Lesson Plan 4: Women at Floyd Bennett Field

Aim: What role did women play at Floyd Bennett Field during World War II?
Instructional Objectives: 

Students Will Be Able to: (SWBAT)

1. Describe the many roles that women played at Floyd Bennett Field during World War II (1941-1945).

2. Analyze and compare interviews and oral histories of both female personnel and civilians working at FBF during WW II.

3. Read and interpret the oral histories of four females who worked at FBF during the Second World War, and reflect upon those experiences.

a. Francis Cornell

b. Fran Metcalf

c. Amy May (Foster) Feluk

d. Josephine C. Tanner

4. Partake and create a gallery walk integrating the Core Curriculum in social studies on the Home Front in the Untied States during World War II, by highlighting the interviews and oral histories of Cornell, Metcalf, Feluk, and Tanner.

5. Create hometown newspaper articles on life at home in Brooklyn and Rockaway, Queens, including an overview of life at FBF.  Students will also fulfill the Common Core Standards in literacy and social studies during the implementation of this lesson.

6. Research additional stories on life in their Brooklyn neighborhoods from 1941 to 1945.

Standards: Common Core (as listed in the NYCDOE websites)

ELA standards for grades 6-12)

College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for Reading: 1, 2,3,4,7,8,9,11

Reading Standards for Informational Text 6-12: 1,2,3,4, 7,8,9

College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for Writing: 1,2,3,4,5,6,8,9,10, 11

College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for Speaking and Listening: 1,2,3,4,5,6

College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for Language: 1,2,3,4,6

​Standards for Literacy in History/Social Studies, Science, and Technical Subjects 6-12
College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for reading: 1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,10
College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for Writing: 1,2,3,4,5,7,8,9

College and Career Readiness Anchor Standards for Speaking and Listening: 1,2,3,4,5,6

Motivation: “If enough fighters and torpedo bombers are to reach our boys in the Pacific and Europeans, their wives and mothers, sisters and sweethearts, are going to have to help build them”---Port Jefferson Times, May 28, 1943

Questions: (10 minutes)

1. What was the Port Jefferson Times referring to in this quotation?

2. How might this action change the social and cultural histories of the United States?

3. What connections can we make to our social and cultural life styles today?

History for Teacher/facilitator use:
Although World War II was already under way by 1941 in Europe and Asia, it still had not come to the shores of the United States until the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7th.  Over the next four years, American society would rapidly change to accommodate the war effort and to present a united front in an effort to defeat fascism and the Axis powers.  In the process, America’s culture would change as well, and it would affect every American living in the Untied States.  As men were drafted or enlisted in the military, the need for labor in munitions, airplane construction, shipbuilding, and other factories that produced war products were desperately needed.  Other jobs and services at home were also needed to fill the vacancies left by men going off to war and these would eventually be filled by women and minorities, who in the past had been limited in the American work force.  Prior to the “Day of Infamy” (the term used by President Franklin D. Roosevelt in his Congressional address requesting a declaration of war on the Japanese and her allies) industry were against women in the working world, but by the end of the war over 6million women had entered the labor force. As Mary Anderson, head of the Women’s Bureau of the Department of Labor stated, “women were reclassified by industrialists from a marginal to a basic labor supply for munitions”.
 “Women became lathe operators, welders, crane operators, keel benders, tool makers, shell loaders, cowgirls, blast -furnace cleaners, locomotive greasers, police officers, taxi drivers, and football coaches.”
  In fact, during the war years (1941-1945) the female work force increased 57 percent.

Prior to the war, most women in the work force were young, single and self-supporting, but by the end of the war most of the female work force were older and married, many with children.
  Although only 400,000 women of the 4.5 million female workforce was African American, many still suffered from the segregationist policies in this country (it should be noted that many African Americans were able to leave their jobs as domestic servants and enter the labor market at a higher wage, although many women still earned less than their white counterparts).

World War II temporarily changed the attitudes of many Americans about women in the work force, as advertising campaigns reflected such slogans, as “Do the Job HE Left Behind”, and suddenly “Riveter Rosie” became a national symbol of strength.

But when the war was over, women realized that the men coming back for war would be taking back their jobs, as was reflected in the movie script, “A League of Their Own” referring to the baseball players (e.g., Ted Williams and Joe DiMaggio who returned to the Boston Red Sox and the New York Yankees after the war ended.

While women’s wages rose as they took over the jobs of men during the war, it was still 65 percent lower than the earnings of men performing the same jobs.
  But African American women were paid even less since they were performing less skilled jobs.

With a greater number of married women with children working in service industries, childcare became an issue.  In 1940 Congress passed the Lanham Act providing financial support to childcare centers, hospitals, sewer systems, police and firefighting facilities and recreational centers.  In 1943, some 60,000 children were enrolled in childcare centers and within 6 months after President Roosevelt signed the act, the number rose to 130,000 children.
 

Additional societal problems arose during the war year that would have a lasting affect on the cultural environment such as increases in juvenile delinquency (especially among girls), increases in the high school drop-out rates, rushed marriages that often ended up in divorce, and a “baby-boomer” population that would continue growing until the mid-1950’s.

