THE MEMOIRS OF ROYCE JEROME BRITTON (1926-2006)

My Father, Royce J. Britton, passed away on November 18, 2006, at the age of 80. After an eventful and fruitful life, Dad is at peace and will be remembered as a man of faith, family, community, and country.

During his declining years, Dad began work on the memoirs below in which he wrote about his formative years during the Great Depression and especially his participation in World War II, being a veteran of combat at Okinawa. If his family has any regrets, one is that Dad was unable to finish his memories, taking his story up only to his move to Pennsylvania in 1960 and his family life there. At some point, perhaps Mom will pick up the tale

In the meantime, what follows should be of interest to those who knew Royce Britton. But this history should also intrigue anyone curious about the history of the U.S. during the 1930s and 1940s, notably Dad's details of life on the plains of West Texas. Reading his memories for the first time, I was startled at the rich descriptions of the communities he grew up in, his sharing of personal insights into education of the time, the dreams of Americans during the Great Depression, and how a strong family helped shape him. I must admit, many of the particulars may not be completely accurate. My uncle, Charles Britton, doesn't remember the unique refrigerator Dad describes, although Charles admits the engineering principles are sound. He doesn't believe the Britton boys ever stole soda from the back of a truck. Then again, the Britton boys each have very different memories of the same time and place. I look forward to reading, someday, the memoirs of my uncles who have different perspectives of this period of time

This is not my story, so I will stop here. I hope I've provided context for these chapters and invite any readers to correct or add to what they knew of these places and times

With deep affection and respect for a nearly perfect role model,

Wes Britton 

Nov. 30, 2006

Introduction: A few thoughts as I begin to write my personal history 

By Royce J. Britton 

My life was molded by two great historical events. While the Great Depression and World War II were brief periods of time historically, both shaped my life as well as my contemporaries and the world. My personality and mind set evolved from a loving extended family as we went through history's greatest worldwide economic depression and the greatest war in history before my 20th birthday

I was born in 1926 from a loving mother and father who were of a generation evolving out of the Civil War and our nation's insatiable hunger for land. Olney Loren Britton and Pearl Cooper Britton had both grown up in the remote mountains of Southeastern Kentucky, and my father thought there was always a better opportunity somewhere else. I was born in Kentucky but my growing up years were in Texas

On April 1, 1945, I celebrated Easter Sunday in the hold of an APA ship with several hundred soldiers and marines at 200 hours, and at 400 hours, boarded a landing craft to hit Orange Beach in the first wave on Japanese held Okinawa Shima. We participated in the greatest land, sea, and air battle of all time to its conclusion. (1) After coming back from WWII, I began the rest of my life. First, studies at a Baptist college, then at Texas Tech. I participated in the extensive youth revivals that swept the country, received my commission as an Infantry officer, and got married. The rest of my story is of Betty and me

 I am writing this to Betty, my son Wesley and daughter Lori, as well as my deceased son, David and will try to give the details that might be of interest to them or an historian might find of interest 100 years from now. Dates and the sequence of events are from my memory as are the events described

(1) Hanson W. Baldwin, Military Historian, "Tennozan" 1992)
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1) My Beginnings 

I was born on March 14, 1926 in a house in Whitley City, Kentucky near the dripping springs railroad and the main highway. my mind and memories do not kick in until sometime in 1929 when we lived in Dougherty, Texas. The house I was born in, which my father, O.L. Britton built, and in which my two older brothers Charles and Morris were also born, no longer exists. But the house of my grandmother Britton still sits next door at the time of this writing (1999)

My father's mother, who we called Ma Britton, was a widow and my father was the second oldest of two boys and two girls. My Britton grandparents had married while they both lived in Williamsburg, Kentucky but had gone into nearby Tennessee to get married. The first few years of their marriage in Williamsburg included the birth of the four children. My grandfather worked for a sawmill securing logs from the river as they floated down from loggers 

They lived near my great grandfather Britton (Jordan) and his wife, the former Nancy Lowery. My brother Charles has done an in- depth study of our great grandfather and his change of name. John J. Jordan of Cleveland, Tennessee enlisted in a Georgia unit of the Union Army and spent his brief service mostly in a Union Hospital with an illness. He returned to Cleveland to marry Nancy. They moved to Williamsburg where he changed their last name to Britton during the 1870s after their children were born although he continued to receive an Army pension as a Jordan. The change to Britton was due to no reason that anyone has discovered. The family understanding was that Nancy (Nanny) was Cherokee Indian and this could well be, since the Cherokees had many families around Cleveland where they were married

My father's brother died at the age of 12 while they were living in Wilmore, Kentucky and is buried somewhere there. Wilmore is the location of a Methodist school that grandmother had her children attend for a time. At the children's home, their home also burned and they lost all family possessions

Grandmother Britton was ordained as a Methodist minister and served churches and institutions in Ohio and Kentucky, moving quite often. After her children were grown and married, she returned to Whitley City and is listed as one of the ministers of the Methodist church there. She also taught school some

Both of my parents came from families that placed great emphasis on education. Grandmother Britton was a strict supervisor of her children basing much of her teaching on the Bible, although even as a child I remember her reading different children's stories to us and my father acquired a good grasp of math and a desire for reading. My Father was one of those individuals that secured a thorough knowledge of the Bible and contributed to my attempts to understand Biblical teachings. I am often skeptical when some one quotes a small portion of the scriptures to support a limited view or says the Bible espouses a certain thought or action. I corresponded with my Grandmother while I was overseas during the war and from the time I spent with her I came to appreciate her devotion

Dad often told of his travels during World War I and immediately after. He had traveled through the western states of Wyoming, Colorado and Texas by train before returning to Kentucky and getting married. He worked along the way since the wartime economy offered plenty of jobs. Dad did not reach drafting age until shortly before the First World War ended. During the 30's he was somewhat pleased with that, but as all four of his sons participated in the Second World War and its aftermath, I think Dad harbored a twinge of remorse of his lack of military service. He and my younger brother, George, did join the "state guard" during WW II while they lived in Ballinger and on one occasion Dad volunteered to go in the Army transportation Corps but was denied because of his age

My Mother's parents lived down the main highway in Whitley City from Ma Britton's house and the Coopers too were products of the mountain culture of southeastern Kentucky. Grandfather Cooper was a man instilled in the work ethic and the goal of a better life for his children. He was a coal miner and for a time supervised the mules that pulled the mine cars. He was elected as jailer for the new county of McCreary twice, probably as an act of charity since he was the father of 14 children, 7 girls and 7 boys. Two of the children had died at birth. The jail provided housing and an allowance to feed inmates and my grandparent's family. He was not reelected and went back to work in the mines as a miner. I recall seeing him come home from the mines with coal dust all over is body completely covering his face. Although he continued to run for reelection, he was not reelected but did instill an interest in politics in his children. One served as the elected county clerk for many years

Grandmother Bell Cooper was a typical mountain mother. Besides having children, they raised an extensive garden and hogs. Not for resale but to feed the family. A wooden stove with a water container attached created hot water, clothes were washed in a large iron pot that also serve to make lye soap, and meals were prepared and dishes washed barely in time to begin preparations again to feed the family and growing number of grandchildren. I remember numerous times going to the garden to gather carrots, corn, turnips and other vegetables with my Grandmother . In my brother's search of county records, he found a letter from my grandfather to my grandmother's father asking for permission to marry her when she was 15 years of age and of my great grandfather's agreement

My Mother, Pearl Cooper Britton, was one of the top students in high school and was authorized to become a schoolteacher. But she chose marriage instead. Her older brother was to go to the Baptist College in Williamsburg and was a career teacher and administrator. He told me of the time he was to leave for the college when he told grandfather that he had changed his mind and grandfather whipped him and told him he was going. Two other uncles also became teachers although none of the girls did so. My trips back to Kentucky every year as I was growing up in Texas to spend time with relatives was certainly one of the highlights and nurturing of my personality

2) First Years in Texas

Our family left Kentucky in 1927 for life in Texas. I was a baby at the time and our family consisted of my father and mother, and two older brothers, Charles and Morris. Dad had found out about a job with a company in Grand Prairie, Texas that manufactured wheels for automobiles or wagons. Dad drove to Texas in our Whippet car and sent for the rest of us to come on the train. Automobiles were just beginning to be available to families and Dad was always one who was interested in the latest innovations

Mother took the train to Dallas through St. Louis. Our great aunt Mandy rode with her to St. Louis to help take care of us children. We have a family story of Mandy who was my Grandfather's sister and I'll tell it later. We arrived in Dallas at the train station and waited for Dad to pick us up. I was around 1 year old and this is from my brother's memories. Through some mix-up of time or location, they did not connect and Mother got help from traveler's aid and took transportation to Grand Prairie. It was probably by interurban or rail streetcar

The job fell through as the wheel maker went bankrupt but this was a time of an economic boom created after the first world war. So our family moved to Cedar Hill where Dad secured a job driving an oil delivery truck. Recently (1997) my brother Morris and I went back to Cedar Hill to see if anything of those days remains. We met a man who remembered my Dad as the man from Kentucky who wore laced up boots. We have pictures of Dad in those boots and of our family in front of the Cedar Hill house and the Whippet. We found the location of the house--now a vacant lot. Dad probably drove the truck to the oil company's headquarters' in Grand Prairie and delivered gas and oil in the Cedar Hill area. We also found the site of the oil company' s headquarters in Grand Prairie. It has a historical marker for it was the forerunner of Mobil Oil (Magnolia)

We did not live in Cedar Hill for any length of time but I think we lived in several places in the Dallas area for Dad attended barber school at some time and was an accomplished barber. Dad cut all four of his son's hair for years and I do not remember going to a regular barbershop until I was 14 or 15 years old. His ability as a barber initiated our next move as Dad learned of a newly established town in West Texas that needed a barber or so you would think and so did my Dad

We again loaded into the "Whippet" and moved to Dougherty, Texas. It was a new town established by one of the entrepreneurs, veterans of the First World War. Frank Dougherty had purchased a large amount of farmland on the Caprock of West Texas, established a town including laid out streets, curbs, and an installed water tower and system. A brand new railroad served the town, the Quanah, Acme, and Pacific. There were two groceries, a drug store, two lumberyards, a cotton gin, two grain elevators, two churches and most of the houses were recently built. An oil distributor with storage tanks had also been installed by one of the major oil companies. A prairie house or two by early settlers may have existed but it was basically a brand new enterprise typical of the optimism of that time

Frank Dougherty was a land speculator of the early 1900's, and had built brick buildings to house a grocery and drug store and rented vast farmlands to farmers who came and went. One of the buildings had a space in the back for a barbershop where Dad set up business. Somehow the farmers and merchants of Dougherty did not require enough haircuts to keep Dad in business

Fortunately Dad had experience as a railroad station clerk in Kentucky and when the first station agent at the new QA&P station decided to return to civilization in Dallas, my Dad secured that job and began a somewhat consistent career with the railroad industry. He had served briefly as a railroad station clerk for the Steams Coal and Lumber Company Railroad and the Southern Road at Stearns, Kentucky

The plains of West Texas was ideal farmland and it seemed endless. As we moved there much of it had been "broken" into many farms. Mr. Dougherty either sold or leased to farmers. Many of the more prosperous grew cotton or wheat on vast acreage's. Others, I believe, farmed on shares and many came and went each year . He had run ads in many papers in East Texas, and I presume in other states, of the availability of rich farmland in West Texas and many farmers came to this utopia, but rain was the decision maker for most of them. Irrigation wells were not yet used

Houses were scattered around town, not really following the carefully laid out township. Some were probably there before the layout of the neatly aligned streets. We first moved into one of the existing houses in the center of the town area. There were probably a dozen houses in that area for families of men who ran the grocery stores, lumberyards, gin, an oil, gas, and kerosene distributor and grain elevators

There were a number of houses scattered around of families that had homesteaded the area. The road system was fairly simple. By using "road graders" the county scraped ditches on each side of a roadbed, leveled it, and it became a road. Although Dougherty had put in some concrete curbs (that still exist) and a circle in the middle of town, the town just did not develop as planned. One of our boyhood friends who still lives in Dougherty has a plate of the original layout of the town

The economic boom of post World War I was feeding the good living and nearly everyone was enjoying the excesses. The water system had been installed and reached out about a half a mile from the center of town. Dad bought an acre on the water line, near the brand new brick school and began to build a house. The land was somewhat on the fringe of the township layout but near the two churches as well as the school and not too far from the railroad station

Land was $90 per acre and Dad convinced his sister to buy 5 acres next to ours for "it was going to escalate in value very quickly." This was 1929. My brother Morris and I checked the county land records recently and that land went back for taxes. Whether Dad ever reimbursed his sister for the value of the property is unknown although our car disappeared about that time and he may have sold it to repay her . My brother Charles thinks the sale of the car was used to help pay for the house

The house that Dad built was on a cresoted telephone pole foundation. The lumberyards were a busy place for there was building activity on the farms and in town. I am not sure of the foundational structure but the house is the only one of the original houses built in the 1920's and 30's still standing as of 1999. Morris and I visited the house recently (1992) and I was surprised at the low ceiling and how small the rooms actually were. I am particularly surprised for there was no "pressure treated " wood for the foundation structure. You could crawl under the house but I recall nothing more than the foundation struts setting on the imbedded "cresoted posts"

My Mother and Father slept in what was the front room and my two brothers and I slept in the room adjacent to it. The front door came directly from a small porch directly into their bedroom. The sitting room was next to their bedroom and the kitchen beside it. I call it a "sitting room" because it was where the oil fired room beater was located and we sat around the kerosene stove on cold winter nights before going to cold beds. The kitchen included a stove, a sink with running water, and a porcelain cabinet. The cabinet had a shelf that pulled out and served as our breakfast dining table and was a standard furniture item of the early century. One is in the museum at Steams, Kentucky

The sink drained directly into the garden area through a pipe and we never had a septic tank as long as we lived there. The bathroom was a galvanized wash tub and an outhouse with one hole with a pit dug beneath it. When the hole filled, the outhouse was moved over a new hole. Dad eventually added a larger bedroom onto the rear of the house, a bare room for a future indoor bathroom, and a screened in porch with a concrete floor for a refrigerator and clothes washer. These additions came as the depression really set in so the bathroom was never completed but we some times used the dirt floor to relieve ourselves at night

Dad was always interested in the latest inventions and he acquired a type of refrigerator that I have not seen since. It consisted of the chest that was similar to an open top freezer. A "U" shaped mechanism was used to provide the coolant. It was a large unit with a ball of about a foot and a half in diameter on each end. One of the balls was fluted and one smooth. A deep tub was part of the operation. The tub was filled with water, heated on a portable stove, the fluted ball submerged in the boiling water for several minutes, the whole mechanism removed from the water and the smooth ball placed inside the chest and the door closed. The smooth ball then became very cold. I do not recall how often the ball had to be heated but I think it may have been weekly. The mechanism was very heavy and only Dad could lift it

Throughout his life Dad would always experiment with something new. He was into cars as they began, into early radio, set up his own photo darkroom, and was a real handyman. He built some of our second house in Ballinger, (and irritated some union construction friends]. He dug the septic tank there, although sewage lines 

eventually reached the house. He dug a pit under the parking space for the car in the garage so he could work underneath it. After retirement in Maypearl, Texas he raised sheep, bees, and birds until he found out he was allergic to them. In Bonham, which was his final home, he placed a trailer house on the lake and used every fishing trick at Lake Texoma

