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AUTHOR’S NOTE

I

n his 1998 book, The Greatest Generation, former NBC News Anchor Tom
Brokaw wrote that Americans born in the early part of the 20th century
were “the greatest generation any society has ever produced,” because
during World War II they fought not for fame or glory but because it was
the “right thing to do.”1
There is, in my opinion, no better example of this idealization than
Llewellyn (Lew) Jenkins, who is the subject of this brief biography.
As an artillery “firing officer,” Lew’s job during WWII was to locate
enemy positions and call in the coordinates for shelling the area. He kept
a cool head even when under fire. He and the 101st Field Artillery
Battalion helped clear a path for General George Patton and his troops as
they marched across western Europe to Germany.
Lew’s philosophy in war as well as in the rest of life was simple: Get
the job done.
Lew was a tough soldier.
But he also was a compassionate man. He saved the lives of a dozen
German soldiers after the war ended, even though several weeks earlier
they had been trying to kill him and his men.
Toughness. Compassion.
Lew acquired these two traits in part from his father and his
grandfather, Welshmen who grew up in humble conditions and who
worked hard to provide for their families.
Lew also learned about leadership from his father, who rose through
the ranks of salesman to become sales and marketing manager for a major
insurance company. Yet nature might also have played a hand, as Lew
never had to work hard at being a good leader.

*Tom Brokaw, The Greatest Generation (New York: Random House, 1998).
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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He was admired as a kid for his boxing skills.
In junior high school, he was elected president of his class.
In college, he was president of his fraternity.
And in the world of banking, he rose through the ranks to become
president of the American Bankers Association and a top-level executive
in the third largest commercial bank in the United States. When President
Ronald Reagan needed someone in 1981 to explain why the prime rate was
so high, he called Lew to the White House.
At the peak of his career, Lew could have joined the nouveau riche in
America.
But he was always, deep inside, the grandson of a working-class ablebodied seaman and the son of a hard-working steel worker who eventually
bettered his social class and became an insurance executive. Lew was more
comfortable riding in a train to work than in a chauffeur-driven car.
Pretentious he was not.
As of this writing, Lew is in his 90s and going strong, mentally and
physically. His greatest admirers are his four children, who themselves
reflect his independent spirit and take-charge, get-the-job-done persona.
There is no greater honor than the love and admiration of one’s children.
It has been my pleasure and my privilege to capture some of Lew’s
story for current and future generations of his family and for the American
public at large. My only regret is not having the opportunity meet Lew’s
much-loved wife, Doris, who succumbed to cancer in 2005. Like her
children, she, too, admired Lew, and always stood at his side, during good
times and bad.
This book is dedicated to her memory.
Dave Demers
Spring 2014
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Chapter 1

A BANKER’S DILEMMA

L

lewellyn “Lew” Jenkins and his
banker colleagues believed they
were in a no-win situation.
The staff of President Ronald
Reagan had invited them in August
1981 to the White House to
explain why the prime interest rate
— the rate banks use to lend
money to the their best business
customers — was so high.
It was 20.5 percent, so high
that few businesses were
borrowing money. The country
was in a recession. Businesses were
laying off workers. The unem- Lew in the 1970s
ployment rate was nearly 8 percent.
The American public and many politicians were angry.
Some of Reagan’s staff were worried about the political consequences
for the President.
They were looking for a scapegoat, Lew said. They wanted to
“jawbone” — to use their authority to pressure the banking industry to
take responsibility for the high prime rate.
Banks seemed like an easy target.
After all, “Who loves a banker, for Christ’s sake?” Lew said. “This was
purely political. This was to make their President look better.”
But Lew also knew the banks were not responsible.
The real problem was a tight money supply.
The prime rate was skyrocketing because Federal Reserve Board
Chairman Paul E. Volcker had raised the rates that banks are charged when
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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they borrow money from the
Federal Reserve. And Volcker, in
turn, was forced to raise the fed
rate to combat inflation, which
had soared past 14 percent a year
earlier and was still double-digit
in August 1981. Inflation
normally drops when the money
supply is tightened.
Volcker’s plan worked,
eventually.
But the recession and tight
money supply were taking a toll
on the financial industry. More
than 40 lending institutions had
failed and more than 500 banks President Ronald Reagan in the early 1980s
were on the verge of failure.
Lew was well aware of these problems.
A year earlier he had been elected President of the American Bankers
Association, the most powerful bankers’ association in the world. Lew also
was Vice Chairman of Manufacturer’s Hanover Trust Company, the third
largest commercial bank in the United States. MHT was located in New
York City. Lew oversaw all operations
in the United States, with the exception
of those in New York state.
The White House called ABA
headquarters and asked if Lew could
bring a dozen other bankers from other
institutions across the country with him
to the meeting.
“What a great opportunity for the
President of the United States to get
that commercial banking industry
under his thumb,” Lew said. “Give
them a lecture; tell them what has to be
done — ba, ba, ba. And if the prime
Paul Volcker was Chairman of the
rate goes down, it’s because the
Federal Reserve in the late 1970s
President told the industry to get that
and 1980s.
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rate down. If it doesn’t go down, then
those bastard bankers aren’t
cooperating as a nation.”
Before the meeting, Lew and his
colleagues gathered at ABA
headquarters, where “it is pointed out
that ... there’s no way you can win
this situation. You can be as gracious
as you can, but you are gonna get
whipped.”
The day arrived.
“Now I am walking over to the
White House,” Lew said. “I prefer to Vice President George H. W. Bush,
walk alone. I’m thinking to myself. ‘I who was elected President after
Reagan served two terms, sat next to
don’t get beaten in this way. It’s just Lew at the meeting.
not my nature. This is not going to
work for them. ... OK, I think I know what I am going to do.’
“So we walk in and here’s this great big room. ... It’s got a huge, huge
oval table and there must be 60 or 70 guys sitting at the table and standing
against the walls. ... This is a big show. I go in and I’m told where I should
sit. I’m in the middle of this big table. And there is bowl of jelly beans in
front of me. The chair across the way, which is where the President is
going to sit, has a bigger bowl of jelly beans.”
Reagan’s favorite candy was jelly beans.
Sitting next to Lew was Vice President George H. W. Bush, who
would be elected President of the United States after Reagan left office.
Sen. Pete Domenici, Chairman of the Senate Banking Committee, also was
there.
“This is a powerful room,” Lew said.
Reagan enters the room.
Lew had worked with Reagan before.
“He looks at me, and I look at him, and we know each other,” Lew
said. “I say ‘Mr. President,’ and he says, ‘Good to see you.’”
“And he sits down and, boy, was there silence in that room. And he
says, ‘The reason we’re here is to discuss what is bothering all of us — that
tremendously high prime interest rate.’”
Lew was on the hot seat.
And the wrong words could unleash a barrage of criticism, not just
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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against him but against all banks in the country. He paused before uttering
the words: “Mr. President, can we .... ”
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Chapter 2

A WALE OF A TALE

B

eing on the hot seat never frightened Lew. Nor did the demands of this
job or any job.
Lew’s philosophy was simple: “Get the job done.”
He learned that from his father, who learned it from his grandfather.
Both of these men worked hard to support their families.
And they rarely complained.
They just got the job done.
Like the law of supply and demand in economics.
“My dad was obviously a subject or result of supply and demand,”
Lew said. “He supplied intelligence, energy, drive and an adventurous
spirit” to life and to his family.
“My grandfather,” he added, “was an able-bodied seaman. He sailed
before the mast. And that was it. He supplied the family.”
Sailing “before the mast”
meant that his paternal
grandfather, Robert Jenkins,
who lived in Newport, Wales,
was a rank-and-file sailor, not
an officer. He slept in quarters
close to the bow of the ship —
in front of the mast — rather
than near the stern, where the
officers made their quarters.
The ships, or clippers,
carried coal from the mines of
Wales to other cities in Great
Britain and Europe. Wales had
huge coal reserves. Until the
1850s, Newport was the largest
Newport is located in southeast Wales.
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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A Tower Colliery Welsh coal miner (circa 1910)

coal-exporting port in Wales. The coal was mined from various parts of
Wales and transported down rivers to Newport.
Lew’s grandfather, Robert, loaded the coal onto the clippers —
sharp-bowed sailing vessels with tall masts and built for speed — and then
helped sail the ships to their ports of destination.
Being a sailor in the 19th century was a tough life.
But, as the saying goes, tough times make tough people.
That was Robert Jenkins.
Like the time the youngest of his four boys, Richard, dove into a river
and didn’t come up.
The year was about 1902.
Richard was 15.
He and his slightly older brother, Thomas Mock Jenkins, 17, who
would be Lew’s father, were swimming off the docks in Newport with
several other boys.
Robert was working on another dock nearby, loading coal into ships.
“When the weather was halfway decent,” Lew said, “my dad (Thomas)
and his brothers would go down to the docks and go swimming. My dad
16
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An artist’s rendition of a British clipper off the coast of Isle of Wight, which is
located in the British Channel at the southern-most end of England. (Painting by
James E. Buttersworth , an American who lived from 1817 to 1894)