In the New York area, women replaced men at Gumman Aircraft Engineering Corporation Plant No. 1 located in Bethpage, Long Island.   Up until 1940, Grumman produced about 40 planes per year, to 664 planes per month by 1945.
  At Floyd Bennett Field women served as Civilian secretaries and administrative support staff,  as well as Ferry pilots, (like the famous Jacqueline Cochran) air traffic control operators, WAVES (Women Accepted for Volunteer Emergency Service), Civil Defense workers, mechanics, postal service, in the Overseas Cargo Terminal, the supply and disbursement departments, and the athletic department.
 Such were the jobs held by Fran Metcalf, Amy May Feluk,, Josephine tanner, and Fran Cornell

Documents for DBQ Review:

Remembrances of Navy WAVES of Floyd Bennett Field 

During World War II, women proudly served their country alongside the men at Floyd Bennett Field, NAS New York. The following stories are the memories of the military service careers of three Navy WAVES during what they consider, even today, to be "this useful and exciting time in their lives." 

- Fran (Boggs) Metcalf 

- Amy May (Foster) Feluk 

- Josephine (Carmerlengo) Tanner
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Memories of Fran (Boggs) Metcalf

On December 7, 1941, the entire United States of America was shocked, frightened and angry that the Japanese would dare to attack our country. This horrible tragedy soon emanated into sensational, nationwide patriotism. 

I was 17 at the time, attending high school in the small town of West Springfield, Pennsylvania. Most of the young men in our class were either drafted or chose to enlist, some before graduating. 

I remember the rationing of sugar, nylons, tires, gasoline, meat, etc. This was managed through a stamp allocation with some trading stamps, and some abusing the system through the black market. 

My brother Jim was in the Navy, stationed at a Navy air base at that time, and wrote interesting letters about how much he enjoyed being an aviation mechanic. He was very convincing and I decided right then that I was going to join the Navy and follow in his footsteps. 

Upon graduating, I moved to Cleveland, Ohio -- excited as well as nervous, as I had never even visited a big city before. I immediately applied for a job at Fisher Body Division of General Motors Company, becoming a "Rosie the Riveter". The training consisted of two weeks at Fenn College, learning how to use a drill, a ratchet wrench and a rivet gun. We were hired to work at the Coit Road plant in East Cleveland after completing our training. 

We were required to not tell anyone about what we were working on. Secrecy was their utmost stringent requirement. I worked on the air duct assembly; but was not aware of what other areas of the plant were working on. I was aware that it was an airplane, but not the significance it would play in history as the B-29. I remember how strict the inspectors were, always looking over your shoulder to see that things were done to their specifications. 

You were not allowed to take days off work without a "paper" from your doctor. If you played hooky from work, you were given three more days off and chastised for impeding the war effort. I found this out when a friend and I decided to go downtown to a show at the 7:00 p.m. lunch break after cashing our checks at Donovan's, the comer bar and grill. We felt so ashamed that we never missed work again. 

Although we worked six days a week, ten hours a day, I couldn't believe I received so much pay for doing a job that I liked so much. The pay was excellent compared to other types of employment; but it was stressful on a young person. 

Seemingly, your life was one of merely sleeping, eating and working. Although there were times when we would ride the streetcar downtown late at night, attending performances at the Palace Theater, where many of the big-name bands and singers appeared. I remember standing in line at the stage door to get their autographs. 

Work was very satisfying in thinking we were doing something so important; and the workers were all pleasant and actually enjoyable to work with. I especially remember one lady, Zera, whom we all loved dearly. She often brought extra fried chicken, cooked in olive oil, to share with us in our work area. She was blessed with an excellent voice and sang blues songs through an elbow assembly on which she was working. 

After working at the defense plant for approximately a year, I remembered what my motivation in life was--to join the Navy. On my 20th birthday, since this was the age requirement, I took a streetcar downtown and was sworn in as a Navy WAVE, an acronym for Women Accepted for Volunteer Emergency Service. 

I then returned to work and requested a leave of absence, which the company agreed to. They informed me that the law required them to give me a job upon discharge from the service. 

It was July 21, 1944 when I was sworn in on a delayed entry. I left Cleveland with many other recruits in September by boarding a sleeper car headed for Grand Central Station in New York City. We arrived the next morning and were bused to Hunter College for boot training. 

On the first day we marched endlessly, some in high heels and the civilian clothing, which was not comfortable for marching. The next morning almost everyone was suffering from blisters on their heels; some in tears and wondering: "What did I ever get myself into?" However, I was determined to accept whatever it took to pursue this new adventure, which I had looked forward to for the last several years. We were given shots the next day, and I remember that I was the only one out of the four women in our room who did not get ill from the shots. Of course, this meant that I was responsible for keeping our room in ship-shape condition. Luckily they all recovered the next day, just in time to pack up our civilian clothing and ship them home. Earlier that day we were issued uniforms, which were very attractive -styled by Mainbouche, a prestigious French designer. 

