my Dad behind a bridge and so it may just have been shrapnel.  The burial detail describes his head having been 

fractured.    

He was then brought to a temporary burial location in Germany by the burial detail and then later moved to the 
military cemetery in St. Avold, France.  (see the burial teams detail and the cemetery information attached).  My 
grandparents were given the choice of whether to have his body brought back to America or buried there and they 
chose to have him buried there as they said the had a memorial service for him nearly 2 years before back in 1945.  
By the time they got the request to have his body brought back my mother had remarried John Prescott (in 1946 
or 1947) and so that is the reason his body was buried over there.  I have tried to get his body brought back to be 
buried by me but the government will not permit at this time.  My concern is that some of the military cemeteries 
have become targets of Muslim terrorists.  I visited my Dad’s grave with my wife Margie in April of 1995 and we 
laid roses on his grave (recalling how he had pre-arranged to have roses delivered to my mother’s hospital room 
on the day of my birth – see his letter to me where my mother also hand wrote a note about these roses).  The 
letter that he had written to me was written in 1945 before he was shipped over to fight on the front lines and 
either given to grandma and Grandpa Kindt along with the money for the roses and they brought the letter to my 
mother with the roses on the day of my birth July 8, 1945 or he arranged with the florist to deliver the roses and 
the letter that he left with the florist– see his letter at the end of this document click here. 

What do you learn from this letter about my father’s faith?  Notice he states that my mother and he prayed for my 
nurture to God.  When did they do this?  When they discovered that she was pregnant with me, probably in 
December or early January or sooner?  So he and my Mom prayed for me before I was born.  So he believed that I 
existed at conception.  I was not a thing, I was a person.  I was a person for whom they prayed.  They did not 
know if I was a male or female.  This information was not known back then to parents.  So the letter, written 
before I was born, probably back in January or early February of 1945, is addressed by my Dad “To the New 
One” and in this letter he wants me to know that he believed in God, a God who would care for me, a God who 
would ‘nurture’ me.  The term “nuture” means encourage, foster, nourish, further and care for as a Savior and 
Father.  Elsewhere in another letter, this one to his sister, he mentions that they could both learn to play the Lord’s 
Prayer together, again indicating his faith in our Lord Jesus as Savior who taught us how to pray using the prayer 
“Our Father, who art in Heaven…”.  And my father confirmed his faith in Jesus as his Savior back when he 
confirmed his baptism with a public acknowledgement of faith in Jesus as Savior, faith in Jesus as having risen 
from His death to prove He was our God in the flesh who suffered and died for our sins to save us after having 
lived the perfect life we have all failed to live and giving us credit for it.  So my mother, after I was 12 years old, 
enrolled me in the confirmation class at Friedens where I was taught these truths about our Lord Jesus as well.  
This was in fulfilment of their prayer together for me before I was born. 

mailto:chrisv1081@gmail.com
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What else do we learn from this letter, written before he departed for the frontlines, a letter written with the 
possibility of his impeding death on those frontlines in Germany?  It is a letter that he gave either to his mother 
and father along with the funds for a dozen red roses or to the florist?  All my mother says about the letter is that it 
was delivered on the day of my birth along with a dozen red roses.  Margie told me that she thinks it was 
Grandma and Grandpa Kindt who delivered the letter and the roses as I think she said Grandma Kindt told her 
this?  I will have to verify this with her. 

How I have tried to get to know my father through others. 
I decided to try to get to know him through others who knew him.  Of course, my mother would have known him 
best but she never wanted to talk about him because it brought her to tears.  She kept the letter “To the New One” 
but just gave it to me one day after I was married along with other items he had sent to her.  One of these was a 
box with some cotton in it from a cotton field in North Carolina near Camp Davis.  His pocket New Testament 
was sent to her after the war and she gave that to me.  In that pocket new testament he circled some of the prayers 
he prayed and also some of the Scripture he found helpful.  There are some poems in the beginning of the pocket 
testament that are not scripture but were put there for encouragement by the army.  One of these is by Banks that 
goes: 

I live for those who love me, 

For those who know me true, 

For the heaven that smiles above me, 

And awaits my spirit too, 

For the cause that lacks assistance, 

For the wrong that needs resistance, 

For the good that I can do. 