and Richard ... were (emotionally) close to each other, because they were
close to the same age.”
“Richard dove into the river and didn’t come up,” Lew said. “There
was commotion about that. Richard’s father (Robert) was over on the next
dock loading coal in his work job, and sensed the commotion.”
He came over.
“What the hell is going on over there,” Robert said. “What’s up?”
“Richard dove in but hasn’t come back up,” Thomas said.
Lew adds: “As my dad tells it — and he was standing right there
looking at it — he said his dad, the old able-bodied seaman, knew the
waters. He stood there, for just a moment, and looked up at the sky; got an
idea of the winds — like a seaman would — and looked at the waters, and
the tide, in and out. So, as my dad tells the story, ‘You could just see him
(Robert) judging everything for about a minute, and he (Robert) said, ‘I
know where Richard is.’ And Robert dove in and brought him up.”
Richard had drowned.
He apparently hit his head on a rock or on some other hard object.
Robert fought back the tears.
That’s the way Welshmen were in those days.
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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Tough on the outside.
But inside, he was feeling the pain.
So was Thomas.
“It was a tragedy to my dad, who never called me Llewellyn,” Lew
said, holding back tears as he was telling the story. “I was either ‘son’ or
‘Dick’ to him — all our lives. He lost that guy.”
Lew said during his childhood people called him “Sonny.”
“My mother would get to the gate or the front door (and call for
Sonny), and that was her way of getting me back” to the house for dinner
or other events.
Lew said the drowning “really affected” his father.
Did Thomas blame himself in part for the death?
“I don’t think so,” Lew said. “This (swimming) is something they did
a lot. Richard just happened to take a dive and hit something he didn’t
know about. He knocked himself out.”
Lew said he thinks his dad
called him “son” or “Dick” for
two reasons. One was out of
respect for Richard. The other
was that Tom didn’t much care
for the name “Llewellyn.” The
name evolved from the word
Lugubelinos, a compound of two
Old British names for two Celtic
gods, Lugus and Belenus.
“My mother (Clare) told her
mother (Mary) that if she ever had
a son she would name him
‘Llewellyn.’ In the Welsh culture,
Llewellyn is a great name for
leaders of the Welsh tribes — and
they were barbarian tribes when
Caesar first went over there” and
conquered the area. The Romans
ruled Wales and other parts of
Great Britain for 300 years, until
A statute of Llewelyn the Great, who ruled the 5th century.
over most of Wales for four decades
“I think my dad was
during the 13th century.
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thoroughly against the name Llewellyn, but he never said that. I just
surmised that. He never called me Llewellyn. He was a tough old steel
worker himself.”
Lew never minded being called “Sonny” or “Dick.”
Despite the honor behind the name Llewellyn, Lew didn’t care much
for his name. Some kids at school made fun of that name.
Lew met his grandfather Robert on one occasion, in about 1927, when
he was eight or nine years old. He and his parents, Thomas and Clare, took
a ship to Wales to visit their families.
Lew said his grandfather was “lean, a typical Welshman, five-foot-tenand-one-half. ... He was very humorous.”
“He was a great accordion player, a concertina player, and he could
sing. That’s where my dad got his music.”
Lew’s grandmother, Priscilla, was a good cook and mother. Her
maiden name was Lewis, another popular Welsh name. Little is known
about her heritage.
But she gave birth to six children, two of whom died during childbirth.
The two oldest boys were Charles and Robert, Lew’s uncles.
“On my first visit back there with my parents, to meet all of the family,
we went into Raglan Street. It’s a poor section of Newport down near the
docks.”
Lew said his grandparents “had nothing, zero, zilch.”
But they were not destitute.
They lived in a 14-foot-wide, two-level, dirt-floor row house. One pipe
running across the back of the house and adjoining row houses provided
running water to each house.
The outhouse was in the back yard. Although toilet paper had been
invented six decades earlier, that was mostly a luxury. Lew said the
outhouse was equipped with a magazines and newspapers.
How were they relative to TP?
“A bit raspy,” he said.
“I can see it (the home) right now — I can see that room — with the
entry way, the slate (floor); (you) went in with your muddy boots, and then
dirt floor (from) there to the back of the place, (where there was) a little
outhouse.
“This (home) was in town, and (had) one water pipe. I think it was
thee-sixteenths, maybe a little more than that. Came from ... the back of all
of these row houses and ... took off into each one, and you got a little pipe
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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A contemporary view of Newport, with the port in the background.

about that big around (Lew motions with his finger) and that was your
water supply ... (one) faucet. Then there was the outhouse ... and a fireplace
— big, bigger than normal — but that’s the only heat in the whole place,
and all the cooking was done there, too.”
The family bathed in a three-foot-wide, two-feet deep, metal tub. They
stood in the tub and washed themselves with sponge, soap and warm water
behind a canvas curtain.
“I remember him (Lew’s grandfather) bringing out the washtub,” Lew
said. “He was very alert, very alive. And he said, ‘Come here young
Llewellyn. I’m gonna show you how a sailing vessel works.’
“So he carved out a hull, out of a block of wood, and a mast, and
paper sail. And he put that in the tub full of water, and then he said, ‘Here’s
how the wind works on the sail,’ and then he’d blow on the sail, or tip the
sail this way, and showed me how the wind affected the sail.”
“I can still see it today,” Lew said, laughing. “He was good with a
knife. All those sailors were in those days.”
On one occasion, grandma Priscilla asked Lew if he wanted a snack,
some toast.
Sure.
20
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She gave Lew a piece of white bread and a long-handled fork, which
he used to toast the bread over the fire. No butter. Just toast. Butter was
a luxury.
In those days, the Welsh, Lew said, ate a lot of lamb. They raised a lot
of sheep. They also ate a lot of rabbit.
“The man of the house ... hunted to get rabbit for the meal. And they
would come back with a rabbit which they would dress and cook. ... If the
man didn’t get the rabbit that
day — he missed — he
comes back in. He ain’t got
no rabbit. So, in the
meantime, on the (metal) arm
that swings out over the fire,
the mother has taken some
bacon and put it across the
arm and a bucket of cheese
underneath, melting, and the
bacon fat dripped into the Welsh rarebit with an egg (Photo by Jiel
cheese and that became the Beaumadier <http://jiel.b.free.fr>; used with
permission)
Welsh rabbit that day. And
(high) society people got hold of it and they called it Welsh rarebit,” he
said, laughing. “A little bit of Welsh lore.”
Singing was an important part of life for grandpa Jenkins’ family.
Much of it was done in church.
“[Do] you think you are going in there (church) to pray or listen to a
sermon?” Lew said. “You’re not going in there for that at all. Because when
you went there, ... if you are a tenor, you are seated with the tenors; if you
are a baritone, you go to the baritones; if you are a soprano, you go over
here by the ladies who are the sopranos. ... That was their entertainment.
Because it was Wales, it was going to be good singing, no matter what.”
Grandpa Robert was a great singer, Lew said.
“My mother (Clare) thought Robert Jenkins was just a great guy. ... She
said to me, ‘He is a very fine man, a great guy to be with. He is fun to be
with. He sings well, and he’s good with the concertina. He’s just great. He
played the concertina all the time,’” especially when riding on a charabanc,
a horse-drawn bus.
Lew remembers.
“There must have been 12 of us on this thing, and Grandpa’s up on
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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A day trip in a charabanc at Windsor Castle in 1844. King Louis-Philippe and
Queen Marie-Amélie of France presented Queen Victoria with the blue
charabanc. (Illustration by Joseph Nash)

the front seat with the drivers, playing the concertina, and everybody was
singing. It was that kind of a family. They were good. Well, there was no
other entertainment.
“That’s why church was so important. And it was extra important in
the case of my dad, because he was in such a demand as a singer.”
Lew said his dad, Thomas, like his grandpa, was “a great singer” and
had “perfect pitch.”
“Wherever he went, they wanted him in their voice group. And that’s
where he learned to read and write.”
“They didn’t have schools in those areas,” Lew said.
In contrast, Lew’s mother, Clare, came from “the other side of the
tracks.”
“My dad came from poverty because, hell, they didn’t have anything,”
Lew said. “And my mother came from what was then pretty good wealthy
position.”
Clare was the youngest of 13 children, born in 1881.
Her father was John Jenkins — same last name as Lew’s paternal
22
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grandparents, but not related. (“The phone book over there is just filled
with Jenkins.”) Clare’s mother was Mary.
John and Mary were born sometime during 1830s or 1840s. They were
Baptists.
Grandpa John, Lew said, “was a major, well known architect/builder,
who worked on monasteries, churches and Abbys, and built homes, so she
came from the other side of the tracks.”
In fact, on his tomb in Newport it reads: “John Jenkins, builder of this
town.”
Clare helped clerk for father when he traveled to his jobs.
Lew said he never met his mother’s parents, John and Mary. They died
before Lew was born in 1919. In the 1920s, three or four of his mother’s
brothers and sisters were still alive, Lew said.
Lew only met his paternal grandfather, Robert, on one occasion, when
he and his family traveled to Wales. Robert died in the 1930s.
Charles and Robert Jenkins, Lew’s uncles, both came to the United
States and worked in the steel mills.
Robert married but had no children. He eventually returned to
England, where he died in the 1950s or 1960s.
Charles married and his son, Phillip, went to work in sales and
marketing for Rolls Royce’s aircraft division in Buenos Aries. He married
Molly and they had a daughter named “Pip,” who lives in England. Pip
married and she had two children. Lew’s son, Bob, still keeps in touch with
her.
Lew never saw Charles once he came to America. He died in the 1950s
or 1960s and is buried in Michigan “somewhere.”
Lew said he visited Wales several times when he was older.
On one occasion, when he was 17, he spent the summer with relatives
in Wales. He traveled and talked with people, took long walks, visited the
Roman ruins, and walked on the beach.
On another occasion, he went there in spring 1945, on leave from his
post-World War II assignment in Czechoslovakia. He flew to London, took
the train to Newport, and then took a cab to 23 Richmond Road, where his
grandmother Priscilla and his aunt, his dad’s sister, Eva, lived together.
They didn’t know he was coming.
“It was late afternoon, and I rang the bell, and I just stood there. I’m
in full combat uniform ... and Eva, my aunt came to the door. She didn’t
pick up on it right away. ... But my grandmother came along a little more
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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Newport Castle, on the west bank of the River Usk, was built by Normans in the
late 11th century. (Photo by Owain; used with permission)

slowly behind Eva and stood beside Eva and said, ‘Oh, it’s Llewellyn.’ ...
She was a spritely old gal. I spent a couple of nights with them.”
Priscilla died in the late 1940s or early 1950s. Eva, who was a bit
resentful because she had to take care of her mother in her elder years, died
in the 1960s or 1970s.
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Chapter 3

AN AMERICAN LOVE STORY

T

homas Mock Jenkins, Lew’s father, was dirt poor.
Literally.
He grew up in a house with a dirt floor.
As such, Thomas basically had two job opportunities if he stayed in
Newport, Wales: a coal miner or a dock worker.
He could have worked either job.
He was 5-11 and 165 pounds — strong and lean. Good looking, too.
Dark hair, dark eyes and dark complexion. “A typical Welshman,” Lew
said.
But “my dad didn’t want to be a coal miner,” Lew said. The only other
option was working at the docks, loading ships.
That didn’t appeal, either.
Brothers Charles and
Robert, who had already moved
to America, wrote Thomas
about their work in the steel
mills. That kind of work
appealed more to Thomas.
“More pleasant than
working in the (coal) pits,” Lew
said.
Coal mining during the 19th
century was a dangerous, dirty
business. Many miners
developed terminal lung
conditions.
In 1839, more than 1,000
workers, including many coalminers, rebelled on the town of Thomas Mock Jenkins in Arizona, circa 1955
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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This drawing depicts the Newport Rising of 1839.

