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AT THE
MUSEUM
VETERANS DAY
Saturday, Nov. 11 is the 
museum’s last day of 
operation for the 
2017 season

Admission is free for all veterans  
on Veterans Day.

Refreshments will be served 
and door prizes will be drawn  
every hour. 

Hours through the holiday are:
Friday, Saturday 10 a.m.-5 p.m. 
Sunday, 1-4 p.m.

SPECIAL TOURS
During the off-season, special 
tours can be arranged by 
calling Cynthia Myers, 
765-665-3084 or 
Joanie Rumple, 765-665-3514.

2018 SEASON
The museum will re-open the  
first weekend in May of 2018.

IN THE GIFT SHOP
The museum’s gift shop offers 
a variety of souvenir items 
including  adult & children’s 
T-shirts, DVDs, books, new 
and out-of-print publications 
of Pyle’s columns, rulers, 
lanyards, book marks, coffee 
mugs, stamp pins, patches 
and post cards.

There are a number of items 
geared toward children 
including yo-yos, marbles and 
toy jeeps.

Volunteer Joanie Rumple said 
one of the shop’s top-sellers is 
a magnet depicting the site.

In the off  season, items can 
be ordered and shipped by 
contacting the museum, 
765-665-3633.

Fall 2017

 Friends and supporters:
 As Veteran’s Day approaches, the Friends of Ernie Pyle urges 
everyone to take a little time to appreciate the service current and 
past members of the Armed Forces are providing or have given to our 
country.
 It was something Ernie Pyle never neglected in his coverage of 
World War II. Below is an excerpt from a column written in North 
Africa in May of 1943:
 I love the infantry because they are the underdogs. They are the 
mud-rain-frost-and-wind boys. They have no comforts, and they even 
learn to live without the necessities. And in the end they are the guys that 
wars can’t be won without.
 I wish you could see just one of the ineradicable pictures I have in 
my mind today. In this particular picture I am sitting among clumps of 
sword-grass on a steep and rocky hillside that we have just taken. We are 
looking out over a vast rolling country to the sea.
 A narrow path comes like a ribbon over a hill miles away, down a 
long slope, across a creek, up a slope and over another hill.
 All along the length of this ribbon there is now a thin line of men. 
For four days and nights they have fought hard, eaten little, washed none, 
and slept hardly at all. Their nights have been violent with attack, fright, 
butchery, and their days sleepless and miserable with the crash of artillery.
 The men are walking. They are fifty feet apart for dispersal. Their 
walk is slow, for they are dead weary, as you can tell even when looking 
at them from behind. Every line and sag of their bodies speaks their 
inhuman exhaustion.
 On their shoulders and backs they carry heavy steel tripods, 
machine-gun barrels, leaden boxes of ammunition. Their feet seem to 
sink into the ground from the overload they are bearing.
 They don’t slouch. It is the terrible deliberation of each step that 
spells out their appalling tiredness. Their faces are black and unshaven. 
They are young men, but the grime and whiskers and exhaustion make 
them look middle-aged.
 In their eyes as they pass is not hatred, not excitement, not despair, not 
the tonic of their victory – there is just the simple expression of being here 
as they had been here doing this forever, and nothing else.
 The line moves on, but it never ends. All afternoon men keep coming 
around the hill and vanishing eventually over the horizon. It is one long 
tired line of antlike men.
 There is an agony in your heart and you almost feel ashamed to 
look at them. They are just guys from Broadway and Main Street, but 
you wouldn’t remember them. They are too far away now. They are too 
tired. Their world can never be known to your, but if you could see them 
just once, just for an instant, you would know that no matter how hard 
people work back home they are not keeping pace with these infantrymen 
in Tunisia.
 While the terrain, weather and year may vary, Ernie’s words would 
still have applied during the Korean War, the Vietnam War or apply today 
in Afghanistan. The Friends of Ernie Pyle say thank you to all who serve.

