
Charles Martin Van Camp 

 
Hello, my name is Charles Martin Van Camp. I was born in Little Chute, WI 

on September 29
th

 1924 to Martin & Wilhelmina (Minnie) Van Camp.  I acquired a 

nickname of “Chubby” by my eldest brother Richard Van Camp.  Rich is 12 years 

older than I and also became part of the military by enlisting in the Marines in 1943. 

He was stationed in San Diego and remained there until his death in 1995.  

I also have a younger brother, James Van Camp, (who we call Jimmy) who is 

4 yrs younger than I. Jimmy retired from Sears Roebuck after working 40 years. 

Jimmy has 7 children with Patricia Scherer Van Camp from Combined Locks. My 

nieces and nephews are Charles, James, Laurie, Annie, David, Robert and Monica 

Van Camp.  Jimmy passed away in 1991 at the age 62. My father, Martin, lived for 

89 years and had worked for Kimberly Clark for 40yr before retirement. He passed 

away in 1972. My mother, Minnie, lived for 59 years and spent the last several years 

in a hospital before her death in 1949. 

I attended St. Johns grade school and graduated from St. Johns in 1942.  At 

17, I enlisted in the navy on August 13
th

, 1942. My first assignment was Naval 

Station Great lakes in Great Lakes, IL. On my first night I can remember how “We 

had a heck of a time sleeping in hammocks for the first time. All you heard was 

boys falling out. I didn’t yet”. We later became responsible for lashing our own 

hammocks. I tried to get to mass as often as I can. My first days in the service 

consisted of sanding floors and general clean up.  I can remember getting my shots 

and how sore my arm was. I was so excited when I passed my swimming test! I also 

received a package from my family that day.  It was a money belt from dad and 

brother Rich. I was always exhausted during boot camp which consisted of putting 

in a full days work along with marching from 2:00 – 4:30pm and them again from 

6:30pm -7:30pm. At night I seem to manage studying and doing my wash.  For 

entertainment I found time to roller skate, go to movies, go dancing and go to Happy 

Hours to listen to music. One evening out, “ I heard the best music in the world, I 

heard one of Orin Tucker bands members”.  On September 11
th
, I got my first pay of 

$10 and also had my graduation picture taken. On November 29
th

 I started the 

Aviation Ordinance School, which means I must pass 11 different tests to be 

certified. On liberty I visit big cities like Milwaukee, Chicago or Boston and always 

seem to meet “swell girls”.  However, I most enjoy taking liberty to Little Chute 

where I find my special girlfriend, Rosemary Schampers and best buddy Bob 

Bongers.  

In February 1943, I was transferred to Norfolk, VA then in May of 1943 to 

Oceana Fields navel base, NJ where we waited the commissioning of the new 

aircraft carrier USS Franklin which occurred on January 31
st
, 1944. The USS 

Franklin became one of the most noteworthy and decorated aircraft carriers in the 



pacific theatre of war. The ship participated in many major conflicts with the 

Japanese sustaining more Kamikaze attacks than any other aircraft carrier.  My 

fellow crewmembers certainly were part of what came to be known as “the Greatest 

Generation”.  Like so many other young men in World War 2, I met my death way 

too early. I met my Lord at 19 years of age.  My parents received the following 

telegram from the Naval department.  

“THE NAVY DEPARTMENT DEEPLY REGRETS TO INFORM YOU OF 

THE DEATH OF YOUR SON CHARLES MARTIN VAN CAMP AVIATION 

ORDANCEMAN THIRD CLASS USN ON 31 MARCH 1944 AS RESULT OF 

INJURIES RECEIVED WHILE IN THE PERFORMANCE OF HIS DUTY 

AND IN THE SERVICE OF HIS COUNTRY - NO INFORMATION 

AVAILABLE AT PRESENT REGARDING DISPOSITION OF REMAINS - 

BUT BY REASON OF EXISTING CONDITIONS BURUAL AT SEA OR IN 

LOCALITY WHERE DEATH OCCURRED HIGHLY PROBABLE - IF 

FURTHER INFORMATION IS RECEIVED YOU WILL BE PROMPTLY 

NOTIFIED - TO PREVENT POSSIBLE AID TO OUR ENEMIES PLEASE 

DO NOT DIVULGE THE NAME OF HIS SHIP OR STATION - THE 

DEPARTMENT EXTENDS TO YOU ITS SINCEREST SYMPATHY IN YOUR 

GREAT LOSS.  VICE ADMIRAL RANDALL JACOBS, CHIEF OF NAVAL 

PERSONNEL.  

 My body was returned home to Little Chute in 1949.  Being the first to return 

home after the war ended, photos were taken of the event. (show photos). This 

honor was not only extended to me, but to all casualties who were returned home 

that year.  I was proud to know that the Little Chute veterans honored my return by 

turning out in mass, in full dress uniform, to meet my body at the train station, 

marching with me to the funeral home and then to church for a full military funeral.  

All my veteran comrades then marched with me to the cemetery, where I now lay 

here at this site. 

 

After my death, I was happy to know my best girlfriend, Rosemary, and boyfriend, 

Bob, married one another and had one son, Clark. 
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