To You Who Answered the Call

The Monticello Drizzle Photo Supplement

'f’“‘[‘* 0 you who answered the call of your
W country and served mn its Armed
Forces to bring about the total defeat of
the enemy, I extend the heartfelt thanks of
a grateful Nation. Asoneof the Nation’s
Jinest, you wundertook the most severe
task one can be called upon to perform.
Because you demonstrated the forti-
tude, resourcefulness and calm judgment
necessary to carry out that task, we now
look to you for leadership and example
in further exalting our country in peace.

-
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Preface

The Monticello Area Historical Society’s production of “The Monticello Drizzle”
was an incomplete success. No sooner had it hit the streets than friends and relatives
of the “Drizzle” veterans began wondering if we could produce a companion photo
supplement. That seemed like a reasonable follow-on project for a historical group
and this book is the result.

The veterans named in the Monticello Drizzle provided a solid foundation to start
with, but other names kept popping up here and there. We have added names from the
original American Legion WW-II Memorial, old Monticello Messengers and Zwingli
Church bulletins. We have even added some pre-war Monticello High School
graduates who left town for greener pastures and never returned. Using our own
definition of “local” we have included the names of veterans who have had the good
common sense to adopt Monticello as their post-war home. Our list grew to more
than 110 names. We have made our best effort to find a picture of each and everyone
of these veterans but have not always been successful. These veterans are listed in a
separate section in the back of the book and will be added to future editions, if we can
find photographs.

Our thanks to all the people that trusted us with the pictures contained in this
volume. It could not have been easy for them to send these prized mementoes to an
unknown recipient. We owe a special thanks to Mrs. Lillian Hefty and Mrs. Yolanda
Richards. Their memory for the details of Monticello’s family lineage, marriages,
births and family relocations was beyond amazing. In addition to knowing everyone
and where they lived, they also made phone calls encouraging people to send their
pictures and other documents. Without their help this book would have been little
more than a pamphlet.

Part two of our remembrance is meant to recall another important part of history
called “Home Front.” This segment depicts the sacrifices of our townspeople and the
support they gave to the men and women at the front.

We do hope that this photographic retrospection will keep alive the memory of
these brave soldiers who are our friends, relatives and neighbors. They will never be
forgotten!

May 17, 2001

Roger and Madeleine Dooley
Monticello Area Historical Society
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The Capital Times of Madison, through its
regular Saturday editorial page feature, “Our
Weekly Open Letters,” recently tossed this nice
bouquet at The Drizzle: “To Roswell Richards
(Dear Sir): We want to commend you for the
launching and continued sprightly operation of
“The Monticello Drizzle.” If sprightly seems
the wrong adjective for a publication named
“The Drizzle,” we are sorry, but we still think
that your publication gives a lot of cheer to the
boys who are away and will go a long way in

aiding them fight off that feeling of home
sickness for the green and lovely hills and dales
of their homes in Green County. We who have
stood in those long lines of khaki in foreign
climes when the mail man yelled “come and get
it” don’t need to be sold on the morale value of a
letter or news from home, but if there is anyone
who doubts the value of your enterprise just let
them ask the next man who is home on furlough
at Monticello.”

—Monticello Drizzle excerpt

Subscription rate: A letter for each copy of “The Drizzle.”
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Postmaster (A Newspaperman Once)
Now Publishes Servicemen’s “Paper”

By DAN ALBRECHT

This entertaining account of how a
newspaperman, turned postmaster, is using his
journalistic talents to do his bit for the war effort
and help build morale in the armed forces was
written by Dan Albrecht, a member of the
editorial staff of the Elkhart (Ind.) Daily Truth.
He and Richards were classmates and SDX
brothers at the University of Wisconsin.

When Roswell S. Richards (Wisconsin ’28)
and his father, S. Earle Richards, disposed of
their weekly paper, the Monticello (Wis.)
Messenger several years ago, Roswell decided
that he was probably through with active
newspaper work. As he settled into his new
duties as Monticello Postmaster, Roswell’s news
hunting instincts dulled a bit and he got so he
could almost hear the village fire bell ring
without wanting to dash down the street and
cover the story.