This pocket Bible has been by my bedside for years and I often pick it up and sniff at it as it has that aroma of 
what might have been his sweat and body as he kept it with him even when he was killed near Werneck, Germany 
and I read over his prayers and the scriptures he indicated were helpful to him. 

But my mother I knew would not talk about him out of her grief.  So I went then to his parents and especially 
Grandma Kindt who told me about the day they got the telegram telling them that my Dad was killed in action, 
not just missing.  I will include a copy of that telegram at the end of the document.  She said when the telegram 
came she was upstairs in the parsonage and heard him shout a cry she will never forget.  One time, before 
Grandma and Grandpa moved out of the parsonage they took me up to his room and showed me some of his lead 
figures he made.  

But perhaps the most intriguing boyhood memories came from one of his childhood friends.  I forget his name 
right now but I asked Ruth, sister, for a name of a friend and I called this friend on the phone.  He told me he and 
my Dad found an old abandoned wagon in the field, erected a piece of canvas for sail on a windy day and the 
wind pushed the wagon rapidly toward the canal and they had to jump off or go into the canal with it.  He also 
told me of the led soldiers my Dad made and also of how Grandma Kindt would make them kool aid. 

Ruth, his sister, told me that one time my Dad was walking across the canal and fell in through the ice but used his 
hockey stick to lay across the hole and was able to get to the shore.  Ruth told me he played the piano for Sunday 
School.  In a letter he wrote to Doris, his sister, he tells her when he gets out of the service that they could learn to 
play “the Lord’s Prayer” together on the piano and do a duet.  By the way, Doris gave me a bunch of letters that 
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my Dad wrote to her from Camp Davis and these will be included at the end of this document and speak for 
themselves of an older brother giving what he considers good advise to his 16 year old sister, especially about 
dating and boys! 

In one of the letters he mentions his dog.  Unfortunately he named this dog “nigger” as it was black.  His use of 
that name indicates at that point he was probably not exactly free of racism, although I hope later when he had 
opportunity to have black soldiers with him, he realized our common humanity from Adam and Eve and would 
have been blessed to be free of such prejudice.  My step-Dad John Prescott raised me in such a way as to have 
Ray Wood, a black teenager, stay with us when youth fellowship had hosted a time with a Buffalo youth group 
and Ray became one of my best friends and college roommates and my best man in my wedding.   

I believe when my Dad was a teenager he went hunting with his Dad.  Grandma Kindt gave me grandpa’s shot 
gun which I eventually sold (unfortunately) and I recall one time when Grandpa Kindt asked if we would take him 
to watch the Canada Geese flying into some ponds and I think in Lockport area where he may have gone hunting 
with my Dad. 

There are photos of my Dad as a child that will be attached – when he was in elementary school and high school.  
His graduation yearbook picture will be at the end of the document in which he states what he hopes for the 
future.  In one of the documents attached he suggests to a future employer after the war he might go into radio 
repair work.  When he was at Camp Davis he learned morse code and went to radio school and was the radio 
operator for the anti-aircraft gunners.  He served on Long Island with the anti-aircraft batteries there and actually 
after he married Mom, she went to Long Island and stayed in a room across the street from a school (she could not 
remember the name of the school) but then she and my Dad were able to spend time together in her room and I 
probably was conceived there on Long Island or on their honeymoon (they went to stay with Tots and Paul (Tots 
was Grandma’s sister) in Cleveland for a brief time.  Mom told me when they were on Long Island they did go to 
New York City at least once.  Dad bought her a sketch book which is with her art work and I gave this I think to 
Karl and Matt to share but in that sketch book it indicates that Dad gave this to Mom when they were on Long 
Island. 

Back to his teen years  

My Mom lived along the Erie Canal on a small farm where her Dad had some pigs and she had some puppies.  
Dad is pictured as a teenager holding one of her dog’s puppies.   Mom told me she had treated one of the baby 
pigs as a pet and then when it was prepared for supper she could not eat it!  In any case, they both belonged to the 
4H club that I think met at the church.  She and he both attended Lockport High School together but then Mom’s 
family moved to North Tonawanda and she changed to that high school and Dad had to ride a bike to N.T. to visit 
with her and keep in touch with her until he got his car after high school graduation then would pick her up and 
take her to the movies in North Tonawanda at the Riviera Theater. 

