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                                                                         MEMOIRS 

                                                                               OF

                                                         Emmett George [Pete} Dammon Jr.

                                                                       FORWORD

Since I first started to write this collection of data that pretty well describes the trail of my journey through life as well as a lot of memorable happenings, quite a number of years have passed. I have tried to recount the many happy events, and although some occasions (such as divorces ), do not exurb happy feelings, they were part of my journey, and I must include them.

To my children & theirs. To let you know a little more about me, where I came from and what it was like

                                                                  My Memoirs

  I began life as Emmett Jr. on July 14th, 1031 in Baptist hospital, Alexandria, La., across the Red River from Pineville La. where my grandparents lived. the first born of Emmett and Hazel Dammon, and that’s where the stories start. Dad was Emmett sr., so they all asked mom while we were still in the hospital, what will we call him? Dads older brother nick named “Times”, had a son, my Cousin, Son, Nick named Son because he was a junior and establishing a pattern of not calling Juniors Jr.  Dads sister Lela, who was mom`s friend long before Mom & Dad were married, said lets call him Pete. Mom said no, but the name stuck & there I was & here I am, Pete. 

   Dad had a job at the Icehouse in Pineville delivering Ice to neighboring communities and rural customers. It wasn`t long before Mom & I would accompany him on his route. Later I would go with him, especially on the runs out in the Country where a lot of the people only had eggs or other food stuff they had grown, to trade [barter] for the ice, as this was during the great depression that lasted until the end of the 1930`s.  Quite often a group of men would be standing in the road with shotguns & dad would have to stop & let them make sure he wasn`t the law, before letting us through. They were protecting the only job they had, making bootleg whiskey. I guess Dad got a little of that to. Quite often we got eggs, chickens & vegetables. My brother Gene wrote about the Bootleggers in his weekly newspaper Editorial. It is copied at the end of this document 

  Mom and dad were married in 1930, at Mount Olive Episcopal church in Pineville La. Pineville is separated from Alexandria by the Red River. My Grandmother Dammon lived at 326 Main Street in Pineville, across the street from Mt Olive church and five cemeteries where my cousin and I spent a lot of time when I went there during summer vacations.  In later life, my wife Maxine and I were searching that part of the world for her Jewish Grandmother’s burial place  (My wife`s dad was Jewish). After a lot of looking, we went to the Jewish cemetery across the street from where my Grandmother had lived and walked directly to her Grandmothers grave. The head stone had valuable information on where she was born in Germany, etc. I had played near her grave many times, some 60 years before that day.

  The Dammons (Damons) arrived soon after the Mayflower.(circa 1522, see book Plymouth Colony), and intermarried with people that were on the Mayflower. They came from Kent England and had been there at least one generation but I haven’t established where they came there from originally, maybe Germany or Holland. One ancestor was the only person to fall off the Mayflower. They had trailing ropes for people that fell off sailing vessels in those days and he was able to catch one and was pulled back aboard. Miles Standish was a great great --- Grandfather. The early Damons / Dammons in America lived in Scituate, Mass and on into Maine. The name got changed about the time my great Grand father moved to Louisiana 

   Hazel Myrtle Lofton Dammon, born in Ruby La., one of 12 children-very poor share-croppers. The Loftons go back to England & settled in S. Carolina, then Mississippi and on to La. The Loftons arrived in South Carolina the 1700`s. Mom was a beautiful girl and as a young mother, she often sat in on our classes when I was in grammar school. The kids always wanted to know when she was coming back. This very Christian lady never said a curse word and never had a bad word for any one; She passed away in 2006 at the age of 93. To learn more about her, see her Obit at the end of this document.

 About that Icehouse where dad worked; Mom tells the story that when she was about 16, she was able to leave their place in the country & stay the summer with her aunt in Pineville, where she helped in the rooming house her aunt ran. She would go to the store for her aunt and passing the icehouse, she spotted this handsome guy, you guessed it, Dad. Mom really didn`t like being a “ poor country girl” who by then had six brothers & sisters [actually, mom was from a family of 13 kids & dad was from a family of eight. Children. Mom also said that when she was younger, they were riding [In their Buggy / Wagon] past an Orphanage one day & she lamented, how nice it would be to be an Orphan & have those nice clothes, a nice building to live in & always plenty to eat, they looked so happy

  The automobile, radio, electric light & telephone had been invented or at least perfected to a point that it was useable by the time I was born, but they were still in their infancy. In my younger years we (the family) would gather around the radio to listen to all kinds of shows that kept your attention so acute that you would always picture the cowboy on his horse, or The beautiful Kate Smith booming out a love song (Kate actually weighed in at about 300 lbs.), Jack Doc and Reggie on Innersanctum with its squeeking door, Jack Benny, and gobs of other Stars. 

We went to the traveling circuses, and when I was about six we would ride around to see the town on Sunday evening and Dad would stop at the Paragon Inn, a drive In Restaurant for us to get a coke and him a Beer and there was usually some kind of out door show to attract people to the Drive Inn. Many times the show was a Medicine man in his horse drawn buggy, selling everything from toothache cures to magic hair growers to God knows what. Those were fun times. Dad wanted to have a large garden and we always had a horse to plow with and ride also. Ol Jug was one of our horses`; I went with Dad and uncle Ivy to buy him. Uncle Ivy was Mom`s sister Beatrice`s husband and although he was an inexperienced rider, rode the horse the five miles or so to our house with no problem. After a few days it was apparent that Jug didn`t want anything to do with people. Gernest Duplantis borrowed him to go catch his cow that was out in the far pasture near where the second levee interrupted the vast expanse of grazing land, harbored our favorite swimming hole, and bordered a marsh that we regularly waded to hunt any type of Duck that we might encounter. Jug threw him and rubbed our saddle of. About two months later Dad got someone to go rope and bring him in. Jim had gotten to where he could approach Jug and cur his mane and then decided he had Jugs trust enough to tackle curing his tail. I don`t need to tell you what happened, but Jim was severely crushed-“not his body but his ego”. 

   A ways beyond this levee, along the abandoned Interurban rail road track, was Jim and my favorite fishing hole, on a trestle where on any good Saturday morning you could catch a string of perch (Brim) that Mom could fry for us. You could be especially lucky if you peed on your bait, that seemed to increase our luck, or did it. Our favorite place to swim was the Texaco reservoir, a little farther from home and fenced, but if you were careful you could avoid the guards and take a dip or fish. I swan out a ways on one cold December day to get the first duck I had killed with the shotgun I got for Christmas. or was it a pouldou. It made good gumbo.    

 Actually, my first sight of a TV was in the window of Sears department store in Atlanta, just prior to Christmas, 1948. My first car had no electric starter, each telephone had to be connected to a large battery, and several households were on each line. One of mom`s first jobs was a telephone operator. Her Dad would meet her on Saturday when she was paid, & take her check. She hated him until her later years for the way he treated the children & Grandma Lofton, & and then mellowed to his memory. Grandma Lofton never had a bad thing to say about anyone. Grandma had five Sons in the military at one time in WW11, all in action, and they all came home alive. They were Johnny, Fred, Harvey, Aaron, and WB(William Butler).

  When I was born, Mom & Dad were living with Grandma Dammon. Mom has often told me how Grandma Dammon took her in & the closeness that developed between them. Of course Mom had married Grandma`s baby boy.  It was a big house on the main street in Pineville La., & fortunately Grandma had relatives who helped her keep the house when Grandpa Dammon died circa 1916. Grandpa had owned a River Boat (Partnership) that plied the Red River and hauled cotton to New Orleans, as well as the Ferry between Pineville and Alexandria, a Brick foundry in Pineville and I seem to remember reading that he had a Farm. He died of heart problems after a lengthy illness as reported in his obit. That left Grandma Dammon with a big house but with seven children. Grandma was a real Matriarch, & uncle Bootsie, her second son, lived at home & never married but worked for the La. Highway department. My cousin Laura, her two siblings Johnny & Carolyn, along with dads sister, their mother, Aileen & John their Dad, all lived there, & from time to time, other s of Grandma`s kids or grandkids would live there during the Great depression and during WW11. 

  Grandma Dammon`s mother was Laura Houston Walker, related to General Sam Houston. Cousin Carrie, as Mom and Dad referred to her, but who I believe was Grandma`s Aunt, lived in a big house overlooking the Red River. This was her  and was married to a Gambler named Sollabellis.XXXXXX Grandma was named after her {my Grandma`s name was Carrie Walker Dammon].  left money and furniture, giant beds and prickly couches, a grand piano, amours etc. an antique pistol that I now have, & boxes of  Sam Houston land Grants, personal papers, etc., most of which[the papers] was lost later because Dad trusted a Professor at the University of Ga. who advertised that he could authenticate the papers. Supposedly the papers were mailed back, but they never arrived. 

 After we moved to Port Arthur circa 1936, I went back to Grandma`s practically every summer for a visit. My cousin Laura, who lives in Gretna La. now [another story], & I were Grandmas favorites. I was Laura`s mom’s favorite, a Women who everyone in the family thought was possessed  & who enjoyed tormenting others, except me. Laura & I always played together, & especially enjoyed roaming the cemeteries that were directly across the street from Grandma`s house.