Newport, seeking more democracy in government.
The Newport Rising, as this event has been called, was the last largescale armed rebellion led against autocratic authorities in Britain. More than
20 demonstrators were killed when British troops opened fire on them.
The leaders of the rebellion were convicted of treason and were banished
from Great Britain.
In the late 1800s and early 1900s, many Welshman emigrated to
America to find jobs, and, in a few cases, fame and fortune. Charles and
Robert didn’t find fame or fortune. But they found good paying jobs in the
steel mills in Canada.
Before leaving for Nova Scotia in 1913, Thomas fell in love with Clare
Jenkins, the youngest daughter of John Jenkins, the builder. Thomas and
Clare apparently met at church, where they both sang in the choir.
Lew said people told him that “Clare was really an attractive gal, and
the boys were just crazy about her. So evidently she was very good looking,
very pretty, cute, vivacious, dark hair and dark eyes. ... a little bit on the
plump side ... people just instantly liked her. ... She was a very pleasant
woman.”
Clare was four years older than Thomas, but that didn’t matter.
He “was infatuated (with Clare),” Lew said. “I don’t think she was
quite so infatuated, because she was going to marry someone else.”
At first glance, Clare and Thomas didn’t seem like a good fit.
26
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When Tom Jenkins arrived in Halifax, Nova Scotia, in 1913, he was greeted by the Sambro
Island Lighthouse, the oldest surviving lighthouse in North and South America. When it
was foggy, the cannons (foreground) were fired to warn ships of the reefs. (Photo by Lettero
Letterofmarque, used with permission)

She came from a rich family; he from a poor.
Even more problematic: She was engaged.
“My dad said, ‘Well, I don’t want to stay here (in Wales), so he hopped
on a ship and came to Halifax, Nova Scotia, and went to work at the steel
Jelly Beans & Peanuts
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mills in Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario,
on the border of Michigan.” The
mills still operate there to this
day. Iron ore from areas around
Lake Superior feed the mills.
Lew said he thinks his dad
paid for his passage to the New
World by singing on the ship.
“He was a very good singer.
He offered to sing with the band
on the boat for his passage over.
... So I think he sang his way with
the band across to Halifax, Nova
Scotia, which was an easy place
for the Brits to go, because it was
part of the British empire.”
Work in the steel mills was
physically demanding. Workers
The top of a blast furnace at a steel mill in
used a large scoop to shovel coal Pittsburgh in 1871.
into the furnaces.
Lew said his dad told him “they worked in a circle” and threw coal and
special chemicals into the furnace. Different types of heat and chemicals
produced different kinds of steel.
“And if steel was going to be used for something like this, then you’d
put a certain mixture of chemicals in it. If it was going to be used for
something else, then you put a different chemical in there ... and the
chemicals used for this heat would be piled here, and two, three or four
guys that were feeding the furnace would go around with a scoop and
would take a scoop of this mineral and go around and kick open the door.
You had to be a strong guy just to do this. They would slam the door shut
and go back and do whatever the hell you were going to do.
“My dad was fascinated (with the work). He ended up going to work
as an assistant to the metallurgist, (which meant he would) come down and
inspect to see if the heat was the way it should be. So he (Dad) was
scientifically inclined. He enjoyed the work because of that,” Lew said.
Then fate intervened.
Clare’s fiancé died.
“So now he finds out, because somebody wrote to him, that the young
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This illustration, published in the 1857 edition of Ballou’s Pictorial, shows a view
of the steel mills from the Monongahela River in Pittsburgh. Thomas Jenkins,
Lew’s father, worked there before taking a job as an insurance salesman.

lady he’s been infatuated with had just lost her suitor to tuberculous. ... He
was the son of a man who owned a clothing store in Newport. That was
the good side of the tracks.”
Wisely, Tom, who was now working at a steel mill in Pittsburgh, had
kept up a correspondence with Clare, hoping she might change her mind.
Lew tells the rest of the story.
“He decided to get on a ship out of New York, because he had a little
money saved up, and go back and see what luck he could have with her —
to see if he can become successful at wooing her and get her to marry him.
“In those days, ships had to go beyond the three-mile limit before any
liquor can be served. Sounds like nothing, but it’s the way it was and ... ,
like any good steelworker, he goes to the bar (on the ship) and waits for
that to happen.
“While he is sitting at the bar, another man, Sam Brewer, ... sat down
next to Tom. They became good friends. In those days it took six days and
nights to cross the ocean, so those two guys became very good friends.
“In those days, industries had their own mutual insurance companies.
In this case, the laundry industry had its own, called the Laundryman’s
Mutual Indemnity Insurance Company, headquartered in Buffalo, New
York.” They sold casualty insurance.
This was big business. New York City alone would eventually have
more than 3,000 laundries, and one in four Chinese men in the United
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States worked in a laundry.
“As they came into South Hampton (England) to dock the boat,” Lew
said, “Sam Brewer looks at Tom (and says), ‘[If] you get tired of working
in that steel mill ... get on a train and come up to Buffalo. I can make a
salesman of you.’ And Tom Jenkins said, ‘Thank you very much.’
“And my dad re-wooed the lady who later became his wife and my
mother. But then he had to get back ... to the steel mill. And then one day,
(Thomas says), ‘You know, maybe I should go to Buffalo and see that man
Sam Brewer.’”
Brewer taught him what to do.
He gave Thomas a territory south of the Mason-Dixon line and east
of the Mississippi river.
The Deep South.
Lew adds: “Now you’ve got a Welshman with a funny accent ... going
into the South where they have their own accents, and ... in those days who
ran the laundries? The Chinese. So you had a Welshman with a funny
accent selling a product he only just learned about, throughout the entire
Deep South, to Chinese laundrymen.”
Lew laughed.
Meanwhile, with her future up in the air as a result of the death of her
betrothed, Clare went to her brothers and said she wanted to become part
owner of the family building firm. Having clerked for her father, John, she
knew a lot about the business. She collected the rents and was with him
everywhere he went. She deserved an active role in the business after her
father passed away.
However, her brothers didn’t want her help.
“‘A woman in the business?’” Lew said. “You could hear it
reverberating off the walls. They said, ‘No.’”
“So, she said, ‘You know what, he (Thomas) has written me some very
nice letters. He’s a very nice guy.’ ... She got on a ship, which, for a young
lady back in those days — and evidently, I am told, a very pretty lady —
(was very bold). ... She got on the Lusitania in Liverpool and came across
the ocean, obviously before the Lusitania got sunk (in World War I).
“When she arrived in New York, she said, ‘I have the return passage
sewed inside of my corset in case Tom didn’t look so good anymore.’ ... He
was there to greet her at the dock. ... Apparently, Thomas had a goodlooking suit on, because here I am,” Lew said, laughing.
“So they went immediately from the dock to a justice of the peace and
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Lew’s mother, Clare, sailed on the Lusitania to meet Thomas Mock Jenkins, his
father. The ship was torpedoed by a German U-Boat submarine in 1915, killing
nearly 1,200 passengers and crew.

got married.”
It was different time.
“Marriage was sacrosanct,” Lew said.
Most people married for a lifetime. That included his parents.
That day and that night, the newlyweds traveled on a train to Florida,
and “that was their honeymoon — just like that.”
Thomas turned out to be a good salesman.
“He was evidently so good at it that when Laundryman’s Mutual
decided to open an office in New York — now we’re going big time —
who’d they put in charge of that office? Tom Jenkins. So now he goes to
New York.”
Thomas and Clare made their home in a nice neighborhood in the
Bronx.
Clare’s reluctance soon turned to love.
“I think my mom and my dad were completely in love with each
other,” Lew said. “I mean she had ... two big disappointments in her life:
She didn’t get what she wanted with the company and the man she was
going to marry died. I guess if you stop and think hard-nosed about it, well,
that kind of convinced her that she ought to come over and marry this
other guy that was after her and who lived in America. ...
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Lew was born in an apartment located to the original Yankee Stadium, which was
built in 1922, three years after he was born.

“I think my dad absolutely adored my mother. ... I’m sure she learned
to love him. ... Because she had these other experiences, and there was
never any doubt in my mind that the two of them were absolutely fixed
with each other. There was never any thought of anything else. So I grew
up in a pretty good atmosphere that way.”
Several years later, Lew was born, on August 25, 1919, in their
apartment house on 180th Street near Yankee Stadium. Clare was about 40
at the time.
“The doctor who had been attending my mother was not there,” Lew
said.
So his dad called “a nice little Jewish doctor who was in the same
apartment complex ... and said, ‘Hey, my wife is about to deliver.’ My
mother had already lost either two or three children in childbirth. And this
nice little Jewish doctor delivered me, and my dad said, ‘It was extremely
difficult ... a very tough birth.’ ... They were in an apartment, not a hospital.
That’s how they did things in those days, they didn’t bother to rush you to
the hospital. ... ‘You’re going to have a kid, (then) have it here. Got water,
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Lew when he was seven or eight years old (circa 1926)
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yeah. Bring lots of water.’ ... It was that kind of a birth.”
Meanwhile, word that Thomas was a top-notch sales and marketing
manager was getting around.
“He did so well in that field (that) ... the Interboro Mutual Indemnity
Insurance Company ... hired him away from the laundry insurance
company to be their sales and marketing manager” in 1922.
He was now in the big leagues, earning a salary of $15,000 a year,
which is equivalent to about $200,000 in today’s dollars.
The family moved from the Bronx to Tuckahoe, a suburb about 18
miles northeast of New York City.
“Very much suburb like,” Lew said.
Their house was “parked on the side of very big hill looking out over
a lake, Bronx River, a parkway ... a lovely spot, a nice house. ... We lived
there for a long, long time.”
This was a town full of immigrants, most of whom came from Italy
because their were quarries in the area.
His best friend was Johnny Puglisi.
Johnny’s father was an Italian immigrant who owned a coal yard. Big
Eddy took care of the trucks. He was the biggest man Lew had ever seen.
“Somebody said, ‘You know, he can lift one of those trucks.”
Lew laughed.
“Of course, he couldn’t, but it seemed like it.”
Lew said he “played with Johnny. He had a good family. We played a
lot of ball, a lot of stick ball. But I’ll tell you the main occupation among us
guys — and there were probably five or six of us altogether — was boxing.
Any kid got a set of boxing gloves, whoopie! We had an empty field; got
four big stones to make the corners of the rings. And you matched up and
you boxed. ... That’s why I have four chipped teeth. We didn’t have mouth
guards. We just had the boxing gloves.”
Those were the days of Jack Dempsey, Primo Carmera and Gene
Tunney.
“In the area I was brought up, a nice neighborhood, ... boxing was a
big thing. We didn’t have television, obviously. The radio became your
focus when there was a big boxing match, and the guy who announced the
boxing announced every nuance — the left jab, the hook. We grew up
knowing boxing.
“Boxing became our daily thing. I became pretty good at it. In fact,
when I went to Harvey (Junior High) School ... I could whip anybody in
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Jack Demsey in 1920