3) The "Kicking In" of My Memory as a Three-year-old 

The time when Dad began to build the house is when my memory kicks in. My first isolated memory is of one of my uncles from Kentucky driving up beside the partially completed house in his automobile. One of my first memories as we began our life in the new house was of the birth of my younger brother, George. It must have been a Saturday or Sunday during summer vacation when a man drove up into our yard and spent the afternoon talking with my Dad. I really had no reason to expect anything dramatic. I do not recall that I had noticed anything different with my Mother and I now figure I was 3 years and 4 months old. As far as I know all three of us boys had a good nights sleep And the next day Dad woke us up and said he had something to show us. Mother was in their bed with the baby beside her. To a three-year-old it was not really a big deal

George Loren Britton was born on August 12, 1929 and was the last addition to our basic family. Our family was a typical family of that time and our basic growing up years were in Dougherty , but one of my many regrets is that I have so few memories of George in our growing up years. Although 1929 was one of the most eventful years of the century, to a three-year-old boy it was just the beginning of his life. We spent most family time driving the plains roads around Dougherty and into the nearby "breaks" or canyons. The "breaks" gave a good variety from the harsh, flat prairie. They included some growth of cottonwood trees along dry streams and brush cedar over most of the small hills. For years our Christmas tree was a brush cedar, cut in the breaks and uprighted to be decorated. Decorations consisted mostly of natural things such as popcorn strung on thread and actual fruit

The roads were straight and level and fairly even as long as there was no rain. Dad had bought a "Whippet" automobile while in Kentucky and it was still with us in our early days in Dougherty. During the years after the First World War there were many manufacturers of automobiles. They were very simple, at least compared to today, and manufacturers could order the parts and hand assemble a car. The Whippet had a battery but no starter. It had to be cranked and mother usually had to sit in the driver's seat and manipulate the gas control while Dad cranked the motor to get it started. A crank was inserted near the front, the center of the motor, and turned until the car started. On one drive Dad told mother that she should learn to drive and let her steer the car on one of the strait roads. But Mother never learned to drive in her lifetime and the car was either sold or traded in on something in the early thirties. However I remember Dad driving to Quanah on one occasion to pick us up from a trip to Kentucky . Normally Mother and us four boys took the train to Quanah to catch another one to Kentucky, but one year Dad took us to Quanah and picked us up there

Dad also repaired the car and on one occasion completely dismantled, ground valves, and reassembled it. These things probably took place within a few years, as I believe we only had the car a few years in Dougherty . On the occasion in Quanah the car had thrown a piece of the cooling fan that punctured the radiator. We spent the night on the lawn of the QA&P station (now a historical landmark in Quanah) and Dad and some mechanic worked all night to repair the car. Paving of any highways was just beginning and to look back it amazes me that Dad drove that "Jerry" built auto so many miles

One year I can remember the family drove back to Kentucky to visit our kinfolk and coming back, the car ran off the road and turned over. The only harm was some acid from the battery spilled on my brother Charles and burned his foot. Some young men came along, helped upright the car and we drove off. The battery was only used for headlights for there was no starter, other than the crank

Our house at Dougherty was built near the school that had also just been built. There had been a tarpaper one-room school to serve the original farmers of the area but a new town needed a new school. It was a brick building, with five rooms and an auditorium. Three of the rooms served as classrooms for classes through the 8tb grade. Those in high school went to the school in Floydada. One boy of that class usually had a car and others went with him. I believe the county paid him one dollar per month to bring the other students in. Bussing probably began in the late 1930's

The fifth room was used as the library , conference room, and whatever. The halls were lined with open lockers purely for hanging coats. Our individual desks could hold books, paper, toys, ink, pens, and pencils. Also stuffed mice, dead frogs, and sometimes a snake. Flush toilets and wash basins were part of the bathrooms but we had no such thing as showers. Large coal burning stoves heated each room individually . Coal scuttles or buckets were used to carry the coal from a nearby shed. It was a reward to be selected to go bring in the coal for the day. The cesspool that took the waste from the bathroom was covered by a concrete slab and we were warned not to walk on it for it might collapse and send us into the refuse of the bathroom and I think that was one of the most religiously followed rules

An outdoor basketball court, and combination hardball- softball court, provided our recess sports along with playing marbles and mumblepeg. There was also a lot of spontaneous wrestling and just plain fighting when you were called teacher's pet or much worse a sissy

Quite obviously, with four rooms and eight classes there was more than one class per room. I believe it was set up with 1 and 2 in the first room, 3 and 4 in the second, 5 and 6 in the third and 7 and 8 in the fourth. The combination may have been different but I believe each teacher had two classes in each room. The principal taught the two top grades and we had women teachers who came for the school year and usually continued their education during the summer. The houses for the principal and teachers were near us. To get to school we walked through their back yards. My families early relationship with teachers certainly helped mould our relationship to education. Mother often visited my classroom since she was a close friend of the teachers

I do not remember what the earliest lighting was but I believe it was kerosene lamps. That was certainly the case for our house. Light was needed only in the auditorium where any nighttime events were held. Kerosene lamps used a wick and gave off little light. The gasoline lantern was introduced early in the 30's and my Dad was one of the first to get one. Amazingly the camping lanterns of today (1999) have changed very little from that time

My Dad was on the school board for one or two terms. I have an idea that the position was filled by consensus of some of the town leaders for I do not recall any formal election. While on the school board, they decided to buy a delco generator to light the school. On a trip to look at a delco for sale, the board went duck hunting and drove up with the car loaded with shot guns. This was the era of John Dillinger, Pretty Boy Floyd, and Bonnie and Clyde. Dad said the delco owner was so frightened that they all laughed until tears came. The board indicated to the owner that they would buy his delco and then reneged (although they later bought one for the school). My Dad decided to buy the delco and he wired our house and installed the delco in our storm cellar with six, six-volt batteries to store electricity. The delco had to be run once a week to store up the batteries

The new power source meant we could have a new radio to replace the old one that was powered by batteries that had spilled acid on the bare floor and eaten a hole in it as well as electric lights. The old radio was given to one of the young men of the town to see if he could install it in his car. Radios used a series of bulbs and would have been quite bulky, in addition to the fact Dad had strung a tremendous antenna above our house between to sucker rods from oil drillers in order to bring in the nearest radio stations in Dallas-Fort Worth. They were the combined stations of WFAA-WBAP. Time was shared between the two cities and at noon a cowbell was rung and the station switched cities. Later Wichita Falls opened a station that we could receive

Until radio stations were opened nearer to us, you often lost all contact during the middle of a program for weather and distance could cause unrelenting static. I was an avid radio fan and listened faithfully to "Wilderness Road" an on-going story of Daniel Boone and "Ma Perkins," a faithful and kind housewife. There were other afternoon shows that I listened to but the evening was the entertainment time with "The Shadow", "Fibber McGee and Molly" and many comedies of the recent vaudevillians

On one occasion in the early 1930's, Dad had ordered a new radio from Sears Roebuck or Montgomery Ward. We used both stores a great deal but I believe Wards was the primary one at that time. The radio had been ordered with the objective of getting it in time to listen to one of the heavyweight championship fights. This was the era of Jack Dempsey, Gene Tunney, Jack Sharkey, and others. The radio had not arrived the day before the fight and Dad called the railroad home office in Quanah to find out if it had arrived and would be on the next train. It was and Dad set it up for the fight

Dad did this more than once since the railroad had its own telephone lines, one of the only ones coming into town. On one occasion when we had ordered a bicycle with our cotton picking money, he was aware the bike was coming in a certain day and worked up some story to have us at the depot when it came in. As I recall he had ordered it in anticipation of our earning the money and it came in before we were able to pay him

The railroad station, which was also newly built, was a very sturdy building and large warehouse area. It was one of the centers of our life. It had two waiting rooms. One for whites and one for coloreds. This was as standard as night and day and included rest room facilities for each race outside. The station included a windowed area facing the tracks, desks, and a window to wait on passengers. My Dad also acquired a typewriter and became an avid writer. He briefly published a newsletter for the school, wrote for the employees magazine, and for his own enjoyment. He also acquired a mimeograph machine to duplicate his writings

The main shipments out of Dougherty were cotton one season of the year and wheat another. There was some cream shipped from farmers who kept cattle but there were no other cash crops. Some lumber came in for the lumber yards and of course mail each day. There were two trains perday. Actually the same one for it came through from Quanah, went to Floydada, turned around and went back to Quanah

Dad was adept at paper work and his office was stocked with schedules and forms. I believe most grocery items came in by truck. I do know that soft drinks did, because we would hide in the culvert next to the rail road tracks and, when the truck slowed down to go over the tracks, we ran out and snatched a few bottles of drink. I also remember a candy delivery truck driving my brothers and I while playing and tossing us four candy bars

The other center of our life was the Church. There were two Churches in town, both in new buildings and facing each other about half a mile apart. The Baptist Church, our Church, was a wooden structure and the Methodist Church was brick. Although we attended the Baptist Church with a part time preacher coming every two weeks, we also participated in activities at the Methodist. I remember listening to a missionary from China at a Methodist service and picnics and outings were community wide events

Our church was an auditorium that was divided by burlap curtains for Sunday school classes. Our Sunday School teachers varied from schoolteachers who usually went back to college over the summer to high school boys and girls. I remember a high school girl, a daughter of our principal, explaining the Garden of Eden saying women's punishment for eating the apple was to bear children. My buddies and I spent the rest of the class trying to get her to explain why that was a punishment

Most of the support was from the farmers and their families although our nearest neighbor family was also Baptist. Our nearest neighbor, other than the teachers, was about one fourth mile away. The house was occupied by one of the early settlers when we moved there and my Dad had some arguments with him about fences and a group of his turkeys was hit by one of the trains and Dad had to settle the claim. That family moved and a family moved in with four children similar in ages to us. The father was a county employee and operated the road – grader that kept the dirt roads smooth. The first road graders were pulled by a tractor with the grader operated by a man who manipulated the blade. Later they developed "Maintainers." These were self-contained machines with one operator

We normally had a revival of two weeks at each of the churches by a traveling preacher. The preacher usually stayed in one of the teacher's houses that were also near the churches. I remember a time when my brothers and I were taking turns pushing each other in our new red wagon and it was my turn as smallest to push my older brother. As we passed the preacher on the porch he said, "Shouldn't the big boy be pushing?" I think that may have been my first indication that "preachers" don' t always "get it"

Although my Mother made sure we attended church where ever we went, Dad had been turned off by formal religion by his mother's emphasis on her understanding of the Bible. I do not recall my Father ever attending either of the churches in Dougherty and for only a brief time after WWII in a Methodist Church men's class that allowed the men to smoke. This was in Ballenger, Texas in the middle 40's as we were returning from the war. He told my mother that if his family had been like hers he might not have developed his aversion to the church. Mother and father accepted this and lived happily with it. My early experiences in the Baptist developed my life long relationship to God and a concept of what "church" is and for that matter an all-encompassing God

We kept a cow with the primary purpose of providing four boys with milk and an annual calf. I don't recall that we called it anything but "the cow" but Dad may have called her "bossy". This was open range. We would stake the cow out with a long tether chain. Once she had grazed the full circle she would be moved to new grass. Dad had a sledgehammer to drive the stake in the ground and it was left by the stake for the next move. Milking the cow was Dad's job and as we grew older he hinted that as we learned to milk he would teach us to drive the car

A short distance from the house Dad built a fairly rustic garage, attached barn, and chicken coops. It was built of left over lumber and did not have the building care that went into the house. Once when it was time for the annual calf, the cow did not stay in the barn or the barn leaked so much that the calf drowned at birth as it was raining heavily during the birth. Dad was very unhappy at loosing a calf, which provided some income when sold, and berated the cow for not taking care of its baby

We usually kept the calves until weaned. This consisted of teaching them to drink from a bucket. This included filling a bucket with warm milk, pushing the calf's mouth close to the milk, then slipping your finger in the calf's mouth so she would suck the milk thinking she was nursing from her mother. The next step was to teach her to eat bran. The bran came in large two sacks and the bags and burlap were used for many things. The bran was also use to feed the cow when in the barn in bad weather and was also palatable as a breakfast food

Our main pastime during vacations and holidays was roaming the wide-open prairies and fields. Our house sat somewhat isolated from the main part of town although it was about a quarter mile from the new school and Baptist Church. The railroad station was about a half mile away, which my Dad walked four times each day after the car was no longer with us. He always came home for lunch

Our nearest neighbors were the two houses built for the teachers. One was for the permanent principal and his family but they did not usually stay for more than a few years. Principals for small towns were usually not the best trained or motivated, which also applied to the preachers serving small congregations. The two single women teachers who lived in the other house usually returned to college during the summer. In the early 1930's, women teachers were not allowed to marry. Our single teachers remained fairly permanent while we were there with one of them being from a local family

We walked by the back door of the teacher's houses as we went to school. Our house faced the school and the back of our house was an open field that faced toward the road that went to Floydada, and across that road was a vast wheat field that fronted a prairie dog town and a rainy season lake. Beside that field was an uncultivated area that extended for miles. The other side of the wheat field was the railroad that was fenced in. This was "open" range and it was the responsibility of the railroad to fence livestock out. A former wagon trail ran in front of our house and over the railroad tracks was the town dump. It was surprising how much "stuff" was in the town dump for we secured aluminum and copper to sell to the "junk" man. The buildings of the town were scattered, divided by the railroad and there was much open land to roam on

I recall my brother Charles coming home once and telling us that he had crossed over the railroad and went through the dump yard. I had some doubts that any boy would walk that far without an adult. Later as each of us grew older we wandered far and wide discovering the remnants of dugouts of early settlers and the wonder of plant and animal life. We also found some arrowheads along the wagon trail

Some of the birds nested on the ground, for they really had no other choice. The prairie birds such as meadowlarks, wheat birds, and some hawks were easily caught by sneaking up on their nests. Animals were also easy to catch. Horned toads could be picked up by their tails since they did not move very fast. Snakes were caught with a loop in the middle of a rope and a boy on each end. Ground squirrels could be forced from their holes by filling them with water and grabbing the animal as they came out for air. We attempted to start our own zoo by building wire cages and putting our catches in them. We quickly learned that these birds and animals did not live long in captivity

Later on Dad moved us from air rifles to 22 caliber rifles. The thought at that time was that any wild living thing was there to be shot. A jackrabbit would stop and raise its ears upon hearing a shrill whistle and could be shot. One farmer offered 25 cents for each prairie dog we shot and brought its tail to him. It sounded like easy money until we found that as we shot a prairie dog near its hole it most often fell into the hole. Usually it was not retrievable but we learned to insert a length of barbed wire into the hole and twist it until it attached to the dog and pull its carcass out

Before the 22 rifles I, along with some of my friends, were proficient with the slingshot, and as I think of it, it was amazing what we could hit at a distance. The stones were propelled by the sling built with a "Y" shaped tree limb or a "U" shaped handle sawed from a piece of wood. A strip of rubber from an innertube was attached to each side of the "U" and a leather pouch attached at the other end. The tongues of shoes made ideal pouches. The proper sized stone in the pocket, pulled back and released made a potent bird and small animal killing mechanism

I remember a time when a friend and I went into the cotton gin during off-season and proceeded to slaughter the sparrows that lived in the gin in the thousands. I hit a sparrow in the head high in the gin when he stuck his head out from one of the rafters. After we tired of shooting sparrows we started on the light bulbs that were hanging throughout the gin. After the light bulb incident, the gin owner told my dad about it and Dad asked me several times if I had participated in shooting the bulbs. My Dad said he would take my word for it and did not punish me. I'm sure he knew I did participate and I have an idea he paid the gin owner for the bulbs. I also think it was probably a much better lesson than any punishment he could have given