 Dad, Mom, my younger brother Jim who was born in January 1933, and I moved from Alexandria (Pineville) La. to Port Arthur, Texas circa 1936. My only other sibling, a brother named Robert Gene, was born in 1941. M ama`s favorite movie star in 1941 was Robert Taylor, thus Robert Gene – if the baby would have been a girl, I`m sure her name would have been Dorothy, after Dorothy Lamour, Dads favorite. The 1930`s were deep depression years and jobs were scarce, but my uncle Herbert worked for the Texaco refinery in Port Arthur and helped Dad get a job there. I was raised in a suburb of Port Arthur called Pear Ridge, a community of families that arrived for the same reason we had, but mostly Cajun people from southwest Louisiana who spoke a mixture of English And Cajun French. I learned some Cajun French, mostly curse words

   My grade school “Terrell elementary (Public) was in Griffin Park, about three miles from home. That’s when the girls started bothering me. A boulevard led away from school towards home and in the middle was a cane-break where the Canes were 15 ft. tall, with walking paths winding thru the cane. Eleanor, a classmate in the 1st grade also walked that way, and would entice me (pull me) into the canes and want to kiss. Well, I liked that, but I hadn’t told Mom or anyone else about this new experience, I was bashful. But as would happen, Eleanor told her aunt and her aunt’s daughter Maxine, who happened to be my neighbor and friend and our Moms were close friends.. I got some ribbing on that one. Maxine. another neighbor Ramona and I liked to sit out in the back yard of their house in the evening during the spring when the clover was in bloom, and just talk. One evening Ramona brought up the birds and bees. I agreed with her, but Maxine would have none of that. Maxine listened intently, and when we all went home, she asked her mother if that was true? I think we were about six at the time.

I would have graduated from high school in January, 1950, if I had stayed the course, but I didn’t and in some ways I’m sorry, but I did learn a lot, saw a lot, was able to go to college on the GI bill, and learned a lot about how to get along with people from all over the U.S., and the world. When I returned from Korea, I worked for a short time as a mechanic, and then worked for Gulf Oil in Port Arthur for 10 years. 

I had worked at Gulf Oil about four years when some of my veteran friends said why don’t we go to college at night and get some of that easy GI bill money. College caught on with Robert King and me, who retired as superintendent of schools in his home county in Alabama, and out of the eight or so Friends that started out, we two stuck with it, and I received my BS in Engineering in 1961. I had continued to work for Gulf Oil all but one year, (my senior year), built another house, and Edna and I had four children before I finished college.

    Dad worked for Texaco in their refinery until he retired at age 55 with emphysema. His essential job kept him out of WW11. On his off time he loved to build houses. We built several during my school years. Later, while in Korea I sent home most of my pay to buy a “Lot” near Dad and Moms home. When I got home from Korea, Dad, Mom and some neighbors had built a home on the lot for my future wife, Edna Gross and me. Edna and I had known each other since I worked for her Dad in his Grocery when I was about 12. We had dated a couple of times before I joined the army, but her dad wouldn’t allow dating until she was about 17. We dated by mail and when I went home on leave.

  Mom didn`t work other than at home- there was plenty to do there. Mom had five brothers in WW11, all saw action, and all came home in one piece. One uncle had lost his trigger finger in a Ice saw before the war, When he was drafted, they told him he was lucky, with no finger he would never see action. He was trained as a spotter, going in front of the lines and spotting enemy tanks and radioing back to the artillery. Moms oldest brother worked at Texaco and was essential, and didn`t go to war. W.B. (William Butler), was army, Harvey was Army, Fred was Submariner, Aaron was Navy and Jonnny, only 3 years older than me, was Coast Guard. Johnny had seen a movie while in high school that showed a coast Guardsman riding the beautiful beaches on a horse, very quiet and serene. Johnny loved horses and that was for him. He joined the Coast Guard and made major landings in Europe and the Pacific as a helmsman on a landing craft.

   Moms favorite saying was “just wait till your Dad gets home” but most of the time she forgot what Jim & I had done before he got home from work. Another was, I hope you have kids as mean to you as you are to me. One time when I was about 8, Mom made me help her catch a chicken that she was going to cook. The chicken was fast and I thought I had the answer. I picked up a stick and slammed it on the chickens neck. Only problem was that Mom had reached her hand out to grab the chicken and you can guess what that stick did. Poor Mom cried and I’m sure I did to.

I would call my childhood rowdy behind Mama and Daddys back. Mama used to pretend to want to kiss me when I came in, as much to see if I had been smoking as being loving. But, both Mom and Dad were very loving and attentive parents, blue collar, with no background to inspire my brothers and me to excel in academics, but inspired us to be hard workers, and a love of God, family and country.

 By the way, all three of us boys are college graduates. I am a Professional Engineer and own a respectable size Engineering and Architectural design firm, Jim is a retired Baptist Minister, and Gene has a degree in accounting and is retired.

When I was in high school, Port Arthur had one of the best quadruple A football teams in the state.

We lived in a blue-collar neighborhood on the outskirts of town and enjoyed the expanse of a cattle range that was visible from our house. Jim and I had our chores but we had plenty of time to play and fish and hunt. We always had a milk cow, usually had one or more horses, chickens, rabbits, and of course the family dog. I squirted my brother with milk many times. Jim and I were very close, we did every thing together and fought some to. We had double pumped our bike to the theater in a neighboring town  of Groves Texas on Sunday afternoon , December  7th 1941. The movie had just started when it stopped and the manager came out and told everyone to go home, that the Japanese had attacked Pearl Harbor. No one knew where Pearl Harbor was, but living in the city that had the motto “ We Oil The World’,it was considered that we might be attacked that night.

We lived in Port Arthur until my Junior year in high school when I thought that I knew more than my teachers, was having a girlfriend problem that summer, and Dad was much stricter than I felt he should be, all of which led to him eagerly saying yes when I ask if he would sign for me to join the army.. Incidentally, about 10 years ago when I was 60 ish, I contacted the English teacher ( Ms Golman) that had said she was going to fail me if I didn’t go to summer school that summer of 1948. I told her that she had been right and that I had been wrong. It made her day.

  WORLD WAR 11 began for me when I was at the Groves  theater, about 5 miles from Pear Ridge ,a suburb of Port Arthur Texas & where I lived  until 17 years old, and again for about 8 years when I returned after the Korean War. My brother Jim & I {I was Ten & Jim was 18 months younger }had double pumped to the movie, as we had many times on Sunday afternoon  , as Mama  had given up by this time trying to convince us that God didn`t want us to go to the movies on Sunday. We had no sooner spent our  9 cents  to get in , and a  few cents  for candy,  taken our seat & the Tarzan or Smiling Jack serial started, when the movie stopped & the manager came out & told every one  that the Japanese had attacked Pearl Harbor & that we should go Home. Well, we flew home on the bike to find that no one new where Pearl Harbor was, & since Port Arthur was a major oil refining city, we may be attacked before the day was over. Well that didn`t come about, but before you knew it , six of Mama`s brothers were in the service, all seeing action and they all came back alive at the end of the war. 

WW11 made me grow up fast, like a lot of others, I wanted desperately to be in the service, always dreaming of flying a fighter plane. 

  I worked at several different after school and summer jobs. My first big job was with the Chevrolet co. in the body and paint department for a whopping twenty five cents an hour. Our neighbor, Helen Ware, worked across the street from the Chevrolet company, at the Home Laundry. I was able to ride to work with her in the mornings, listening to the Buelly Mills Chuck Wagon Gang, coming to you from Dallas Texas, in her auto.  I must have been 13 that summer. At lunch we would look out the second story windows at the girls driving by with their skirts hiked up to catch some air in their non air-conditioned cars. I also went with the bosses on some weekends to their camp on a lake in Louisiana, to help do maintenance. That was fun. I worked in the body repair shop where I learned the Auto repair Art of the times, using Lead to fill dents, sanding, compounding and later paintng Autos. During the war you didn`t total a car, you repaired it, used Lacquer paint and compounded the finish. Enamel was used on Military Craft and not available. Valentine Dominques was my immediate boss. He had a Motor Cycle and would take me to my Home a couple of times a month. Mom would reward him with Ration Stamps, as we got extra stamps because we had a Garden and Mom canned produce from the garden and meat that we butchered.

 We lived in Port Arthur until my Junior year in high school when I thought that I knew more than my teachers, was having a girlfriend problem that summer, and Dad was much stricter than I felt he should be, all of which led to him eagerly saying yes when I ask if he would sign for me to join the army.. Incidentally, about 10 years ago when I was 60 ish, I contacted the English teacher ( Ms Golman) that had said she was going to fail me if I didn’t go to summer school that summer of 1948. I told her that she had been right and that I had been wrong. It made her day We were all into the war effort, buying war bond stamps for 10 cents to convert into war bonds when  you had 18.75 worth. We saved every thing from rubber for tires to tin foil, & every thing was rationed, candy was scarce but delicious when you got it, & mama got extra sugar because she canned fruits & vegetables.   We were all into the war effort, buying war bond stamps for 10 cents to convert into war bonds when you had 18.75 worth. We saved every thing from rubber for tires to tin foil, & every thing was rationed, candy was scarce but delicious when you got it, & mama got extra sugar because she canned fruits & vegetables 

  Then there was the Village Theater in Port Arthur, working as an usher and enjoying the candy girls as much as the money. Other jobs were delivering milk to stores and In the auto mechanic shop of Mr. Borel, father of my girl friend at the time, Jeannette, that played a part in my joining the army.