Dad Prescott told me that this is when he met Mom.  She sat by him in study hall and he walked her home.  This 
is when the ‘rivalry’ came about between John Prescott my future step-Dad and my Dad Kindt.  Dad Prescott told 
me once he was playing sand lot football with some fellows and was being tackled pretty hard by one of the guys 
and he asked who it was and found out it was Dad Kindt!! 

In fact in some of the letters Dad wrote from Camp Davis to his sister Doris, you can read that my Mom broke up 
with him for a while and he asked Doris to spy on my Mom for him!  But eventually he and Mom get back 
together and he convinces her to marry him in October of 1944.  He was pretty sure, being stationed on Long 
Island that he was not going to be sent over seas at his poin in the war.  Unfortunately that was not the case.  So in 
November or December I was conceived on their honeymoon on Long Island and then Dad was told he would be 
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sent to the front lines.  He at first thought in letters to Doris that it would be to fight Japan but then found out he 
was going to Germany. 

Shipped to England 

William K. Wayne who served with my Dad in radio school and then in a machine gun platoon with the 3rd 
Division told me they were shipped out of Boston on a boat to Liverpool, England and then took the train over I 
think to Bristol and shipped across the channel eventually taking another train or troop trucks to Nancy, France.  It 
was in Nancy, France that they then joined the 3rd Division in the  7th Army of General Patch.   I think they were 
shipped over from Boston probably in late February or early March but do not have the dates nor the name of the 
ship as of yet. 

Battle path and burial 

So from Nancy, France he travelled into Germany.  There is a letter I will attach that Dad wrote to Grandma and 
Granpa Kindt on April 9th, 1945 with the 3rd Division insignia on the letter head.  He tells Grandpa to ‘watch our 
smoke” and writes about the quaint villages.  Three days later, on April 12th, 1945 he is killed near or in the 
market down of Werneck (this per the burial detail document attached) and William K. Wayne says he was 25 feet 
from my Dad when he saw him killed by something hitting his helmet and fracturing his skull.  He stated that he 
died instantly.  He thinks my Dad tried to take cover behind a bridge and that it might have been shrapnel from 
artillery that killed him.  In 1995 Margie and I drove to the area where he may have been killed and then to his 
grave where he is now buried in St. Avold, France.  Margie told me to get some roses to put on his grave and we 
got a dozen roses and also a rose for each grandson and put these on the grave there in St. Avold.  We also picked 
up some small twigs from a tree that had fallen on my Dad’s grave and we have them in the kitchen in a vase.   
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Documents and Photographs 

 

Figure 1 Birth Certificate 
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Figure 2 Report of Burial 
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Figure 3 Where Karl M. Kindt Senior preached in 1923-1925 

 

Figure 4 The back of the photo states it is 1926 and on Hewitt Street and so this maybe in Buffalo, New York or North Tonawanda, Newyork 

 

Figure 5 Here is a Hewitt Street in North Tonawanda, New York where the backyard photo may have been taken. 
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Figure 6 Here is a Hewitt Avenue in Buffalo, New York – possible location of the back yard photo 

 

Figure 7 
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Figure 8 His letter addressed to me “The New One” probably given to Grandma Kindt to be delivered on day of my birth although it may 
have been given to the florist for my mother’s note states “This letter and a dozen red roses were delivered the afternoon of July 8, 1945.” 
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Figure 9 1923-1924 Record book of St. Matthew’s Church in Evansville, Indiana  where Karl M. Kindt Senior served after graduating from 
Eden Seminary in 1923.  This is one of several pages from the record books showing his signature and the years he was there.  Karl M. 
Kindt II was born in the parsonage of this church. 
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Figure 10 Baptisms performed when Karl M. Kindt Senior was pastor at the St. Matthew’s Church in Evansville, Indiana.  Notice that Karl 
M. Kindt Jr. is not baptized here in this church’s record book. 
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Figure 11 High School Graduation from Lockport High School June 1942 
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Figure 12 With his two dogs the last week in March 1943 before he went to Camp Davis in North Carolina 
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Figure 13 Karl M. Kindt Jr. is third from right – not sure who the little boy is but I think it is Doris and Ruth his sisters in front of the 
parsonage at St. Paul’s Church, Wendleville, New York 

 

Figure 14 Year book picture Senior Year 1941-1942 Lockport High School 
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Figure 15 probably when he was 16 years old 

 