Then came the war. For a time, things went
on about as before. More and more Monticello
young men streamed off to the training camps.
They included practically all the unattached lads
who used to gather at the village garage and
hash over the University of Wisconsin’s athletic
fortunes (Monticello is only 35 miles from
Madison), the relative merits of the Cubs and
White Sox, and other favorite topics. Richards
wrote regularly to 8 or 10 of his friends who had
gone into service and it was while he was
pounding out a letter to one of the boys last
summer that the idea occurred to him —why not
publish a mimeographed paper every month or
so that would keep the home town boys in touch
with each other and with events in Monticello?

His first step was to assemble a page or so of
gossipy notes about boys in the service and send
them, in a mimeographed letter, to 15

acquaintances. Their response was enthusiastic
and he then proceeded to expand his publication
to its present format, six legal-size pages of
single-spaced typewritten material. Richards
called his brainchild the Monticello Drizzle, he
says, because that happened to be the first name
that came to his mind. His subscription terms
are: one letter per month from each recipient of
the Drizzle who is in uniform. He doesn’t hold
strictly to that rule, however, because 25 or 30
letters between issues give him all the material
he needs.

From its modest start, the Drizzle has grown
until it now has a circulation of 225; an
impressive figure when one realizes that the
village of Monticello at the last census had just
714 residents. Many of the Army and Navy
subscribers, of course, are from the nearby rural
area but they are all regarded as home-towners.
In addition to the copies sent to men in uniform,
about 25 or 30 go to former Monticello residents
who are now in other cities and others to
families of the young men now in Uncle Sam’s
employ.

“The Drizzle is made up almost entirely of
letters written by Monticello boys all over the
world.” Richards explains, “In this way, by
writing to me, they can exchange greetings,
experiences and wisecracks. Because war
furnishes so much tragedy, I strive to make the
Drizzle chatty and cheering, stressing the
humorous side of things. I try to conduct it as if
all the boys were seated right around me in a big
family circle and we were swapping yarns with
each other. To promote this spirit of good fun
and kidding among the service men, I interject
personal comments throughout. I try to present
the stuff as humorously as I can so that the boys
will get some chuckles out of it, but I confess I
often fall considerably short of my objective.”

“No matter how often the boys write to me,
nearly all of them mention in every letter how
grateful they are for the Drizzle and what a swell



Roswell S. Richards

idea they think it is. One of the nicest and
simplest little tributes I have ever received was
this from Vincent Gerry, a paratrooper last heard
from in England: “God bless all the boys and
Roz.”

Richards’ news training and his years of
experience as editor of a country weekly—he
helped his father to get out the sheet even while
he was a student at Wisconsin—show clearly in
his handling of material for the Drizzle. It’s not
hard to believe that readers regard the Drizzle,
with its infectious chit-chat and constant
recollections of happier days, as some thing just
as good as, if not actually better than, a letter
from home. When he started his publication,
Richards expected to finance it himself. He
reports now, however, that it is self-supporting

through contributions from various
Monticello citizens. He has also acquired a
volunteer staff, consisting of two girls who
address the envelopes, another who cuts the
mimeograph stencils, a boy who runs them off
on the mimeographing machine and a boy who
folds and inserts them in the envelopes.

Obviously, the Drizzle takes up a lot of
Richards’ time, but he doesn’t talk about
building morale or doing his bit for the war
effort. He’s just trying to make sure that a lot of
boys from a green little village in the hills of
southern Wisconsin get a regular consignment of
that remarkable antidote called News From
Home. And it’s as certain as tomorrow’s sunrise
that those boys won’t soon forget it.