By now its probably easy to see that I really liked the girls, and I did.

   I bought and paid for my own clothes and saved money, and when the end of the summer came in 1943, I told my dad that I would like to buy a car. He asked how much money I had saved up and I said sixty dollars.  Dad suggested we run an add in “autos wanted” section of the paper; it read “I`ve got sixty dollars, what do you have?” I got a call the next week. The man said he had a 1929 model “A” ford. I practically bought it before seeing it. I remember going to visit Jeannette in the model A that winter while it was freezing. I had drained the water because of the freeze, so I put kerosene in the radiator – it worked. I drove that car until the end of the war, and sold it to a veteran for three hundred dollars and promptly bought a 1937 Chevrolet coupe that I drove until I joined the army. The model A had been damaged, Andrew Mayfield had kicked out a back window while horsing around with some other guys while we were on the way home from school.

  Gernest Duplantis was a neighbor that had quit school and joined the Merchant Marine service during the War. When he came home, he and several other guys went back to school to get their diplomas. Gernest bought a flashy 1939 Chevrolet convertible with a Rumble seat. We had high times with that car. A few weeks before I joined the army, several of us guys (and maybe girls-I don`t remember) went to Galveston Texas one Saturday afternoon, where there was an amusement park that rivaled the one we had in Port Arthur. When I got home at 2;30 am, I took off my shoes outside and sneaked in the house. All of a sudden the lights came on and there sat Mom and Dad. Like I said, that was a few weeks before I joined up.

We were all into the war effort, buying war bond stamps  for 10 cents to convert into war bonds when  you had 18.75 worth. We saved  every thing from  rubber for tires to tin foil, & every thing was rationed, candy was scarce but delicious when you got it, & mama got extra sugar because she canned fruits & vegetables.  

  I worked at a Dairy after school ,and had various other jobs & with my good friend Clyde, went into business seining  bait  and selling it to a bait shop. When I was 12, I lied about my age to get a SS number and went to work for Inman Chevrolet in down town Port Arthur. At the end of the summer I was 13 [1943], & had saved up some money.  I told Dad that I had saved up the money & would like to buy a car. I don’t remember what I promised if this could happen, but he agreed & we  ran an add in the auto section of the paper that said  I`ve got 60 dollars, what do you have?  A man called & said he had a 1929 Model A ford.. four cylinder hand crank & I think the wipers were manual. I drove it home. I owned it & used it to go to school & various & sundrie other things  when I wasn`t working on it or fixing a flat tire until 1945 when the war was over,. I sold it to a returning  GI for 300.00 dollars, minus a  rear window kicked out by my friend Andrew Mayfield while fooling around. Andrew was an ornery cuss.  I used the money to buy a 1937 Chevrolet coupe that had vacuum operated windshield wipers. & mohair seat covers that stuck you when you sat on them.[six cylinder]. In those days cars could go about 10 thousand miles without a ring job if you were lucky. By this time I was a pretty good mechanic, both Dad & I learning from a neighbor, Dutch Cunningham, who was a master mechanic .I remember asking him if he could build an engine from scratch & he said yes with no hesitation. That impressed me and it wasn`t long before I could tear them down & rebuild them to actually run. My brother Gene says that I taught him mechanics. .I was probably using him and it rubbed off. Later, I attended the U.S. Army school for mechanics in Atlanta, Ga.[eight women to every man in Atlanta]

I haven`t said any thing about the girls, have I. Well it all started in kindergarten, ahem--, there I was 6 years old and even though I had my eyes on the girls, I certainly wouldn`t let Mama know, or especially one of her neighborhood friends Annie Pearl Rozelle, the mother of one of my friends, Maxine Rozelle. As luck would have it, Maxines cousin was in my class-cute thing  & she had a thing for me. Every day on the way home  [if you lived where she did & I don`t remember why I would go that way down Sunken Court] but she had a habit of pulling me into the Cane patches that had grown up in the middle of the boulevard & with walking paths between. The she would tell Maxine and when it got to Annie Pearl it also got to Mama. I guess I enjoyed Elenor, but not the teasing  from those old ladies [our Mamas] who were all of 24 or 25 years old. Another neighbor Ramona, Maxine and I liked to sit out in the back yard of their house during the spring when the clover was in bloom, and just talk. One evening Ramona brought up the birds and bees. Maxine listened intently, then when we all went home, she asked her mother if that was true? I think we were about six at the time. There were lots & lots more. That’s why I worked part time & bought my own clothes. When I was an usher at the Village theater, and when my girl at the moment wasn`t there, I would take the candy girls to the balcony and smooch. I actually had the nick  name of smoochy. It would take a page or two to name them all, which I wont do, But I will say, I loved them all , and we smooched in those days but that’s as far as it went.  

. I liked school more than I would admit, but my study habits were such that in high school I didn`t do very well. As I said before, my mind was on two things; I wanted to be part of the war effort and I loved the girls.

I liked my teachers. I remember that our P.E. coach and one of the teachers had something going and they got married (we were all aware of their situation and we followed their progress until they married). It wasn`t long after they married, that he died with cancer. The whole student body was in shock.

   I actually worked for my science teacher, in his dairy. Why he had a dairy I`ll never figure out, because he also did professional photographs for men`s soap commercials for Ladies Home Journal and Saturday Evening Post, (One of those guys that looked like a 1920`s silent film star of a Hemingway film, with his hair all slicked back. 

Many of our female teachers in those days were so dedicated to teaching that they remained old maids all their life.   I played football, but I preferred to be in the bleachers where there was more going on. I played tackle and guard. We went all over the State to football games, hitch-hiking to many. There was no problem in hitchhiking in those days.  When world war II ended in 1945 I was a day dreaming school boy who had missed all the action, but three years later on a hot summer day, after breaking up with a girlfriend and then dreading to face my English teacher in my final year of high school, I asked my dad if I could sign up.  As I recall, I think he practically pushed me out the door.

We lived in Port Arthur until my Junior year in high school when I thought that I knew more than my teachers, was having a girlfriend problem that summer, and Dad was much stricter than I felt he should be, all of which led to him eagerly saying yes when I ask if he would sign for me to join the army.. Incidentally, about 10 years ago when I was 60 ish, I contacted the English teacher ( Ms Golman) that had said she was going to fail me if I didn’t go to summer school that summer of 1948. I told her that she had been right and that I had been wrong. It made her day

I would have graduated from high school in January, 1950, if I had stayed the course, but I didn’t and in some ways I’m sorry, but I did learn a lot, saw a lot, was able to go to college on the GI bill, and learned a lot about how to get along with people from all over the U.S., and the world. 

  So, in August of 1948, I held up my right hand in Houston, and headed for Fort Ord California for basic training.  There I met a group of guys who would be with me until I was discharged in 1952.  About twenty of us were sent to Atlanta Georgia on a troop train (it took a week to go from Fort Ord to Atlanta) to go to school and be Mechanics. 

  Fort Ord had two story wooden Barracks that were neatly lined in a row with wide wooden steps that the guys used to lounge on when we were not busy. There was one Platoon on each floor. The Fort sprawled for miles on the Rocky Coast of California, about 100 miles South of San Francisco. There were woods (a forest) in back of the fort that was used for training. The whole place was in a beautiful setting, and when I returned to the area circa 1990, the fort had been replaced with subdivisions and Towns.

 I had such fond memories of the area; Salinas and of course there was the beautiful towns of Monterey, and Carmel by the sea. In Carmel, I recall Dutch doors that people left open during the day, and flowers everywhere you looked. By this time of the year, the weather back home had dried all the foliage and the grass had turned brown, but here everything was lush and looked just like the movies that were shot here. I still remember the docks in Monterey, they could have been in a nineteenth century setting. I have or had a photo of me (close up) taken at one of those machines where you put your money in and it took your photo. Well I look like I was some home sick. The photo was one that was probably destroyed in Hurricane Katrina and that story will come much later.

We traveled to San Francisco by hitching a ride with a trucker. We spent the weekend sight seeing and at a dime a dance “Dance Hall”, a Famous place in those days.

  On Mardi Gras day 1949 we spent the day in New Orleans on a one-day lay over as we headed for Fort Bliss at El Paso, Texas. We had completed our schooling and were headed for our permanent base. Upon arrival in El Paso, we became part of the 512th Ordinance Heavy Automotive Maintenance Company, which was being re-activated from the shut down after World Was II in Europe.  Our officers, most of the non commissioned officers and some enlisted men were WW II vets.  We had a Sergeant who was a Medal of Honor winner; he had a choice, but he later elected to go to Korea with the rest of our company. We had a Sergeant that had been on the Bataan death march.

  The 512th ordinance H.AM Company (The 512th had seen action in Europe in WW11 and was Deactivated after the War) as we were called, had been in operation about 18 months, when North Korea invaded South Korea in july 1950.  After WW II, the U.S. occupied the country south of the 38th parallel and the communists occupied the North.  Our Government (U.S. and U.N.) feared the thriving South Koreans would invade North Korea, which was very poor, so the U.S. deprived the South of an  Army that could fight.  Needless to say, the North then, being supplied by Russia, invaded the South mistakenly thinking the U.S. and U.N. would not interfere.