Primo Carnera (sometime in the 1930s)

the joint because I had been boxing since I was 9 years old.”
Another activity was street hockey on roller skates.
On one occasion, Lew’s stick put a good-sized gash on Spencer
(“Spenny”) Driggs’ nose.
“If Spenny Driggs is still alive today, he still has that scar across his
nose ... His mother didn’t like me because of that.”
Lew kept in touch with Johnny through high school, even though Lew
was attending boarding schools and his family moved to North White
Plains, about a half-hour away by car. They would see each other when one
of the two families came into their respective areas for a visit.
Johnny ended up in the credit finance business in Binghamton, New
York.
Johnny stood up for Lew at his wedding.
“But we never saw each other after that. Wish I had. Johnny and I
were good pals. We’d get a couple of baking potatoes and take them out
to the woods and make a fire and bake them. They were almost inedible.”
Lew chuckled.
Lew said most of his friends in elementary school, through age 12,
were Italians.
“I think I was nine years old before I realized I was the only kid whose
name didn’t end in a vowel. Every kid I grew up with was Italian. They
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were all good kids.”
Lew loved and respected his parents.
“They had a pretty good sense of humor,” Lew said. “They were
realistic. They didn’t get romantic or tragic. They avoided extremes.”
His mother wasn’t very sociable, but she was a great cook. She spent
most of her day taking care of the house. She did not belong to any clubs
or organizations. But she could throw a “helluva dinner.”
“They’d (Lew’s parents) have a big dinner party ... (but) they didn’t
have cocktail hours. They didn’t drink cocktails like they do today. ... They
weren’t against drinking, but she was simply a homemaker. Except for one
thing she did. She took one or two fairly long walks. That’s the British
coming out of her.”
When his father drank, he drank scotch.
His passion, though, was singing.
“A big part of his makeup was music. There are people who are
musical, and music to them is life. And he was good.”
Lew said his dad was tenor and he sang in the choir at the Episcopal
Church they attended. He also sang with three of his buddies, Dick
Hassard, a baritone, and Rupert Waite, a bass, and a third guy (whose name
Lew cannot remember), who was a tenor.
“And those four guys would get up and sing if they were just having
tea in the afternoon. To them it was fun. And they were good at it. In fact,
they were really good. They all sang together ... in the Down Town Glee
Club in New York.”
The Glee Club was (and still is) prestigious.
“To qualify, you met the head of it ... at Carnegie Hall, up on the stage,
and you got handed a sheet of music. There wasn’t any pitch pipe, wasn’t
any piano. Here’s a piece of music. Sing it. No clue. But if you couldn’t do
that, then you didn’t belong in the downtown Glee Club. The first thing he
(Thomas) had to do was ... to sing that first note and then carry on. That’s
the kind of outfit it was.”
Lew said his father was strong, mentally and physically. He worked
hard and provided well for him and his mother.
Lew said his dad “was never a tough guy to other people, unless
somebody provoked him. ... He said somebody gave him some trouble
once and he invited him out on the street. He told me how to make a
boilermaker, too ...
“He told me, ‘When you’re in a bar and having an argument ... with
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Lew’s father, Thomas Mock Jenkins, went to Carnegie Hall with four of his
friends to try out for the Down Town Glee Club. They were pitch perfect. (Photo
by David Samuel; used with permission)

somebody ... let me give you hint: Take a look at his knuckles and his
wrists. If he’s got big hard knuckles and a big heavy wrist, that means heavy
bones, because when he hits you with that, it’s gonna hurt. Try to find
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T. E. Lawrence, better known as “Lawrence of Arabia,” wrote the Seven Pillars of
Wisdom, a biographical account of his experiences during the Arab Revolt of
1917–18, when he was based in Wadi Rum (now a part of Jordan) as a member
of the British Forces of North Africa. Lew’s father loved this book.

something else to talk about.’”
Lew laughed.
“My dad, I would say, was basically a gentle character. He was
extremely bright. Now that sounds like I’m bragging about my old man.
My old man read the Seven Pillars of Wisdom. It’s that thick (motioning with
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his hands). He read it
twice to make sure he got
it right. He was very
intellectual,” even though
he did not go to school.
Lew said his parents
were rarely affectionate
toward him.
“No, this is British
Isles. You don’t get
gooey with the kids.”
With one exception:
Christmas.
“On Christmas
morning we would gather
around the Christmas
tree, and I can remember
the time he (Dad) bought
me a Lionel train and
some track. I can see that
right now. The biggest
thing in my life. I think I
had a car and caboose
and the train went
around the tree. The best
thing I ever had.”
Lew said his mother,
not his dad, “was the
disciplinarian. I can Lew earned 60 cents a week singing in his church
remember her hair brush choir.
now, the back of it,
literally,” he said, laughing. “‘Son, come here, get across my lap.’”
He obeyed without question.
“She controlled the roost. ... She never had to say, ‘Wait until you’re
Dad gets home.’”
Lew sang in the church choir with his dad. Lew earned 60 cents a week
for singing in the choir. Their choir master was a teacher in the Juilliard
School of Music.
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“I mean that guy — when all 50 of us were there on a Friday night for
rehearsal — ... he could pick out every voice. (If) you were off, (he would
shout), ‘You,’ and everything would stop, and you took it from the second
part. ... whoopie! And my dad would be sitting up there with the three rows
of men — boys were all in the front rows. ... I can see him (saying to
himself) — of course he never made a mistake — ‘I hope the kid doesn’t
mess this up.’”
Lew attended the public elementary school in town until he was 12.
But his father wasn’t happy with the education he was getting.
And he wanted his son to get the education that he never had.
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Chapter 4

THE EDUCATION OF LEW JENKINS

T

homas Mock Jenkins was deeply concerned that his son, Llewellyn, was
not getting a good education at the public school in Tuckahoe, New York.
“He went up to the high school,” Lew said. “A neighbor had a son
older than I, and he was about to graduate and my mother and dad were
invited to the ceremony. My dad looked around ... drew an opinion that I
was not doing very well (in school). I was picking up some bad habits. I
was not learning. So my dad and my mother evidently talked that over and,
in true British style, decided that the thing to do was ‘to send me to a
school where I really could get educated.’”
Lew’s dad heard about a preparatory high school called Phillips Exeter
Academy in Exeter, New Hampshire.
“The toughest, best prep school in the country,” Lew said.
That was no exaggeration.
The school was established in 1871 by Dr. John and Elizabeth Phillips,
a wealthy merchant, banker and public servant. Today the school has an
endowment of $1 billion and enrolls more than 1,000 boys and girls.
During the 1930s, it enrolled only boys, many of whom lived on campus.
In his Deed of Gift, Phillips outlined the mission of the school:
Above all, it is expected that the attention of instructors to the
disposition of the minds and morals of the youth under their charge will
exceed every other care; well considering that though goodness without
knowledge is weak and feeble, yet knowledge without goodness is
dangerous, and that both united form the noblest character, and lay the
surest foundation of usefulness to mankind.

The school has educated some of the most famous people in America.
They include U.S. Senator Daniel Webster, U.S. Presidents Franklin Pierce
and Ulysses S. Grant, Jr.; Pulitzer Prize-winning author Booth Tarkington,
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John Phillips founded Phillips Exeter Academy in 1871.