The cow was eventually allowed to roam on the prairie since it did not wander far from the barn and basically stayed near food. One day after our annual calf had arrived I was assigned to check on the cow and calf during the day. The calf was missing and I could not find it and remember this was on fairly open plains. When Dad came home he did not seem upset and told me to come with him. We went into the field in the back of our house and, walking over the land, my Dad pointed to the calf in a small depression in the ground. She was curled up and very still. Dad told me that the cow had placed the calf there and told it to stay until she returned. The depressions in the ground were called " Buffalo Wallows", and were created by the vast herds of buffaloes that rolled and "wallowed." These depressions were all over the plains and filled with water after a heavy rain

The plains contained some of the traces of early settlers. The wagon trail that ran in front of our house was very evident. Although long overgrown with grass and weeds, the wagon ruts were still obvious. The dugouts of early pioneers had caved in and I only remember one that was south of town and it quickly disappeared as the land came under cultivation

The early days of the 30's were very rainy and the large depressions in the fields became lakes and ditches along the roads became extended water- holes. It was amazing how the water-filled ditches became animated with water animals. There were all kinds of hard crusted marine animals with some looking like miniature turtles with tails, others like eels, and the larger pollywogs waiting to become frogs. It also brought on an abundance of frog's eggs. A jelly like mass of individual eggs. We would place the eggs into jars of rainwater and watch the emerging frogs from the time of a bubble with a tail, to two hind legs, then two front legs, the dropping of the tail, and the final evolution of a baby frog

This was also the period that Dad hunted ducks and geese and came home with a good number after each hunt. The Canadian geese and Mallard ducks were excellent food. Some of those that were shot down were only wounded with broken wings and Dad would clip their wings and put them in the chicken pen for later eating. I do not recall that this happened more than one or two years, for the horrible drought and dust storms of the 30's began immediately after Once these droughts began the lakes disappeared and huge cracks appeared in the ground. The shotgun that Dad used to hunt the ducks and geese was a 12 gauge that he donated to the government for use by security guards during WWII. Dad was proud of the certificate the government sent him for contributing to the war effort

The dryness of the droughts allowed prairie fires to burn many acres of open land. There were some fields of the original prairie grass still standing, and it burned furiously when on fire. I remember one day when we were to leave on our annual trip to Kentucky, a fire started in a field next to our house. We all fought to control it, including Mother, with wet tow sacks and buckets of water. Tow sacks were always saved after the bran for the cow was used and we soaked those in water and beat the edge of the fire until it was contained. Most fires were just allowed to burn to the nearest road where they died. We then had blackened fields to run through and clothes and bodies black with soot

Tow sacks were also used for all kinds of things including junk of aluminum and copper to sell to the junk man, bases for baseball fields, and for collecting and storing just about anything. They were folded and used to catch ground squirrels and snakes to keep from being bitten. I recall a neighbor using the material to fashion a dress for a daughter by shaping the sack and sewing a white lace for the collar. My first cotton-picking sack was made out of two tow sacks

As the 30's and the depression continued, so did the austerity of everything we did. This is in retrospect for I never felt deprived or that we had any less than other families. Dad had a permanent, full time job, with regular pay. That was much more than many other families had. I remember that monthly pay was $90 and that may have been cut as the railroad continued to cut costs and try new ways of making money. When he was paid, and I presume this was sent in his daily dispatch mail in cash, he would go by the grocery store and purchase our supply of food. Mother would make a list for him and it was for a month's supply. I believe we paid cash although many families carried a running account at the store. Our staple was beans and it was a treat when pork or especially chili was added to the beans. Mother was also adept at making Kentucky gravy and cornbread. We also had Post Toasties for breakfast, chickens and eggs from our own coops, plenty of milk, and on occasion "hog meat"

There was also a ritual from pioneer days that I remember being performed only once. That was community hog butchering. There was a hog pen near the teachers houses that I believe was a community hog pen for I remember only one person owning it, and we all took our "slop" to feed them. Numerous hogs were kept in the pen and I remember one session of breeding to supply a new generation of hogs

The event I recall took place on the first cold day of fall and most of the community participated. It was conducted at a fenced area at the school, a fire was built to keep warm, and hogs were killed to be butchered. I believe they were shot in the head or struck with a sledgehammer. The hogs were strung up by their hind feet, skinned and gutted. It was a saying that everything from the hog was used except the " squeal." 

That was pretty much true for the head was boiled for soup, the feet were pickled, the skin, including ears, used for leather. The fat produced lard, and every bit of meat utilized. I don't recall that pickled pigs feet were overly popular but I think you can still buy them. As I recall the meat was divided on some formula of participation by those in the community and the owner of the hogs was probably paid. I do recall taking buckets of slop to the community hog pens. Another unique food was pickled watermelon rinds. These were pickled in vinegar flavored with cinnamon and allowed to age. As I recall these were no more popular than pigs feet

Chickens were also a treat for they provided both fryers and eggs. Dad had raised chickens that he entered in the county fairs in Kentucky and at Dougherty we had an extensive coop of chickens. Baby chickens were ordered from a hatchery and came in boxes. Food was included in the boxes and the attendant on the train took good care of the box of baby chickens. I was always surprised that so few of the baby chickens died in shipment. There was also the option of letting the hens hatch babies directly from eggs

The baby chickens were then put in the barn or house with pans of bran or grain until they could be put in the outdoor pens. The chickens in the pens served as garbage disposals and would eat practically anything. Mother and Dad phased out the raising of chickens as the depression grew. I do not know if this was a result of no money to buy and feed them or for other reasons. I know that we bought and ate the most basic, cheapest food

To prepare a chicken for the table, the first act was to either cut off its head with an ax or wring its neck until the head came off in your hand. You held the chicken's head over a block of wood and severed its head with an ax. Everyone who had chickens was adept at this. Head wringing was an optional way, but both ways meant that the chicken would flop on the ground for several minutes without a head. The chicken was then dipped into boiling water by holding onto its feet. This made the plucking of feathers easy. Feathers were placed on a rag and allowed to dry for future use in pillows. Although Mother never made one, they were also used in comforters and mattresses. After the feet were cut off you could pinch one of the tendons with your fingers and by pulling it cause the feet to move into a grasping position

As the depression continued, there were many traveling men who came through Dougherty. Although we were not a main line railroad, men rode the trains looking for work. Although the word "hobo" was used, most came during wheat and cotton seasons when many jobs were created. Mother would always feed any of the workers that came to the door. Our doors were always open

During the peak cotton and wheat seasons empty boxcars came into town by the hundreds and men could easily hitch a ride on the railroad cars. We lived near the railroad tracks so many men came by our house. They were really honest men looking for work and were always grateful for any food or help given them. One night Dad thought he heard someone in the barn and fired the shotgun in the air to frighten them away. They just shouldn't be moving around in the dark. The many men who came to work in the cotton or wheat seasons would normally return each year. The gin and elevators hired extra men and harvesting used men to pick and haul cotton and operate the threshing machines and trucks carrying wheat

One man who kept coming each year was a pilot from WWI and flew into Dougherty in his two-seat bi-plane. He would usually put on exhibitions of tailspins and other acrobatics each year. I remember him saying he liked to do this on the plains of west Texas because, if anything went wrong, he could land on the flat land of any field. He also influenced one of the local men to become interested in airplanes and together they built an airplane. In attempting to fly it they crashed but neither was killed. The local man went on to become well known in pioneering aviation. He went by the nickname, "Red", and died in Dallas a few years ago and was written up as a leader in developing the early planes

This was the time of emerging aviation interest generated by the pilots trained for WWI. Many men had learned to fly for that war and Frank Dougherty who founded the town was one of them. Most of the leading aviators were individuals that set solo records such as Charles Lindbergh, Willy Post, and Amelia Earhart. Many men were intrigued with this flying thing and supported or participated in it. Will Rogers was an avid fan of flying and was killed while flying with Willy Post. I remember Dad coming home for lunch one day, very shaken, and saying, "Those fools finally killed themselves." The details of that crash are shown in the Will Rogers Museum in Clairmore, Oklahoma

The planes that these men flew were usually two seaters, open cockpit, with one engine, and dual wings. The engines were very noisy, and the aviators usually dressed alike with high topped boots, trousers that were made to fit into boots, and jackets that only came to the waist. The trousers were called "Riding pants", since they were also used to ride horses. Our town was attractive to the flyers that individually toured the country. I don't know how they were supported but the one that came annually to Dougherty worked in the elevators and I have an idea that Mr. Dougherty supplied some support for his comrades in flight from the war

One of the other early entertainments was the original medicine show. These would come to town and set up a stage near an open space near downtown. Some really had professional level entertainers that played instruments, sang, did magic acts, comedy routines, ventriloquists, dancers, and did bird and animal calls. They would be around most of the day and I remember talking to one who did all kinds of animal imitations and could play the banjo while rotating it around his head. Most would tell of the time they were on tour during vaudeville or on Broadway. Some had been in some early movies

The profit for these shows came from selling medicine that cured all ills. It always came with a money back guarantee and since the show left town after a week or two it was a fairly safe guarantee. However, I remember a farmer would buy half a dozen bottles, then bring them all back empty the next night saying he was not cured of whatever he was ill of, then buy another 6 bottles

Shows also came to the school auditorium. These were usually magicians that could do all kinds of magic tricks and then teach astrology during the day. I remember one who used hypnosis and had some of the children and adults do silly things. As the depression wore on, merchants from our county seat of Floydada would organize shows and have them performed at the school auditorium. I believe they were mostly local talent who sang, danced, or played instruments. The merchants would intersperse the show with their sales pitches. I remember one in which the automobile salesman emphasized the knee action" of the springs of the new cars

Illnesses and medicine were a family affair. "Black Draught," one of the vilest tasting medicines ever to exist, was a remedy for most illness, for it usually caused you to vomit. Treatments were from family lore and in most cases effective. When ill, you stayed in bed with hot broth or cool towels if there was a fever. Wounds and punctures were disinfected and allowed to heal. I remember that kerosene was used to disinfect a nail puncture that had gone through the foot. My grandfather once used "maggots" to cleanse a wound that had become infected. Doctors were unknown except for major catastrophes such as broken bones or appendicitis

We would take picnics and enjoy the cottonwood trees along the dry stream beds or scrub oaks along the hillsides. There was also an orchard below the caprock that had been planted and operated by a German family. We would buy apples, peaches, and other fruit from him and enjoyed roaming through the orchards and surrounding woods. One time a friend and I found a raccoon's nest in a holly tree with baby raccoons in it. We each brought one back for pets and fed them with milk from an eye dropper but they did not live long in our care. I learned that my good intentions were not necessarily good things to do

While we had the car we would go to the county seat of Floydada on occasional Saturdays. Floydada was about 15 miles over unpaved roads and on the flat plains we could see its lights at night. The day we spent there usually consisted of a western movie with an additional serial, a cliff-hanger, that was continued to entice you to come back next Saturday. It usually ended with the hero at the villain's gunpoint or going over a cliff on a horse. Mother and Dad shopped while we went to the movies

 The state started work on some of the main highways with hard gravel and trees along the right of way. The improvements included grading deeper side ditches to raise the level of the road. The ditches were called "bar ditches," for some reason. I do not recall that any macadam tar or concrete pavement was done while we were there, although, during the great drought the government planted many rows of trees

The interscholastic league of the Texas school system had annual competitions in sports and academics in which all schools in the county came to Floydada to compete. My specialty was spelling and two students from each school were allowed to compete. A girl in my class and I represented Dougherty for several years. Our teacher coached us with chosen words over the year and we usually won the blue ribbon. There was also softball and some of the schools had to use every student to make up a team. Although we competed in softball I don' t believe we ever did very well. One of the country schools used every boy in school and even had uniforms. The youngest boy caught the ball by "sacking it." The games were always won by the team that had the best pitcher for a good pitcher would allow no hits or runs

Floydada had a drug store that served sandwiches and milk shakes. Sometimes we might have enough money for a milk shake but we would have to give up a movie for they were both fifteen cents. We often would go into the drug store, ask for a glass of water while sitting at the counter, for they served a free glass of water. This was the big city for us for it had a five and dime store, hospital, the courthouse, in addition to the movie and drug store. The QA&P also had a depot there and Dad would sometimes fill in when the agent went on vacation. My brother Charles would stay at the Dougherty station while Dad was away and could give Charles instructions over the phone. Since Floydada was a turnaround point, Dad could ride the train over in the morning and come back in the evening, although he often stayed on a cot in the depot overnight

Baseball was another of the entertainments of the era. With the many unused fields it was simple to establish a baseball field with a makeshift backstop. Teams from different towns formed to play each other. It was surprising how many men played baseball and there was no residency requirement for playing on a particular team. I recall that when Dougherty played, a total stranger appeared with his personal set of bats to play for us and we were told that he was someone's cousin. His batting usually overpowered the farmers and merchants that made up the other teams. As boys we followed the St. Louis Cardinals since it was the closest one to Texas and we went through St. Louis on our way to Kentucky

As we grew up my brother Charles organized a baseball team, mostly of us brothers and some neighbor boys, and we used a nearby field as a diamond and usually played " "Scrub," in which individuals took turns at batting and fielding. I remember getting our first baseball with money earned from collecting scrap metal. I believe it cost one dollar for we agonized over spending that much money for a ball when we use sticks for bats. I don't recall that we had gloves and I know we didn't have catcher's masks for my brother Morris was hit on the nose and badly bruised. Charles, who later played football, was kicked in the nose and still carries the result of a broken nose

We acquired bicycles as time went on. The first one was ordered from a used bicycle store and the second one was a girls bicycle that was broken and we fixed it. It was possible to order any part for a bicycle. The girl's bicycle was the easier one to learn to ride and it became mine. We also roamed over the surrounding roads and trails on our bikes and Morris even road into the canyons. That was in my plans when we moved from Dougherty

I remember riding with a friend several miles from home on the dirt roads when a rainstorm hit us. The bicycles were immobilized by the mud and we sat beside the road like drowned prairie dogs. A local farmer came by in his truck and we asked if he would take us home and put our bicycles in the back of his truck. For some reason he did not want to do that but did take us home. The rain stopped soon and we walked back to retrieve our bikes. We became very adept at repairing and changing tires and innertubes and adjusting brakes and tightening wheels. Probably the most important item for bike owners was an innertube sealer to automatically seal the tubes from the goatheads and briars of the plains

We went barefoot from the day school was out. It was a normal thing. We just did not put shoes on when we got up in the morning. There were many obstacles to the bare foot on the plains. The most prolific and irritating was the "goathead," a plant that grew everywhere and its seed was a four part one that broke into pieces that resembled goatheads including the horns that became stickers. They were fairly small and hard to see until stepped upon or run over by a bike tire. There were other thistles and briars on the plains and our feet became so toughened over the summer that we hardly noticed. When the ground dried huge-deep cracks would appear that you could insert a leg into without reaching bottom

Dad had acquired a shoe-last'" somewhere in his travels and repaired our shoes when the soles wore out. Although our shoes wore out fairly rapidly as well as being outgrown, they could be repaired and passed on from Charles to Morris to Me to George. The " last," was an iron pedestal with different sizes of medal shoe holders to be mounted as needed. The shoe fitted over it and the new leather sole then attached with shoe tacks