  We packed up our outfit, went to the Port in Seattle and took a cruise on a converted D.P. (displaced persons) ship. It had been in service to carry displaced persons from Europe to their new homes after WW II.  We were some 2500 soldiers on a ship meant to carry 1800.  We stopped twice in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, supposedly so the ship could make fresh water. It also may have broken down. We arrived in Japan in late august 1950.

  After a short stay at Atsugi air base in Japan to re-coup, we headed to Pusan Korea in a couple of LST’S (Landing Ship Tanks).  We arrived there shortly our troops were getting ready to break out of the so-called “Pusan perimeter”. This was probably mid September, 1950..  We lost a lot of young guys in the battle to keep North Korea from driving our forces off the main land.  When the war first started, a friend of mine from back home was stationed in El Paso in the artillery. I was amazed that he went to Korea and was back in El Paso in the hospital before I left for Korea. Pusan was a refugee nightmare.

   General MacArthur had sent a force to Inchon, made a landing there half way up the peninsula and cut off the North Koreans, letting our troops in the Pusan perimeter break loose. MacArthur then made a big mistake in sending a force to make a landing on the east coast, up near North Korea and spearheaded the troops all the way to the Yalu River.  It was way below zero, November I think, and before they could attack, a couple of hundred thousand Chinese decided to get in the war.  They crossed the river and practically annihilated our forces.  Most of these that weren’t killed outright froze to death.

 Several of us, under the command of a Major, went North with tractors to evacuate an ordinance company that was about to be overrun by the Chinese in Ascom City, just outside of Inchon.  The roads we traveled were mostly no-mans land at that time and when we found a building to sleep in, I had a 50-caliber machine gun at my feet.  I also spent the coldest night of my life on that trip.  We had stopped at an MP checkpoint and dozens of kids swarmed us.  One of them took my sleeping bag from the inside of my spare tire, where I had tied it. That night I took off my boots and socks and wrapped them in a blanket and slept sitting in the cab of the tractor, an international, with a cloth top and no windows.  The temperature was about –10 degrees Fahrenheit.  I made myself a promise that if I ever got out of that place, I would never gripe about the heat again.

  Following that trip, where I had come about some Chinese weapons, I stayed in a Korean Spa that had been commandeered, for two weeks, while unloading and driving tanks, ducks etc. from ships.  It had a very hot pool in the basement, from natural Hot Springs.  The water was so hot you had to inch your way into it, and when you got out, you had to crawl up the stairs.  One night I did this and plopped across the bed naked.  I woke up the next morning with a high fever and spent several days in the hospital with pneumonia.

  Early in January 1951, I spent some time attached to a Pennsylvania trucking company, on an island off the coast of Korea (KOJEDO) where we were setting up Prisoner of War camps.  There was also a cadre of young American doctors who were getting their surgical training at the camp.  I heard that if a prisoner complained of  a cold, they would take his appendix out or whatever they needed to practice.  The Red Cross sent two females (nice looking) to give us a small party.  I had cold cuts and bread and a couple of gin and tonic.  I got sick and had the dry heaves for the first time in my life.  Spent all night at the toilet trying to get my guts to stop trying to come out of my throat  We lived in 9 man squad tents.  Whoever woke up first had to light the diesel oil heaters.  They would get so hot that the stack would glow in the dark.  We didn’t get much food as the supply lines weren’t fully set up, and I would buy eggs and rice from the Koreans, and cook on our heaters.  Folks at home would also send food. One of my friends favorites was smashed Pecan pie. Mama would make two Pecan Pies & put the Tin Pans together face to face & wrap it up for some protection & mail it to me. After about 6 weeks of traveling in the hold of some cargo ship, the pies still were delicious.  The mail did get through.  We had all the sardines we could eat. I never ate one!!  That’s what we paid off the Korean help with, and the prisoners ate them[the sardines]..

  The prisoners were used to carry rocks up an incline and drop them into a rock crusher, so they could be used to build roads.  They (prisoners) would deliberately miss the chute and hit the engine, breaking off things like generators, relays etc.  It kept us busy keeping these and the trucks going.  We also had a Typhoon hit us on the Island.  I have pictures of the mess it caused with our equipment.[Later comment; Most of my photos were lost in the Hurricane Katrina flood ,which is another story].

  In early spring 1951, our company again boarded an LST and landed at Inchon, then on to Seoul, the Capital and about 10-15 miles behind the enemy lines at that time.  We set up our company in an abandoned and bombed out university.  We stayed there until most of us were rotated in April 1952.

  Some of our guys were unloading bombs from airplanes, when a saber jet came in and overshot the runway, landing in a shallow creek.  John Baker crawled up on the wing and was messing with the wrong button in the cockpit.  The launch mechanism,  went off and he flew into the air for about 50 feet.  They sent him home to recover, and I’ve tried my best to locate him.  He was from Olympia Washington.

 Dad died when he was 89 

I would have graduated from high school in January, 1950, if I had stayed the course, but I didn’t and in some ways I’m sorry, but I did learn a lot, saw a lot, was able to go to college on the GI bill, and learned a lot about how to get along with people from all over the U.S., and the world. When I returned from Korea, I worked for a short time as a mechanic, and then worked for Gulf Oil in Port Arthur for 10 years. 

I had worked at Gulf Oil about four years when some of my veteran friends said why don’t we go to college at night and get some of that easy GI bill money. College caught on with Robert King and me, who retired as superintendent of schools in his home county in Alabama, and out of the eight or so Friends that started out, we two stuck with it, and I received my BS in Engineering in 1961. I had continued to work for Gulf Oil all but one year, (my senior year), built another house, and Edna and I had four children before I finished college.

   I liked school more than I would admit, but my study habits were such that in high school I didn`t do very well. As I said before, my mind was on two things; I wanted to be part of the war effort and I loved the girls.

I liked my teachers. I remember that our P.E. coach and one of the teachers had something going and they got married (we were all aware of their situation and we followed their progress until they married). It wasn`t long after they married, that he died with cancer. The whole student body was in shock.

   I actually worked for my science teacher, in his dairy. Why he had a dairy I`ll never figure out, because he also did professional photographs for men`s soap commercials for Ladies Home Journal and Saturday Evening Post, (One of those guys that looked like a 1920`s silent film star of a Hemingway film, with his hair all slicked back. 

Many of our female teachers in those days were so dedicated to teaching that they remained old maids all their life.  

 I played football, but I preferred to be in the bleachers where there was more going on. I played tackle and guard. We went all over the State to football games, hitch-hiking to many. There was no problem in hitchhjking in those days.

 My parents weren’t the type to push music lessons or similar activities, but my friend Gerald Borel , an only child, took piano. I envied Gerald (I told him that a couple of years ago), and when I was stationed in El Paso, I found a music teacher and started taking piano lesions. After about 3 lessons, our Company Commander called a meeting and said we were headed for Korea. That was the end of my musical career.  

Various other jobs?     

  Fort Ord had two story wooden Barracks that were neatly lined in a row with wide wooden steps that the guys used to lounge on when we were not busy. There was one Platoon on each floor. The Fort sprawled for miles on the Rocky Coast of California, about 100 miles South of San Francisco. There were woods (a forest) in back of the fort that was used for training. The whole place was in a beautiful setting, and when I returned to the area circa 1990, the fort had been replaced with subdivisions and Towns.

 I had such fond memories of the area; Salinas and of course there was the beautiful towns of Monterey, and Carmel by the sea. In Carmel, I recall Dutch doors that people left open during the day, and flowers everywhere you looked. By this time of the year, the weather back home had dried all the foliage and the grass had turned brown, but here everything was lush and looked just like the movies that were shot here. I still remember the docks in Monterey, they could have been in a nineteenth century setting. I have or had a photo of me (close up) taken at one of those machines where you put your money in and it took your photo. Well I look like I was some home sick. The photo was one that was probably destroyed in Hurricane Katrina and that story will come much later.

We traveled to

San Francisco by hitch hiking a ride with a trucker.

   Our instructor, in charge of our platoon, was covered in quest. #2. I have no

 recollection of the others, except that they were most all battle trained WW11

 vets. I don`t recall any Instructors being mean . You get to where you enjoy

 marching, parades, etc., even when you see some guys pass out.

 

   Having joined a peacetime army, I have always considered that Basic training was not as stringent as It would have been if we were looking at being sent into combat after basic training. Our instructors were firm but decent, and as stated earlier, we spent a good bit of time fighting forest fires in the mountains. That was hot and sweaty and we probably spent as much time in the mountains fighting the fires as in camp doing the Army thing.  

    

  Our day started with a wake up announcement from our platoon leader who explained what we should “drop” and what we should grab in no uncertain words. We had to dress, make our bed and fall in outside in a definite time, which we learned fast, to keep the harmony. 

  The barracks had to be scrubbed and as I recall, this was on Saturday morning with GI brushes and octagon soap. Ai seem to remember that we visited the Soldiers club on the weekends and drank the beer they sold that had a lesser percentage of alcohol than civilian beer, but it cost less and was good.

The army used wool olive drab uniforms year round at Ord, the were nice to have on in the early morning and late afternoon, but hell to wear during the mid day heat.

We did night marches into the woods on occasion,, under full pack as I recall Some of these were initiated after we had just gotten to sleep after lights out when the PA system played someone’s version of taps. 