We soon realized that the training was really strict, with discipline like most of us had never experienced. In the mornings when the bell would ring, we hit the floor running. We were required to muster on the first floor in five minutes, with our raincoats over our pajamas. Then hurriedly returning upstairs for a shower and dressing neatly, and on to a quick breakfast, followed by classes daily on Naval Orientation. This included everything there was to know about the Navy, with marching every day to all the famous marching music. 

Our rooms had to be maintained in spotless condition. Neatness requirements of clothing in our closets were extreme. All coats, jackets and blouses had to be completely buttoned on hangers. Boots had to be buckled, and shoes had to be laced and tied with all spaced evenly with toes pointing forward. Underwear had to be folded with all folds facing out and piled neatly. Cots had to be made perfect without a wrinkle, and no dust was allowed. 

While we were in training, President Franklin D. Roosevelt, who was driven through the Hunter College Armory in his touring car with the top down, reviewed us. We were very upset when reading the New York papers the next day that said we WAVES had broken ranks to look at the President. This was untrue, as we knew this was not permissible! 

After training, I spent two weeks at Hunter College as an SP (Shore Patrol). I had requested training for becoming an airplane mechanic, and they had to find an opening for an on-the-job training slot. 

While on duty as an SP, I loved it, standing at the gate all day, saluting officers and carrying my billy club. However, one morning I awakened late, dressed hurriedly and ran to work, attempting to take a shortcut by jumping over this foot-high wire encircling the lawn. I caught my toe and landed in a mud puddle. Covered with mud, I explained to my boss, an older SP on the gate, what had happened. He was not sympathetic to my plight and insisted that I remain on duty all day, saluting officers in my extremely embarrassing condition. At the end of the day he congratulated me on how well I had accepted my punishment. 

Finally, I arrived at Floyd Bennett Field Naval Air Station. We were quartered in the women's bunkroom, 50 women to each bunkroom, four bunks to a cubicle (two upper, two lower), with clothes closets at the end of the bunks. There were four large bunkrooms and private rooms for those working at night. There were also quite a few women permitted to live off base. 

We had a community type shower, no curtains or privacy, with long rows of sinks, toilets and mirrors adjoining the shower room. Down the hall was a laundry room with washers, and dryers that pulled out of the wall. They contained rods to hang your clothing over, then pushed back into the wall until the clothing dried. 

We had four hours of desk and security duty every four days, making inspections of the bunkrooms with a flashlight at night for fire safety. 

There was practically no dissention, as the women were all congenial. I remember only two incidents in the bunkroom. One person wanted to keep her kitten in the barracks, while others didn't like the idea. The other instance was the time when some of the women wanted the windows open, while only one woman objected. Their differences were settled amicably. 

If you went AWOL you were locked in a second story room and placed on a diet of only bread and water for three days. I remember only one instance of this, when a woman was refused a leave-of-absence to go home to marry her fiancé whose ship had just returned to the States. She went home and got married without permission. We all felt sorry for her. 

Women could be in the WAVES if they were married with no children, but not if they were pregnant, which is not the case today. I remember that one woman was discharged when it was discovered that she was pregnant. 

We were not allowed to leave the base in slacks. Full dress uniforms were mandatory. Slacks and jeans were proper dress on the base. I remember my bell-bottom jeans that were so comfortable for working. Shortly after the war ended, the rules were changed drastically for the WAVES. Women were now allowed to leave the base in civilian clothing and could volunteer for duty in Hawaii if you reenlisted for a hitch in the Navy. 

I was finally assigned to an airplane crew. Initially, I observed closely what the crew was doing in checking the airplanes that were flown in from Grumman Aircraft located in Bethpage, Long Island. I carried lots of tools, washed props down, changed oil filters, unbuckled cowling and dusted cockpits. I worked on F4Us, F4Fs and PBYs. One of my favorite memories was the day the test pilot from Grumman asked how I would like to take a ride with him to Grumman and back. I was thrilled as he helped me into the Grumman "DUCK". Since it was my first airplane flight ever, he handed me a paper bag, which turned out to be unnecessary. 

You could be pulled from your regular duty for KP or cleaning detail. KP (kitchen police) was serving on the chow line for the three daily meals. I will never forget my first day on KP duty when the chief in the mess hall ordered me to put sugar, salt, pepper and cream in this slotted crate and take it across to the dining area and set them on the tables. To my chagrin, the sailors who were lined up for chow began to whistle cadence with every step I took. I put my chin up, and holding the crate down to my side, I swung it back and forth while crossing the hall. I was halfway across the hall when the whistles abruptly changed to loud laughter. I turned to see two chiefs coming toward me with a broom and a mop. Although totally embarrassed, I quickly cleaned up the stream of cream and sugar that I had left behind me. 