— Steve Key
President of the Board of the Friends of Ernie Pyle Development Fund



Clockwise from left: Raymond Parks, 96-year-old WWII veteran from Dana, Indiana, rides in the Ernie Pyle Jeep dur-
ing the 2017 Ernie Pyle Firemen’s Festival parade. Parks’ daughter and FEP board member Joanie Rumple said her 
father told her he has always been honored to ride anywhere in the museum’s jeep. He said it was a privilege to have 
served in the Navy during WWll and he is proud of the FEP’s determination in keeping the legacy of the war and     
Ernie Pyle in Dana. Photo by Austin Leake.

One of parade’s patriotic floats makes its way down the street during the annual festival that took place Aug. 10-12.

FEP board member Cynthia Myers and volunteer Janice Duncan maneuver their float along the concession-lined street 
during the annual parade. Photos by Erin Franklin.

Following the footsteps of the great WWII correspondents
In September, Friends of Ernie Pyle 

President Steve Key joined travelers on a tour 
organized by the National WWII Museum in 
New Orleans.   

 “Writing the War: In the Footsteps of the 
WWII Correspondents” followed the paths of 
the great war reporters, including Ernie Pyle, Lee 
Miller and Ernest Hemingway, as they chronicled 
history in the making.

To read Key’s dispatches from Europe,    
visit erniepyle.org.

THOSE ON HOME FRONT IN THE 40S 
COULD FOLLOW PINS ON A MAP TO NOTE 

THE PROGRESS OF ARMIES AND WHERE 
BATTLES WERE FOUGHT, BUT IT WAS PYLE 
WHO TOLD THEM WHAT WAS HAPPENING 

TO LOVED ONES THROUGH THE INDIVIDUAL 
STORIES OF SPECIFIC SOLDIERS.

9,387 soldiers are buried in the  
Normandy American Cemetery 
in France.

The massive Roman-style Arc de 
Triomphe in Paris is 164 feet tall.

A memorial to the soldiers of the 29th 
Division’s 116th Infantry Regimental 
Combat Team who landed on Omaha 
Beach on D-Day. Photos by Steve Key.

Annual Ernie Pyle
Firemen’s Festival Parade



When Dewey Long assumed 
the post of  Sons of the American 
Legion Detachment Commander 
for Indiana, he adopted the motto, 
“See a vet, thank a vet.” He said he 
takes every opportunity to express 
his gratitude, including stepping out 
of line in a parade to shake hands 
when he sees a service member 
wearing a tell-tale hat.

That appreciation of soldiers 

and veterans is  something Long 
promotes and has seen over the 
years — including in the effect 
Ernie Pyle’s writing has had on 
civilians and soldiers.

Pyle’s writing was instrumental 
in helping loved ones back home 
understand the experience of those 
who served. 

“With Ernie ... he was able to make 
it simple so you could understand 

what was going on,” Long said.
Long recalls one veteran, Bill 

Worman, who served in both 
WWII and Korea. Worman 
was shy about discussing his 
experiences, Long said, but 
pointed people toward Pyle. 

“What he used to say is, ‘Read 
the articles ... read what Ernie 
wrote. You’ll understand what we 
went through.’ ” 

 

DEWEY LONG

By Owen V. Johnson
During World War II, Ernie 

Pyle provided the connection 
between US troops abroad 
and their families and friends 
at home.  He was uniquely 
positioned to do this.

He provided what he called a 
“worm’s eye” view of the war.  He 
did not focus on the big picture.  
That meant that to a certain 
degree his writing was timeless.  It 
didn’t matter if it was read today 
or next week.  He was just about 
the only journalist writing this 
way for newspapers across the 
United States.  Other reporters 
did the same thing, such as in Des 
Moines or Baltimore, but they 
reached only people in Iowa or 
Maryland.  Part of the AP’s Hal 
Boyle’s writing was like Pyle’s, but 
he also had to file a daily update 
on the war’s progress, so he could 
only devote limited time to his 
Pyle-like reporting.

Because of this timelessness 
and his writing about soldiers 
and sailors, Pyle’s column was 

the only journalist’s report that 
was regularly published in Stars 
and Stripes, a newspaper for the 
troops.  The troops understood 
that Pyle understood them 
and wrote as much about them 
as was possible.  That helped 
spread Pyle’s reputation, so 
when he showed up somewhere, 
the troops knew who he was 
and trusted him.  They also 
appreciated that he listened to 
them.  One officer commented 
that his troops fought better when 
they knew Pyle was around.