 Melvin Trumble                

    I doubt that I knew anything about Korea, except that after WW11 I must have heard about the atrocities committed by Japan in Korea and China,  

I joined a Peacetime Army with no thoughts of a war to come. When it did, I felt, as I should have, that my Country said go, so I went, no questions asked. Besides, this wasn`t going to take long. 

     Both the El Paso news  and the Base paper kept us up on what was happening, but we were busy taking final leaves, getting our gear ready and sending it on before us, as the plan was to have our shops etc. waiting for us in Yokohama . Of course this didn`t happen, so we got to see some of Japan, this country that I first considered to be such a culture shock and later, after seeing Korea, felt that Japan was the next thing to being Stateside.  

  In those days, people didn`t (most any way) have the attitudes that so many have today. We wouldn`t think of opposing the war. 

    This of course was considered a Police action, and we would be home for Thanksgiving. We didn`t discuss among our selves whether it was right or wrong to go, it was duty and this was our job.

  

   

 

     I had sold my car, I don`t remember why, as I sold it to Eddie Beym and Eddie went with us. to Korea.

I did go home to tell the folks and my girlfriend Edna Gross goodbye, and gave her a ring, which her dad forbid her to wear because she was still in school.

We will have to go back at this point to when I was about 13 and wanted an after school job. Edna`s dad, Mr. Roland (Dick) Gross and his wife Polly, both of Cajun decent and from South East La., satisfied his dream and bought out a small family grocery in my neighborhood. They had two children at the time, the older of which was eleven year old Edna. I went to work at the store, as my brother later did and some of my friends from time to time. There was no A/C in those days and my biggest job was cleaning the bad leaves from the cabbage, lettuce and other vegetables, culling the bad fruit, and checking the chicken coops that held the chickens that were delivered daily to sell people, they would take the chicken home, wring it`s neck, pluck the feathers and prepare it for cooking; A culinary art that’s has been lost to prosperity. 

   As part of the package deal to purchase the store, the Grosses` acquired the house that was connected to the store with a breezeway and therefore lived there, with Mrs. Gross working in the store as much as the house. Edna then, was in the store a lot after school and watched as I peeled the decaying leaves from the Cabbage. She had a nickname for me, this cute little girl 18 months my junior (18 months difference at 13 years is a big difference), the nickname of course was Cabbage. She also, unbeknownst to me, announced to her Mother that she was going to marry me; not then, but when it came time to do so.

  Of course I joined the Army at seventeen, but Edna and I were in touch until after I got to Ft Bliss and after a couple of times at home on leave and dating Geogie Fizer and my next door neighbor Maxine, we, Edna and I started writing, and when I went home on leave I would see her and finally her dad consented to her dating me. (Through all my army life, I never even thought of marrying someone that wasn`t from my home town) that’s why I never allowed myself to get romantic with the girls I met, especially Geneva in Atlanta, but it would have been easy to do so. 

   Edna`s family were staunch Roman Catholic and Mr Gross, and although he liked me very much, Mr. Gross was dead set against Edna`s heading towards a romantic involvement with me and even tried to get her to go out with a young man he knew that was of the right persuasion. It didn`t work, we stayed in contact by mail during my Korean sojourn, and when I returned in May of 1952, we set the date for August 1st of that year. Mr. Gross was convinced by Mrs. Gross and Edna that it would work and it did for twenty two years and five loving and healthy children.   

  I was christened in the Episcopal church when I was a baby, but Mom was Baptist, and when we moved to Port Arthur the Episcopal church was downtown and miles away. Mom therefore took us to the Baptist Church that was within walking distance if the car didn1t happen to be available. I, therefore, was and am an Episcopalian raised with Baptist values mixed with a lot of Catholic notions picked up during my present marriage when attending church with Maxine, my wife of nearly twenty three years, but that’s all much later and a lot of water under the bridge. 
We had gone by troop train to Ft Louis Wash., where we got shots and did the things you did when going to a war zone; Insurance, allotments, etc. I remember a guy in line to get the shots. He passed out as they were getting ready to stick him. When he was out they gave him the shots. When he came to, he was ok until he found out what they had done. He passed out again.

We took a ship that was previously used as a Displaced Persons ship after WW11 , now Manned by the Army Transportation Service. On the first day out, with some 2300 guys on board a ship meant to carry much less, they fed us the customary greasy Pork Chops. There were some sick guys before we had cleared the Straits of Juan De Fuca. 

Half way across the Pacific we stopped dead in the water for two days. We were told that the ship had to make fresh water.

The trip was an experience, and the start of a long non intentional diet that left me 40 pounds lighter by the time I arrived back home nearly two years later. I volunteered for mess hall {KP} duty on the ship to get a better chance at something to eat.  We mostly slept on deck under the stars because of the crowed conditions below. We ran with no smoking on deck at night, but we had a couple of movies to watch.

We were to go to Atsugi Airbase in Japan, wait for our gear, trucks etc. to get there, then head for Pusan on an LST, though it wasn`t told to us at this time.

My first awakening to the difference in Culture was when we arrived at the dock in Yokahama. I was leaning on the rail as we docked. The street below was full of Japanese busy doing their duties of what ever they do, but this one guy was standing on the curb and urinating in the street. That was the first of many Cultural shocks I would receive in the next couple of years.

Atsugi Air Base was close enough to Tokyo to take a taxi or catch a train. We hired a taxi once and found that the driver had to stop several times to get some dry wood to put in the burner on the trunk that converted the fumes into methane gas that the engine would use as fuel. It worked! I was to see that type of energy used several times in autos and one lunger boats that put putted across the bays in a splendor that only can be seen in the far East. 

The rate of exchange for currency in Japan was about the best any GI could ask for, and we all used that well. I went back to Tokyo and met up with the husband of my future wife (Edna)`s cousin, who was a mess sergeant in Tokyo. He showed me the town and all the important things to a young GI. We went to a Bar where there was a young Woman that I was told was a white Russian. I had never thought of Russians as white or black, but this encounter naturally led me to assume then that most Russians were Black or Asian and a white Russian was not common. It was years before I found out better.

We packed up again and went to Yokohama to board a couple of LST`s that were already loaded with our gear, and headed for Korea. Of course we had been told that we were to be home by Thanksgiving. I don’t think we knew ahead of time where we would land. Of course Pusan was the only Port that South Korea had under their control at that time, but a nineteen year old kid wouldn`t know all that.

I don`t recall the date we landed but it was about the time that our guys were ready to break out of the socalled Pusan perimeter. {I have three battle stars and as I recall, one is for the Pusan perimeter)

 Pusan was the worst shock I would ever receive, a city crowded with refugees from both enemy occupied South Korea and North Korea, and thousands arriving daily with little or no possessions, waifs in the streets naked and eating filthy scraps if they were lucky enough to find some, the stench of death and dying, and God only knows what else, as Korean food did not whet our appetites. The kids would beg for any scrap you could give them, while the older girls would do any thing to get allow them to get food for them and their family. This, I found later in life, was common in any country that was under these same conditions. People will do anything to survive

 We unloaded our trucks from the LST and went directly to Hialeah Compound, on the outskirts of Pusan, and towards the East, as best I can remember. I seem to remember the compound as one that had been there and used during the occupation  by the Americans after WW11. We had at least one guy that had been in Korea then, and his stories about how fraternization with GI`s meant being hung from a light pole, was the most of us knew about Korea.

 We sat up camp at Hialeah compound, and began repairing vehicles. We were not trained to repair Tanks, but that was what was needed desperately. I found myself doing just that, and taking the tanks out in the surrounding country side to test drive them. That was fun, life was relatively bearable, we had been promised that we would be home for Thanksgiving, the Red Cross had sent some girls to set up a station that served coffee and donuts at the compound, and it was OK. We slept in our sleeping bags on cots in the old buildings and we could survive. 

 About eight of us were sent on a detail to Kojedo, an island off the coast that was being set up as a Prisoner of war camp. We joined some other Ordnance people and were attached to a Pennsylvania National Guard trucking company sent there to build roads for the camp. They were a very nice group of guys and I made friends with a lot of them.

Our group consisted of a Lieutenant (a reservist from Mississippi and a despicable person), me, Jim Manard, Eddie Beym, Finch, Ferris, a young North Korean refugee named Hon E Suk who looked to be maybe 10 years old but was actually 15( Ferris had come by him and hired him as our House Boy and swore that he would get him to the US) a Master sergeant, and -----.others making our contingent about twelve total.

There was a Mash unit also being set up and a Prisoner of war camp detachment. 

  The biggest problem was the rock crushing machines, which had a hopper at the top that the prisoners would carry rocks up to, using a wooden ramp that was built on an incline. They could see the engine down below, and purposely miss the hopper and drop a big rock on the engine, breaking the carburetor or generator or some other vital part, causing a shut down, thereby routing us out of bed at 3am to go repair the rock crusher. We heard the mash unit had a bunch of young doctors that needed practice.

Word was that if the prisoner had a cold and the doctor needed to practice on the stomach, that’s what he got, a gall bladder or some other stomach operation. Probably just talk!!

We lived through a hell of a Typhoon and had all of our shop tents and equipment torn up. 

A couple of us would regularly take a truck, board an LST to the mainland and travel to our company back in Pusan for parts, spend the night and then back to the Island. 