Another embarrassment for me was on cleaning duty during the winter. I was dressed in shorts and a T -shirt, as it was more comfortable to clean dressed like this in the hot bunkrooms. I stacked up the wastebaskets, three in each arm, opened the back door to empty them in the huge waste receptacle beside the steps, and hitting an icy spot I landed into two and a half feet of snow. Just at that time the "cattle wagon" drove by loaded with sailors yelling and cheering at my plight, while I proceeded to pick up the trash, frozen and in tears. These cattle wagons, our form of transportation, resembled semis with a large opening on one side. These vehicles had no seats -- everyone had to stand. At times they were so crowded that it resembled a load of cattle, that's why they were called cattle wagons. 

When we had inspection by visiting Admirals, we had to look perfect with hair off the collar and uniforms in impeccable condition. We were required to stand at attention regardless of weather conditions. I recall one inspection when the air was so foggy it seemed the consistency of pea soup. After the inspection was over, we women were chilled to the bone. On return to the barracks, about ten of us shared a bottle of brandy, which took the chill away. Our friend was keeping it in her locker for just such an occasion. 

I never accomplished my intention of becoming an airplane mechanic, as after my tour of duty in the mess hall and of a month of barracks duty, Lt. (JG) Virginia Baldwin decided that she liked the good job that I had done in cleaning her office, so she requested another month of cleaning detail for me. While many of the women were adept in their jobs as mechanics, that wasn't in my future. One morning a WAVE officer walked through the ACU Outfights office and was incensed at the language that she heard. She told them to get a woman in that office immediately. So, that is how I finally got my job in the office of ACU Outflights, logging in airplanes flown in from Grumman Aircraft, and then logging them out, after they were checked by the plane crews, to go aboard aircraft carriers going out to sea. I was the only woman in the office and ignored the language. There were a few intentional foul words spoken and a few slips of the tongue, but I knew my approach was the right one when they respected me enough to clean up their act. 

I recall how I kept aspirin in my desk drawer at ACU Outflights for the young sailors, many younger than myself, who would arrive for duty with terrible hangovers. I knew it was possible they could be transferred onto ships going out to sea. Some of them were only 17 and I was 20, so they seemed like little boys to me. 

At work we were always called by our last name only. But in jest my nickname was "Salty", as I would often perch my sailor hat square on my forehead. 

We had Marines and Coast Guard (males) on Floyd Bennett Field. The Marines were stationed at the gates and the Coast Guards were on the far end of the field, working with helicopters and rescue boats. There were two Coast Guard members who were on the Brooklyn Dodgers baseball team. I remember one of them dated one of our WAVES that lived in our barracks. We went to several of the Dodgers' games. 

We were allowed to date, which most of those of us who were single did. We could invite our dates into our community living room until 9:00 p.m. We had super protection by civilian police officers, which gave us a sense of security. 

They had Catholic and Protestant Church services on Sunday. My friend, Cecile Calabretti, and I would sit through both services together at times. We had a softball team and played against the WACs (Women Army Corps), who spiked us in the legs. 

We were frequently given tickets to events. I remember how thrilled we were in attending the Aviator's Ball at the Astor Hotel. It was fantastic. I also remember singing songs at Christmas season around the beautifully decorated tree at Rockefeller Center and watching the ice-skating while having lunch. 

I remember when the Brooklyn Transportation went out on strike. In order to go into the city we had to take rides with perfect strangers, but never did this alone. We usually went with two or more persons. 

I was discharged on April 6, 1946. When inquiring about returning to my job with Fisher Body, I was told that if I insisted they would be required by law to give me a job, but if I took it I would be taking a job away from a man with a wife and children. So, I told him to keep the job, as the economy was on a downslide and many men were laid off. 

My experience as a Rosie the Riveter and as a Navy WAVE were very exciting and satisfying in the view that I had made a small contribution in helping to win World War II. 

I still meet with my bunkmate, Amy Foster Feluk, several times a year continuing our 60-year friendship in 2004. My husband, Dick, and I attend both his Navy Reunion, the USS Nashville, which took General Douglas MacArthur back to the Philippines; and my Navy Reunion, the NAS New York, NY. We also attend WAVES NATIONAL, an organization formed for women veterans to remind the public that women also served. 

There were over 300 women serving on Floyd Bennett Field during World War II. They worked in many job categories such as: a yeoman in the Administrative Dept. & Personnel Dept., other jobs were in the Communications Dept., the Post Office, Education, Aviation Mechanic in ACU, in Assembly & Repair, in Overseas Air Cargo Terminal, the Operations Dept., the Training Dept., in Ships Service, in Supply Dept., in Disbursing Dept., in Security Dept., in First Lieutenant Dept., in Welfare and Athletic Dept. and the Medical Dept. 

Written by Fran (Boggs) Metcalf, March 22, 2004 
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Memories of Amy May (Foster) Feluk

Before going into the service I worked in a small defense plant, Congress Die Casting, making "fins" for bombs. I made $54.00 a week, the same amount I ended up making for a month in the Navy. 