Jay Rockefeller, Gore Vidal, John Irving, Dan Brown, Joseph Coors, David
Rockefeller, Jr., Mark Zuckerberg, Drew Pearson, and Arthur Schlesinger,
Jr.
Lew continues with the story:
“OK, we get in the car. We drove to Exeter and got an appointment
with the Dean ... I was 12 years old at the time. Dean Kerr ... said, ‘Well,
why don’t you (Lew’s parents) walk around campus and give me 30
minutes with the young man.’”
Kerr asked Lew some questions and then called his parents back into
the office.
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“‘I’m going to make a pronouncement,’ Lew said, quoting Kerr.
“‘Llewellyn is very bright ... but if he was to come here now, he would
probably make it, he would probably graduate, but it wouldn’t be a good
experience. He’d be the youngest man in every one of his classes for the
next four years. His background is exceedingly lacking. There is a lot he
doesn’t know about English grammar and mathematics. ... I would
recommend a school that prepares young men ... for coming to a major
league prep school (like Exeter).’”
That school, Lew said, was the
Harvey School, which was located
in Hawthorne, New York. Most of
the students were 12 to 14 years of
age.
Lew’s parents took him there
and “I boarded there for two years.
... It had roughly 70 boys in
attendance and this was in several
grades. ... When you entered, they
arbitrarily assigned you to one of Harvey School was founded in 1916,
the two clubs in the schools, three years before Lew was born.
Neperhans and Pocanticos.”
Lew became a Neperhan.
Lew said living away from home was not difficult.
“I didn’t really think much about it. I didn’t care one way or the
other.”
Initially, Lew was assigned to live in the headmaster’s house. That was
a privilege. Only the best students were given that opportunity.
“For some cockeyed reason, ... the headmaster at Harvey put me with
five other guys in the top floor of the headmaster’s house.” But after
several months, they moved him out into the dormitory. He would have to
attend there two years before going to Exeter. Scholastically he wasn’t
ready.
“Didn’t bother me a bit,” Lew said.
During his second year at Harvey, he became President of the
Neperhans. “The boys elected me President of their club,” he said. “The
teaching was tough but it was good.”
“I got along pretty well with everybody,” he said. “The only trouble I
got into was when the headmaster called me into his office. He said, ‘Lew,
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you are not trying hard enough. You can do a lot better than that’. So I
shaped up.”
Lew said he did not have a best friend at Harvey. He liked all the guys.
Sports — football, basketball, baseball, wrestling and boxing — were
mandatory. He liked boxing the best.
Lew said the boys at Harvey School weren’t very good at boxing
because most of them grew up in wealthy neighborhoods.
“I could whip anybody,” Lew said. “Harvey School — let’s face it —
was somewhat of an elitist school. I really was not quite of that bunch, but
I got along all right with them, obviously. Most of those kids weren’t that
type. They didn’t street fight ... a little different level socially, their families
were.”
Lew said he only got into one real fight at the Harvey School. One guy
began picking on him for something he can no longer remember. But Lew
didn’t like it. So he “knocked him to the floor.” Five or six other kids
witnessed the encounter.
“He (the bully) picked the wrong guy ... He stayed clear of me after
that.”
Harvey School “was a hard study school,” Lew said. “You got up in
the morning, six or six-thirty, have breakfast, and you went directly to
classes. ... Classes started at 8 o’clock
and went until noon. Have lunch.
Then you went to athletic fields. Then
you had a study period and then you
had dinner. The instructors lived right
there at the school.”
Harvey students eventually
bestowed upon Lew the title “most
popular student” at the school.
He doesn’t know exactly why that
was the case. He never deliberately
tried to be popular. No one has ever
told him he is charismatic.
“I think it is because the other
The Harvey School was named in boys felt comfortable with me. They
honor of Sir William Harvey
could trust me. They could talk to me
(1578-1657), a personal physician of
King Charles I and one of the fathers any time. They could horse around
with me any time. I was just kind of a
of modern medical science.
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regular guy that they felt they could confide in and trust. ... They felt they
were in good hands — that I would treat them fairly and there would never
be prejudice, or screaming or fighting.”
Lew said that later in life, when he went to college and when he fought
in World War II, he also was popular.
“Back in the Army, for Christ’s sake, people came to me with
situations that had nothing to do with the Army. They have a home
problem, like a girl who is pregnant and ‘she’s going to marry that idiot and
I know it’s my kid.’”
He said some of the popularity might have stemmed from being a
good listener.
“I probably listened more than I talked. ... I always learned that you
can learn a lot more by listening than talking.”
Lew said his favorite subject at Harvey was arithmetic. His least
favorite was English, but he admired grammar rules. It shared common
ground with mathematics. He also was required to take Latin and science.
“ I do remember ... they gave us all a test and my home room teacher
got all the results and the teacher came to me and she said, ‘Llewellyn, your
tests are back, and we would like to let you know that you really should
study science more than anything,’ ... which, of course, I never did,” he
said, chuckling.
In 1934, after having attending Harvey for two years, Lew transferred
to Exeter.
In terms of academics, the transition was easy, he said.
“In fact, that maybe was not so great because I found Exeter to not be
so difficult, so I didn’t work my ass off.”
“I was a little lazy mentally.”
However, he did learn how to play bridge at Exeter.
Two of his best friends at Exeter also attended at Harvey. They were
two of the brightest boys at the school. Jim Hendel completed Exeter in
three years (a very rare event) and David Middleton went on to be a
pioneer in the field of statistical communication theory (more on him later).
When Lew graduated from Exeter in 1938, he was admitted to Yale.
“My mother and father were delighted.”
Yale mailed him some materials about room and board. He was going
over the materials while he dad was sitting nearby.
“I can see it now,” Lew said, “a slightly bemused expression on this
face. ‘Here I am with my son, picking out a room at Yale, from a Welsh
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Lew’s graduation class of 1938 at Phillips Exeter Academy

background.’”
“OK, I think that was what was going through his mind,” Lew added.
“So I hesitated a bit. After a while, I said, ‘Pop, I’ve got to square with you.
I don’t want to go to Yale. If I go to Yale, it’s going to be like Exeter-plus
... all over again on a higher scale, level; same guys.’ I said, ‘I just don’t want
to do it that way. There must be something out there that I would rather
do than go to Yale.’”
“Well, I know some
people,” Lew’s dad said. “Let
me ask around.”
“So he came up with the
Wharton School of Finance
and Commerce,” Lew said.
The university undergraduate
degree is highly regarded as
offering content similar to
what a student would taken in
a master’s degree program..
Philadelphia industrialist
and philanthropist Joseph
Wharton founded the Wharton
School in 1881. Wharton built
a fortune through his
American Nickel Company
Joseph Wharton, founder of the Wharton
a n d B e t h l e h e m S t e e l School of Finance and Commerce at the
Corporation.
University of Pennsylvania
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The goal of the school, as Wharton defined it, was
to provide for young men special means of training and of correct
instruction in the knowledge and in the arts of modern finance and
economy, both public and private, in order that, being well informed
and free from delusions upon these important subjects, they may either
serve the community skillfully as well as faithfully in offices of trust, or,
remaining in private life, may prudently manage their own affairs and
aid in maintaining sound financial morality: in short, to establish means
for imparting a liberal education in all matters concerning finance and
economy.

Upon arrival at the University of Pennsylvania, Lew immediately made
friends with his two future roommates — Jack Morgan and Reginald
Foster — all of whom lived together for the next three years.
A senior adviser in their dormitory befriended them and got them into
Kappa Sigma (ΚΣ), a fraternity that, then and now, is one of the largest in
the world. K-Sigs are instructed to live by the Star and Crescent, which are
also the symbols of the fraternity:
The Star and Crescent shall not be worn by every man, but only by him
who is worthy to wear it. He must be a gentleman ... a man of honor
and courage ... a man of zeal, yet humble ... an intelligent man ... a man
of truth ... one who tempers action with wisdom and, above all else, one
who walks in the light of God.

Despite the latter statement, atheists and agnostics are welcome today.
Kappa Sigma also has a strict no-tolerance anti-hazing policy.
“We had a great time in that fraternity,” Lew said. “It was good
fraternity.”
Lew put the needs of the fraternity over his own. On one occasion, the
leadership asked him to quit playing soccer.
“I was a pretty good soccer player. I made the freshman soccer team.
I made the junior varsity team. I’m ready to go on to the varsity team in my
third year, but the President of the fraternity came to me and said, ‘Brother
Lew, you know major fraternities in campus like to be represented in every
activity that there is on this campus. We know you can make the soccer
team. But Al Gardner is going to be on the team. We need somebody on
the business staff on the Daily Pennsylvanian, six-day-a-week newspaper,
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A plague at the University of Virginia commemorates the founding of the Kappa
Sigma Fraternity.

(with) circulation all over the entire world for grads (of Pennsylvania) ... .
We want you to go try out and get yourself a job on that business staff.’”
“So I quit playing soccer,” Lew said. “I became circulation manager.”
The job was volunteer; no pay.
But Lew was elected President of his fraternity that year, in the middle
of his junior year. His friends were also elected or appointed to important
positions in his fraternity. Reg became head of the table, which meant he
oversaw the kitchen in the morning and evening. Al was master of
ceremonies. And Bill Frick, who was New Jersey’s discus throwing
champion, became Vice President and Sergeant at Arms.
“So we went through that whole year ... and we ran the fraternity.
Among us guys, you didn’t screw around. Discipline was a little tough. You
could get girls in the fraternity house any hour or day of the night, and it
was forbidden. If you did something outside the rules, you could have your
rushing privilege taken away from you, which had a financial aspect to it
(you needed new pledges to keep money flowing in).”
But did Lew have fun?
“I had (three) girlfriends,” Lew said.
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Like most of the other guys in
the fraternity, dating in those days
was, well, dating. Good, clean, fun.
Going to movies, bowling, and
attending university events
together. A lot of kissing, of course,
but that was about it. Having sex
was something that most young
people reserved for serious
relationships or marriage.
“My instincts were good, but
my civilization said don’t do that
because that is just going to be
trouble.”
Not everyone was chaste. Lew
said two guys in the fraternity “got
the clap” from some “street girls,”
who were not college coeds, and
sought treatment at the medical
facility. But sex and marriage were
more sacrosanct in those days.
“Did I drink a little? We sure
did. We would have designated
party nights when we could have
girls in the house, and liquor, and it
was registered with the university.
... We had lots of parties. We all
drank beer, whiskey. We all bowled.
Sometimes it got a little rough.
That’s the kind of life we lived.
Pretty free and easy.”
Except on Rowbottom night.
“Every year University of
Pennsylvania has a spontaneous
eruption ... All of sudden there is a
Goddamn riot going on.”
The first Rowbottom, or civil
disorder, occurred in 1910. Most
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A story about Rowbottom published in
the May 30, 1910, edition of the
Philadelphia Ledger. (Photo courtesy of the
University of Pennsylvania Archives and
Records Center)
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accounts say the tradition began after a student name Joseph Tintsman
Rowbottom irritated fellow students one night, who responded by
throwing objects out of the dorm rooms at him.
Soon the call “Yea Rowbottom!” was embraced, as a convocation to
rascality, especially after a football game. Through the years, students
engaged in many acts of civil disobedience, including overturning
automobiles, smashing windows and setting on fire trolley tracks doused
with gasoline. In the 1940s, “panty raids” of the women’s dormitories were
popular. The practice was ended in the late 1960s when police cracked
down.
In the fall of 1941, Lew said “Trolley cars were threatened. ... fraternity
boys ... could get a little rough. ... After a while the cops got a little tired of
whole thing. ... The year that I was President of the fraternity, we had the
front door locked. They (police) shot that off (with a gun). Came in and
grabbed a couple of kids; took them out and took them down to jail. ...
And everybody expected it ... . After a while a dean or somebody went
down (to the police station) ... and got them (arrested students) out and we
were all done.”
No big deal, Lew said.
Lew said he did not partake in the civil disobedience, especially
because he was an officer in Kappa Sigma.
He took courses in a variety of areas, including business law,
accounting, business administration, political science, English literature,
Latin (the buildings of Rome) and automobile engines. His favorite course
was economic geography, which examined the impact of geography on
economic development and vice versa.
Lew didn’t get straight “As” at Penn, but he did well in school.
Learning came easy to him even though he said he didn’t like school that
much.
“I’d rather be out doing something.”
Lew was drafted into the Army during the last semester he attended,
in spring 1942. The university, however, gave him and other draftees who
were in their last semester their degrees before they left.
Seemed like the least they could do for men going off to fight a war.
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Chapter 5

A SOLDIER WITH COMPASSION

T

he dozen or so Nazi SS Troopers had snuck through Russian-occupied
territory in Czechoslovakia to reach an area controlled by American troops
under the command of Captain Llewellyn Jenkins.
It was late May 1945.
World War II had just ended.
The SS Troopers knew that if they were caught, the Russians would
execute them or send them to hard-labor camps. They believed they had
a better chance of survival in an American POW camp.
But Lew was under orders to turn over to the Russians any German
soldiers that came from Russian-controlled territory.