-




Roswell S. Richards

July 8. 1945 MADISON THE CAPITAL TIMES | wisconsIw M

‘Drizzle’ m@@E Monticello,

'

Servicem

Community

3 s

L s . e
Another edition of “The Monticello Drizzle” starts its journey to servicemen, former residents of Monticello, and townspeople when Editor Roswell Richards,
left sits down at his typewriter to make a stencil of the “newsy little paper”” which carries the local news far and wide. The biggest job is that of culling the
choicest news items from the many letters which he receives as payment of the subscription price—"A Letter, a Drizzle.”” In the center picture, Mrs. Richards,
the compositor-pressman, starts the “press” (mimeograph machine) and the edition goes to press. In July 1943, the paper had a subscription list of 10 or 12.
Now, in its second year, circulation is 350. At the right, Rosanda Rae, 5, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Richards, and Miss Marian Stauffer are shown at the post
office preparing to send the paper on its way to men in foxholes, in barracks, on ships, in hospitals and to other former residents of this community. Miss
Stauffer also addresses and fills the envelopes. Richards, besides editing the “Drizzle,” is postmaster of Monticello.

—Photos by James Roy Miller.
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What a wonderful legacy
Roswell Richards gave to
his community. Dad
always spoke highly of him
—they were on a
championship  basketball
team together.... Grant
Blum, son of Dr. Otto S.
Blum.

Doar Mr. Eichards;

latker of April 27.
great deal of Intsreat.

T
The Drizzle is a real
treasure, I only wish Carl

readigr §t,

THE WHITE HOUSE

I wazt to thank you for sending me the
copy of "The Wontizello Orizcle™ alesg with your
I read this through with a

Fer the purposs intended, this ia a
remariably pood publilcation,
scldlers to whom it goes get a great klck out of

From John
Steinmann, now on the
faculty of the Engineer
School at Ft. Belvoir, Va.:
“The Drizzle” is really an
achievement, Roz. You are
certainly  deserving of
thanks and congratulations
from all of us in the service
for doing such a swell job.
That goes for all your
assistants. You’re bringing

WhABMINGTOM

Muy B, 1945

I &= sure that the

could have seen it.... Mrs. Siscorely yours, a lot of fun into the mails of
Carl Babler. W a lot of boys and you can
(LT \;;:E l.-::f.;n bet they won’t forget it.
From Lieut. Leon (11

Mr. Hoswell 5. Richards
Hesticello,
Wisconsin

Babler, 316 Bomber Sq.,

From Leo Felts, with
the U. S. Marines and
believed to be stationed in

Walla Walla, Wash,
“Received ~ my  first
“Drizzle” yesterday. Can

honestly say it is the most enjoyable piece of “literature”
I’ve read since being in the army. My opinion on it?
Nothing better! Just what the boys have been waiting
for.
(1]

From Lt. Harris (Hoppe) Babler, stationed in the
Alaska area: “Thanks so much for including me among
the subscribers to “The Drizzle” 1 am very much

Cuba: “T certainly want to
thank you for sending me a copy of The Monticello
Drizzle, 1 really can’t tell you how much it was
appreciated. I surely agree with Leon Babler when he
said it was the best piece of ““literature” he has read since
being in the service. Many times I have wondered
where the boys that I used to run around with and knew
in Monticello were stationed. My problem was surely
solved today, thanks to you and the rest of your staff

pleased with it.
HEN
From far-away
Australia  come  these S

interesting lines from none
other than Pvt. Louis
Wyss, “Hi, Rusty. Just
received the first issue of
The Drizzle and had to read
it twice as I couldn’t get all
the laughs out of it the first
time. I must agree with
Whitey when he says that
The Drizzle has a faint
aroma of intelligence and
that somebody else must be
writing it for you. Come
on, tell us who’s doing it?” i

. Ecawwll 3, Righards
Epnsilesllo, Wisssnsln

BTATE OF WiBCOMNBIN =
EEECUTIVE OFFICE

e

who put out this fine paper.
(111

From Corp. Paulus
Roth, Camp Edwards,
Mass. “Certainly enjoyed
The Drizzle. Always like
to get news from home.

