After Korea

  In April 1952, I had enough points to be rotated from Korea (Sent Home). I had several Chinese and Russian made rifles that I had acquired after losing the first ones I had in  Pusan and had planned to take these home, but was told that they would be confiscated on the Ship. I left them behind, only to other guys taking all kinds of stuff. We never were checked. 

  We left Korea and went to Sazabo Japan to catch the Ship we traveled to San Francisco on, the USS General Mitchell, considerably larger and nicer than the one we had crossed the Pacific on, while going the other way. We arrived in San Francisco on May 3rd, 1952. There was a large band and a pretty girl that sang some Patriotic songs. We were treated to a steak and baked potato dinner. It was my first big and heavy meal in a couple of years and before I knew it, I thought I was dying. I was scheduled to fly out that night to Fort Sam Houston for discharge, and didn’t want to do anything that would cancel that flight, so I suffered through the cramps and stomachache. We flew out in the wee hours on the 4th of May.

 As far as I remember, most of the group of about 20 guys that I had gone thru Basic Training or at least to school in Atlanta with, and were together all thru our stay in Korea, came home Jensen on that ship with me. I only saw Truman Arrendale (Bell, Mo.) once after that; Bill ( Woerster, Ma.) once (but we called each other often and later communicated by email until he passed away); Bill Howell ( Lucedale Ms.), once and need to contact him again; Tony Innocencio (El Paso Tex.) retired from the Army after a stint in Viet Nam and one in Desert Storm, came to see me a few years back),while attending a Reunion in New Orleans; I spoke to Frank LaDuke (Spokane Wash., once but I think he had Alzheimer’s, as he didn,t remember me; to Jim Manor’s Daughter in Florida, he had had a stroke and was in a nursing home until he died in about 2003; Eddie Beym had been reassigned to the Front Line and got his rotation points faster, came home and married my cousin Laura before I got back. (Eddie is another story-later)

 When I got to Fort Sam the next day, I was told that it would be the 12th  of May before I could get discharged because of paper work, etc. I was assigned a bed in a barracks for temporary assignment, and was given a pass so that I could go home and return on the 12th to pick up my papers. 

  A soldier that had the bunk next to me was very kind and loaned me a pair of civilian pants and I was off to Port Arthur ( I think by Bus) as the returning Hero.

It was a wonderful reunion. I had never guessed when I left home, how much Mom, Dad, Jim and Gene would mean to me during the four years (Actually 3 yrs, 9 months and 11 days) that I would be away. My memory fails me at this point, but I’m sure that my sweetheart and future wife Edna Gross, had accompanied my family to meet me at the bus station. I don’t recall the Bus trip either. I wish that I would have kept a journal during these times, I have lost so much of the details, dates, etc.

   When we arrived at Mom and Dad’s house, There stood across the street, my new Home that was 95% complete. Dad and some of the neighbors had built the house for me. I had been sending most of my money home every month, and dad had written and offered to build me a house. He, along with some help from a couple of neighbors, and I’m sure, my brothers and even my Mom and Edna doing painting, furnished the labor to build this very nice home for Edna and me. What a wonderful homecoming.

  Back to the borrowed civilian pants- The next day after arriving home, I began to itch around my crotch, and on further inspection, found Crabs crawling on me. Here I hyad spent my entire enlistment in the Army with no problem such as this, and to bring home these crabs. I burned those pants and got DDT powder from the Druggist to kill them. When I told my Dad, he acted like anyone from the old school would have, exclaiming “ Don’t Tell Anyone”. To him, I think that crabs Was like a venereal disease.

  I had left the U.S. weighing about 195 lbs and when I arrived home, I weighed 162. It was years before I would be over 170 again, and I could eat with the best of them, consuming lots of Cajun food, rice and gravy and gumbo.

  Oil was king in Port Arthur, and upon arrival back home, the Refineries were on strike.