General Eisenhower talking to Allied troops just before the D-Day invasion.
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German SS troopers execute Polish hostages on October, 20, 1939, in occupied
Kórnik. (Photo courtesy of the German Federal Archive)

“The war has ended,” Lew said, recalling the events. “And we have
gone all the way from France ... We are the guys who cleared out the
Bulge.”
Lew’s unit had traveled with General George Patton for more than six
months.
“We kept going east and we ended up in Czechoslovakia (now
composed of two countries, Czech Republic and Slovakia) on May 7, 1945,
and May 8 the war was over. We were given an area to police — just to be
there, just to keep control and make sure nothing happens.
“An order came down from the top. There were SS troopers who were
up on the front lines all the time. And they evidently had gotten together
on their own when things were ending and they were up in the hills,
probably living with farmers. ... But we had an order that if SS Troopers
came to us to surrender ... and they came from behind where the Russian
troops were, we were to turn them over to the Russians, because they came
from Russian territory.”
A week or so later, Lew said about a dozen SS Troopers “got through
and came to us.”
Nobody liked the Waffen-SS Troopers, especially Lew. They had
massacred tends of thousands of civilians and Allied soldiers during the
war.
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But toward the end of the war, more than half of the ranks of the SS
were non-German men, many of whom were conscripted to serve in the
elite armed wing of the Nazi Party’s Schutzstaffel (Protective Squadron).
Adolf Hitler refused to integrate the SS into the regular German Army,
because the SS were to serve as the police force throughout the world
when the war ended. Hitler worried about a military coup d’etat.
Lew followed orders, even though he and his troops didn’t like the
Russians, either.
“I turned over I think it was 10 or 12 SS troopers to Russians as
directed, and they marched them off down the road around the corner and
I heard the shots.”
He moaned.
The following day, another dozen SS Troopers who came from
Russian-controlled territory were taken prisoner by Lew’s troops.
What should he do?
***
Llewellyn Jenkins was drafted by U.S. Army in spring of 1942 and
reported to duty immediately.
He had tried to enlist in the Navy and Marines, but his eyesight failed
to meet minimum standards for those military branches. Army standards
were lower. He knew he would be drafted. But it didn’t matter to him
which branch of the service he served.
But he mattered to the Army.
“The second or third day I was in the army,” Lew said, “there were a
whole bunch of us quartered in a Quonset hut — 30 guys. ‘You guys come
here, line up.’ ... We get to a big mess hall and there were tables, chairs,
pencils, paper, and they hand us a test. ‘Sit down. You have two hours and
turn it in.’ ...
“Well, remember, I got a pretty good education. I looked at that test
and — shoot, man — there is nothing to this. They even gave you a lot of
information that you normally would have to look up. ...
“So I finished it in no time. But I’m looking around and ... maybe out
of 50 or 60 guys in the room, maybe there were four of us who knew what
we are doing. ...
“‘I’m not going to stand up and hand this in,’” Lew said to himself.
“‘I’ve got to live with these guys for a while.’ ... So I pretended like I was
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Twenty–one-year-old Lew during basic training (photo take by one of his buddies)
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having trouble. .... And then after a long while I can’t sit here any damn
longer. ... That’s how come I got assigned to the artillery. ...
“They were giving us a test to see if there were any guys who had an
aptitude for math, because math is artillery or artillery is math. ... They sent
me to Fort Bragg, North Carolina, which was the artillery training center
for the Army. ... There was nothing complicated about the test.”
In 1940, the population of Fort Bragg was 5,400. A year later it
mushroomed to 67,000. The Fort trained artillery units, paratroopers,
infantrymen, and armored divisions. The population peaked at about
160,000 during the war years.
Lew said Fort Bragg was a good experience, except for maybe the time
he got into a fight with Brooks, one of the guys in his barracks. Brooks had
worked as an iron miner in northern New York state and was drinking and
making a lot of noise. Lew can’t remember what he was saying.
“All I knew is that I went after him because he was annoying me,”
Lew said. “He was making a lot of noise. He had a little too much beer.
And his name was Brooks. I said, ‘Brooksy, shut up, will ya?’ He said, ‘Who
said that?’
“So we’re going back verbally a little bit. And he says, ‘You want to do
something about it?’
“And I said, ‘Yeah.’ So I got out of my bunk and I got after him.”
Big mistake.
Brooksy was six-foot-2, 240 pounds.
“Well, this guy is a brute and he has me in a headlock, and I’m
beginning to see stars. There is over here on this other bunk a Hungarian
kid who does not speak English very well ... and I had helped him over the
past couple of weeks, helped him understand general orders ... . I was his
tutor.
“The Hunky — the Hungarian — was almost as big at the iron miner.
And I heard him say to Brooks, who had me in the grip, he said, ‘Brooks,
... you leave my friend alone.’ ... The Hunky came over. And he was a bull
himself, and he grabbed Brooks, tore him off me and threw him a whole
bunk away. And that ended it. Brooks understood. He was up against some
guy here who, maybe, would take his head off. It all stopped. Just like that.
No more was ever said about it again.
Lew said he later helped Brooks carry his rifle one day on a forced
march. They became friends.
And Hunky saved him from Brooks because he was grateful “for what
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Barracks at Fort Bragg, North Carolina

I was able to do for him, to make his life easier.”
At Fort Bragg, Lew was the only soldier in his barracks who had a
college degree. He worried that this would generate resentment among
some of his comrades.
Lew said his drill instructor was “a pretty tough guy — boxing
champion in his weight class in the Pacific. You didn’t want to mess with
him.”
One day, he commands everyone to go back in the barracks and clean
their rifles.
“So we are all sitting on our bunks cleaning our rifles. The screen door
at the end of the barracks slams. You know what that means. The drill
instructor has arrived. ... Protocol at this point says you do not look up and
say, ‘Hi Sarg.’”
The clink of the boots stopped near Lew’s bunk.
“It is either me or the guy on the other side of the aisle, and protocol
now says you can look up. So you look up. ‘You (he looks at Lew), in my
quarters.’ ... I get up off the bunk ... I’m the only college boy in that whole
bunch of boys. Some came from Hell’s Kitchen in New York. There were
five or six of them came from the iron mines in northern New York. ...
The only reason I’m bringing this out is that you would immediately
assume there would be a certain amount of animosity between all those
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guys and this character who went to college. ...
“I got up from my bunk, my rifle was assembled. I’m going to put it
in the rack (and Lew hears): ‘Hey, Lew, what did ya do?’ ‘Hey, good luck,
Lew.’ There was sympathy from all them. We’d been together now for
maybe two or three weeks in basic training and now this was happening.”
He realized then that “we’re a bunch of guys doing a job. We’re
becoming soldiers. It didn’t matter where the hell you went to school or
who your mother was. You’re becoming a soldier. And when I got up, I
was astounded, ... (especially because) one of whom I had a terrific fight
with two nights before (Brooks) was there.
“How do you treat your fellow man? How do you do your job? Do
you do your job so that they understand and you’re doing what you need
to do and you’re helping them? ... And you get the job done. Your
becoming a soldier.”
So Lew goes to the drill instructor’s office.
“I knock on the door ... and he says, ‘Lew, shut the door. I know how
to shut the door. He says, ‘Sit down.’ He’s in one chair behind the desk,
and there’s another chair so I sit down. ‘Tomorrow on the drill field ... I am
going to pull you out of the group and you are going to report to a Captain
who’s standing out in the middle of drill field. ... I want you to go report to
the Captain because I have recommended that you go to Officer Candidate
School.’”
“I didn’t quite know what to say. Go to Officer Candidate School? For
Christ’s sake, I was only in the Army a few months.”
“He said, ‘You will be a good officer. ... We’re going to be at war. ...
We need good officers. You’re going to be a good officer. And I’m going
to make damn sure that you go to Officer Candidate School.’
“He never asked me if I wanted to go. ... So I said thank you very
much, Sarg. He said, ‘Well, go talk to that Captain.’
“So I walked up to him. I saluted ... He looked me over and he said,
‘I just wanted to see you. I respect what the Sergeant wants and I have no
reason to disagree with him. You’re scheduled to go to Officer Candidate
School.’ ...
Lew said OCS turned him into “a 90-day wonder.”
He graduated a Second Lieutenant and was assigned to the 101st Field
Artillery Battalion of the 26th Infantry Division. The 101st, also known as
the Boston Light Artillery, is the oldest field artillery unit in the U.S. Army.
Its lineage dates to 13 December 13, 1636, when it was organized as the
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South Regiment. Walter Brennan, a
three-time Academy Award–winning
actor, served with the 101st in France
during World War I.
“We were getting ready to ship out
and go overseas,” Lew said. “We were
strictly a combat outfit. We were going
into war. That’s what we were trained
for. I was a First Lieutenant by then ...
And a Captain came to me and he said,
‘We are going to go into combat. ... You
are the survey (artillery) officer, but you
probably are the only guy in the outfit
that probably knows anything about
running a survey.’”
Lew explained that “artillery is
dependent on survey,” where
triangulation and mathematics are used Coat of Arms for the 101st Field
to direct artillery shells to their target. Artillery Regiment
The Captain ordered Lew: “I want
you to take four noncommissioned officers and start working with them on
how you run a survey. ...When we do get into combat, if something
happens to some of your regular crew or even you, somebody is going to
know enough to pick it up until somebody comes up to make it right. Hell,
this is war.”
Lew added that “we are not fooling around. I think we picked six ...
Sergeants from Boston ... and I get right over into geometry, which is a
little simpler than trig(ometry), but I’ve got to start somewhere. ... I got
blank stares. Now these are all guys who graduate from high school. So I’m
thinking to myself, ‘I’m not getting anything back out of this. I don’t think
they know what I’m talking about.’ ... So I dropped down into algebra.”
In comes the Captain, Lew said. “Lieutenant, give your men a break.”
“Yes sir.”
Lew said the Captain was puzzled and said, “‘Your not fully
understanding what I want from you. I want them to be brought up to the
point where they can be useful if something happens to you or one of your
other NCOs in combat.’ He said, ‘You’re into simple algebra.’
“I said, ‘Captain, I’m going to give you a little demonstration. So I said,
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Three 155mm guns of the 420th Field Artillery Group just before shelling enemy
position on Keise Shima, Japan, during World War II