Figure 16 with Ruth and Doris maybe when he was 8 years old in 1932 
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Figure 17 I think this was his car maybe parked in Cleveland on their honeymoon when they visited Grandma’s sister and brother in law 
Tots and Paul 
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Figure 18 August 1941 holding what I think is one of my Mom’s puppies – photo taken near the Erie Canal probably by my Mom 
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Figure 19 Probably taken in Cleveland – he is on the left and his sister Ruth is on the right.  Granpa Kindt had a pastorate there in 
Cleveland for a few years at another church named, I think, St. Matthew’s Evangelical Church. 
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Figure 20 Karl M. Kindt Jr. and Ruth – possibly taken in Cleveland, Ohio at the parsonage 
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Figure 21 In front of the parsonage with Ruth and Doris and his dog.  Possibly confirmation day? 
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Figure 22 He is 11 years old in this class photo in Pendelton, New York 
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Figure 23 Kindergarten photo in Cleveland – he is on the far left first row – about 5 years of age. 

 

Figure 24 Cleveland Parsonage – he is on the trike and Ruth in front – he is about 3-4 years old 
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Figure 25 March 1943 – just before he goes to Camp Davis in North Carolina 
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Figure 26 Possibly Pendleton, New York he is pumping glass of water for Ruth – here is about 6 years of age 
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Figure 27Another page this time showing the marriages Karl M. Kindt Senior performed in 1924 when Pastor at the St. Matthews church 
in Evansville, Indiana. 
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Figure 28 This is the list of the Pastors and when they started and ended their ministries at St. Matthews in Evansville, Indiana.  Karl M. 
Kindt Sr. was the third pastor of this fellowship and served their from August 12, 1923 to April 2, 1925. Karl M. Kindt II was born on 
November 12, 1924 in the parsonage of this church.   
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Figure 29 He sent this box with a cotton ball from a plant in North Carolina to my Mom before they were married – he called her Suzy. 
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Figure 30 Before he left for the front lines he bought a baby braclet and enclosed it in this box and mailed it to my mother before he 
departed for the front lines in Germany.  He was killed 4/12/1945 and I was not born until July 8, 1945.  It could be that this box was not 
given to my Mom until after I was born at the hospital but not sure if that is the case.  If so then his mother and father brought it to my 
Mom. 
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Figure 31 By way of the website for the 3rd Division I was able to contact William K. Wayne who knew my Dad and was close to him when 
he was killed in action in Germany.  I later found out by the burial report that this took place near the Market Town of Werneck.  In 1995 
Margie and I visited that area where he was killed.  Mr. Wayne also came and met with me and Margie and Mom and Dad Prescott at their 
home back in 1996-1997. 
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Figure 32 In the pocket Bible my Dad carried with him there are poems in the front before the Scripture and he marked this poem as his 
favorite verse.  This pocket Bible was taken off his body by the burial detail and was later mailed to my mother. 
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Figure 33 These prayers are in the pocket Bible he carried and he marked these prayers and this song as those he used the most. 
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Figure 34 He marked these prayers as those he often prayed – again in his pocket Bible. 
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Figure 35 More prayers he marked in his pocket Bible. 
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Figure 36 Verses he often referenced he has marked in this pocket Bible. 
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Figure 37 Letter from Doris his sister (Doris Kramer) who wrote what she recalled about my Dad.  This is the first page. 
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Figure 38 2nd page of Doris’s letter about my Dad.  She gave me all the letters that my Dad wrote to her and I will include some of these in 
this document. 
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Figure 39 first page of a letter Karl Jr. wrote to his 16 year old sister Doris. 
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Figure 40 2nd page of letter Karl Jr. wrote to his sister Doris.  There are over 12 letters I have that he wrote to Doris and hope to put these 
in the appendix of this document. 
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Figure 41 Taken by whom? In July 1943 – by now he had graduated from Lockport High School and was working in a factory, had a car 
but was about to get his draft notice in a few months.  I was told there was a quarry with water where many went swimming. 
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Figure 42 Not sure of the year but all dressed up perhaps going to the prom at Lockport High School or church? 
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Figure 43 Karl Jr. probably took this photo just before he left for Camp Davis in March of 1943.  This means he had a camera! And as you 
will see he took photos also when he was at Camp Davis or had some take photos of himself there at the Camp. 
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Figure 44 This looks like it was taken when he returned on furlough from Camp Davis probably in the Spring or Summer of 1943.  He still 
doesn’t have his sargeant or even private stripes on the uniform.  The AA designation is for the Anti-Aircraft group he was a part of at that 
Camp.  Later he would get his Technical Sergeant stripes and those are seen in other photos. 