I went into the Navy in September 1944. Boot Camp was at Hunter College in the Bronx, New York. After basic training, I was held over for eight weeks because the Navy at first did not know where to place me. Finally, I was assigned to Floyd Bennett Field in Brooklyn, New York. I went from the Bronx, Hunter College to Flatbush by the subway, by myself. They gave me instructions on how to travel. A "cattle car" met me at the Flatbush Avenue subway station and took me to Floyd Bennett Field. The cattle cars were semis with enclosed trailers. When I arrived at the front gate, they checked me in, and sent me to the WAVES barracks. 

WAVES were on duty on a four-day duty schedule. One weekend we were off on Saturday, one weekend we were off on Sunday, one weekend we were off on Saturday and Sunday, and one weekend we were on duty all weekend. 

Our barracks or bunkroom had cubicles with four bunk beds (two up, two down) and closets. When we moved in, the WAVE assigned above me was a shorter, five-foot person and could hardly reach the top bunk very well, so we asked personnel if we could switch bunks because I was five-foot nine inches tall. It worked out very well. 

I was next to the tallest WAVE in our squadron. In training I was assigned to practice at the back of the squad so I would learn to take smaller steps. 

On the base WAVES had to go to mess, church or the PX (post exchange) by cattle car. Standing room only! Our barracks were close to the front gate and next to the fire station and CO's clubroom. Most of the other barracks were near the mess hall and PX. The hangers were on the opposite side of the base. I worked in Hanger A. I was a trainee Apprentice Aviation Machinist Mate. The unit was A.C.U. or Aircraft Commissioning Unit. 

The whole base had entertainment at times. We would go to the auditorium. The U.S.O. was part of the entertainment. One time Talullah Bankhead, a famous actress, put on a skit for all. She was on her way overseas to entertain the troops. 

On weekend pass or anytime we were free, the WAVES normally headed for Manhattan. WAVES would leave the base in cattle cars and go into Flatbush to take the subway into Manhattan. We would go to the U.S.O. first. It was located on Times Square. The U.S.O. would have free tickets or passes for musicals, movies, roller skating, dance clubs like the Copacabana and Toots Shor's, and to Radio City Music Hall.. If we stayed in Flatbush, WAVES would go to the Blue Mirror, which had dancing and drinks, or we would go to a restaurant to have some "good" food like hamburgers, hot dogs and food we didn't get on the base. Sometimes we went to Coney Island in Brooklyn. 

One incident stays with me to this day. I was getting an F4F Corsair airplane ready for a test flight when a Lt. (JG) who was assigned to my plane could not wait for me to finish my checkup. He took the plane up without a clearance. He was in a hurry because all his buddies were already in the air. I was waiting for the oil truck to add oil to my plane. The Lt. (JG) could not stay up in the air and could not finish his checkup. The F4F came back covered with oil very soon after take off. I had a very fine time cleaning all the oil off the plane! 

One thing I learned was to watch out for props when they were turning. I saw one sailor lose the top of his head when he walked into the propeller. 

While being on the basketball team I sprained both knees while guarding. The game was between Christmas and New Year 1945 in Rhode Island. When I came back I was put on KP in our bunkroom. I was there for two months, as I could not work on the airplanes at the time. 

I left the Navy on the point system. I had been in the Navy for 19 months and was discharged in March 1946. 

Written by Amy May (Foster) Feluk, March 22, 2004 

[image: image3.jpg]



Memories of Josephine C. Tanner

My personal experiences at Boot Camp U. S. Naval Base, Iowa State Teachers College, Cedar Falls, Iowa, at Naval Air Technical Training Center, Norman, Oklahoma and at Floyd Bennett Field, U. S. Naval Air Station, Brooklyn, New York. 

Fresh from surviving the Cocoanut Grove fire in Boston, Massachusetts on Saturday of Thanksgiving weekend in November 1942, and under U. S. Navy orders, I arrived at Iowa State Teachers College (ISTC) in Cedar Falls, Iowa on December 15, 1942 for four weeks of basic training as a WAVE. Entering a world where no woman had been before, I was determined, in spite of the trauma I was still experiencing, to serve as well and as importantly as a man. 

We were given a copy of the Navy's Bluejacket Manual as part of our indoctrination. This manual contained information of a specialized and technical nature, in addition to information which would tend to make an "able seaman and a thorough man-o-war's man". Day by day we learned how to live, work and behave according to the rules and regulations listed therein. We learned how to make a bed -Navy style - how to clean "heads". We learned Navy nomenclature, some of which was pretty salty. We learned to distinguish our left foot from our right. We learned how to march -- quickstep, about face, running in place and other moves -- but most importantly a proper hand salute. 

We learned the difference between the order of rank and the difference between non-coms and officers. We learned how to accept and get along with all kinds of people. Most of all, we learned Navy discipline. 

We were up and out at 4:00 a.m., eating a full course breakfast of meat and potatoes, we marched, we drilled, we exercised (same as the men) climbing ropes, jumping obstacle courses. Once it became apparent that women are different in physical strength, stature and endurance, the exercises were modified to accommodate the physique of a women. 

During this period we were being evaluated as to abilities, stability and physical stamina, in preparation of where we could best serve. We were subjected to I.Q. tests, dexterity test and aptitude tests. 

