 my best to locate him.  He was from Olympia Washington. 

                                            Emmett George [Pete} Dammon Jr.

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., and that’s where the stories start. Dad was Emmett, so they all asked mom while we were still in the hospital , what will we call him? Well dads sister Lela, who was moms 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 Ice house 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.

   About that Ice house 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 ice house, 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  past an Orphanage one day & she lamented , how nice it would be to be an Orphan & have those nice clothes, a nice building & 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 .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 moms 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, , & now has mellowed to his memory. Grandma  Lofton never had a bad thing to say about anyone. 

  When I was born, Mom & Dad were living  with Grandma Dammon. Mon has ofton 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. 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`s mother was Laura Houston  Walker, the niece of  General Sam Houston. Cousin Carrie, who lived in a big house overlooking the Red River, and having Grandma 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 have, & boxes of  Sam Houston land Grants, personal papers, etc., that was lost later because Dad trusted a man who advertised that he could authenticate the papers.

  After we moved to Port Arthur circa 1936, I went back to Grandma`s every summer for a visit. Laura, who lives in Gretna  now,[another story] & I were Grandmas favorites. I was Laura`s moms favorite[A Women who was probably possessed  & 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. Some 50 years later, I would use my knowledge of those cemeteries to find the grave of  my wife Maxine`s grandma, Maxine not having an inkling of where she was buried.         

   We moved to Port Arthur Texas when I was about four years old. . Dad was able to get on with Texaco at the refinery there  & when I found out he was working the graveyard shift I thought he was working in a graveyard. 

  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 after Dinner , 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 , 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 in action and they all came back alive at the end of the war.

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. 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. 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, we smooched in those days but that’s as far as it went.  

.  

 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.

  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.

  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. Co 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 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 just as 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 infantry.  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 night mare.

  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 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 tonics.  I got sick and had the dry heaves for the first time in my life.  Spent all night at the toilet.  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.  The mail did get through.  We had all the sardines we could eat.  That’s what we paid off the Koreans help with, and the prisoners.

  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.

  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 sabre 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, heard practically every one of his bones were broken and I’ve tried many times to locate him, without success.