Our main source of income was cotton picking once a year as it was for all of the children from the town or farms. School was let out in September when the farmers needed to gather the cotton. I believe school stayed recessed for about a month until the season was over. The harvesting was a total community operation. Most of the school children were farm children and school could not have continued without them. Most of us children joined migrant families that came in to pick cotton. Most of the migrant families were black and all members of the families did their share of picking

To correct a matter wording-: There was "picking' and "pulling" of cotton. "Picking" meant taking only the cotton fibers with the seeds from the hull and pulling meant taking the complete hull. We did "pulling" since the gin was equipped to separate the hull and seeds from the fibers. It required some good gloves since the dried bolls were hardened, sharp and prickly. Other needed items were kneepads and a sack with a shoulder strap to pull it along the ground. The real professionals at this had sacks probably ten to fifteen feet long, knee pads fashioned from old auto tires or rough leather

The long sacks were a regular commodity in the local store and Mother would take one and fashion it into two for my two brothers. She first made a sack for me from tow sacks but it was too short even with my short height. I was less than five years old, and after one day in the field, she fashioned me one from a professional one. A local farmer had given Dad permission to let me come to the field and pick whatever I could

After the first year I entered the regular routine with coming to the field with my brothers and after that field was finished going to another. The sack was dragged behind you as you went down the row, straddling the cotton and pulling the bolls. A good picker could strip one stalk in one motion and move as fast as he could walk. Quite obviously, sacks wore out very quickly and the dragging area was reinforced with several layers of heavy bagging material. As I recall we were paid one or two cents per pound we pulled. It was weighed on counter-balanced scales and dumped into the trailer. The weight of the sack was deducted from the total. We brought a lunch but one of the farmers taught us to roast and eat cottonseeds. This was our main source of income and was dependable each year. We used the money to buy both wanted items such as bikes and baseballs, needed items such as clothing

Another of the entertainment events held at the school auditorium was pie suppers. They were simply that women and girls baked pies or cakes, brought them to the auditorium, and at the special night, the community gathered, and the men bought the pies hoping to get their wife's or girlfriend's. The secret was that the women marked their box with a ribbon or some marking and passed the information on to whomever she wished to buy it

I do not believe that Mother and Dad participated in this, but on one occasion when I was probably not older than ten, I went to one to see what went on. I was sitting on the back row; the auctioneer came up to me, shoved a pie in my lap and said, "sold". He hushed me up quickly when I tried to explain that I had no money. At the end of the auction you looked inside the boxed pie for the name of the woman who baked it. Mine was by one of the local farm girls in her early twenties that we called "old maids" because they were not married. She came to eat the pie with me for that was part of the event. Although I was embarrassed beyond words she was totally understanding of the situation and I made a new friend. Incidentally I don't think I have called anyone "old maid " since

I also recall an incident of one of the farm girls that attended the school that was very "boyish" and athletically talented. She could play softball or basketball on a par with any boy but was relegated to the girl's "one bounce" basketball and pitching for the girl's softball team. For the years she was there we won county championships in both sports. But the thing that I remember was that she was isolated from both boys and girls in social activities. One time she got into an argument with a male teacher and offered to fight him in a fistfight behind the school. The fight took place without any interference from the principal and in the fight she badly damaged the ear of the teacher with a boxers blow. There was no animosity and school continued as usual. One time I found her crying, and thinking she was hurt, I asked her what was the matter. She was not physically hurt but said that she had no friends. Although she was several grades ahead of me, we became good friends and she became a good protector of me for when you are in the first few grades you were often challenged to a fight after a marble game or for anything someone bigger didn't like

Many of the farm families came and went after a few years, so there were many children who did not stay long at the school. There were many smaller farms around as well as many of hundreds or thousands of acres that were cultivated by larger farmers. I believe that much of the land was owned by Mr. Dougherty and leased by him on a profit sharing or leased basis. The smaller farmers apparently could not generate enough income from their small operations to make a living and pay rent. A single bachelor farmer worked several acres not far from our house and was one of those we pulled cotton for. He would come to the field when we were pulling cotton but he was not very serious about his farming and we spent as much time talking to him as pulling cotton. Most farmers were anxious to get the first crop in for a second crop could sometimes be harvested if some of the bolls were late in ripening

My brother Morris and I have gone back to Dougherty several times and many of the children of the original farmers still farm the original acreage of their fathers, have added acreage, and have children that operate their own farms. Only one of our town friends remained in Dougherty and he is the son of the oil and kerosene dealer. He has updated to mostly bottled gas. One store is operated by the farmer's co-op, but the lumberyards, railroad and depot, churches, and school are all gone. Two original houses remain, the one built by my Dad and the one used by the school principal. The schoolhouse remains but is used for farm storage. New grain elevators have been built and the cotton gin still stands but is unused. All produce in and out now is transported by truck

The pioneer cemetery had contained one unknown baby's grave. It now has the wife of Bobby Covington, the one who stayed to run his father's oil business, and a few more unmarked graves. It is a town without railroad, school, or churches but the farmers gather each Monday morning before dawn in front of the co-op store to start the week off. It is an area and location of hard working, industrious neighbors helping neighbors, a simpler life that has not died but grown up with the present day. Although the problems of heart attacks, stress, and children going to search for their own dreams is also there and access to the world is available as they too travel the world for vacations

We also had a dog. He came to us as a pup given to us by a neighbor. As children we wrestled with him, let him chew on our hands, and really turned him into a rough dog. After growing up he was so aggressive in attacking anything that moved that our friends were afraid to visit us. I never knew him to bite anyone but he was very intimidating. One of the farmers was being bothered by intruders and asked if he could have our dog that had such a vicious reputation. We let him have our dog so he could keep intruders away and lose his friends. We visited him on occasion and renewed our friendship with the dog. On one visit to the farmer he told us the dog had been found dead in a field, but he had served his purpose

I also remember a cold winter when a boiling pot of water had been spilled on a small baby from a stove in one of the farmer's homes. The baby was brought as far as our neighbors house. It was while the Lincoln's, one of the original settlers of the area, lived near us. They were not able to get to the hospital in Floydada because of the weather. Mother, as well as each of the women of the town, took turns with the baby and its Mother. Mother came back one day to say that the baby had died and they closed its eyes with coins. The baby had an older sister that attended school but the family moved away shortly after the baby's death

In 1932 the depression was just beginning to be felt by everyone and it was an election year. Since most people were not aware of the economic problems to come, one of the major election topics was the repeal of prohibition. National prohibition of alcohol had become a part of the constitution with a constitutional amendment begun during WWI, and passed by the necessary numbers of states in 1920. The fervor of the religious groups supporting this makes the present abortion debate look tame. I remember my grandmother Britton writing my Father telling him he should not vote for Roosevelt for Roosevelt was in favor of repealing prohibition. It was the wrong thing to say to my father for he drank at least beer all of his life. Prohibition passed into history shortly after Roosevelt' s election. The repeal of the constitutional amendment seemed to be routine

The repeal of prohibition had several effects on our lives. Dad had been able to get liquor during prohibition by having a doctor in Matador write a prescription for him to buy an alcoholic drink. It was an accepted procedure during the era for there was always some doctor and some drugstore known to be cooperative. Individuals made their own beer with malt, hops, water, fermented grain, and whatever else it took. Many individuals had the necessary equipment to make beer that included a large clay pot that held ten gallons or so, funnels, strainers, and a rubber siphon tube that contained a rubber bulb in the center to start the gravity flow of the liquid. This tube was used to siphon the liquid from the center of the mix to avoid the solid on the bottom and foam on top. Dad bought one of these sets after prohibition. I do not remember the mixing process but cans of malt that were thick syrup was mixed with the other ingredients and allowed to ferment for weeks

When ready the siphon tube was placed in the liquid, the flow started and bottles filled and capped with a capping device with the blow of a hammer. The bottles were placed on a shelf in our storm cellar and allowed to ferment further. On one occasion we boys took several bottles and my older brother, Charles, drank enough to get sick. I took one drink and the stuff was so foul that I didn't drink the rest of my life. Dad got rid of the remaining bottles and the equipment immediately after that probably on the strong recommendation of my Mother

A storm cellar was a necessity on the plains. Although built for protection if a tornado came, I only remember one time it was stormy enough to use it for that purpose. It was used mostly to store items that needed to be kept cool such as beer. It was also where Dad installed our delco generator and batteries. The cellar was dug in the back yard, the size of a small room, steps cut from the dirt, the cavity covered with railroad ties, covered with dirt and a door installed over the steps. The steps were not reinforced with wood or concrete and had to be re-carved every so often

My Mother instilled in us an avid interest in reading. I remember she and my older brother read a play about Nathan Hale, the revolutionary war patriot, and discussed it as they read through it. She also read to each of us and helped with homework. Another favorite book was "Two Little Savages" About two boys who camped for a summer during the late 1800's with an experienced woodsman teaching them the ways of living in the wilderness. I believe my older brother read much of this book to us

This also led to my brother's interest in the Boy Scouts. Since there was no troop in our little town, he learned of the Lone Scout program, got all of the information, and talked Mr. Covington, the local oil dealer, into being his scoutmaster. Although we moved away before we became old enough, we all became active in the Boy Scout's wherever we lived

Immediately after the repeal of prohibition, the town of Dougherty began to have community parties. They may have had them before but my memory only kicks in about this time. The railroad accepted shipments of fish from the Gulf coast that were shipped to the local agent in boxes packed in ice. The agent, my Dad, was responsible for selling the fish, so the town had a fish fry, beer drinking, and baseball playing day. It was amazing that there was some one available for each task needed: tapping a beer keg, frying fish and side dishes, or organizing a baseball game

I also remember a time we went fishing to a lake or river in the area. There were large catfish caught, I think by net, divided into batches of fish. While one man pointed to a batch of fish, another man with his back turned called out the name of the person to get that batch

My Mother and Dad participated in the activities of the town, although as the depression wore on, everything slowed down. I remember a time my parents were invited to a card party at one of the other family's home and children were not invited for it was meant to be an adult party. Arrangements were made for us boys to stay with one of the teachers but we put up such a fuss thinking we were missing a party that my Dad angrily relented and took us with them. Our host put up with us, gave us hot chocolate, and we went to sleep in the back room. There were no other children there. That may have ended our parent's social life for I do not recall any further adult parties although my Dad was never overly sociable. There were also children's parties for birthdays or other occasions where games were played. I remember one party where the host dressed up as a hobo and came upon us during a game to frighten us. Games were from our parent's childhood's such as spin the bottle where a challenge was made or a secret was to be told, a bottle was spun and whoever it pointed at had to fulfill the challenge or tell the secret

We had an annual order of clothing and necessities for the school year. Usually this included new overalls for Charles and Morris, for their clothes were passed down from last year to me and George. Also shirts, shoes, sox, and any needed coats. I believe we did not habitually wear sox except possibly to church. The clothing would be laid out on the bed, tried on, and anything that did not fit or leave room for growth was returned for a larger size. All clothing was ordered several sizes too large both for shrinkage and for growth. There was no such thing as pre-shrunk and the cotton items would shrink at least one size when washed. I do not recall that underwear was a necessary item, and what we did wear was one piece with a flap in the behind for going to the outhouse

It took weeks to break in a new pair of shoes since they were made of very thick and stiff cowhide, with very heavy leather or rubber soles. The breaking in was a very painful process and I was always glad that usually one of my older brothers had done the job for me although it was a defining moment when I began to get my clothes first hand

Mother always saw to it that we were well dressed. Each of us had a dress suit and dressed up for church. This must have been a real juggling job for Mother for we out grew clothing so fast. As each of us grew older and "dress up" needs increased, Mother arranged for each of us to have a new suit as we approached high school. As I think of it, my Mother was a super-organized person. She never worked at any job other than raising a family. The 30's were a time of living on a limited and fixed income. We never lacked for any necessities and had a few luxuries. Every penny was utilized but I do not remember that Mother ever wished for more money. She was also exceptional as she realized the needs of each of us as we grew older. Each grade level had some special need and as we reached it we were given the same support

Mother was able to put money away for special uses. We had no bank so she saved it in her own way. I know she saved up for our clothing and paid for it with a postal money order. On one occasion Dad borrowed a hundred dollars from one of my uncles, on my Mother's side, and Dad didn't start to pay it back so Mother sent ten dollars a month until paid off and then when we went back to Kentucky that summer she gave my aunt ten dollars and told her to buy something for herself as interest for the loan. Mother's austerity stood her in good stead all of her life, for she and Dad had a comfortable retirement from his railroad retirement and she on her widow's pension after Dad's death. When she died she had no debts and money in the bank

Her life always centered around her family and her church. My son Wesley has written a very moving poem about her ("Through Grandmother's Eyes.") She and her father were baptized at the same time. A revival was held at the Baptist church in Whitley City and Mother, a teenager, walked the isle first and her father followed. They were baptized in a local creek. Every where we moved she immediately began attending church and took us with her. She continued to make contributions to the "mission" activities of the church until the time of her death

The people of Dougherty were neighborly and supportive. When one family went on vacation, a neighbor would do their chores. I remember my Dad milking our neighbor's cow and feeding their livestock and dog. After the first years of the depression Dad did not take a vacation, but we continued to make our annual trip to Kentucky. Paid vacations were not known until the railroads were unionized

We got extra milk from helping our neighbor, and this brings up "buttermilk". Making our own butter and buttermilk was also a regular job. A certain amount of milk was allowed to sour. It was then placed in a churn and agitated until the butter came to the top. Although the classic churn was a pottery jug with a hole in its top to insert a paddle that was pushed up and down, we had purchased one of glass with a paddle with a crank that caused the paddle to go back and forth. It was smaller than the crock ones, it was about two gallons, it seemed to take forever to churn one filling, but each of us went through the responsibility, usually the youngest. Buttermilk and cornbread were really a delight and I still enjoy mixing and eating it

Dad also bought a hand mill that ground wheat or corn. Since wheat was abundant on the plains we made our own "cream of wheat". I do not recall that we kept the grinder for long for I believe Dad returned it to Wards for a refund. Dad was always trying new things but he did not stick with one thing for very long. On occasion he wrote for publication and operated his own dark room for enlarging and printing photographs but those hobbies did not last long. And so it was at Dougherty

Dad would read magazines and I remember a time he was particularly interested in detective and true story publications. He also took a newsmagazine called" Liberty". He also did writings that were published in the employee's magazine. He had a typewriter and learned to hunt and peck as fast as I was able to touch type later. He even published a newspaper for the local school on a mimeograph machine. These were activities that he lost interest in after a while

4) Moving to Missouri and Quanah 

One of the newsmagazines caused us to move in the mid-thirties. It was the same magazine that predicted the overwhelming victory of the Republican, Landon, over Roosevelt in 1936. This magazine also said the depression was ending and Missouri was one of the states already with a recovering economy. So Dad decided to move to Missouri. He originally spent time trying to sell our house without success and I remember the night one of the local businessmen of the town came and sat for hours in his car with Dad and Dad came in to say he had sold the house. As I recalled it was for $450.00, and Mother later confirmed that amount. Dad bought a truck, loaded it with our household goods, while we went to Kentucky for a visit. While we were in Kentucky, Dad drove to a small town near Springfield, Missouri and rented or made a payment on several acres of wooded property with a small one-room cabin on it. Some one had convinced him he could make a good living cutting and selling cordwood. We joined Dad in time to begin school. The land was near the town of Bruner where I went to a two-room school and Sparta where Charles and Morris went to High School. Interestingly, these two towns are south of Springfield on the way to a town now known as Branson