I was one of the very first group of women to enter the Women's Reserve (WAVES) of the U. S. Navy. We were the first group to receive our basic training at ISTC. After a number of groups completed their basic training at ISTC, the U. S. Navy transferred their "boot camp" to Hunter College in New York. But I take pride along with my ISTC boot camp buddies that we broke ground for all women to follow. 

Upon completion of my basic training, I was assigned to the Naval Air Technical Training Center (NATTC) in Norman, Oklahoma to become an Aviation Machinist Mate (AMM). To our chagrin, we were quartered in men's barracks with urinals, community showers, and door less toilets. One naive seaman took one look and exclaimed, "How considerate they were to provide special shampoo facilities for us girls!" But we rose to the challenge and before long we were very comfortable with our housing and facilities. For the next 21 weeks we were faced with other, more important, challenges. We had to learn the ins and outs of various airplanes, how they functioned, the critical areas, how to identify problems and correct them. We were taught how to check out the vital parts of the plane -- the engines, fuel pumps, tire pressure. We learned tools and how to use them. For many of us it was a whole new world, and one that I came to love. 

The learning process got pretty heavy at times and moments of levity were welcomed. A typical moment occurred when a "smart" seaman answered the question, "How do you know when a cylinder is missing?" with "Well, if you look for it and it's not there, it's missing!" 

Another fun happening occurred when this same seaman and I were sitting in separate cockpits of side-by-side fighter planes checking out the equipment. She playfully attempted to contact me by picking up a funnel-ended hose and yelling, "Calling plane No.12345, come in please". Needless to say, she was horrified when she was told the function of that hose and spent the rest of her free time brushing her teeth and rinsing her mouth. 

Nevertheless, when we completed our training we were well equipped to handle the responsibilities awaiting those of us who were assigned to the U. S. Naval Station, Floyd Bennett Field, Brooklyn, New York. I left NATTC with a rating of Aviation Machinist Mate, 3rd Class (AMMIII). 

At Floyd Bennett I was assigned to the Aircraft Commissioning Unit (ACU). This unit handled the receipt, equipping and checking naval aircraft arriving from the Grumman and other eastern factories. After going through the system and then signed off by the plane captains' of which I was one -- the aircraft would be ferried to the West Coast for entry into the war theatre. By the end of the war we had safely delivered 40,000 plus planes. 

One of the perks of being a plane captain was to receive "flight skins" enabling me to fly with a pilot in one of the serviced aircraft at given times. During my service at Floyd Bennett I was transferred from ACU to Assembly & Repair (A&R). This department was responsible for having every aircraft properly assembled and kept in satisfactory flying condition, as well as overhauling engines on a regular basis. It was in this department that I was plane captain to a crew of three men. My signature was on the paper that released the serviced aircraft for ferrying to the West Coast. 

My recollections of the years I spent as a WAVE are happy ones. While at Cedar Falls, the local community treated us with respect and cordiality. The townspeople were kind and understanding, especially because many of us were away from home at Christmas 1942 for the first time. Some of us were invited to enjoy their hospitality that Christmas. To my delight, I was treated to genuine Iowa steak and corn, quite a different menu from the completely Italian Christmas dinner being served at home. The interest and friendliness extended to me that day and during my time in Cedar Falls was truly heart-warming and I'll never forget them. 

The basic training I received at Cedar Falls, Iowa along with the specialized training at Norman, Oklahoma helped me to know who I was (and still am), what I was capable of and subsequently, allowed me to live my life knowing that I had, in a small way, made a positive contribution to the World War II effort. 

Another important by-product of my military service is friendship. I enjoyed many friends throughout my career, two of which started in Cedar Falls and have been a part of my life ever since. Lasting friendships are rare and I'm very fortunate to still have one in my life today -- 62 years later. For all that, I shall always be grateful to the U. S. Navy. 

On January 4, 1946 I was honorably discharged from the Navy with the rating of Aviation Machinist Mate, 2d Class.
Memories of Francis Cornell

Francis Cornell was born in Rockaway, New York in 1921 and has lived in that community for her entire life.  She attended Far Rockaway High School and continued her education in which she received various degrees, mostly on scholarship.  “ …I went for two years to a Catholic College in White Plains and was interested in majoring in history…”, and the Nun who was in charge of the department was very boring and I thought, I don’t think I’m going take two more years of this…”, and so Fran (on the advice of a family friend) transferred to New York University where she receive her baccalaureate degree. 

After attending NYU, Fran pursued a Masters degree at the State University at New Paltz, and received a fellowship to Harvard in educational research. All of this education at no cost to her except for meals and books. She also took some aviation education courses at Mitchell Field in Long Island, because teachers were encouraged to include aviation in their curriculum.  This was followed by a scholarship from the Air Force to Montana State University.  Ms. Cornell continued her education, which included six months of study at the University of Madrid and upon returning to teaching she took additional classes at Columbia and Brooklyn College.