I acquired a job with a Mr. Johnson at his automotive repair shop. There were two bays, I worked one and Fish Ferguson, worked the other. I think that most of the time Mr. Johnson worked on the bottle. Any way, on a good week, I took home $25.00. Edna made $28.00 a week as the manager’s Secretary at Sears, so we set the date of August 1st. to be married. Fish Fergerson said he wanted to take me to lunch as my bachelor party at work. We went in his pickup to Houston avenue, where I thought it odd to be going to lunch, as Port Arthur being a somewhat major Sea Coast Town, had been known for years for it’s “Red Light District” on Houston avenue. We had no sooner sat down than the girls started coming around, and he of course had to tell them I was getting married the next day. They teased me, but we had lunch and left.

  I married Edna Merle Gross on August 1st 1952. It started out bad. She had wanted to go to Galveston and I wanted to go North of Beaumont to I think somewhere above Woodville for our Honeymoon. We should have gone to Galveston for more than one reason. Just before we got to Kountze. we had a blowout on a rear tire while on a raised section of highway that had a serious slope on the shoulder. I would jack and the car would slide. This took us until nearly dark, forcing us to stay the night in a pretty bad motel in Kountze. This was near the end of the days when they were called Tourist Courts.    James Kirt was born on August 1st 1953, then Dale Lynn 1 year and ten days later on August 10th 1954. We took a short child break after that, and David Paul wasn’t born until April 23rd, 1956, over a year and a half having elapsed. Then Jennifer Ann was born on August 24, 1959, while I was in College. Chuck (Charles Kevin), the caboose, was born on September 3rd 1962, soon after our arrival in New Orleans. 

  But we go back to Port Arthur, 1952. Edna’s Dad, Dick Gross (Roland Frank Gross) had a friend who helped me get a job with Texaco, as a helper in the Bull Gang, making about $1.50 an hour. This was actually janitor or any dirty work. Some one had to do it. Well, I had also applied to Gulf Oil and three days later I quit Texaco and went to Gulf Oil (both Refineries), for a dollar more an hour, starting out at $3.00 an hour as a pipe fitters helper. This was good money and we lived well.

  In 1955, Jim West, my friend since kindergarten, Robert King, another Vet that worked with us and a couple of other guys decided to go to Lamar Tech (Now Lamar University) at night and take a couple of easy courses to make some of that easy GI bill money. I graduated in may 1952 with my BS in Electrical Engineering. During this time we built a home in Nederland, lived in it awhile, sold it and bought a small house in Central Gardens for us to live in while I completed my last year at College. I had to attend full time the last year, as it was a requirement then. 

 We had bought a nice Buick automobile, expecting to have it for the Sr. year. About half way through the year, we were getting hard up for funds to complete the year. It just happened that the County was working on the ditches and I had to leave the car on the street that night. A drunk came along and saved the day for me, as he creamed my car making it junk but saving his life. Had he missed my car, he would have hit a concrete- above ground lift station. I got enough insurance money to buy a cheap car and finish College, while feeding the family. During all this time, the Kids were growing like weeds, Kirt started school and Jennifer was born. I made myself a study room in the garage; a non air conditioned room and had a metal roof and sides.

  Only Robert King (of our original group) and I, finished College. Robert went on to become Superintendent of schools in his home (Bay Minette) County, of Alabama. I spoke with him earlier this year.).[ It is several years later as I make this change to my memory of Robert. Yesterday, April 14, 2008, Roberts wife Elaine called about 7pm  to let me know that Robert had passed away last week, of a stroke. Now I remember passing within 35 miles of his house when we went back and fourth to our home in North Carolina last year, and each time saying we should detour to see Robert and Elaine. Robert had gone thru a bad divorce in Port Arthur and went back to Alabama to finish school, where he earned his Masters and was appointed Superintendent of schools in his district. He found a nice girl named Elaine and married, having three sons with her. Now that my old friends are mostly gone, I think of how nice it would have been to see or just talk to them more often.]   

  I accepted an offer from the Boeing Co. to go to Seattle Washington as an Engineer in their Facilities department, designing facilities for their aircraft; at this time the first of their 700 series aircraft, the 707, was just released or about to be released. We lived in Kent Wa., and spent our weekends sight seeing- a beautiful place. We could see Mt. Rainier from our kitchen window, and we traveled to the top of the mountain to let the kids slide in the snow.  
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