I remember math contests in which we sought to see who could add faster. I so outclassed my grade that they let me compete with the next grade. It was there that one of the students made the comment that she couldn't understand why anyone would stoop to selling cordwood to make a living. Dad apparently learned that very quickly too, for we left this property and moved into Springfield

Dad bought (or made a down payment on) a small grocery store and we moved in and started to school. This was the first big school that I had attended for it had a separate room for each class, a lunchroom and auditorium where we had assemblies. It was in walking distance of Dad's store and I made friends walking to school. We rode a streetcar to church

The store was on the same block as a thriving larger grocery store in which we bought some of our own groceries and we only stayed for less than three months. I think that Dad realized very quickly that he was out of his league in trying to compete with the larger store, and was relieved when he received a telegram from the QA&P that they had a "temporarily indefinite" position for an agent at Acme, Texas. He immediately took the job and sold the store to a couple who promised to pay him later. The couple had written a book on the American Indian and were waiting for royalties to pay for the store

As Dad went back to Texas, we moved into an old house near the store and continued in school. I believe that Dad had agreed that we should stay in school until the end of the term and he would send for us as soon as he found a house. Springfield was a large city to us and I remember that Mother purchased a suit for Charles while we were there for he was entering high school. I don't know how Mother weathered some of these times without a paycheck, much less buy a suit

Mother was probably supposed to wait for the payment for the store but no payment came. Once Dad found a place for us in Quanah, five miles from Acme, he sent for us. Mother put all our goods in a neighbor's garage and we took the train to Quanah. We arrived shortly before Christmas and moved into a house that we shared with another family that had a grown son with polio. I remember I wanted a train for Christmas and dad bought a small one for me. We never retrieved our belongings from Springfield including all our household items, our bicycles, and a small printing machine Morris had recently bought. Mother said later she wished she had at least brought that item with us. The furniture and other items were eventually moved to a warehouse and later sold for the rental. Although I was twelve at the time I remember lying awake trying to think of a way we could go get our things. It was one of those times that Mother and Dad moved through and I don't recall that they ever even openly discussed it

Quanah was a new beginning for us and began our real growing up period. We did not live in the house with the other family for long, but I did learn the devastating effects of polio, for their grown son was bedridden with no motor skills and was unresponsive. It was very difficult for me to even go in to see him. Mother, always the facilitator, found a house with more room on the other side of town. I remember the wife of the other family saying Mother wanted to move to the "silk stocking " part of town

Charles entered High School, played football, and we each went to our own schools. Dad continued to work at Acme for a brief time. It was a one-industry town with the wallboard manufacturer plant there. Dad would come back to Quanah on weekends on the train but stayed at the depot during the week. Only five miles away we had no car and the only transportation was the railroad. I remember only one time of going to the station with my Dad, and it was a dreary and white dust covered area

I do not believe that Dad worked at Acme for more than a few months. The system on the railroads was an agent with seniority from any station could bump one with less time. I believe the former agent came back and the only job left for Dad was at Dougherty. I know this was a bitter pill for him but he took it, although we never moved back. For several years some of us would ride the train to visit Dad and he came home on weekends

Quanah was a new experience for us. It was a larger town, a county seat. It had boy Scout troops, active churches, high school football, and a downtown with drugstores, theater, bakeries, and eventually an ice cream factory. The countryside was also roaming country with the addition of trees and streams. The "Coppers Brakes" State Park is now near there but was roaming territory while we were there. The home offices of the QA&P railroad were there and the trains that ran the route twice a day were "made-up" there . We became friends with the children of the officers and train crews. One has gone on to become a famous Texas fiction writer

The first house we rented was near downtown next door to the mayor, the owner of the drugstore, and a cotton buyer. Mother had to begin the process of completely refurnishing the house. The furniture she bought on time and she bought a lamp from the electric company by having one dollar a month added to our bill. There were also many used items that could be bought. The lamp was still in her possession when she died and I believe much of the furniture

Quanah was the first town in which we fit into an urban setting for any length of time. Charles played football and basketball and was class valedictorian and president. Morris excelled in classwork and in leadership roles. Morris came running home one day to tell us that Charles was valedictorian of his class and was so excited that he failed to tell us that he was also valedictorian of his class. It was our first year there

I was never the scholar that Charles and Morris were but I remember one of my teachers telling me after I had made several good grades that he had never seen a family with so many top level scholars. Although I kept up good grades, and graduated shortly after my seventeenth birthday, I never won any top honors. I was president of my sophomore class, but I think that was because I was the new kid in town. I also went out for football one year but after becoming ill after two many laps I decided that sports weren't for me

Quanah had its own movie theater, which also served as the town auditorium. Our next door neighbor, the pharmacist, had children who attended a talent dance school and performed at the theater. We thought of them as being a little "uppity" probably more because they were Methodists rather than Baptist

During this time our activities centered mostly around the school, church, and scouts. It was a typical American small town with one High School, one church of each major denomination and small churches of the smaller denominations. I recall that there was a small Lutheran church that formed its own youth group similar to the Boy Scouts and maintained its isolation from most community activities. I had a good friend that was a member of that Church and learned much from him

During the thirties, the Church that was accepted as the social and political leader was the Methodist. It had come out of the leadership in the prohibition victory and defeat and was somewhat in better standing than the Baptist. Baptist were considered to be more of a rural orientation and its colleges had not yet begun to turn out business and political leaders that the Methodist had. At that time the Methodist church was the largest Protestant denomination in the United States and Southern Baptists only covered the original states of the Confederacy

We had two revivals a year of either one or two weeks with services either once or twice a day. A. Hope Owen was our pastor and he had children our age and were some of our best friends and fellow scout members. During one of the revivals the pastor and revival preacher came to our house to talk to the four Britton boys and caught me at home. Four possible converts must have been a mouth-watering goal for them. I was the only one at home at the time and we had a good talk but I made no commitment at that time. We were all active in the Sunday school so we were all good prospects. Later a friend and I went to the town dump to get some cowhides for " tom-toms," and while going there on our bikes he asked me if I was going to join the Church as most of our Sunday Classmates already had. I said I probably would

Now that I have brought up " tom-toms," I'll tell you about that. You could make Indian drums by stretching cowhides over hollowed out logs or large medal cans lined with tar to muffle the sound. We used the " can" method for it was difficult to secure and hollow out logs. To secure cowhides in the proper condition the cow had to have been dead for several months and the skin dry. You could sometimes find them at the city dump for that is where they were taken when they died. The caretaker of the dump had told us that there were two cows at the dump that were properly " cured," so we went to cut out some of the hide for our drum. After cutting out the proper sizes and making enough cowskin rope, you soaked this in wet mud for a few days to soften it and mounted it on the can. Around piece of skin was placed over each opening of the can, laced together with the strips of cowhide, then allowed to dry and become taught and you had a tom-tom

The pastor caught me the next Sunday as I was going into Sunday school and took me into his study. He explained the plan of salvation by sketching a road that forked with one leading to Heaven and the other to the other place. He then asked me which way I wanted to go. With that type of choice I took the right one and could hardly wait to walk the isle. All the time expecting a Damascus road experience as Paul had had. I still expected the Holy Spirit or some dramatic feeling even as I went through Baptism later. The First Baptist Church of Quanah was proud of its new indoor baptistery, which had just been installed

My life has been molded by my early and continuing experiences in the Baptist Church. The thirties for the Church were of concern for the poor and hungry. Although my father had some permanent income, during most of my growing up years many families did not and my basic concept of church members was taking care of those in need. Food was one of the biggest needs and we were constantly making up baskets of food and the youth delivered them. Many were embarrassed to take food and clothing and others accepted it as if it were their right. As I recall there were many of my friends without fathers in the family for a variety of reasons. We just did not talk about it

It was at Quanah, as we grew up, that I really learned the micro-management of money that my Mother had to do to " make ends meet." The bakery had what they called day old bread that they sold out of their bakery stores. When I worked on a bakery truck later I learned it was considerably older than one day. However the delivery truck came back with the loaves returned from the grocery stores and we were at the bakery store to secure the bread that sold for a few cents less than fresh bread. This was also true of Mothers shopping at the grocery store. It was possible to buy salt pork, 'cheaper cuts of meat, or secure the bones free for soup, dented cans, or large gallons cans of fruit or vegetables, particularly beans. Shopping was just that. Mother knew what she needed when she went and each item was bought at the lowest possible price. Many items could be bought in bulk, particularly tow sacks of potatoes and bushels of apples or peaches

We lived in the second house in Quanah for possibly a year before Mother found another house. It was slightly larger and was down from both the Church and grade and High Schools. It was also out of the down- town area and probably was less rent for one dollar in monthly rent was a big difference. In the new home we were near another large family that went to our church and had a number of boys our age and one who was our scoutmaster. The family was also one without a father. I do not remember what had happened to the father but it was a close knit family in which the grown children helped support the family and the boys our age contributed to family support when they worked

Our source of income, the cotton fields, was no longer available to us but a new source emerged, delivering handbills. Although Quanah had a weekly newspaper, the merchants used individually printed handbills to announce sales. The town was not so big that four or five boys could deliver a handbill to every house in town. Once you did a good job there seemed to be plenty of these jobs and the merchants liked to use scouts. I remember one of the store owners telling us that he did not want to find any of the bills in culverts or empty houses and I was somewhat taken aback that he would even suggest that we would do such a thing

I know I was in grade school when we moved to Quanah and I'm not sure how many years we lived there. We went hiking and camping with the scouts and on our own. Once a friend and I hiked to a stream that runs several miles south of Quanah and went swimming in a pond in the creek that was a swimming hangout. It had a cable stretched across the creek and a tree limb that you could drop into the pond. On one occasion I was swimming near the cable and for some reason went under and had the feeling that I couldn't make it to shore. My friend was on the cable and reached down and pulled me up. I remember worrying about what my Mother would think if I should drown

Our double life of living in Quanah and going to Dougherty to see Dad must have continued for about three years. We would spend some of our summer at Dougherty and we had the same friends to roam and play with. Dad had a stack of grain doors with a mattress on it that we could sleep on but I have little memory of what or how we ate. Since Dad lived there all of the time he cooked on one of the heating stoves fueled with coal, but I don't recall that he had an icebox. There was no café in town and I have an idea the baloney and white bread bought at the local grocery store was the primary meal. Dad was always an innovator and life was never boring

Dad kept a loaded shotgun in the depot from the days when the depot had been broken into and had an attempted robbery. The station had a cast iron safe with a combination lock and someone had attempted to break into it. The railroad sent it's detectives out but no suspects were ever found. It was the time of the roving outlaws of Bonnie and Clyde, Baby Faced Nelson, John Dillinger, and many lesser-known ones who made a living robbing banks and merchants. I do remember the excitement of seeing the investigator dusting the safe for fingerprints

One day I had nothing else to do so I picked up the shotgun, pointed it at the ceiling, pulled the trigger and it went off. I stood there shivering with fright as my Dad rushed in from outside. I think he was as frightened as I was thinking I might be hurt. We were both so shaken that I went up into the warehouse and laid on the mattress and Dad took the shotgun to the desk and unloaded it. I do not know where he left it after that but it is the same gun he so proudly donated to the government during WWII when they requested shotguns for special guards

This is one of those times I think my Dad and I had a special understanding. I was as fearful of what my Dad would say or do to me as I was of the explosion that blew the hole in the roof. This was on a Friday and, and on Fridays we caught the train as it returned to Quanah and Dad spent the weekend and returned to Dougherty on Monday. On the train ride that evening I made every effort to stay as inconspicuous as possible in a one-car passenger train. We did not speak until we arrived home. I suppose my Dad told my Mother what happened. He came in the back room where I was sitting, put his arm around me and said, "Son we both had a frightening experience today." That was the only thing he said about it although we could and did discuss it on occasions

The time that Dad was at Dougherty were probably years that we spent as much time with our Father as we had when he was at home. During the early days of the thirties he worked six and one half days per week with rare holidays. The weekends and summers also gave us more time with him. I also remember that Mother also went out for several days every few weeks for she also had many friends in Dougherty. The thing that I remember most vividly was that she cooked a large pot of beans to provide us with basic food while she was gone and it was really a treat when she put a " brick" of chili in to be cooked with the beans

The period when Dad was at Dougherty and we were in Quanah ended the year Charles graduated from High School. I remember that Dad had come to Quanah for Charles' final football game on a Friday night. The coach allowed Charles to play only a few plays and I wondered why, but later learned that the last few games of a football year are used to develop players for next year unless you are in the playoffs

5) Move to Roaring Springs 

The agent at Acme was promoted to a traveling representative and we were elated to think that Dad would be coming back to Acme and able to move back to Quanah. However the agent at Roaring Springs had seniority on Dad and bid for and got the Acme job. Dad then got the job at Roaring Springs and, that summer when some aunts and uncles were visiting us from Kentucky, we moved to Roaring Springs. Our household items were shipped on a railroad car and Dad rented a house for us. The house had a gas-cooking stove that was left with the house with an oven with a broken hinge. The door was propped in place with a piece of wood and the prop was often kicked out as the stove was near an open door. As I recall we used that stove until we moved to another house

We did not stay in that house very long for we moved to another house about a block away that was $1.00 a month cheaper. As I recall we moved from a house with a built in bathroom which cost $12.00 a month to a house without a bathroom for $11.00 a month

Charles went to Texas Technological College in Lubbock that fall with the help of Frank Dougherty, founder of the town of Dougherty. Charles began studies in engineering and joined the ROTC. These were fateful decisions for me for I doubt I would have had this foresight on my own. I remember he came home one weekend without notice and told us he had hitchhiked all the way and when he came home for holidays that is the way he traveled. We were all impressed with his ROTC uniform although our entry in WWII was yet to come

Roaring Springs was somewhat larger than Dougherty but smaller than Quanah. We made friends fast in the town and Morris was valedictorian, (I can't even spell it), and was president of his class. They elected me president of my class because I was new in town and made reasonable grades. My main job as president was escorting the class representative to the High School queen pageant. I recall the queen was elected based on one cent per vote and our representative didn't come close

I also played basketball but was on the second team. At one tournament when one team didn't show up our second team was allowed to participate. We almost beat our first team when I made a long shot. We also had a Boy Scout troop with one of the schoolteachers as scoutmaster. He was not overly interested and the senior patrol leaders and patrol leaders did most of the activities. We had a father son banquet each year and Morris was master of ceremonies one year and I was the next

On one occasion after a scout meeting, we went to a farmers field full of ripe watermelons and picked up a few to place in a pick-up owned by one of the scouts fathers. The farmer caught us but did not censure or scold us. I have an idea it was the scout with us for it was his father's pick-up and he owned much of the town and was very influential. Recently Morris and I went back to Roaring Springs and the boy with the pick-up now owns all his father did, plus the swimming pool and the farm where we stole the watermelons

The swimming pool was the center of youth activities at Roaring Springs and the nearest theater was in Matador. The town was surrounded by the Matador ranch and they had built a swimming pool and picnic area where the Roaring Springs rushes out of the hillside. The recreation area was utilized by schools and towns all around and we knew it quite well from our time at Dougherty. Morris worked at the pool for several summers and received free swims for his work. He helped drain and clean the pool periodically. A wooden gate closed the stream and diverted the cold water into filling the pool. I remember how cold the water was after a refill. The stream that came from the spring was a fairly strong flow for a West Texas water flow, but it immediately disappeared as it ran into the sand bed of the Pease River. Both branches of the Pease River were wide, dry sand beds except during heavy and prolonged downpours of rain