 The Korean People and their Country
They were an unusual lot, these Koreans who mostly wore nothing but white, the women walking around with baskets on their heads and all of them etching out an existence in a time of great turmoil and uncertainty. In one year many of them had walked the entire length of their Country not once but twice, leaving home each time the Invaders came and returning for a short while in the late fall, only to be invaded again by the Chinese again in winter.

I was told by a Korean friend that they mourned the death of an Emperor for a hundred years. This meant you would always be in mourning, that is, until the last Emperor had been dead for that long, as the Country was now a Democracy. 

I don`t remember if I ever found out the truth about a Korean funeral, but the funeral Procession usually included two different boxes that appeared to have the head in one box and the rest of the body in the second carrier, trailing the first all in a walking procession and heading for a burial site that would be a pile of rocks on the mountain side. Flat ground in this country was so hard to come by that burial sites were always on a hillside and as I recall the body was surrounded (covered) by stones, with the departed in a sitting position.

Many were well educated, most having been taught to read and write English in school, but as would be with an American taking a foreign language in school and trying to use it in the Country of its origin, especially an Asian country, the language barrier was great, except that we were very fast to pick up enough of a mixture of Korean and Japanese to handle the essential communications ( mostly social} Since the Japanese had occupied Korea for many years  prior to the end of WW11, they knew Japanese and had been forced to lean it.

  I had about 15 Koreans and 5 American Gis` working under me in the shop I ran in the Seoul area, including an old Gentleman that was my interpreter, and had been an a professor in electronics before the war. I can still conjure up in my mind an image of him. He was proud thru it all, and not only was he my helper, but he was a staunch believer in the old customs; and thru it all, didn`t take to these foreign troops who came to his country to help, but also helped themselves to the young women that were more than anxious to be friendly with the Americans, many of whom {Americans} after many months of living in these squalid conditions had decided that they would never make it home to America, and so to speak, Live as though it wasn`t ever going to happen.

  We had a house boy while on Kojedo, my friend Ferris had found him hungry and with no family in Pusan, I think. His name was Hon E. Suk, about fourteen at the time, but about the size of a ten year old American boy. Hon was loyal to all of us, did our bargaining with the locals and was kind of like a younger brother to us. I hope he made it to the US, as Ferris had planned to do every thing in his power after he returned, to make it so.  

   Although Korea was miserable to us it was, and I suspect still is, a beautiful mountainous country with flat areas etched out on the mountain sides to grow their rice and leafy vegetables that, when mixed in a pungent dish of fish and spices, had no appeal to us what so ever. As we would walk through their market places, many different aromas would surface that we had never smelled before, such as fish drying in a display that you had to duck under, if you dare trust your sense of smell enter the shop There were shops where you could get batteries etc., and get film developed, as long as you could use it without enlarging, They sold a brand of what we called International Brandy that would either ruin your insides or kill you. Most of us wouldn`t touch it. Private Reed, the left over from WW11 that had tried to hock the Captains dog back in Ft Bliss, woke me from my sleep on the trip from Pusan to Inchon as I lay in one of the hammocks that lined the below deck sleeping quarters on the port side of our LST. Hammocks lined each side of the compartment that ran most of the length of the ship. I heard Reed coming before he passed me, stumbling down the isle and screaming at the top of his lungs ‘Don`t throw me overboard Captain, I`ll jump”. Some of us followed to make sure he didn`t jump. Reed had  pulled a similar stunt in El Paso when he came in at 3am, carrying a quart of Oysters, pulled back the covers on his bed, poured the Oysters in the middle relieved himself and climbed in.He wqs a basket case, but never mean , just one of the guys the Army had to take care of after WW11.   

    Every time you saw a stream, you saw Korean women doing laundry by laying the article of clothing on a flat rock and pounding it with anotherrock. Having your laundry done by these artisans was cheap, and we always used their service. 

  As I said earlier, all Koreans wore white. The women who had babies to feed wore a blouse that was cut short in front and hung loosely open,with their breast nipples hanging so (I suspect) their baby could nurse more readily without the mother having to touch herself with her hands, especially if she was working in a rice paddy or other menial and dirty task.  

  After moving to Seoul and setting up in an abandoned university, we no longer had a ROK unit to pull guard duty, and so we were assigned that task on a rotating basis, meaning probably once a month you had guard duty. I distinctly remember one very cold night during the winter of 1951; I was standing Guard at a very lonely entrance to the Compound. As I stood there at about 3am, shivering and thinking of home and here I was half way around the world from my family and civilization, it all came down on me. I cried like a baby and came to the realization (albeit wrong) that after being promised so many times by the Military that we would be home soon, I would never make it back. I had been in Korea about 15 months, had had a Truman year tacked on to my enlistment, and it was looking like I would get another, as the UN wasn`t making any progress. 

  We (about nine of us, lived in a big class room, and as I recall we had three beds along each of three walls,, the other wall having the door that led to the hall and a table . We had our generators to provide power, home made toilets we had fashioned in one downstairs room that was like an eight hole out house with fifty five gallon drums below to catch the next days fertilizer for some Koreans garden. We had a separate room where we had showers built that were nice to use when it wasn`t cold. By this time, we had bargained with the Air force (when you wanted some favor from them, they always needed another jeep) to fly someone to Tokyo to buy booze and had set up a club in one of the buildings on the hill just above our barracks and office building. The next night we headed for the club after supper, where my usual  modus operandi was to stay sober and make sure that my buddies got back to our sleeping quarters safely. Well this night was different I exclaimed to all of them, I was going to get drunk and they better stay sober and take care of me. I told the Korean bar tender to line up thirty whiskey sours. (it takes twenty eight shots of alcohol to make a fifth and a standard mixed drink has one shot glass of alcohol) I don`t know if the bar tender recognized what I was asking for could be fatal and cut the drinks to save my life, but I downed thirty glasses in a row, not even giving the others a chance to get drunk. The guys told me later that as soon as I opened the door to head back to the room and the cold air hit me, I went berserk. They said that when we got to the room I was jumping from bed to bed like a monkey. 

  One funny incident happened one night as I was taking a shower. One of the guys had been out to visit one of the local houses and the merchandise within, and upon leaving had accidentally fell in a honey bucket when, he walked out the wrong door. He burst into the shower room stinking to high heaven, and I made a quick exit to avoid the stench. 

We had a chaplain, a Major who came from Battalion on Sundays to hold services. I believe he was Lutheran, Usually there were about 10 of us who attended. My upbringing dictated that I get involved and I assisted him in bringing in the hymnals and helping in the other duties that that needed my support.  

1.What date did you arrive in Korea?

We had gone by troop train to Ft Louis Wash., where we got shots and did the things you did when going to a war zone; Insurance, allotments, etc. I remember a guy in line to get the shots. He passed out as they were getting ready to stick him. When he was out they gave him the shots. When he came to, he was ok until he found out what they had done. He passed out again.

We took a ship that was previously used as a Displaced Persons ship after WW11 , now Manned by the Army Transportation Service. On the first day out, with some 2300 guys on board a ship meant to carry much less, they fed us the customary greasy Pork Chops. There were some sick guys before we had cleared the Straits of Juan De Fuca. 

Half way across the Pacific we stopped dead in the water for two days. We were told that the ship had to make fresh water.

The trip was an experience, and the start of a long non intentional diet that left me 40 pounds lighter ived back home nearly two years later. I volunteered for mess hall {KP} duty on the ship to get a better chance at something to eat.  We mostly slept on deck under the stars because of the crowed conditions below. We ran with no smoking on deck at night, but we had a couple of movies to watch.

We were to go to Atsugi Airbase in Japan, wait for our gear, trucks etc. to get there, then head for Pusan on an LST, though it wasn`t told to us at this time.

My first awakening to the difference in Culture was when we arrived at the dock in Yokahama. I was leaning on the rail as we docked. The street below was full of Japanese busy doing their duties of what ever they do, but this one guy was standing on the curb and urinating in the street. That was the first of many Cultural shocks I would receive in the next couple of years.

Atsugi Air Base was close enough to Tokyo to take a taxi or catch a train. We hired a taxi once and found that the driver had to stop several times to get some dry wood to put in the burner on the trunk that converted the fumes into methane gas that the engine would use as fuel. It worked! I was to see that type of energy used several times in autos and one lunger boats that put putted across the bays in a splendor that only can be seen in the far East. 

The rate of exchange for currency in Japan was about the best any GI could ask for, and we all used that well. I went back to Tokyo and met up with the husband of my future wife (Edna)`s cousin, who was a mess sergeant in Tokyo. He showed me the town and all the important things to a young GI. We went to a Bar where there was a young Woman that I was told was a white Russian. I had never thought of Russians as white or black, but this encounter naturally led me to assume then that most Russians were Black or Asian and a white Russian was not common. It was years before I found out better.

We packed up again and went to Yokohama to board a couple of LST`s that were already loaded with our gear, and headed for Korea. Of course we had been told that we were to be home by Thanksgiving. I don’t think we knew ahead of time where we would land. Of course Pusan was the only Port that South Korea had under their control at that time, but a nineteen year old kid wouldn`t know all that.