At first, Ms. Cornell worked at a university in Ohio before she returned home at found work out at Floyd Bennett Field in 1943.  In the words of Ms. Cornell, “I was assigned t the training department where they had gunnery training…” and she was

“…a secretary to Commander McCullough…” 
  Fran described Commander McCullough as a very bright, nice man, who was pleasant to work with, and respectful of everyone no matter what their rank or job.  Eventually, Fran was transferred to the main building and was assigned to the Commanding Officer’s office, and then “...again to personnel.”

When the war came to an end in 1945, a lot of civilian personnel as well as military were let go from their jobs to re-enter the working market.  Floyd Bennett Field played host to almost thirty squadrons of reservists, who she called …”weekend warriors…”
 While the weekends found Floyd Bennett Field busy with many reservists, the rest of the week was not as busy, so Fran was cut from her job, and decided in the summer of 1945 to spend some time on the beaches of Rockaway.  But Fran soon learned that some of those women that retained their jobs had less seniority than she did and since she felt that was unfair, she decided to try to get post war employment at FBF again.  Although she felt her interview did not go well, as she stated in her oral history interview, “…I am not going to deal with this person; its not the way you do it.  One thing I learned in the navy is: keep going t’il you get to the top!”  So Fran went down to Navy headquarters in New York City and filed a complaint stating that she was discriminated against under the rules of seniority.  Fran was rehired, and other personnel with less work experience were let go.

Over the nest few years, Fran Cornell worked in public works dealing with complaints over building and construction problems, but was later transferred to the medical department, where she worked until 1953, where at the age of 32 she entered the teaching profession.  Fran ended up in the West Hempstead school district where she taught for the next 29 years before retiring.

During her interview Ms. Cornell spoke about a few interesting experiences during her tenure at Floyd Bennett field during World War II.   The first story took place while she was working for Commander McCullough and Commander Guggenheim from the famous Guggenheim museum in New York City.  The only thing that she knew about Commander McCullough was that he was a graduate of Yale and that he lived on Park Avenue and owned a second home in Long Island.  Fran found Commander McCullough to be very organized and ran a good department, even to the point where he answered his own phone, but when he was not around it was her responsibility to answer his phone and take detailed messages. “ One day I got this telephone call and asked if I could take a message.  This was from admiral from Washington, DC and he wanted him to call back.”

When Commander McCullough returned from his meeting, Fran gave him the message, and the Commander asked her, “Fran, what makes you think some admiral is going to call me here?”  She responded, “I don’t know”.  He said, “Well I know”…”That’s Jerry over at operations.  Now he thinks this is a big joke, and I am not going to have anybody treat you that way.  The next time you get a call like this, you just give it to him!” 
   About a month later, Fran receives another call when Commander McCullough was out, and the voice says”…this is Admiral Byrd…” and he wanted the Commander to call him back after his meeting.  This time, Fran thinking it was another practical joke responded by saying, “this is Eleanor Roosevelt.”  When Commander McCullough returned and she told him of the alleged prank by Jerry, she was surprised to find out that the caller was indeed, Admiral Richard E. Byrd who had made historic trips to both the North and South Poles.
   

Another interesting story that Ms. Cornell mentioned made her laugh during the interview, but it really was a serious matter involving national security at that time.  There was senior grade lieutenant assigned to Fran’s department, who like to brag about his war experiences to a group of enlisted men, who were constantly following the officer around the base.  He would discuss his battle missions in the Pacific theater of war, and “…how he won the war …”
 “Everyday he went to New York; and he had this suitcase; and he thought he was God’s gift to everybody”.
 “So one day, four men in civilian clothes came into the building and went straight to Commander McCullough’s office…They just went in there, closed the door.  About twenty minutes later one of them came out and asked my senior lieutenant to get this man, and get him over here right away.  So, he got over there, and went into the office.”
  After about an hour, they came out of the office and the Lieutenant “was in handcuffs” and  “the four guys marched him out of the door”.
  It turned out that this man had been under surveillance while he was in New York, and what he had in his suitcase was a Captain’s uniform, and he would “pick up the ladies around Times Square”.

In another story, Ms. Cornell explained that in one of the hangars, the Navy had converted the second floor into a variety of administrative offices, and one day as she was passing by the open door the operations officer, summoned her “…Fran, come over her, I want you to meet a friend of mine”, and he proceeds to introduce her to John F. Kennedy, who had just returned from combat in the Pacific.  She described him as,” very tall, and very skinny...and very conversational, like he knew me all of his life…”
 Little did she know that some 15 years later he would run for the presidency and ultimately win the election.  She later learned that Kennedy’s father and the Operation Officer were old friends, and he knew young John very well.

On another occasion, while working for the same Commanding Officer, she was asked to get a cup of coffee from the coffee and donut shop in the main terminal for a visiting admiral, who turned out to be William F. Halsey, Fleet Commander of the Pacific Theater of War, which later became the 3rd Fleet.  It was under the leadership of Admiral “Bull” Halsey that the War in the Pacific turned around and eventually led to the to the demise of the Japanese Empire.  One of Fran’s greatest moments was also one of her most nerve racking experiences as she worried about “…spilling his coffee” as she walked down the steps in fashionable high heel shoes.

