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        MY SMALL TOWN 

      DURING WORLD WAR ll                             

The town is Northboro located about 35 miles from Boston and 12 miles from Worcester in Central Massachusetts. It was a small town then like thousands of others across America struggling back  from the depression in the thirties and surging toward the war years of the early forties.   

    
Before the start of WW ll the remnant of the GREAT DEPRESSION was still hitting a hard blow at the proud citizens of Northboro. I could see it in my schoolmates. One dress or one pair of pants was meant to last the whole school year. If it wasn't for the school milk program that served everyone a pint of milk at recess, nutrition deficiencies would have been worse.  We were better off than those in the cities even though most everyone in Northboro was at some level of being poor by today’s standards.  

 
The war started with Pearl Harbor being bombed by the Japanese on December 7, 1941. President Roosevelt made his famous speech over the radio. He told us the “day would live in infamy”…he said, “the only thing we had to fear was fear itself’. All in Northboro were glued to their radios and  put their trust in this man who'd got the attention of the town’s people by implementing programs such as the WPA and the CCC to ease our depression distress. RATIONING started immediately. It was ironic. Due to the  lack of cash the amount of food allowed by rationing was more than our parents could afford. Cars were provided with windshield stickers that noted the amount allowed  in their gas ration. The economy improved with war goods production. 


The fighting overseas influenced our play and mock battles raged. We actually fired Red Ryder bee bee guns from a skirmish line  at the “enemy” in a tree hut. Two guns were shared by the six of us and no one lost an eye. To aid the war effort us kids participated in scrap drives. Rubber tires and scrap metal were collected from all around the town. Sometimes our zeal would cause us to snatch items in use and subject to being returned to disgruntled townspeople.    


 The songs of the time were geared to the war effort, like: Praise The Lord and Pass The Ammunition; Coming In On a Wing and a Prayer; Let's Remember Pearl Harbor As We Go To Meet the Foe. War slogans such as; The Slip of a Lip Can Sink a Ship were posted around town. We knew Hitler and Tojo were evil. We were told that the pilot of a German Bomber could spot a light bulb at 50 miles. We kids could identify at least 50 types of fighter and bomber aircraft. 

          There were blackouts…Black curtains covered the windows of our house and pails with sand in them were available on each floor to counter incendiary bombs. The top half of all automobile headlights were painted black.  Air Raid Wardens with white helmets  patrolled the streets to make sure not a light was visible. Planes flew over continually with some high enough to paint white vapor trails. On occasion a fighter pilot from Northboro would buzz the town and thrill us all.  


 The CIVILIAN DEFENSE AGENCY set up a viewing and LISTENING POST on a hill in town. It consisted of a tree hut and a shack below. The purpose was to report all aircraft flying over Northboro by type, altitude and direction of flight. I was one of them. What a thrill for a thirteen year old to pick up the direct line phone and say, “single engine fighter type aircraft believed to be a P-47 flying west at approximately 8000 feet”.  And best of all to get a “Roger” and a “Thank you” after.


We were the kids who wanted to go to war like the older guys had done and the Korean encounter came along in 1950 to accommodated that wish. But there wouldn't be another era like the years of WWII. It was a time when Northboro and the whole country's focus was on one event. When victory came we all felt like heroes who had made it happen and  there wasn't a better place than my small town and others like it throughout America to live in during that time.
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