 

Figure 45 My mother wrote ths note on the back of the photo and that it was taken 1 week after the wedding. 
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Figure 46 Married in October 1944. 
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Figure 47 My mother’s sister is on the far right with her husband Frank Lawlor.  I do not know yet how the others were in the wedding 
party.  Notice my Dad now has his sergeant stripes. 
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Figure 48 Because my Dad would not be 21 until November, Grandma and Grandpa Kindt agreed to sign the paper to allow him to marry.  
He had been led to think that he would not be sent overseas as he was stationed on Long Island and in October 1944 it appeared the War 
was nearing its end.  But then the Battle of the Bulge took place and many more soldiers were need to go into Germany.  After the wedding 
they took a brief honeymoon down to Cleveland to stay with Tots (Grandma’s sister) and Paul and then I think they took the train to Long 
Island or my Dad arranged an apartment for her to come and stay near him where he was probably stationed at Camp Mitchell. 
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Figure 49 My Dad took this photo of my mother probably in Cleveland where they went for a brief honeymoon after the wedding and I 
believe that is my Dad’s car in the driveway there. 
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Figure 50  This is a note Dad wrote to my Mom in her autograph book on July 29, 1941 when he was 17.  Notice how he calls her “Sleepy” 
here and he also refers to her as “Suzy” in other notes.  He also calls her Marjorie and Margie in this same note.  Notice he puts quotes 
around his nick name “Doc” because I was told he planned possibly to be a veterinarian.  Also his code with icons – My heart pants for 
you. 
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Figure 51 Draft notice of induction 
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Figure 52 Radio school fellow students but I think Dad took this photo so I don’t know if I see him in the photo – he had a camera with him 
and took lots of photos 
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Figure 53 This is a cropped version of the whole group of which he was a part at Camp Davis. Notice his sergeant stripes technical  

Sergeant 



53 
 

 

Figure 54 This announcement was either in the Buffalo Evening News or the Tonawanda Newspaper.  It does not mention he was in the 
Radio School, but this may have come before that took place. 
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Figure 55 Apparently he attended Radio School in 1944 and it indicates he entered the service in April of 1943 which is accurate as his last 
month home before he left for Camp Davis was March 1943.  
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Figure 56 First page of a document in which he mentioned on the second page as having received this medal – see next page. 



57 
 

 

Figure 57 Here his name is listed as a part of Battery D in December 1944.  This is the second page of a document listing him as having 
received a good conduct medal award. 
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Figure 58 first page of a letter he wrote to his parents on October 3rd probably 1943 since he was married in October of 1944.  See Second 
page in next figure. 
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Figure 59 Second page of letter written to his parents in October 1943. 
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Figure 60 His handwritten note on this photo states Love Doc.  He planned to become either a doctor or a veterinarian and that was his 
nick name in high school  Here is stands in front of his barracks at Camp Davis.  He handed his camera to a friend who took the photo for 
him.  I don’t know what kind of a camera it was, but he had other photos taken and took photos of others with that camera. 
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Figure 61 Here he is wearing his sargeant patch so it probably was taken in 1944 perhaps in the summer by someone using his camera. 
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Figure 62 He had this photo taken with a friend in front of the Radio School probably summer 1944. 
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Figure 63 A photo he had taken with his camera by a friend and note he sent this to my ‘honey bunch’ possibly early 1944. 
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Figure 64 Probably taken in early 1944 at Camp Davis – this time he calls my Mom “My Suzy” and I speculate this is based on the song 
popular back then “If you knew Suzy, like I know Suzy….” 
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Figure 65 This is a photo he probably took of his fellow radio school students and wrote on the back their names.  Probably 1944 maybe 
the early spring. 
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Figure 66 he had someone take this photo of fellow radio school students and himself maybe late Spring 1944?  Notice he has his sergeant 
stripes. 
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Figure 67 Probably more radio school fellows, notice one of them he indicates is an ‘indian’ and that Mom’s sister Jean is writing to one of 
them. 
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