Day I:

Group Task:  Students will be assigned to groups of four.  Each student will be assigned a specific task within the group.  (30 minutes)

1. Student A: Group leader and presenter

2. Student B: Group researcher

3. Student C: Group artist and research photographer

4. Student D: Historical poet and hip-hop lyricist 

Each group will be given written copies of the biographies of:

a. Francis Cornell

b. Fran Metcalf

c. Amy May (Foster) Feluk

d. Josephine C. Tanner

Differentiated Instruction:  The teacher/facilitator will record her/his reading of the each of the interviews and remembrances of the women named above.  ESL students and students with reading disabilities and difficulties will follow the readings by listening to the stories with ear phones on their I-pods or computers.  Students that cannot finish the readings in class will be able to take the readings home and complete their assignments. 

Task directions: Groups will be given large poster paper and two color markers of their choice indicating their group’s work. Students will draw up a list of important features in each woman’s life and itemize key points in their experiences at FBF.  The group artist will draw a picture of the experiences with a short explanation at the bottom of the picture.(15 minutes)  

At the end of 15 minutes all lists will be placed on the wall in different parts of the room.  The presenter will now read off the list to class.  The poet will create a short poem or hip-hop lyrics (no more than two stanzas) based on their assigned World War II hero. All of these tasks will be added to the appropriate posters.  

Day 2: Gallery Walk.  Students will take 30 minutes circulating around the room in their assigned groups reviewing each poster.  A second poster will be taped up next to the original poster and students will have 5 minutes to write group reflections on each poster. 

Student presenters will then read off the original poster items and the rest of the group will share in reading the reflections. 

Homework: Students will go home and write a short narrative reflecting their personal thought on their assigned female hero.

Group Rubrics: 

Lesson 3a: The role of women at Floyd Bennett Field

	Exceeds Expectations 

5 points
	Meets Expectations

4 points
	Below Expectations

3-0 points

	Student group works well together and with the teacher, sharing ideas, work tasks, and working out problems.
	Student group works fairly well together and with the teacher, mostly sharing ideas, work tasks, and attempting to work out problems.
	Student group does not really work well together or with the teacher.  Some members are not sharing the work load, contributing ideas, or cause disruption to the group task.

	Student group presents a well-organized and neat project, which includes no grammatical or spelling errors as it shows that the group can be critical of its work without creating a hostile work environment. Group work in literacy and social studies meets the Common Core Standards.
	Student group presents a fairly well organized and fairly neat project, with no more than one grammatical or spelling error as it shows an attempt that the group can be critical of its work without creating a hostile work environment.  Group work in literacy and social studies attempts to meet the Common Core Standards with very little error of margin.
	Student group work is not organized nor is it neat.  The work has many grammatical and spelling errors showing lack of collaboration in this project.  The group is often arguing or disruptive to the rest of the class during the group task period. Group work in literacy and social studies fails to meet the common Core Standards.

	Students’ artwork is colorful and grabs the attention of the viewers.
	Student’s artwork is colorful and attempts to grab the attention of the viewers. 
	Students’ artwork is not colorful and fails to attract the attention of the viewers.

	Student group research is original, is cited properly, and meets the Common Core Standards.
	Student group research is original and meets the Common Core Standards.
	Student group research fails to meet the Common Core Standards.


Individual Rubric for Group Task
	Exceeds Expectations 

5 points
	Meets Expectations

4 points
	Below Expectations

3-0 points

	Student fully understands the task and completes all of his/her responsibilities with regards to the task.
	Student fully understands the task but does not complete his/her responsibilities with regards to the task.
	Student does not always understand the task and does not complete many of his/her responsibilities with regards to the task.

	Student works well with his/her classmates assigned to the group.
	Student works fairly well with his/her classmates assigned to the group.
	Student does not work well with his/her classmates assigned to the group, and will even display disruptive behavior.

	Student does an excellent job fulfilling the Common Core Standards in literacy and social studies.  All submitted written material is grammatically correct with no spelling errors
	Student does a fairly good job fulfilling the Common Core Standards in literacy and social studies.  Most of the submitted written material is grammatically correct with only one spelling error.
	Student does a poor job of fulfilling the Common Core Standards in literacy and social studies.  Most of the submitted written material is grammatically incorrect with two or more spelling errors.

	Student does an excellent job in the performance of his/her research skills, clearly citing all references.
	 Student does a fairly good job in the performance of his/her research skills, clearly citing most of the references.
	Student does a poor job in the performance of his/her research skills, often omitting citations.  There are definite signs of plagiarism.

	Student takes the initiative to help others in the group.
	Student will sometimes take the initiative to help others in the group.
	Still will never take any initiative to help others in the group.  

	Student displays excellent leadership and academic skills.
	Student plays an active role in the group, but does not always display good leadership or academic skills.
	Student plays no active role in the group, and will never display leadership or academic skills.


Submitted by Prof. Michael B. Schoenfeld

Brooklyn College

Graduate Internship Supervisor – Summer 2011
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