(1]

Lieut. Fritz and Joyce
Steinmann dropped us a
line from Chicago: “Just a
note to tell you how much
we enjoy reading The

b

My 10, 146

Blssarely yuurs,

') g ){Zﬁ:h Drizzle and look forward to
reading all the news of
Sevrenary everyone.
HEN
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From far out in the When  Lt.  Betty
southwest Pacificc, Don Woelffer wrote her letter to
Trickle, Monroe, formerly e The Drizzler, she was
of Monticello, writes: T 7 8, 19 stationed at Camp McCoy,
received the first copy of but since then she has been
The Drizzle and found it transferred to the 98"
very interesting. Sure hope Evacuation Hospital near
they continue coming, Yuma, Arizona: “It was a
il s E . pleasant feeling when 1
With Fritz Haldiman, LD ) received The Drizzle as 1
Erv Spring has been sive ttisens of progresatve Sems reatly o Eenp was really looking forward
located in the Alaskan Wit it Bors abross. I'm mare tay ge% o great kiek to it. The other girls think
teritory for a good many e o ifs the beries, 00,
months. Listen to what he | x (1]

has to say:

“I guess it’s about time |
was paying my “dues” for
my copies of the now
famous Drizzle. I must say
there really is some talent
on the Drizzle staff. Some

L o5

The last issue of “The
Drizzle” was so packed
with such a variety of news,
so interestingly told, that I
am not even going to try to
touch on the things "Ros"

of the boys claim it can’t be you. Well, I've known you
for quite some time and think you’re really at the old
newspaper game again, and who could produce a
Drizzle like that but you.
(111

“Art” Babler, the former capital city insurance
broker, is still at Brooklyn (N. Y.) where he is a member
of the coast guard. Art writes: “Thank you for sending
me The Drizzle. Enjoy reading every bit of it.

(LTI

From Sgt. Warren J. Murphy, Camp Barkeley,
Texas, former chief hash-slinger in the Midway Lunch
Palace owned and operated by J. Pierpont Lobbs,
president of the local Bank of Greece: “I certainly got a
big boost to my low spirits when I read the last Drizzle.
Roz, I thank you and all your helpers for it—it was so

good to hear from all the fellows.
(111

dealt with. If you are not
getting “The Drizzle” you really are missing something.
All you have to do to get a copy is to write to our gifted
Postmaster, Roswell Richards. When it comes to
“fencing with fancy fanfares’ he is really “on the keys.”
—Rev. A.R. Achtemeier, March 21, 1945
(1
Sgt. Cecil Wirth, the town’s budding aeronautical
genius in the years before he chose to become a Marine,
writes The Drizzler from “In the Field” Somewhere in
the Southwest Pacific. The sergeant is very enthusiastic
about The Drizzle, but when he begins to say just a little
something about himself, the censor steps in with his
scissors and clips eight or ten lines.

Pfc. Raymond Zumkehr, stationed at Camp Grant,
says to “tell the boys across the pond I may get to see
them in 1944.” Before he winds up his letter with “Keep
The Drizzle dripping because we enjoy it a lot.”

EENEEE

Vol. 2 —No. 12

Nov. 30, 1945

Editor: Roz Richards

This brings us to the end of the last Drizzle, this also bringing an end to the entire series, which
was inaugurated on July 15, 1943. In farewell, may I express the wish that all of you, servicemen
and other readers alike, have had as much enjoyment in reading The Drizzle as I have had preparing

it. So Long!



Robert L. Amans g

AMERICAN BATTLE MONUMENTS
CDMMISSIN

Robert L. Amans

b First Lieutenant, U.S. Army

02035276

163rd Infantry Regiment, 41st Infantry
Division

Entered the Service from: Wisconsin
Died: April 12, 1945

Buried at: Plot A Row 16 Grave 45

o Manila American Cemetery

“® Manila, Philippines

:. Awards: Purple Heart with Oak Leaf Cluster

Robert L. Amans

...“Bob”, originally a member of Co. K, Monroe, had been in the Pacific fighting almost from
the very first. He was a native of Superior, WI., and although he was not a Monticello boy, he
had made many friends locally during the few years he had worked on farms in this vicinity....