After the liberation of Paris in 
late August 1944, Pyle returned to 
the U.S.  The toll of the hard fight 
through Normandy had been 
heavy.  Thunder and lightning 
on one of his first nights in Paris 
awakened in him too many 
memories of the fighting.  He 
came back on a hospital ship 
carrying soldiers who had lost 
arms or legs or sight.  Pyle told 
them he was embarrassed to be 
in their company.  They reassured 
him, however, that they knew 

what he had gone through.
Readers back in the U.S. had 

grown to know Pyle’s writings 
over a period of years as he 
wrote about the peacetime 
U.S., and then about German 
bombing attacks on England.

Pyle’s wartime reports read 
like letters home, the ones that 
the troops could not write.  Even 
if Pyle was not writing about a 
specific son, daughter, or loved 
one, Americans at home could see 
the word pictures he was drawing, 
and understand better what their 
loved ones were going through.  
Thousands of readers clipped his 
columns from newspapers and 
pasted them in scrapbooks.

You can’t produce a documen-
tary or write a story about World 
War II today without quoting 
Ernie Pyle.  That shows the im-
portant role he played.

Owen Johnson is associate 
professor emeritus of Journalism at 
Indiana University and the author 
of, “At Home With Ernie Pyle.”

LIKE 
LETTERS 

FROM HOME
Ernie Pyle’s wartime
columns connected

soldiers, families, friends

YOU CAN’T 

PRODUCE A 

DOCUMENTARY 

OR WRITE A 

STORY ABOUT 

WORLD WAR II 

TODAY 

WITHOUT 

QUOTING 

ERNIE PYLE.  

THAT 

SHOWS THE 

IMPORTANT 

ROLE HE 

PLAYED.

“Read what Ernie wrote. You’ll understand what we went through.”

Ernie Pyle talks with soldiers in 1944.



“Read what Ernie wrote. You’ll understand what we went through.”

 

Harry Momi, who served his country 
in WWII and was awarded the Purple Heart, 
died August 25. He was 92. Momi was born, 
raised and lived in Stockton, California 
According to his obituary in the Lodi Times-
Sentinel, his loves were his wife, children 
and grandchildren, his country, baseball and 
“taking care of anyone that needed anything.”

He met Ernie Pyle on the island of Ie 
Shima and photographed him the day before 
he was killed.

To see the interview of Momi, conducted and 
filmed by FEP board members Phil Hess and 
Leonard Akers, visit the website at erniepyle.
org/harry-momi-last-known-photograph-ernie.

IN THE HOMETOWN OF HISTORY’S GREATEST WAR CORRESPONDENT

THE FRIENDS OF ERNIE PYLE       
P.O. BOX 345; 120 W. BRIARWOOD AVE.       
DANA, INDIANA 47847 

THE ERNIE PYLE WWII MUSEUM  
IN THE HOMETOWN OF HISTORY’S  
GREATEST WAR CORRESPONDENT
ern iepyle .org

ABOUT THE 
FRIENDS OF 
ERNIE PYLE

The Friends of 
Ernie Pyle is a 
501c3 nonprofit 
organization 
dedicated to  
preserving and 
advancing the 
legacy of Ernie 
Pyle in his  
hometown of 
Dana, Indiana, 
and beyond.

Harry Momi, veteran who 
took last known photo 
of Ernie Pyle, dies at 92

Harry Momi speaks with Friends of Ernie Pyle 
Vice President Phil Hess during a visit to Dana, 
Indiana in 2015. Momi photographed Pyle the day 
before he was killed and donated  the image to 
the Ernie Pyle WWII Museum. 
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Harry Momi with an enlargement of his 
photo at in Dana. Photo by Jim Brown

“I SAID, ‘ERNIE COULD YOU DO 
ME A FAVOR? ... I WOULD LIKE TO 
TAKE A PICTURE OF YOU ON TOP 

OF MY TANK.’ HE SAID, ‘YOU’RE 
WELCOME TO DO THAT, SURE.’ ”