We also hunted jackrabbits from an automobile. In driving the country roads you could whistle loudly and jackrabbits would stand upright to hear the sound and could be easily shot. The rabbits were abundant in West Texas as well as horned toads. I think crop dusting and the civilization that has now taken over has greatly diminished these animals

It was at Roaring Springs that I was afflicted with" St. Vitas Dance," or at least that is what I think it was as I have studied the symptoms since. The principal symptom was the loss of the use of my right arm. I had to eat with my left hand and could not write. There were very few other symptoms and the loss of the use of my right hand would come and go. I missed one semester of school and one summer. Dad had the doctor out to see me (such as he was) and it was one of those days when the symptoms were not evident and no diagnosis was made. I have since learned that this was probably related to Rheumatic Heart Disease as I spent my career with the American Heart Association

Dad and Mother were most tolerant of this for my Dad had had similar problems as a child. I'm sure Mother had seen many unknown illnesses as she grew in the Kentucky mountains. My Brother George also had these same symptoms but I don't remember his age. My symptoms had become evident after a hike I had taken with a friend and I had become extremely frightened when we had been pushing boulders over a high cliff and I almost went over with one. My friend had to come and lead me away from the cliff. I had sometimes thought it might have been caused by a nervous condition

I recovered from this condition over the summer and they started me in the same grade with my former classmates although I had missed a semester. The teachers helped and I don't know that I was that far behind and I quickly caught up. My handwriting was very bad for my right arm was still very weak and that was the one thing my teachers had to put up with. One of my happiest moments was when one of my teachers told me how much my handwriting had improved. I exercised that arm to the point that when I was at Oklahoma A&M, one of the basketball coaches saw me shooting baskets from all spots on the gym floor and asked me to come out for basketball until I showed him my other skills didn't match. It was still quite a complement since that was the year Oklahoma A&M won the national championship with Bob Kurland

The railroad station at Roaring Springs made its unique contribution to the QA&P. It was in the midst of the Matador ranch, was known for its clear water, and the town was partially owned by the railroad. The railroad had bypassed the town of Matador and for a brief time a short railroad line was run into Matador. Roaring Springs station had water pumps across from the station and Dad filled water tank cars to be shipped to industries that used clear water. He also shipped cattle when the Matador Company had a herd to ship. The pens were several miles out of town and the cowboys would bring in the herd to the pens and cattle cars lined up on sidings beside the pens to be loaded. There were no switch engines to move the empty cars into place. The railroad had made the grade level slightly down hill and placed the cars uphill. After releasing the brake, and with a slight wedging the car would start to roll. A brake was operated with a wheel similar to an auto steering wheel. The wedge was a type of lever that was placed between the car wheel and the track, leverage applied and the car began to move. Dad would jump on and turn the brake wheel when it reached the right place. The same technique was used to move the grain cars in Dougherty although sometimes they used cables attached to a tractor

We were invited to eat with the cowboys on one occasion. As I recall they had a stew pot of beans, a pot of boiled raisons, and cornbread. They always seemed to be looking for someone to play a prank on and on this occasion one of them wired a long chain to a cowboy's belt as he slept and then they yelled that he was late for work

I had made " my profession of faith," (Baptist code words) at the Church in Quanah and joined the Church in Roaring Springs. Much of my life and activity centered around the church since it was just down the block from our house, most of my friends attended, and although Dad did not attend, Mother happily took part in Church activities including quilting bees. Again we did much on our own as a friend and I discovered that Baptists had an organization for boys called Royal Ambassadors. We secured one of their manuals and started the advancement steps. Our pastor was one who served two churches and only came once every two weeks. He eventually talked the church into providing a house and became full time. Remember you could rent a house for $10.00 per month then

The church leaders, local merchants and farmers, became unhappy with the preacher and had him leave. Dad never liked any of the preachers where we lived. I'm sure it was because that each new minister made at least one effort to get him into church. It is also probably one reason that he never did enter into any extended social activity. Dad also didn't like my best friend at Roaring Springs. My friend was from a broken home, lived with his single mother, his father had left them, was somewhat effeminate, and my Dad just couldn't accept him

Morris graduated from High School at Roaring Springs and also went to Texas Tech to take pre-med. This left me as the oldest boy at home. One of my regrets is that I have few memories of spending time with my younger brother George. We came home for lunch every day from school and to church and swimming but I don't recall spending very much time with George

6) Pearl Harbor 

When I had been ill I spent much time listening to the radio, including the afternoon shows of Ma Perkins and Wilderness Road. This interest continued for several years. So it was on a Sunday afternoon in 1941 when Dad was at the depot, Mother must have been visiting or at some church function, and George was out with some friends, that the radio came on with the news that the Japanese were bombing our Naval Base at Pearl Harbor in the Hawaiian Islands and that we were now at war. I ran up to the depot to tell Dad and he called some of our neighbors, particularly one who had a son in the Marines

Life then began to change as everything shifted to supporting the war effort. Our scout troop was the collection agency for paper, aluminum, used grease, and anything that would help win the war. I remember traveling around the area with the High School principal to collect every scrap of aluminum that anyone had. It was immediately picked up by a truck coming through, but the paper was a different matter. We collected newspapers, cartons, and any bit of paper and the cotton gin allowed us to store it in their warehouse. The building was eventually filled and every effort to find the wartime agency that wanted paper failed. It was finally decided that there was no use for used paper and the scouts had a huge bonfire. Rationing of sugar, tires, shoes, gasoline and other things went into effect. It really didn't affect us that much for Mother didn't bake that much sweet stuff, we had no automobile, and shoes lasted at least a year anyway

As our friends and relatives began to go into the military, the reality of the war became much more pronounced. Charles was in the ROTC and he was called to active duty, sent back to college and then to OCS to get his commission in the Signal Corps. Morris was in pre-med and then Medical School under the Navy's program . I was 14 when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor in 1941. Both Japan and Germany seemed to be unstoppable as they continued to conquer more and more territory and there was fear that Japan would invade our West Coast. Germany held all of Europe and when they turned on Russia it appeared that they would be successful there

During 1942, the war continued to go badly for the allies but as the year went on we held the line in the Pacific at Midway, even started the island hopping strategy in retaking Japanese held territory. The English held the German air force from victory and we had joined them in bombing Germany

I remember a time when my grades in school were going down and I appeared restless to Dad, and he asked me what the problem was. I said I was afraid the war would be over before I could get into it. It was the only time I ever remember my Dad crying. I had no need to be concerned for I was to participate in the "Greatest, sea, land, and air battle of all time and it is highly unlikely that such a battle will ever be fought Again." (Hanson W. Baldwin, military historian.) 

We only remained at Roarings Springs for a year and a half after the USA entered the war and our life was now centered on what we did relating to the war effort. I do remember that the Boy Scouts would go to the campus of Texas Tech College for an annual rally and the price of admission to the football game was one brick to help build the museum. A shipment of troops and artillery from Fort Sill, Oklahoma, the Army's Artillery School, came through on the QA&P headed for California. I later learned they were on their way as cadre to set up the Artillery training at Camp Roberts, California. I was to be stationed twice at Camp Roberts in my Army career

I spent time with my Dad at the railroad station. The station agent that had moved to Acme from Roaring Springs had died and we expected Dad to get that position and we would move back to Quanah. I don't know if Dad called them or they called him, but I heard Dad say he had accepted a job with the T&P Railroad in Big Springs. Dad took great glee in being able to do that for his loyalty to the QA&P had been drained when they had sent him back to Dougherty

As the war progressed it was possible to get a job practically wherever you wanted. The T&P used Dad to set up the station at Pecos, Texas where a big air base and bombing range was being built. He was only there a few months and then came back to move us to Big Springs during the summer of 1942. We rented a truck, not from a U-Haul, for they didn't exist, but from a neighbor. We loaded most of our household goods and moved to a house Dad had rented. We were not able to take all of our goods on one truck so we stored some in a room in the house as we had some time left on our rent. George and I went back with the truck and got the left overs

Dad worked in the freight office of the railroad in Big Springs along with a number of other men. I don't believe there were any clerks or ticket agents that were women. This was my senior year and I moved right in to my final year of high school. We lived right down the street from the high school. Although I wasn't active in varsity sports, I did participate in other sports and activities. I worked for a bakery delivery truck during the school year before school began each day and the driver dropped me off at school. We were called "swampers," and also worked all day Saturdays when the largest deliveries were made. I learned some of the interworkings of business when my boss made one of his customers angry and the customer withdrew his business. The owner of the bakery talked the customer into allowing one delivery per day. My driver went there each day but the customer never bought more than one loaf of bread per day. It was a humiliating experience for my driver but he carried it out each day

I never attended any social functions of the school although I made many friends and recently (1993) went back to my fiftieth reunion with my wife Betty and daughter, Lori

Again most of my social life centered around the scouts and church. I worked some of the summer after graduation in the freight warehouse of the T&P Railroad. The clerical offices where my Dad worked were above where we unloaded freight cars. Black men came in when they saw a train come in. This was still the age of segregation but the railroad was happy to get good strong help. We sat around for long periods for the box-cars were not always ready to be unloaded and I had long talks with the black men

Big Springs had a new Army Air Base that trained bombardiers. I went out several times to tour the base and let them show me how the bombdadiers were trained. As I look back, it was absolutely amazing how quickly the USA mobilized, put training and manufacturing facilities together after the war began. Practically every town in west Texas had some kind of military training facility and as the war went on many had prisoner of war camps

7) Enlistment 

As I looked back on my life it just somewhat flowed along. I never made quick or dramatic decisions or even knew you were supposed to make long range goals, nor did you need to worry about a job. During the last semester of my senior year, the army and navy announced a program for high school graduates who were not yet 18 years of age. I took the entrance test that was given at each high school in the spring of 1943 when I was still 16 years old. The main offering of the program was that we would be sent to college until we were 18 years old with the hint that OCS might be in the offing. I was the only one from my high school that entered this program. I was notified shortly after graduating that I had passed the test (I later learned that it was the standard test for determining IQ). I was informed that if I wished to be sent to college I should go to the nearest army induction center and enlist in the Enlisted Reserve Corps. It was a decision to be made for you were flooded with letters from factories making wartime materials, particularly aircraft manufacturers, if you were not yet eligible for the draft. I had been 17 for only two months when I graduated. It was not a decision for me, for I could not wait to get into the war

The nearest induction center was in Lubbock and I went there and went through the process of enlisting in the ERC. You receive a physical and tests and then set down with a soldier at a table whose job it is to assign you to a branch of service. The man I sat down with told me I was being assigned to the Navy since that quota was not yet filled for that day. That was my first encounter with the military and I figured that if that was the way things worked then I had to go along. I did show him a copy of my orders directing me to enlist in the ERC. With a few curt words, he said, "I don't have anything to do with you, go over there." So I went over to another desk and paper work was completed

During this day of processing one of the most unique and long lasting events of my life began. During the day of processing for the Army a man (we were really boys) from Lubbock was going through the same processing and must have been in many lines with me. We came out with serial numbers only one number apart. Volunteer's serial numbers began with a 1 and draftees with a 3. Mine was a most unique number of 18185050). John Riley Conely of Lubbock and I met when we were sent to Texas A&M and then LSU in the ASTRP Program. He had known my brother Morris in the BSU program at Texas Tech. Riley and I have remained close friends since then although he went to Europe with the 100th Division and I went to the Pacific. We came back and went to Texas Tech together, were active in the BSU, received our commissions through ROTC, married girls that were also friends. We both went back to Germany in the army of occupations as officers and kept up with each other as careers, children, and families moved on. His wife, Joanne, died a few years ago

My beginnings with the Army laid good groundwork for my relationship to the army until I retired from the reserves. After enlisting in the ERC a month or so later I received my official orders to report to Texas A&M and report to the commandant. I would eventually be reimbursed at 5 cents per mile but I was to report on a certain date and to get there on my own. Dad arranged for me to take the train and I arrived at a small station near the campus. There were other students arriving at the same time with the same orders I had. In this first contingent of this program I don't believe there were many more than fifty of us from Texas. Riley kept copies of the orders and recently gave me copies

The Army had personnel to meet us and placed us in dormitories on campus but were at a loss of what to do with us in this newly initiated program since instructions had not yet arrived. We were ready to become Aggies and get into the swing of things when we were informed that A&M could not accommodate this program and that we would be sent to LSU in Baton Rouge. At least I was with comrades now and we were sent by train to our next college. Students from Louisiana were also arriving and LSU moved into the program

We were placed in the LSU "Pentagon" Barracks that were used for their ROTC, organized into military units with the few ROTC students left and some our people who had been in High School ROTC. I recall our first meeting in the auditorium with an Army Officer who told us " You are the cream of the crop " of High School graduates. As college students and military, we immediately rephrased that. Any way, they took a survey of what each of us wished to major in, and then said we were each taking the same engineering cirrocumuli. This was all right with me for my vague thoughts of college was to study some form of engineering

We were marched in units to classes. The cirrocumuli was accelerated into three month semesters and 21 hour class loads. We were not issued uniforms, ate at the mess hall, but received no pay. Dad continued to send me money after my savings ran out. Our program was known as the Army Specialized Training Program Reserve or ASTRP. There was also an active duty element of this program without the Reserve attached. That program had been going on for several years and sent selected draftees to continue or start college. There was a large contingent at LSU as there had been at A&M. Quite obviously they looked with disdain down on our rag-tag Army

Although our days were full, I believe we had both Saturdays and Sundays off. Baton Rouge was a city filled with history; much of it connected to Huey Long and his murder in the thirties. His statue and the capitol building typified his expenditures in Louisiana. LSU had also received exceptional support from Long's regime. A new swimming pool based on Grecian design, a new football stadium with dormitories built into the stands, and even our buildings had shiny brass doorknobs that were out of character with the depression

Friends and I roamed the city and countryside. The Mississippi River runs through Baton Rouge and sugar cane, cotton, and other plantations surrounded it. An oil refinery was on the outskirts of the city. It was the rumor that Huey Long had been turned down for admittance to Tulane University in New Orleans and he had vowed to turn it into a "Little red school house," by building up LSU

My time at LSU was really a time of fun and freedom. Although I was only there one semester, I attended the Baptist Church, the BSU on campus, and took a trip down the Mississippi to view old plantations on the way to New Orleans for the LSU-Tulane football game. The regular ASTP soldiers were not allowed to play on the varsity but our members were. We had several who had been star high school players. I recall one event involving one of our members. A convertible was driven to the campus and parked behind the dorms by one of our members. Although he only drove it sparingly, we were all envious. The boy was from Beaumont and some boys questioned his ownership to the car. I remember defending him on several occasions. One day three officers came into the dorm to arrest him for stealing a car and taking it across state lines. I remember as he went out the door he turned to me and said," See, you didn't' know anything." 