‘Hey, you two guys,’ and I gave them a little algebraic formula. They
couldn’t do it.”
In the European theater, Lew saw plenty of action.*2
His job was to order artillery fire at enemy positions.
He was a “firing officer” who worked directly with the infantry
battalion commander.
“My job was to knock out whatever was giving my infantry guys
trouble. ... ‘Behind that tree group over there ... (are) a couple of machine
guns that are going to give us trouble, because we got to go through there
... Can you knock them out?’
“Well that’s my job — knock them out. That’s what I did.”
Infantry soldiers called Lew on the radio with the locations. He then
calculated the trajectory for the artillery and radioed that information to
artillery command center, which then gave the coordinates to the artillery
gun crews.
They had many successful assaults, eventually pushing the German
Army back to Germany. But once in a while, things would go wrong.
“The Germans attacked us one evening,” he said. “I guess they
decided they just needed to have that terrain (back) that we had taken that
day. ... Normally there are three rifle companies in a ... battalion and they
*The war experiences presented in this chapter are drawn from personal interviews and
from contributions that Lew made to the Witness To War website, available at
<www.witnesstowar.org/content/search/search.php?zoom_query=Jenkin>.
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Artist Howard Brodie’s line drawing of four U.S. soldiers operating a 105mm
howitzer during the Battle of Guadalcanal in 1943. In the inscription at the
bottom, Brodie refers to Mack Morriss, a Yank magazine correspondent.
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(commanding officers) commit two of them at any one time and they bring
the other one out and give them some hot food and some sleep. ...
“But on this occasion ... all three units (were) up on the line. ... I said
to the Captain of the infantry company, ‘I’ll throw a shell way out and I’ll
bring it back in and you tell me when you want fire to start.’ ...
Unfortunately, he (the Captain) hadn’t been paying attention. ... He didn’t
realize that when our shells go up and come back down ... there was a tree
line up there, so the shells were clipping the tops of the trees and set the
fuses off ... . The shells were going off (exploding) over our troops. ...
“‘Hey you’ve got to stop that,’ (the Captain radioed), and within
twenty seconds we had it stopped. ... Some of the infantry guys were hurt.
... But their Captain ordered the fire, he said, ‘I got to have it because they
(Germans) are coming in here’ ... But maybe he should have been a little
more aware of those tree tops. ... He didn’t realize the trajectory that those
shells take when they come over you.”
Lew also came close to being killed on several occasions.
One of those times involved an artillery shell fired from the “German
88,” which “had the highest muzzle velocity of any artillery weapon ever
known. It’s disadvantage, thank God for my sake, was that it fired flat. ...
“I remember a day I was up on the line in a hole on a ridge line, and
there was a little river down in front of us and the ‘Krauts’ were on the
ridge on the other side. I heard an 88 (shell) come in and BANG. ‘That’s
interesting. A couple hundred yards away from me.’ I didn’t pay much
attention. I’m doing what I’m doing. And all of sudden another one is
coming in — and boy you can hear them come in, and they’d scream when
they come in — and it hit right in front of me. ...
“Uh, oh. I know exactly what that guy, that (German) observer, was
doing, because I would do the same to him if I could see him. And sure
enough, the next one ... went over the top of the foxhole I was in. I can tell
you now what it is like lying under a freight train going ... full speed. That
thing was a horrible sound. ... And he couldn’t get me ... because 88 had a
flat projectory ... He can’t lob an 88. He can fire directly and under me (and
over me) ... but he couldn’t get me.
“That’s the same day a sniper was trying to get me. I think they were
working together. A sniper has a priority list. He is not going waste a shot
on just anybody. ... He has got to get something worthwhile. One of the
most worthwhile targets a sniper has is an artillery officer ... because that
artillery officer ... can radio back and get all kinds of firepower up there —
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A round fired from the German 88-MM dual purpose gun almost killed Lew. The
88-MM pictured here was captured by U.S. troops.

more firepower than you can get anywhere in the world.”
Lew was standing when a sniper’s bullet nearly hit him in the head. He
said it could hear it whiz by his ear.
“Stupidly, I was standing up. I was looking for something. ... He (the
sniper) got a perfect shot at me. The infantry guy down there (in the
foxhole) said, ‘For Christ’s sake, Captain, get your ass down in that hole.
We got a whole sniper team coming up to take care of this guy.’”
Lew was lucky.
So was a Private who had left his foxhole one evening.
Lew was meeting with the infantry battalion commander and the three
rifle company commanders, planning the next’s day’s battle plan, when the
Private and a First Sergeant entered the tent.
“The (Private) rifleman had left his post,” Lew said. “Being a deserter
is always considered in the movies and elsewhere as a high crime. But the
rifle company commander ... says, ‘Charlie, what happened?’”
“I guess I couldn’t take it anymore. They were shelling the hell out of
us ... I guess I just panicked. I just couldn’t stay there.”
Lew added: “That’s a kid talking – just 19 years old. So the rifle
company commander, a Captain, says ‘You know what it means, don’t you?
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A poster created by the San Francisco Junior Chamber of Commerce urges U.S.
citizens to be mindful of careless talk and to let the military speak for the nation.

The guys on either side of you were depending on your fire ... and without
your fire then they got a gap, and then they got to cover it, which puts
them in more trouble.’”
Charlie “is really chagrined. I can see him standing there right now.
The company commander says, ‘We need your rifle. I understand what
happened to you. Do you think you can go back up into the line?’”
“I’ll sure try, because I know the guys need me.”
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“That’s true, Charlie, they really need you. They really need your gun.”
“Yeah, skipper, I think I can go back up with the guys.”
The company commander, a Captain, turns to the Sergeant: “I think
Charlie is going to be all right.”
Lew interprets the scene: “Court martial, hanging him from a tree,
deserter, nah. That company commander didn’t handle it that way at all. ...
He wanted that rifle back up there. That was more important than hanging
this guy from a tree or ... giving him a court martial. ... That Captain, he
understood. It’s easy to understand panic when you’ve got shellfire.”
Many others in Lew’s battalion weren’t so lucky.
Among them, his jeep driver, a Private. He was killed by shrapnel from
an artillery shell. Many other men in his unit also were killed.
At times, it seemed senseless.
One night Lew was serving watch and could see the German lines. In
combat, all men, including officers, serve watch, he said.
“I betcha if we could get a big long table and keg of beer, we could
settle this war tonight,” he said.
In April 1945, just before the end of the war, Lew got a message to
report to Lieutenant Colonel William H. Burton, Jr., his commanding
officer in the 101st.
“He’s a great practical joker,” Lew said. “Tough guy. So I walked in.
He had a nice place. Took over a farm house. ... He said, ‘You got your
canteen with you? ... Give me your cup.’ He says, ‘I’m going to make you
a drink because you are going to need it (after hearing) what I’m telling
ya.’”
Lew said the drink contained “cognac and ... something else ... but
pretty good stuff.”
“Tomorrow,” Burton said, “we are going to .... give a big push
tomorrow (to end this war). ... You’re the best we got. I’m putting you up
in the lead tank .... In order to get artillery firing to keep it moving ... Can
I refresh that (drink) for you?”
“You damn right you can,” Lew responded.
He poured Lew some more of the elixir.
“I just been pulling your leg,” Burton said. “Actually, your ass has been
hanging out there far enough. It’s a Captain’s job and you’ve been doing
excellent. This war is (almost) over. ... I don’t want you to get hit by a stray
bullet at the end of war. You don’t deserve that. But I’ve got some younger
guys who want to be Captains. ... I’m going to put you in the Fire
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Directions Center.”
Lew said he was very pleased with the decision, “because it (work in
the FDC) is mathematical; it’s triangles; it’s working with firing logarithms,
ranges and elevations. So for the rest of the war I sat back there in fire
directions center — hot coffee, nobody shooting at me.”
As a Captain, his job now was to work with the battalion commander,
who gave orders about the next day’s mission.
As the Allied troops were pushing the Germans back, Lew also served
as Trial Judge Advocate for his artillery battalion. His job was to adjudicate
cases in which soldiers violated army rules or laws. A common case
involved a soldier who went AWOL (Absent Without Leave).
“Along comes a complaint,” Lew said. “Captain so and so, who
commanded a battery,” accused one of two soldiers who operate the
switchboard “of being drunk on duty. I said, ‘We’re not all that far apart
around here, I don’t see anybody drunk.’ ... I refused to prosecute him.
There wasn’t enough evidence in my mind to put this on this guy’s record
for life. It could be a dishonorable discharge ... I just didn’t want it to go
there, and I said, ‘I am not going to do it. I’m not going prosecute him.’”
The Captain got mad.
“Let the Captain take care of his own little problem,” Lew said. “We
are in Europe and there’s wine or liquor all over Europe. When you take
a town, one of the first things you do is go through the cellars. You send
some guys so you can see what you can get. So everybody drank. And that
was part of what I was thinking about. I knew other people, superior (in
command) people who drank more than the switchboard operator did.”
The war in Europe officially ended May 8, 1945.
Lew and his men were assigned to police a small area in
Czechoslovakia. The Russians controlled another area nearby.
***
Then, one morning in mid-May, Captain Lew Jenkins woke to face a
new problem.
His men had just taken custody of about a dozen Nazi SS Troopers
prisoners, who surrendered after sneaking through Russian lines in
Czechoslovakia.
Lew was under orders to turn the men over to the Russians. But the
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The scene immediately after the execution of German SS soldiers at the
Dachau Concentration Camp. (U.S. Government Photograph)