I don`t recall the date we landed but it was about the time that our guys were ready to break out of the so called Pusan perimeter. {I have three battle stars and as I recall, one is for the Pusan perimeter)

 Pusan was the worst shock I would ever receive, a city crowded with refugees from both enemy occupied South Korea and North Korea, and thousands arriving daily with little or no possessions, waifs in the streets naked and eating filthy scraps if they were lucky enough to find some, the stench of death and dying, and God only knows what else, as Korean food did not whet our appetites. The kids would beg for any scrap you could give them, while the older girls would do any thing to get allow them to get food for them and their family. This, I found later in life, was common in any country that was under these same conditions. People will do anything to survive

 We unloaded our trucks from the LST and went directly to Hialeah Compound, on the outskirts of Pusan, and towards the East, as best I can remember. I seem to remember the compound as one that had been there and used during the occupation  by the Americans after WW11. We had at least one guy that had been in Korea then, and his stories about how fraternization with GI`s meant being hung from a light pole, was the most of us knew about Korea.

 We sat up camp at Hialeah compound, and began repairing vehicles. We were not trained to repair Tanks, but that was what was needed desperately. I found myself doing just that, and taking the tanks out in the surrounding country side to test drive them. That was fun, life was relatively bearable, we had been promised that we would be home for Thanksgiving, the Red Cross had sent some girls to set up a station that served coffee and donuts at the compound, and it was OK. We slept in our sleeping bags on cots in the old buildings and we could survive. 

 About eight of us were sent on a detail to Kojedo, an island off the coast that was being set up as a Prisoner of war camp. We joined some other Ordnance people and were attached to a Pennsylvania National Guard trucking company sent there to build roads for the camp. They were a very nice group of guys and I made friends with a lot of them.

Our group consisted of a Lieutenant (a reservist from Mississippi and a despicable person), me, Jim Maynard, Eddie Beym, Finch, a Mexican Indian whose name I can`t recall, Ferris, a young North Korean refugee named Hon E Suk who looked to be maybe 10 years old but was actually 15( Ferris had come by him and hired him as our House Boy and swore that he would get him to the US) a Master sergeant, and -----.others making our contingent about twelve total.

There was a Mash unit also being set up and a Prisoner of war camp detachment. 

  The biggest problem was the rock crushing machines, which had a hopper at the top that the prisoners would carry rocks up to, using a wooden ramp that was built on an incline. They could see the engine down below, and purposely miss the hopper and drop a big rock on the engine, breaking the carburetor or generator or some other vital part, causing a shut down, thereby routing us out of bed at 3am to go repair the rock crusher. We heard the mash unit had a bunch of young doctors that needed practice.

Word was that if the prisoner had a cold and the doctor needed to practice on the stomach, that’s what he got, a gall bladder or some other stomach operation. Probably just talk!!

We lived through a hell of a Typhoon and had all of our shop tents and equipment torn up. 

A couple of us would regularly take a truck, board an LST to the mainland and travel to our company back in Pusan for parts, spend the night and then back to the Island. 

  Hialeah compound, according to information recently gathered, was originally built as a Horserace Track after WW11. Somehow during the American occupation of South Korea during the pre Korean War period, it was converted to a US Army garrison. It was located very close to the Harbor and being used as a replacement Depot when we arrived. Although I don’t remember much detail after fifty eight years, I do remember that we set up Shop there and got to work right away. At first we had to also pull Guard duty in addition to our other work, and most of us from time to time were sent on special assignment to support other operations, such as the trip up North to evacuate first Ordnance from Ascom City, which will be addressed later. Later on, a ROK battalion was assigned to us and they pulled the guard duty. We would be gone for a few days or a few weeks on these details, using our heavy equipment to recover tanks etc., from the field. 

  I seem to remember that Hialeah Compound was to the East of the main city and on the main road leading to Tagu, Taegon and then on to Seoul, Inchon, Ascom city and just beyond Seoul was the 38th parallel; the dividing line between North and South Korea.  We hadn`t been at Hialeah for long, perhaps no longer than six weeks, when the Red Cross opened a Cantina right next to our company area at Hialeah, serving coffee and doughnuts for everyone that was passing through. With little or nothing to do with any spare time we had, we drank a lot of coffee and ate doughnuts served by American Women (USO) at the canteen. As food wasn`t that available nor appetizing, we feasted on the doughnuts for awhile, and the coffee. When I started to walk around in a stupor, I blamed it on the cream used in the coffee and quit using cream (I still drink my coffee black), but come to think of it, I wonder if they were putting Salt Peter in the cream? Or, maybe that was the story going around and every one swore off of cream!

   Explanation: Food was very hard to come by for the first few months in Korea and what did get there was sent to the guys on the front lines as a first priority; America had sold off its fleet, junked it`s weapons after WW11 and had a peacetime Army capable of marching in Parades only. When the war broke out, the US had to buy junk LST`s from Japanese cattle haulers to get men with weapons and ammo that didn`t work, to Pusan to try and stem the tide of the advance of the invading Army. The US was using ships like I crossed on, the D.P. ship that was still equipped with facilities to spray DDT to kill the lice on the Displaced persons they had been hauling. When there were supplies and food available, and it just wasn`t getting there,(not on time anyway),the  supplies had to go to the front lines first, And Rightfully So  Our Army partially paid the Korean help with Sardines, which there seemed to be plenty of, Some of the guys ate them (Sardines) but I didn`t and would later buy eggs from the Koreans on Kojedo and cook and eat an egg/rice mix that was palatable.

   After all these years, I need to get the sequence of our events straight, before going on 

Landed at Pusan circa September 1950

 Inchon Landing was on Sept 25 1950 (We were at Hialeah most of the winter 1950) 

Chinese enter War Nov. 1950

Convoy north to Ascom City { near Inchon) to evacuate 1st Ordnance Co. when China invaded. End of November or early December, 1950 

Assigned to unload vehicles from ships at harbor in Pusan after returning from trip North

Assigned to Kojedo  January 1951

Move to Seoul -Spring of 1951. 

R&R to Osaka –Fall of 1951

Rotated April 1952 

Discharged May 12th 1952

   Working on the Tanks` drive mechanism which isn`t really that different than a truck, once you get the Armor plate out of the way, not in those days anyway as the tanks were not that sophisticated like the later models. Actually, we worked on anything that had problems, from Ducks to jeeps, trucks, etc. We had two Tank retrievers, which were large wreckers with long beds and many wheels to spread the load. The main problem was the bitter cold and working on these cold monsters (also trucks and jeeps) in below zero weather where your bare hands would stick to the steel if you weren`t careful.

   We had heaters (usually a 55 gallon drum w/wood coal) going in the shop and every once in a while we just had to go and warm our hands. We were working under a Warrant Officer that had not been with our company before we arrived in Pusan. He didn`t understand that we couldn`t work continuously and threatened us every time we tried to warm our hands. He said that the ROK company that had been assigned to us and was pulling Guard duty had the same MOS as we , and if we didn`t do as he said he would let them come in and do our  work and we would have to pull the Guard duty. We had seen them pulling Guard duty, standing around a fire and telling jokes or what ever. And figured this would be a good switch-of course they were not mechanics but young kids they had grabbed off the streets and pressed into service. 

After talking it over with the guys, I put together a letter saying that we would like to make the switch. We all signed the letter and I took it to the Warrant Officer. He didn`t know what to say at first, but then threatened to Court Martial me for inciting a riot. Needless to say, I shut up, but he lety up on us some after that. It wasn`t that we didn`t want to do our job, the cold wasn`t something you could take litely.

    Later we went to Ascom city to evacuate the 1st Ordnance, Co.. as the Chinese had entered the war. I had my worst experience with the cold, although it was nothing compared with the front line troops that were actually freezing to death, in addition to being shot. 

We left Pusan in our Tractors, mostly International soft top cabs with only cloth tops and no side curtains. We were two men to a tractor with no trailer, as we were on our way to get the 1st Ordinance trailers and bring them back to Pusan. We inched along the road from Pusan to Tagu that first day, parting the evacuees on the high mountain roads as they tried to make their way south to Pusan in the snow covered and Icy mountain roads that were beautiful in summer and frightfully dangerous in winter. These people were families that had babies in their Mothers arm, a basket of clothes or other belongings on her head, young children in their native rubber shoes that didn`t help keep out the cold, parents and grand parents that were determined to stay ahead of the onslaught of the Chinese peoples Army. on an ancient highway with only one very narrow lane in each direction They were carrying all they owned on their back or head, or if a little more wealthy, an Oxen pulling a cart loaded with what they could carry of their life`s possessions. We faced this mass of refugees from the start of our trip in Pusan, to Ascom city, a trip of some 400 miles. There were probably 12 of us with six tractors and a Major who, as I recall, was our battalion Commander. When we reached Tagu , we came upon an MP check point where we were forced to stop. There were little kids all over the place wanting anything you could give them. There were also some that were trying to sell trinkets, etc. They stormed the trucks, to our enjoyment, as we wanted to be friendly. After we were cleared through the checkpoint we headed on to Taegon. This was “No Mans Land” from Tagu on, but we didn`t run into Enemy patrols. We headed for an abandoned air strip in Taegon that we were to use as our stopping place that night.. We were late on arriving, having been driving the crowded mountain roads and after dark using our blackout lights in driving snow. I guess we had munched on our c rations on the way, so we immediately wanted to sleep.  