While at LSU we were continually reminded of the War because we had to mask all windows and all outside lights were turned off. Baton Rouge was in an area considered near the shore, subject to enemy surveillance as well as the need to conserve electric. Although I remember going to New Orleans for a weekend and after every thing closed we rode the streetcars all night since we had no hotel. The constant reminder of the war was the large contingent of active duty scholars under the ASTP program. The Navy also had a program designated V-12 which was similar. This (the ASTP) program was written up in the book," Scholars in Foxholes." It out lines the thinking of national leaders fearful that a generation of leaders would be lost in the war and that colleges needed to be supported in order to continue to exist. Historians now say that at least one generation of Russian men was essentially eliminated. Eventually as more and more men were needed in the European Campaign, the ASTP program was eliminated and then reactivated on a very limited scale. Some of the boys I have talked with who returned to the reactivated program purposely failed in order to get into combat

I went home for Christmas leave to Ballinger to which my folks had moved in 1944. I remember that Mother had gone to be with her Mother in Kentucky who was very ill. Mother returned but her Mother died soon after. After one semester at LSU the army decided to consolidate the ASTRP program for the southwest at Oklahoma A&M in Stillwater. Those who reached 18 years of age were called to active duty. Riley was one of those, but I still had two semesters to go before reaching 18, so after Christmas break at home I wound up at my third college at Stillwater, Okla

I had been transferred to Oklahoma A&M for some reason and I don't know if the program continued at LSU. I have an idea they consolidated the upper classes at a single college. A&M had a famous basketball coach, Henry Iba, who was one of the first seven foot tall players. All players were white at that time. The seven footer, Bob Kurland, led them to two national championships by guarding the goal

I was at A&M for two terms. I do not recall anything special while I was there. My friends from LSU with which I ran around with were called to active duty before me because they were several months older and had reached 18. Riley Conely was sent to Camp Wolters, near Fort Worth, for Infantry Basic Training and another of my friends, Ray Sarner, of Galveston, also took basic training there. He was killed in action in Europe

Some of the men from ASTP who later became famous include Henry Kissinger, Gov. Mario Coumo of New York, and Gore Vidal, the author. Many also became lawyers, engineers, teachers, and leaders, including one who was active in developing the cardiopulmonary resuscitation programs and guidelines for the American Heart Association. That would be me

From A&M, I was called to active duty and reported to Camp Wolters. Riley was there and so were a number of other former ASTRP'ers. They all welcomed me with the good news that I would soon be joining them in the IRTC (Infantry Replacement Training Center). However that camp was also a processing center and my orders came through sending me to Camp Roberts, California and an assignment to the Field Artillery Replacement Training Center

I traveled to California in a troop sleeper that was basically a boxcar that had been outfitted with tiers of bunks. Interestingly I do not remember how we were fed but most of the troop trains had a kitchen car attached or sometimes they gave vouchers to be used when we stopped

We arrived at Camp Roberts at the town of Paso Robles and were again sent to a processing center. We were asked if anyone typed and I held up my hand although I had been well indoctrinated with the concept that you never volunteer for anything in the army. It may have been one of the best things I did in my Army career. I was assigned to be trained as a field artillery forward observer with additional training as a "battery clerk". Forward observers directed the fire of the canons and requires some mathematical calculations, so my engineering training came in handy

Basic training is quite rigorous and training is accelerated. We trained five and a half days a week with Saturdays as inspection days then a movie of," Why We Fight." The movie was produced in Hollywood by directors and actors who were to become famous and one would become president of the United States. We were always hearing that some movie star that was being drafted was being sent to Camp Roberts. We had only one assigned to our unit while I was there. Red Skelton was assigned to the FARTC and participated in much of the training. During some of the parade drill days he had a girl friend drive up from Hollywood in a convertible to view the parade. He did stage and produce several shows while there and used some movie people who were not draftable. He was well liked by his comrades and even more respected for participating in the physical training. Most of the entertainers were assigned to " special services'" where they continued to entertain. Red Skelton was one of the few who completed basic training in a combat arm

I remember the very difficult obstacle course that we ran one a week. It included tunnels, walls, fences, poles, and anything you can think of, but the real workout was running across a dry riverbed that had soft sand. I was young and healthy then but many of the older men (up to 38) who were being called up had a very difficult time completing the course. Within seventeen weeks the Army turned out men who could shoot a rifle, live in the desert and jungle, dismantle and care for a rifle and cannon, and for me calculate the aim of an eight-inch howitzer and make out a morning report. We were off Saturday afternoons and Sundays and would on occasion get a three day Pass. A buddy and I went to San Francisco once and stayed in barracks that had been built on the City Square for soldiers on leave. We toured the city and watched a professional football game. I don't know how anyone who could play football could stay out of the military but they did

We had to be proficient, or at least fire, 105 howitzers, 155 howitzers and Long Toms, and Eight-Inch Howitzers. Training was so intense that if I had been asked to perform any of those tasks I doubt I could have done it on my own. Any way I got through it and received orders, with a " delay en route," to report to Camp Hood, Texas. I believe it was a "camp" then although it has been designated since as a Fort. A Fort was a permanent installation, a camp temporary only for the war. I was to report to the 749th Field Artillery Battalion

 8) Army Beginnings 

When you had a permanent change of station, reassignment, during the War you often got what the Army called a "delay enroute." It was essentially a leave and was counted against your leave time so I spent about a week at home in Ballinger. I reported to the 749th Field Artillery Battalion at North Post of Camp Hood. The 749th was what was known as a " hot" outfit. It had its orders and was in full preparation for deployment overseas. It was an eight-inch howitzer battalion and had been established from a base of a National Guard Unit from New York. The way the Army expanded so rapidly as WWII progressed was by what was known as "cadreing." A leadership group from an established unit would be taken to form the nuclease of a new unit, and the unit filled with trainees. As soon as the unit was trained it could cadre out to form several new units

There were not many of the original cadre group from New York left and I think we had a very diverse unit with men from almost every state. I was assigned to Headquarters Battery (the equivalent of a company in the Infantry), and our commander was a former Regular Army Sergeant that had been promoted to Captain. My immediate supervisor in the personnel unit was from Mason City, Iowa who had managed a night club there and knew Meridith Wilson, who we knew as the band leader on one of the radio shows. Wilson was later to write "The Music Man." We also had a cousin of Averial Harriman, one of Roosevelt's negotiators. He was a very sophisticated New Yorker but a real leader

My initial job was as Battery Clerk and being in Headquarters I quickly got to know every one. Headquarters was principally the command unit of the Battalion and a Service Battery did maintenance and service. We were normally camped together. There were three firing batteries. The Eight-Inch howitzers, I believe they were invented for WWII, were very mobile. They had self contained wheels that could be jacked up and large tracked vehicles, with space for the crew, attached to the guns and then pulled. In determining the range, distance of fire, the gun tube could be elevated, and the eight-inch round shoved into the breech, and the amount of powder bags to be used to calculate the propelling effect. By the time I got to Camp Hood they had finished their training in firing the guns and were preparing all equipment and weapons for shipment overseas

There must have been priority lists of items to be issued for men going to the Pacific area, for we were issued new ponchos, special muzzle covers for our rifles, and special file cases for our records. My job as Battery Clerk was to make out a morning report that included all personnel changes, all done in army short hand and type and mimeograph orders. We all participated in barracks and office duties

The diversity of the unit was emphasized by the fact that the new replacements that came with me from Camp Roberts were basically Gung Ho, teenage boys ready to go into battle. Others assigned to the unit were men up to the age of 38, For as the war went on the drafting deferments went from being married to men with no more than two children. This was emphasized by one man in his thirties that sat around much of the time moping and crying and looking at his wife and children's pictures. He made it to the POE in Seattle but the Army agreed that this man should not be in combat, so he was assigned to the POE and we saw him when we came back

By this time the war effort in the US was very efficient in getting men and equipment into the war. It is interesting that I joined the Enlisted Reserve Corps 4 months after my 17th birthday, spent 9 months in the ASTRP College Training Program, 17 weeks of basic training, and was on a ship for battle on Dec. 25, 1945. In other words from the time I went on active duty to shipping out was about 7 months

We shipped out for the Port of Embarkation (POE) of Seattle, Washington and traveled by Pullman train over the Rockies. I remember seeing Pikes Peak for the first time and the long pull over the mountains. It was at this time I got acquainted with Harriman for he had the bunk below mine. Upper bunks were preferred because the lower one had to accommodate two men. The Pullman cars still had stewards and Harriman knew how to get the available tables and any other extras. We spent much of our time playing cards and watching the scenery

The POE was a hectic, but organized time, for our guns were loaded on Landing Craft Tanks, and we were loaded on an old cruse liner, named the President Johnson. It was outfitted in wartime fashion with bunks installed everywhere with about two feet between each tiered bunk. I remember very well that we boarded our ship on Christmas Day 1944, although we did not ship out until two days later

We sailed for Hawaii and we ran into one storm in which the boat would tilt from side to side. Garbage cans would upset and roll toward the side. Once one of my buddies fell and rolled with them. The dining area was small and we were fed "C" or prepackaged food. The crew was fed fresh vegetables and we some times waited at their dining area to get a slice of lettuce or fresh fruit

A friend of mine, who took basic in California with me, and was assigned to the 749th recently discovered the ships log of the President Johnson and it sailed out of Seattle on Dec. 28, 1944. We arrived in Hawaii and were stationed in a tent city, which was part of Schofield Barracks. The entire Island of Oahu was a military camp. Again the pace was hectic as some new items were issued to us including a long plastic sheath to put our rifles in to protect from seawater. We also went through several trial landings of our guns and personnel. My primary memory of this quick visit to Hawaii was a plane crashing not too far from our camp and the pilot could not get out, and we watched as he burned in his cockpit. It was war

Another way you knew your unit was headed into combat was that the top USO shows, some made up of Hollywood stars but mostly men and women from the entertainment world that were on their way up, were sent to our unit. We went swimming a time or two at the beaches and at one my monthly pay, $30, was stolen from my clothes while I swam

After the fast rehearsal of landing techniques, our guns and vehicles were loaded on Landing Ship Tanks and personnel on a Personnel Assault Ship, the Allandale. These ships were built specifically for landing personnel as the tank ships were built to land vehicles. Our ship was painted blue and was basically a large personnel carrying vessel. It did not have a capability to land personnel directly, but the Navy brought the Land Craft personnel, "Higgins Boats," along side and we went down cargo nets into the craft. We went down the nets with all our gear on our backs, a special life preserver that could be activated with a squeeze of the hand. We unbuckled all belts and front attachments to our ammo belts and backpacks. If we fell we were to discard all personal equipment and fall into the water. I don't know that anyone did

Our voyage over went south through the islands and atolls that had been taken earlier in the war. We stopped at one atoll that was probably less than 100 yards wide. I believe it was Pelieu. They let us stretch our legs, gave us beer or a cold drink, then back on the ship. We also spent days watching flying fish come out of the water, fly several hundred feet and then back into the water

We pulled into Manila harbor of the Philippines and stayed only a few days. We were the only eight in howitzer unit in the Pacific so I have an idea we were scheduled to participate in this campaign but it was pretty well over by the time we got there. So we headed out into the Pacific Ocean for some unknown target, possibly even Japan itself

9) Okinawa 

Since we were an eight-inch howitzer artillery unit, the strong scuttlebutt was that we were headed to invade Japan itself. As we sailed, our officers began to brief us on the invasion of an island south of the main islands of Japan, Okinawa Shima. The main thing I remember was that the island was dotted with concrete tomb sites where they placed the urns of the ashes of their dead. Our officers emphasized that these could be used as pillboxes. As it turned out, they did not lend themselves to serve as any gun emplacement although they were all over the island

I was later briefed by our Forward Observer Officer, that I would be going in with the first waves of infantry in case they were tied up on the beaches. The contingency plan was to run our guns that were coming on Landing Craft Tanks on a flat bottomed open boat upon the beaches and fire them from that position. With the forward observation team we would direct fire. I was elated, I was a back up forward observer, and to me this was the highest honor

As I have later studied plans of WWII and as a G-3 Officer (plans officer), I learned that you develop numerous optional plans and cover every possibility when planning a battle. This was one of those back -up plans; they expected fierce fighting by the Japanese for this was the first Japanese Island to be invaded. I recently confirmed this at the Archives at the Army War College at Carlisle, PA. The after action report of the XXIV Army Corps, states that, "Men of the XXIV Corps Artillery went in with the Infantry." It doesn't name names but there were 6 of us including our Lt

I am not sure how many days we were at sea, but I celebrated my 19th birthday somewhere at sea. As we sailed along more and more ships came into sight-Fighting ships, landing craft, supply ships, and APA's of which we were one. On March 31, 1945 we were sent to our sacks early and awakened at 0200 hours. We had the option of going to a religious service in the dining area where the chaplain had brought palm leaves from one of the atolls to celebrate Easter. It was normal attendance, about 1% or less of the troops. I do remember it was an Episcopalian chaplain in which he placed a wafer on our tongues and he drank the cup

After the service and breakfast I had to hurry to get all my gear ready to board the landing craft. They told us that the landings were underway and we would be going in. We went down the rope nets, into the LCP (landing craft personnel) known as a Higgins boat and headed for our first rendezvous. Although we were near shore, the landing craft would join other craft, circle for a few moments, peel off one at a time and go into the beach. We were told that the first wave was moving in-land rapidly

We were to hit the beach as the ramp was lowered, run two hundred paces and get prone. The beach was littered with shell craters and I ran my paces and dove into a bomb crater. The beaches were heavy with smoke to cover the landings and you could see nothing. There was only sporadic gunfire around me for the infantry was moving in very quickly. After pausing in the crater for a moment we were to move another 200 paces, which I did again, again finding a crater. The smoke was beginning to lift

I have told the story before, but without being able to see your comrades, this was the loneliest feeling I have ever experienced not knowing who was around you. I was now up the slope of the beach and as the smoke lifted I turned to see a most awesome sight. There were ships of all shapes and sizes as far as I could see on the horizon, with LST's (landing ship tank), larger ships with doors that swung open lined up on the beaches unloading tanks, personnel carriers, weasels, guns, and supplies. As ships unloaded they pulled off and steamed away, with more coming in constantly. Later I learned it was the greatest armada ever assembled. There were men all around me, sitting up machine guns, riflemen, radiomen and a steady stream of men pouring into the beaches

There were many of our ships that had been hit and continued to be hit by the Kamikaze pilots. One bounced over our APA and struck the ship next to it. As the smoke lifted I saw that every crater was occupied and my Lieutenant was in one near me. His radioman had a walkie-talkie and I ran over to him. He said he had received word to remain where we were, that the landing was going on almost unopposed, and they expected to get our guns unloaded and on shore…The infantry, 27th Infantry Division, kept pouring past us and moving inland

There had been two major landings. The Army's XXIV Corps, of which we were the Corps artillery, was made up of the 77th, 98th, and 27th Divisions. The Marines also had three divisions and I believe they were the III Corps. The Marines landed and went north, the Army units went south. The Marines moved quickly to secure the northern part of the island within a few days, for the Japanese had set up their defensive strongholds across the center of the island and in the south. Both of the Corps made up the 10th Army commanded by General Simon Boliver Buckner, II. His father, had been a General in the Civil War

Things seemed to settle down as the Infantry and Marines moved into the Island and our Battalion was brought in and joined during the first day. Our guns were not brought in for a few days. I recall there was a delay in getting our food rations to us and we missed one meal before we were resupplied with c-rations. Our unit moved further inland and set up bivouac. Air and ship bombardments continued, and except for the few Kamikazes that continued to come and a few Baca bombs dropped from bombers and guided by Japanese pilots, there was not a lot of air resistance

Okinawa was a beautiful island, about 350 miles south of mainland Japan, made up of the Ruyuku chain of islands that extended to Japan. The main island was about 60 miles long, with narrow and wide sections. The tombs mentioned before were oval shaped designs built on hill sides and were all over the island. There were small openings in the base where families placed the urns containing the remains of their dead. They posed no threat

It is absolutely amazing how serene the first few days were, and we organized our unit, set up our tents, brought our guns ashore, and awaited assignment. I even began my wanderings over the area that had been taken and up to the front lines. I had excess amount of time and my officers just thought I was stupid to want to roam. The Capitol city of Naha, we had landed a few miles from it, was completely leveled

