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 Since the birth of our nation, there have always been brave men and women standing in the gap to 

protect our nation and ensure our freedoms.  Let us be mindful that we should honor our veterans every 

day of the year, and not just one.   Beth Pennington, founder military-missions.org 



The following have passed away since our last newsletter:  

           

Jerry (Gerold Nolley)   77  July 2016  

 



Veterans’ Day 
 Cherry Valley has always played a vital part in sending its sons and daughters to the wars in which 

our country has been involved.  The Museum is honored to hold quite a bit of memorabilia, medals, 

equipment, photos and artifacts.  There are two full glass cases dedicated to housing them.  Uniforms are 

on display from WWII Army and Navy, Vietnam, and Dessert Storm.  From WWII Aviator goggles, to 

medals, and war rationing tokens, we would be honored to have you check out our military history. 

 As far back as the Civil War, at least 163 men from Cherry Valley and Township served our 

country.  Pilot William Harned was commended 3 times for outstanding and meritorious services.  

Richard Sheldon earned the Silver Star, and Robert Ronnenburg the Bronze Star in WWII.  Leonard 

Keller earned his silver star in the Vietnam war. Among the Cherry Valley servicemen who gave their 

lives for their country are Arthur Buck, Howard Burton, Leroy  Carlson, George Cassidy, Carroll Eifer, 

Wilson Lee, Melbourne McLaughlin, Jon Pippel, and John Nystrom.  We know that many more soldiers 

than this have served.  To remember them, and their part in defending our freedoms, is to honor them all. 

  Credits to “Our Memories are Warm” and those who donated items to the museum. 

 

 



 







Compiled from notes by WWll Veteran, Elmer Lyle Wilt (10-5-1924...8-4-2015) 

 

 My father Charles Wilt served in WWl. My Great Grandfather Adam Wilt served in the civil war.  While 

he was on leave from the civil war, my grandfather (also named Adam) was conceived.  After he returned to 

active duty, he was captured and put in a confederate prison camp.  There he died of typhoid fever before my 

grandfather was even born.  If you go back 2 generations farther, HIS great grandfather served in the 

revolutionary war.  

 About the time I graduated from high school, they reduced the age requirement for enlisting in the air 

force flight training program from a college degree.  The need for pilots was too great.  Shortly after I turned 

18 I started the process of getting into the Army Air-Force.  The gal giving the tests told Dad only 1 in 20 

would pass the 2 days of written testing.  My dad was so proud when I was notified, and on Dec 14th I was 

sworn in. 

 After basic and C.T.C. we were sent to Santa Ana, CA for the Aviation Cadet Training Program.  That 

was the worst 3 day train ride ever.  We traveled in converted boxcars with bunks 3 high, pulled by steam 

engines.  No fans or air conditioning, with the windows wide open and cinders blowing into the car 

constantly.  The very small water tank for drinking ran out in a short time after filling at the station stops. 



 Because it happened one of our cadets' father was a big shot at Warner Bros. Studio, our graduation was 

held at the famous Beverly Hills Hotel, with the Tommy Dorsey band playing.  Our good fortune 

continued...we were given a checklist to fill out for a graduation dance...blonde, redhead, etc, and had about 

200 of the pretties starlets and secretaries that you could imagine for our dates for the evening. 

 My crew was put together at Dyersburg.  Two Pilots, tail gunner, waist and ball turret gunners, radio 

operator, flight engineer, and a toggeleer.  The toggeleer doubled as the top turret gunner.  After handshakes 

and small talk, The Waist gunner said "Can I ask you a question sir?  How old are you?"  You should have 

seen their faces...they would be going into combat with a 19 year old kid flying that bomber, and the rest of 

the crew was 2-5 years older than me. 

 For our flight to England, we picked up a B17 in Lincoln NB, on to New Hampshire, then Goose Bay 

Labrador.  We had hoped for an overnight to rest, but there was no hanger space, and -30 degrees.  With no 

de-icers, it was a quick refueling, snacks and a thermos of the worst tasting coffee I’ve ever had.  The weather 

was so bad approaching Iceland, it took 4 tries to land, and we were close to having to ditch in the ocean.  I 

have never seen that much snow again.  When we got down, the tower used radar to find the plane and guide a 

truck to us. 

 Once in England we flew the plane to Belfast, Ireland to be modified for war.  We could hold 3,000 

gallons of fuel, 4 to 6 tons of bombs, 13 machine guns with 400 rounds of ammo for each, and 9 crewmen.  

The planes were basically a flying tin can.  We wore long johns under our uniform.  Officers had to wear a 

class B uniform and tie to go to war.  Then an electric heated suit complete with heated gloves and felt boots.  

Next came the heavy flight suit, and a 'Mae West' life jacket, then our parachute.  Heavy boots went on top of 

the heated boots.  First you put on a pair of silk gloves, then wool gloves, then leather ones. Then your helmet 

and goggles and lastly you clipped on the oxygen mask.   

 Cities like Berlin and Bremen, had a lot of military targets.  Lipzieg, a major oil producing area had 440 

guns bearing.  That means every 30 seconds each gun could fire a shell at our group.  We had stuff called 

Chaff...small strips of paper with foil glued on one side ...500 in a bundle.  Every 30 seconds each radio 

operator would discharge a bundle out a chute by his desk.  The metallic strips would put an extra blip on the 

German radar making it more difficult to hit us. 

 

Note added by his family... 

 Our father was proud to have earned 4 oak leaf clusters for 32 missions with 250 hours of combat flying 

time, and over 700 hours of flight time.  While his sense of patriotism and pride was so very strong, he would 

be the first to tell you that his service wasn’t anything special-because back then everybody did their part. He 

stayed in contact with the men in his crew the rest of his life as their numbers slowly dwindled. 

 



 

 In the last newsletter, I inadvertently referred to the Cherry Valley Garden Center as Enders 

Greenhouse.  The Falzone family is not by any means a “new” owner of Cherry Valley’s oldest business.  In 

2007 John and his son Benny bought the greenhouse, and began the process of remodeling and restoring it 

to recapture its 20th century luster.  

 



 

Editor…. Pam Jeske      (golfnsew@aol.com) 

Please feel free to drop a line, add some content, share some stories either to my e-mail,  

the Historical Society’s e-mail (cv . h i s t o r i c a l 8 6 @ f r o n t i e r . c o m ) 

Cherry Valley Historical Society, Box 266, Cherry Valley, IL 61016 

Or stop by, leave a note …have a chat with a member! 

mailto:golfnsew@aol.com
mailto:cv.historical86@frontier.com


 
 

 



 




 

Thank you to the Cherry Valley Village Hall for their wonderful support and assistance. 

And to CV Methodist Women group for their sponsorship. 

Please let our sponsors know you saw their advertisement in the newsletter, we appreciate them! 

 