One tremendous problem; the truck had two spare tires on racks that were mounted on the back of the Cab. Before we left our encampment at Hialeah, I had tied my sleeping bag inside one tire, to make more room in the cab. It was gone- one of those “not so cute now” little kids at the Check Point in Tagu was probably enjoying it`s warmth right now. My partner still had his sleeping bag, and we had two blankets. I took off my shoes and socks and wrapped my feet and socks in one blanket, wrapped the other blanket around me, and sat in the cab to get as much engine heat as possible, for as long as it would last. I was so tired that I think that I did go to sleep. Of course at a time such as this, Nature called about three am and I had to reverse my undressing mode and get a few feet from the truck to let Nature do its thing. It just happened there was some guy sleeping in the snow, almost completely covered. I moved away, did my duty and reversed my efforts in the truck again. The temperature was way below zero, and I was some cold. I prayed to God that if he would see me through this, that I would never bitch about the heat again. He did get me through that night, and I have never gripped about the heat since, even though as one grows older, the heat does become a problem. I have probably told that story a thousand times over the years. 

We moved on to Ascom city and Inchon the next morning. Elements of the Chinese Army were reported to be in the area, and the town was more like a ghost town in the civilian areas. I was able to get myself another sleeping bag & never tied it inside the spare tire again. On the way back to Pusan, we stopped the first night and stayed in a Quonset hut that was I think on the same airstrip we had stopped at on the way north. I was at the very rear of the building, my feet aiming towards the door, and a 50 caliber machine gun at my feet, so that all I had to do was sit up and squeeze the trigger. Luckily it was not needed and we had a successful trip back to Pusan, hauling several trailers with small arms and small arms equipment for repair, as that was the business of the 1st Ordinance company. During one stop, I was able to get me an Army 45 caliber pistol from the trailer we were pulling. While in Ascom city I came across a couple of Chinese Rifles that I had until I was ready to come home in 1952.( When we headed for the ship to come home, we were told that any weapons would be confiscated, which turned out to be untrue)                     
  After moving to our new quarters out side Seoul, one of the first things that was accomplished had to be Air raid trenches with some cover for any bombing we might endure. The North Korean s had a single engine airplane that would come over the area practically every night about midnight, sometimes gliding and power on again when very close and pretty low. At first the air raid siren would go off and we would get out of bed and head for the trenches. At first he dropped grenades or something, but after that we got complacent and we just stayed in bed for his performance. I never actually went to the front to fight with my rifle, but there were always Gorillas that we had to watch for –Great, I`m still here 

The Korean People and their Country

They were an unusual lot, these Koreans who mostly wore nothing but white, the women walking around with baskets on their heads and all of them etching out an existence in a time of great turmoil and uncertainty. In one year many of them had walked the entire length of their Country jn the snow, not once but twice, leaving home each time the Invaders came and returning for a short while in the late fall, only to be invaded again by the Chinese again in winter.

I was told by a Korean friend that his Country men mourned the death of an Emperor for a hundred years. This meant you would always be in mourning, that is, until the last Emperor had been dead for that long, as the Country was now a Democracy. 

I don`t remember if I ever found out the truth about a Korean funeral, but the funeral Procession usually included two different boxes that appeared to have the head in one box and the rest of the body in the second carrier, trailing the first all in a walking procession and heading for a burial site that would be a pile of rocks on the mountain side. Flat ground in this country was so hard to come by that burial sites were always on a hillside and as I recall the body was surrounded (covered) by stones, with the departed in a sitting position.

Many Koreans were well educated, most having been taught to read and write English in school, but as would be with an American taking a foreign language in school and trying to use it in the Country of its origin, especially an Asian country, the language barrier was great, except that we were very fast to pick up enough of a mixture of Korean and Japanese to handle the essential communications (mostly social} Since the Japanese had occupied Korea for many years prior to the end of WW11, they knew Japanese and had been forced to learn it.

  I had about 15 Koreans and 5 American GI s` working under me in the shop I ran in the Seoul area, including an old Gentleman that was my interpreter, and had been an a professor in electronics before the war. I can still conjure up in my mind an image of him. He was proud thru it all, and not only was he my helper, but he was a staunch believer in the old customs; and thru it all, didn`t take to these foreign troops who came to his country to help, but also helped themselves to the young women that were more than anxious to be friendly with the Americans, many of whom {Americans} after many months of living in these squalid conditions had decided that they would never make it home to America, and so to speak, Live as though it wasn`t ever going to happen.

  We had a House boy while on Kojedo, my friend Ferris had found him hungry and with no family in Pusan. His name was Hon E. Suk,, North Korean and had lost his family, about fourteen at the time, and about the size of a ten year old American boy. Hon was loyal to all of us, did our bargaining with the locals and was kind of like a younger brother to us. I hope he made it to the US, as Ferris had planned to do every thing in his power after he returned, to make it so.  

   Although Korea was miserable to us it was, and I suspect still is, a beautiful mountainous country with flat areas etched out on the mountain sides to grow their rice and leafy vegetables that, when mixed in a pungent dish of fish and spices, had no appeal to us what so ever. As we would walk through their market places, many different aromas would surface that we had never smelled before, such as fish drying in a display that you had to duck under, if you dare trust your sense of smell enter the shop. There were shops where you could get batteries etc., and get film developed, as long as you could use it without enlarging, They sold a brand of what we called International Brandy that would either ruin your insides or kill you. Most of us wouldn`t touch it. Private Reed, the left over from WW11 that had tried to hock the Captains dog back in Ft Bliss, woke me from my sleep on the trip from Pusan to Inchon as I lay in one of the hammocks that lined the below deck sleeping quarters on the port side of our LST. Hammocks lined each side of the compartment that ran most of the length of the ship. I heard Reed coming before he passed me, stumbling down the isle and screaming at the top of his lungs ‘Don`t throw me overboard Captain, I`ll jump”. Some of us followed to make sure he didn`t jump. Reed had pulled a similar stunt in El Paso when he came in at 3am, carrying a quart of Oysters, pulled back the covers on his bed, poured the Oysters in the middle relieved himself and climbed in. He was a basket case, but never mean, just one of the guys the Army had to take care of after WW11.   

    Every time you saw a stream, you saw Korean women doing laundry by laying the article of clothing on a flat rock and pounding it with another rock. Having your laundry done by these artisans was cheap, and we always used their service. 

  As I said earlier, all Koreans wore white. The women who had babies to feed wore a blouse that was cut short in front and hung loosely open, with their breast nipples hanging so (I suspect) their baby could nurse more readily without the mother having to touch herself with her hands, especially if she was working in a rice paddy or other menial and dirty task.  

  After moving to Seoul, we no longer had a ROK unit to pull guard duty, and so we were assigned that task on a rotating basis, meaning probably once a month you had guard duty. I distinctly remember one very cold night during the winter of 1951, I was standing Guard at a very lonely entrance to our Compound. As I stood there at about 3am, shivering and thinking of home and here I was half way around the world from my family and civilization, it all came down on me. I cried like a baby and came to the realization (albeit wrong) that after being promised so many times by the Military that we would be home soon, I would never make it back. I had been in Korea about 15 months, had had a Truman year tacked on to my enlistment, and it was looking like I would get another, as the UN wasn`t making any progress. 

  We (about nine of us, lived in a big class room, and as I recall we had three beds along each of three walls,, the other wall having the door that led to the hall, and also a table . We had our generators to provide power, home made toilets we had fashioned in one downstairs room that was like an eight hole out house with fifty-five gallon drums below to catch the next days fertilizer for some Koreans garden. We had a separate room where we had showers built that were nice to use when it wasn`t cold. By this time, we had bargained with the Air force (when you wanted some favor from them, they always needed another jeep) to fly someone to Tokyo to buy booze and had set up a club in one of the buildings on the hill just above our barracks and office building. The next night we headed for the club after supper, where my usual modus operandi was to stay sober and make sure that my buddies got back to our sleeping quarters safely. Well this night was different I exclaimed to all of them, I was going to get drunk and they better stay sober and take care of me. I told the Korean bar tender to line up thirty whiskey sours. (It takes twenty eight shots of alcohol to make a fifth and a standard mixed drink has one shot glass of alcohol) I don`t know if the bar tender recognized what I was asking for could be fatal and cut the drinks to save my life, but I downed thirty glasses in a row, not even giving the others a chance to get drunk. The guys told me later that as soon as I opened the door to head back to the room and the cold air hit me, I went berserk. They said that when we got to the room I was jumping from bed to bed like a monkey. 

  One funny incident happened one night as I was taking a shower. One of the guys had been out to visit one of the local houses of repute and the merchandise within, and upon leaving had accidentally fell in a honey bucket, when he walked out the wrong door. He burst into the shower room stinking to high heaven, and I made a quick exit to avoid the stench. 

We had a chaplain, a Major who came from Battalion on Sundays to hold services. I believe he was Lutheran, Usually there were about 10 of us who attended. My upbringing dictated that I get involved and I assisted him in bringing in the hymnals and helping in the other duties that that needed my support.  

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 Inocencio (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 those times, I have lost so much of the details, dates, etc.

   When I arrived at Mom and Dad’s house, There stood across the street my new Home that was 98% 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 had 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 Ferguson said he wanted to take me to lunch as my bachelor party at work. We went in his pickup to Houston avenue in Port Arthur, 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. We should have gone to Galveston.

   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 were Refineries), for a dollar and a half 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. All but Robert King and I did just that and dropped out after a couple of years. 

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. 

Next 