day before he had turned over about a dozen SS Troopers and the Russians
shot them.
What should he do?
“We don’t like them (SS Troopers),” Lew told a Sergeant who was
guarding them. “They were trying to kill us a while ago. But take them and
put them back in our own area, (our) POW area. We are not going to give
them to the Russians.”
“OK, skipper,” the Sergeant responded.
The SS Troopers never showed signs of gratitude, even though they
probably knew they were one command away from death.
Lew’s decision to save the men stood in stark contrast to events that
unfolded a few weeks earlier, on April 29, 1945, at the Dachau
concentration camp, where American soldiers had executed an
undetermined number of German guards and officers after liberating the
camp. Several American officers and soldiers were court-marshaled, but
General George Patton refused to prosecute.
Decades later, civilian Lew Jenkins said he knew that sending the SS
Troopers back to American POW camps “was something you shouldn’t
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Adolf Hitler speaks in Vienna in 1938. (Photo courtesy of the German Federal Archives).

do. But the war was over. The mentality had changed.”
No one ever spoke of Lew’s act of compassion, nor of the Captain’s
mercy for the Private who left his post for a very short time.
***
After a month or two in Czechoslovakia and a trip back to Wales to
see his grandmother and other relatives, Lew was assigned to police a small
area in Austria.
Austria had been forcibly incorporated into the Third Reich in 1938
after German troops took over the country. Some of the most prominent
Nazis, including Hitler and Adolf Eichmann, were native Austrians. The
Soviets liberated Vienna on 13 April 1945, a month before the end of the
war. By then, more than 65,000 Jews had been exterminated in Austrian
concentration camps, and deaths from military battles exceeded 250,000.
Thousands of Austrians had participated in war crimes.
Lew said the new “Austrian government asked the United States
government to ... please send some troops ... to help the Austrians get rid
of the displaced persons who had flooded into Austria ... from ... Latvia,
Hungary, Poland ... . They gave us a piece of ground. ‘What we want you
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to do is locate all of the displaced persons that are here and herd them up
and send them back home. We will supply you with the trains.’ ...
“The old man (Lew’s commanding officer, the Lieutenant Colonel)
looked at me ... and he says, ‘OK, Lew, find out what this is all about, and
take care of it.’”
Lew said there were about 12,000 displaced persons in the area he was
assigned to cover. “They were just all over the place. They all went to
Austria, because Austria was going to be safe. A lot of them were political
people. ...
“Fortunately, a German trucking company ... had nowhere to go ... so
they attached themselves to us. They said, ‘Can we help you guys haul
ammo, or we’ll do whatever dirty work you have for us if you will just feed
us. ... ‘Ok, come on along.’ ...
“A German Colonel was in charge. ... So I told him what my problem
was. I had to find out where everybody was before we could collect them.
He said, ‘I’ll take care of that. I have the trucks. I have my men. We go out
and talk to the burgermeister (the mayor) in every town.’”
The plan worked.
“We got all them (refugees) together (in one area),” Lew said. “We got
plumbing facilities, doctors and nurses” to help them.
The Colonel came to Lew one day, late in the afternoon. Looking out
over the sea of people “we had gathered together ... — and we are pretty
good friends — and he says, ‘Captain, I got a problem.’”
“Oh, what’s your problem,” Lew responds.
“It’s really your problem,” the Colonel says.
Lew laughed.
“There are babies,” the Colonel said.
“They are not my problem,” Lew said.
“We need milk. ... Can we do something about getting milk for the
youngsters. The mothers are asking me if w e can do something.”
So Lew calls in Scotty, his supply Sergeant.
“Scotty, I got this problem. ... Somehow I’ve got to get milk.”
Lew said that in his mind he was seeing bottles of milk, but none is
available. “How the hell are we going to get milk?”
“I understand the problem, skipper,” Scotty responds. “Leave it with
me. I’ll think about something.”
This was late in the day.
By the next morning, Scotty had a truck loaded with powdered milk.
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Hundreds of thousands of German refugees were forced into slave labor camps
in Russian after the war. (Photo courtesy of the German Federal Archives).

“Where he got it, how he got it — you don’t ask,” Lew said. “Boxes
and boxes of powdered milk. All you need to do is add water to it. Problem
solved!”
Lew said the Colonel came to him later and said, “The ladies, the
mothers, thank you.”
Everything went smooth in terms of returning people to their home
countries except when one of the trains ran near Russian territory.
“The first batch I sent back to Hungary ... had to go very close to the
Russian sector and the Ruskies grabbed the women (on the train) and
raped them.... So the next time ... I put machine gunners and riflemen on
the train. I said, ‘If those bastards come after this train load, you have a
direct order from me to use those weapons, to shoot to kill.”
“Eventually we got them all (displaced persons) sent home.”*3
Lew and other troops began training for deployment in the Pacific,
where the war against the Japanese was still raging. However, the training
was halted after the atomic bombs were dropped on the cities of

*Lew said no American soldiers raped anybody to the best of his knowledge. “Nobody
raped any body where I was. I wouldn’t allow that. My guys knew that.”
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Hiroshima and Nagasaki in early August 1945.
Japan surrendered the following week.
Lew’s commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Burton, tried to talk
Lew into staying in the Army. He had already prepared the promotion
papers for Lew. At age 27, Lew would have become a Major if he
reenlisted for two more years.
But Lew politely declined, saying he needed “to do something with his
education” out of respect for his father.
Burton was awarded the “Distinguished Service Cross” for
“extraordinary heroism” in connection with military operations on
November 30, 1944, against the Germans while serving with the 46th
Armored Infantry Regiment. His radio went dead and, under heavy military
fire, he crawled to reach his commanders in the field to give them new
orders. Then he helped C Company launch an attack on a hill, which
resulted in the capture of 50 Germans. Burton was promoted to full
Colonel.
Unbeknownst to Lew, Burton made Lew executor of his (Burton’s)
estate before he died.
He trusted Lew.
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Chapter 6

AN AMERICAN LOVE STORY PART II

O

n Christmas Day 1945, Lew boarded a ship in Marseilles, France, and
arrived in New York City on January 6, 1946 — a changed man.
He was more confident than ever about his abilities and his leadership
skills.
But he never talked about his war experiences to his children when
they were growing up in the 1950s and 1960s. Only later would he open
up.*4
Lew said the war did not have adverse effects on him psychologically.
He never suffered from depression or post traumatic stress disorder
(PTSD), which is often associated with soldiers who fought in later wars,
especially Vietnam.
But living in a foxhole for more than 200 days did have some effect.
“I don’t like being surprised,” he said. “I don’t like anyone sneaking up
on me.”
Lew also said he also wasn’t aware of any soldiers from his unit who
experienced PTSD.
He said he believes there is a difference in the experiences that soldiers
had in World War II and wars since then.
But “I can’t even describe the difference ... . I look upon my bunch (of
guys) as being a little bit different from the bunches that followed, and I’m
not sure I can even describe exactly why I think that.”
At least one study shows that participation in combat was not a
predictor of PTSD in men who fought during World War II.**5A big
predictor was whether the soldier had emotional problems before going to
*Lew provided about a half hour of oral history to the Witness To War website,
available at <www.witnesstowar.org/content/search/search.php?zoom_query=Jenkin>.
**Marion E Wolf and aron D. Mosnaim (eds.), Posttraumatic Stress Disorder:
Etiology, Phenomenology, and Treatment (Washington, D.C.: American Psychiatric Press,
1990), p. 12.
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war.
Although the reason why WWII soldiers appear to be less vulnerable
to PTSD than soldiers in other wars is not entirely clear, two things are
certain about returning WWII GIs: They wanted good jobs and good
wives.
Cupid struck Lew first — the very next day.
“When I got off the boat coming back from Europe, I got on the train
and went to Grand Central Terminal. I got on the train went to North
White Plains. My parents met me at the station and took me home.”
They were very happy to see him.
“But they weren’t emotional people and neither am I. We didn’t make
a big fuss out of it.”
The next day, Lew called up “Frankie” (Francis) Linder, one of his
friends who had attended Georgetown University. Reginald Foster, his
college roommate, introduced him to Frankie.
“Hey, Frank, I’m home.,” Lew declared.
Frankie’s father, Fred Linder, was President of Jacob Ruppert Brewery,
which produced one of the best known brands of beer at the time.
“They had a lovely home,” Lew said.
“He (Frankie) was in the Army, and he became a surgeon. He was
married. I think by that time he had one kid. ... I had stayed in Europe
longer because of the Austrian thing. ...
“I didn’t have any clothes. I just got off the boat. I still had mud on my
boots.”
Frankie lived in Mt. Vernon, which was 30 minutes away by car. He
said, “For Christ’s sake, Lew, come on down. Your (old) roommate, Reg
Foster, is here.”
Lew had two roommates in college, Jack Morgan, who was from
North Carolina, and Reg, who was from the New York area. Reg had been
in the Navy and was married.
Frankie said he, Reg and their wives got together regularly.
“Get in the car and come on down here,” Frank said again.
“I get out there and his wife is there,” Lew said. “She’s an ex-Marine.
And Reg was there with his wife (Judy), who was a dental technician. ... I’m
still in my combat clothing because I didn’t have any other clothes.”
Frankie says, “Lew, we’re going to go up to the club for dinner and we
want you to join us. I gotta get you a date. We have other friends whose
daughter is an actress. Let me see if I can rig it up so she could join us for
72

Jelly Beans & Peanuts