...“Bob” rose from the ranks to become a First Lieutenant. Soldiers who served under him
when he was a sergeant leading a platoon are unstinted in their praise of his brilliant leadership
and rare courage....

...Yes, “Bob” Amans was a soldier of rare courage. There wasn’t anything he was afraid of.
He was one of those breed, “The Hell you say!” sort of fellows who eagerly accepted any
challenge and would wade right into the thick of battle where less courageous souls might waver
and hold back. He was a soldier’s soldier....

...As we rejoice in this great Allied victory over the forces of evil, let us pause in solemn
reverence to the memory of S/Sgt. Melvin Marty, Pvt. Paul Derendinger, and Lt. “Bob” Amans,
who laid down their lives to help lay down the foundations of lasting peace. And may all of us
have the intelligence and the courage to strive as tenaciously and as valiantly for the
preservation of the peace as these gallant soldiers—and hundreds of thousands like them—
fought to win it....

--Excerpts from the Monticello Drizzle
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Lt Bob Amans, Killed in action
April 12, 1945, on Jolo Island, Pacific
theater of operation. Assigned to Co. I,
163%" Infantry, 41* Div. US Army. Was
originally called into service as a
member of Co. K, 32" Inf. Div. Monroe
National Guard Unit.

His exploits were mentioned in the
Chicago Tribune, during the New
Guinea campaign. He was also
mentioned in Life and Look magazines.
He was pictured with his platoon in
Look Magazine.

The time frame for research hinges on
the beginning of the New Guinea
campaign where he is reported to have
killed the first Jap, during the first patrol
of the campaign.




Since Pfc Orville
Anderson was badly
wounded in the right
shoulder by a German
machine gun bullet
while guarding a
bridge near Paris
Aug. 31, he has had
over 500 “shots” of
penicillin. Moreover,
he has been in eight
different hospitals—
four in France, two in
England, and two in
this country. For al-
most three months
now, Orville has been
a patient in McCaw
General Hospital,
Walla Walla, Wash.,
where in February he
bravely endured an
operation for the re-
moval of 22 pieces of
bone from his shoul-
der without anesthesia
to deaden the pain. There’s real courage for
you, folks! The machine gun bullet entered
Orville’s chest between the third and fourth rib
just above the lung, ploughed through the shoul-
der bone where it severed the radial nerve and
brought complete paralysis of the right arm. As
the bullet came out, it left a hole big enough to
put your fist in. Orville is making slow
but steady progress and can now move his
fingers a little. He is soon to submit to
major nerve surgery, which will be fol-
lowed by five other operations of a more
minor nature before he is finally released
from the hospital.

Pfc. Orville Anderson, shot thru the
right shoulder by a German machine gun
bullet while guarding a bridge near Paris
Aug. 31, recently arrived at McCaw Gen.
Hospital, Walla Walla, Wash., an institu-

e

Orville Anderson

tion which specializes
in nerve conditions.
Orville, who served
with Gen. Patton’s 3™
Army for 44 days be-
fore he was wounded,
will soon submit to an
operation to restore
life to his right arm
which is now para-
lyzed. Orville, a New

Glarus boy, is the
son-in-law of Conrad
Elmer, Jr., residing

west of Monticello.
Here’s hoping the op-
eration is a complete
success!

Pfc. Orville Ander-
son, home recently on
a 45-day furlough, is
now back in McCaw
Gen. Hosp., Walla
Walla, Wash., where
he will soon submit to
a delicate nerve grafting operation, lasting from 6
to 8 hours, to relieve the paralytic condition which
has afflicted his right arm ever since he was
wounded by a German machine gun bullet near
Paris late last August.

--Monticello Drizzle excerpts
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