Shuri castle, or so I thought, was on a hill with a long straight road up to it. I went there on one of my walks and the roadway was lined with Japanese bodies. As I was coming down, I heard rifle fire and dropped to the ground. I saw some rear echelon soldiers shooting into Japanese bodies and I went to talk to them. They said they wanted to tell others that they had shot some Japanese. (Using Army lingo for Japanese) 

I also walked through a long valley with steep cliffs on each side and extending for several miles. Japanese supply caves were excavated into the cliffs on both sides. I found a supply of Japanese boots in one cave and my CWO (chief warrant officer) wanted me to take him to the caves to see if he could find some boots that fit him. There were also good ammunition cases excellently constructed that I made into a desk for my tent. There were rice fields, with dikes to walk on between. I was walking on one of these when I saw a helmet covering something. I picked it up and it was covering a "bouncing betty", an anti-personnel mine with prongs sticking out. I was driving a jeep on one of the roads when a bomb crater caused a detour and I went off the road but landed right side up in a rice paddy and I went flying into the field

Receiving mail was always an important part of the day. My Grandmother Britton, whom we called Ma Britton, and I wrote each other regularly. Letters were duplicated into small sizes, inserted in light envelopes and sent. These were called V-Mail. Our mail was censored by our CO's although I know of nothing I ever wrote that would have affected the war. One mail call I received a V-Mail letter that had stamped letters KIA and a date on it. I laughed about it at first for I thought it referred to me. As I looked at it, it was a returned letter to one of my best friends from ASTRP days, Ray Sarner from Galveston. He had been killed in Europe. Another of my best friends from those days, Riley Conely and also an infantryman in Europe, learned Ray had been killed while manning a mortar. This was in the last days of the War. It was one of the most sobering moments of the war for me

And then the War Started - As the Army hit the main defensive line of caves, tunnels, and hills that the Japanese general had so deftly crafted. Our guns were set up, our forward observer outposts established, and our guns zeroed in and became a significant part of the greatest, land, sea, and air battle of all time

Although my primary assignment was as Battery Clerk, after I had made out the morning report, I often had the remainder of the day to myself. I spent most of the days at the Forward Observer's Post, assisting in fire direction and observing the attacks by the Infantry on the tightly defended hills and bunkers of the Japanese. Another reminder I got from the "After Action Report of the XXIV Corps," was a statement of massed artillery fire before the Infantry attacked the Naha, Shuri, Yonaburi line. Our guns were zeroed in, started firing with every other artillery unit, and mortars at nightfall and continued to fire all night long. It shook the entire island and the next day the Infantry took that line and moved forward. I believe we consumed our supply of ammo and it was several days before it was replenished from the supply ships

There is nothing that can affect you like seeing three frontal attacks by infantrymen, all thrown back with heavy losses, talking with some of the men as they awaited the next assault and realizing many would not live through it. This is why most of us from WWII who came back felt so inadequate in light of what these men had done and lives given up

I remember very distinctly an occasion when I was going back to our headquarters to pick up rations for our forward post, when a limping infantryman about as tall as his rifle, asked for a ride back to the first aid post. He was as colorless as an ash from a fireplace and needed to get to a rear aid station to have his foot taken care of. He told me he had been on two of the assaults of the hill in front of us and the unit had been thrown back each time. There was a front line aid station for immediate treatment and stations further back for more detailed treatment. I dropped him off at the rear aid station and went on to my Battery mess hall to pick up chow for our forward observer team. As I came back by the soldier was standing waiting for me having had his leg bandaged. I asked him why he was so eager to get back and he said that tomorrow they would take that hill. They did indeed take it the following day, but I'm also as sure that he was one of many killed that day

At the forward observer post we had a perfect view of the attack by our infantry on the hill. Having acquired several books on the battle of Okinawa by military historians and one by a Japanese officer who participated, I have since learned the units and names of the hills, but I am writing this from my first hand view without historical retrospect, although I have recently (2002) begun to check archives to confirm and refresh some of my memories. I did not get back to the forward post until the following morning and the assault all along the line was underway all across the island. The Marine corps on one side and the Army's XXIV Corps in front of us. The army had brought in flame throwing tanks to burn out the caves and we had bombarded the line with artillery fire all night. The Japanese were as stubborn as they had been but this time the Infantry persevered and took the hill

We supported both the Army troops and the Marines. Our Battalion was assigned two Piper Cubs as observer planes and although they were mostly used by ranking officers to view the battlefront it was often necessary for them to direct fire. As the battle lines went forward it was still slow going but the Japanese were being pushed back and sometimes our forward post did not have a view of the combat. We got a unique reputation of being the most accurate Artillery when the Planes directed fire on a steel tower, I think it was an electrical power line tower, was being used as an observation tower by the Japanese. The planes were given the assignment to direct fire because the tower was out of our view. Our guns were to destroy the base of the tower to bring it down

In directing artillery fire the observers "bracket" the target then call for "fire for effect." To zero in you fire one shot over the target, one short, and one to the side, then make corrections and call for a salvo. In this case the shot that was to go over the tower, hit the top and took out the Japanese observer. After that we were known as the "Sharpshooting Battalion." 

As I recall we had three men killed, all by friendly fire. The first was when our man was dismantling one of our own booby traps. We set up strings of wire attached to booby traps at night around our camp and dismantled them in the morning. A Sgt. set one off and killed himself. It emphasizes the very stupidity of war when the conversation among some of us was, "Who's going to get his stripes," or gets promoted to fill the vacancy? 

Another man killed was one of our enlisted forward observers. It too, was one of those incidents of war. The forward observer post is in command of a Lt. with normally two corporals or sgts to direct fire. As all other activities in war there are many lulls and waiting. Our outpost was set on a hill overlooking the battleline. One night one of the sgts. went out of the tent to go to the bathroom without telling the Lt. On the way back in, he either did not answer the Lts.' Challenge or did not hear it for the Lt. shot him and the Sgt. was able to say, "My God Lt. you shot me" before he died. Again it was one of those events of war. The Lt., a very likable man, was sent away for rehab and came back after the island was secure, but he never recovered while with us

Our other loss was of our battalion commander. It occurred after the battle was over and had little to do with war. Our Colonel was found one morning after an officer's drinking party on a rock fence not far from camp. The story was that he had gotten into a fight with one of our more aggressive Capts. and the Capt. had beaten him to death. I don't believe the Capt. was ever tried and the executive officer took over and we moved on

Another ludicrous event was how I got my Purple Heart. Most of us were teen-agers and often acted like it. A few of us would pull pranks and play with guns, ammo, and grenades for they were left all over the battlefield. One of our tricks was to take the detonator out of a grenade, pull the firing pin and "accidentally" drop it near one of the "old" more nervous soldiers. A friend and I discovered that you could take out the detonator, pour out the powder and the grenade was presumably harmless. We did that, pulled the pin and threw it into a garbage pit but it exploded with almost as much power as a full one. My friend was hit in the stomach and I was hit above the left knee

I was bleeding heavily and was rushed to the rear aid station. I was crying when I went in, although not from pain, but I felt I would be sent out of the combat. After the aid man took off the bandage, he said one of the bywords of the Army, pulled out a piece of shrapnel, and said a tetanus shot was going to hurt worse. Sulfa powder was a basic part of our first aid kits and they doused the wound with it and bandaged the wound up and I was returned to duty. A few weeks later I received an order issued by the field hospital with my name on it as receiving the Purple Heart for being wounded in action. The orders were lost before I made it back to the states. Some irony, now that I am old enough to suffer knee arthritis. It is in my right knee, not the one that was wounded

Another part of my growing up in combat included shooting a goat. I was somewhat of a show off and had a twinge of guilt that I wasn't in the Infantry. Although Artillerymen carried carbines, I had picked up an M-l Garand, the Infantryman's rifle on the field with its ammo. I was out walking with a friend, discussing the rifle and its effectiveness at long ranges. A goat appeared on a bluff several hundred yards away. My friend dared me to hit it at that range. I aimed at it, shot, and hit it in the leg. I have had many regrets about senselessly harming that animal

I was not the only one who roamed as the battle approached its end. One of our cannoneers, who carried pistols, was roaming with a friend and came upon a small dugout in which a woman was hovering. He ordered her to come out several times and then shot and killed her. He was tried by a summary court martial and sentenced to be confined to the battery area for 6 months and no longer carry a side arm

After we had taken the row of hills where the Japanese had planned their major defenses, the final stages moved fairly quickly. We had flame-throwers, both tanks and hand held, and over- whelming firepower. It became a trying time for those of us in rear areas for individual Japanese soldiers attempting to escape our overpowering strength began to sneak through front lines into the rear. Our guard posts would kill a few each night and they would often be found in caves and small holes. Most of the time they had no gun or ammo but few were taken alive. One night several Japanese were killed by one of our outposts. The casualties included several women, which we presumed were nurses

Late in the battle General Simon Bolivar Buckner, commanding general of the 10th army, was killed. The story that went around was that it was from friendly fire of the Artillery. We quickly ascertained that we were not firing that day. "Short Rounds" were fairly common for the distance a shell was propelled was determined by the amount of propellant placed in the gun tube. Each shell case contained a number of bags of powder and the "fire order" contained the directions on how many of the bags to place in the gun

The end of one of the island taking battles of WWII was accomplished when the island was declared, "secure." Even before it was secure, the island of Okinawa became a warehouse for the invasion of Japan. Our sister 8-inch Howitzer Battalion from Ft. Hood joined us in time for us to raze them about where were they during the fighting? Guns, ammo, food rations, and every item that would be needed in the invasion of Japan were unloaded by the ton everyday. The Generals did not need to worry about bombings or destruction of the supplies for we had mastery of the air. The Japanese had sent their newest, recently launched, battleship toward the Okinwa battle but it was sunk by our airpower shortly after it left Japan

As you prepare a unit for the next battle, there are recreational activities, some additional training to correct any shortcomings detected in battle, but principally motivation. The Commanding General of our XXIV Corps Artillery was a General Sheets. He had our battalion gather, and gave a rousing speech. I remember him saying we were the best artillery battalion that would be going into Japan and could be the deciding element on the outcome of defeating Japan but I'm sure he told every unit the same thing. We played football, softball, and volleyball and other games within the battalion and against other units. Believe it or not, I was one of the star football players

What enemy planes couldn't do, typhoons can. One night a typhoon came in and lasted for several days. Rain and wind hammered the island. We spent much of the time anchoring our tents and attempting to hold things down. The island became soaked and any depression was filled with water. Vehicle movement came to a virtual halt. After it was over we began to pull things together and go on with preparation

The war in Europe had been over for a few months and some units were beginning to arrive on Okinwa for the Japanese invasion. One paratroop division with some friends of mine arrived and visited with me. I believe it was a unit from the states that had not been in combat in Europe but for these paratroopers you would never know it

Then one day an officer came running into our headquarters saying, "Did you see those two planes that just flew over, they were Japanese." I might add at this time that we did not use the polite term of "Japanese" but had our own terminology. There was some diving into foxholes but no more planes appeared. That night, suddenly all the plane searchlights were turned on and traversed the skies. The anti-aircraft did likewise and then individual rifles and machine guns began to fire. Before we had a chance to head for foxholes, men were running all over shouting, "The War Is over-Japan has surrendered." And so it was

10) Korea 

As in any war, it was evident the end was planned, as was every phase of the victory. Our battalion was designated to be sent to Korea to dis-arm and send Japan's occupying army home. We left our big guns on Okinawa, loaded our trucks and jeeps on a LST and headed for another country little known to any of us

Our guns and tractors were stored, our unit briefed on our mission in Korea, with a brief history of Korea. The Japanese had occupied Korea for about 50 years and had troops stationed all over the peninsula and at an island of Cheju Do south of the country. We were first to disarm the Japanese troops on that island

Cheju was a beautiful island about as close to Japan as Korea. We were billeted in a school building and the Japanese army personnel were in the mountains. They came down as units. They had already stacked their guns and went through a line to turn in any military items. Although we were supposed to stack those items, with big pockets in our fatigue suits, we quickly filled them. I still have binoculars, a camera, and a helmet

It was fast and efficient. They were marched through the line and directly to awaiting ships provided by the Japanese and then to Sasebo, Japan. We had plenty of extra time and were able to explore the island. One of its main industries was fishing for abalone or oysters off the shore. Interestingly the fishermen (divers) were women. Many of the women had been doing this sense childhood

There was a large Catholic Church in the center of the Island. I later learned that Protestant denominations had divided the land of Korea up into different sectors for mission work. One of the areas we were in had been Prysbertian and a local mission church invited some of us to visit their church. Again we had one lieutenant who was an active Christian and I believe about 10 of us visited the church. They served a type of yam and many of the members spoke fairly good English and really overwhelmed us with politeness

We went back to mainland Korea and disarmed two areas before settling down for occupation duty. We first went into Pusan on the southeast coast of Korea, later to become famous in the Korean war as the Pusan perimeter. Here we were housed in a warehouse in the post area and went through the same procedure of disarming the Japanese and putting them on ships. I also visited a Buddhist temple and school and several sites of coast artillery emplacements

We then went to Inchon, which was the port city for Seoul, the capitol. Inchon also became famous later when landings there by our forces began the push to the Yalu River. We then went to Taegu in the southern part of Korea. We were essentially the military government there although we were not in former hostile territory. Our job was to work with the local government and help in supervising the economy. We were housed in a vacant factory that had built farm implements. There was much evident animosity between native Koreans and anyone with Japanese blood. The Koreans ignored them when possible but there were occasions that they shoved them off of sidewalks. I personally could not tell the difference. This was unusual for Orientals are basically very polite. A young boy befriended our Colonel, newly assigned, and somewhat became his orderly since he could speak English. Korean officials informed the Colonel that the boy had Japanese parents and he was quickly excluded

Korea was an enjoyable time. My brother Charles, an officer in the Signal Corps, was in Japan but we were never able to get together. I was anxious to get out and on to college. Discharge was based on a point system of time served and combat points. I even wrote my congressman on whether my reserve time as a 17-year-old could be counted. The time went fast and I was scheduled for return around my 20th birthday

I remember loading on the ship but little else until we arrived at the POE in Seattle, the same one we had sailed from. The separation operation was organized and efficient. Officers from each service spoke to us indicating any offices to see for special situations and our responsibilities as we returned to civilian life. Most were fairly long speeches and the Army Air Force officer drew a rousing cheer when he said, "Come see me if you have any special needs." 

We did not stay there long but I did meet the soldier from our unit that had not gone over with us. He was somewhat remorseful but the war was over. They took any personal arms and unnecessary clothing or items and issued us a cold weather coat for our trip over the Rockies. It must have been early April 1946 for I was discharged April 13

In the out- processing, a sergeant was required to ask if you wished to join the reserves fully expecting a firm NO. Since I had gone in from the reserves, I opted to remain in and he was dumbfounded. It was one of the best moves I ever made. I was taken to the train station, given tickets to Fort Bliss, TX. And was on my way. As I recall I had a full days layover in Hereford, TX before preceding to Ft. Bliss. At Fort Bliss they took most of our military clothing, paid us, gave us any savings, and a bus ticket home. I was able to keep my souvenirs by leaving them in the barracks when I went to checkout

11) Then the Rest of My Life Began 

My parents were still living in Ballinger where Dad was station agent for the Abilene and Southern Railroad. They had moved from a downtown apartment to a rented house. My brother Charles had a few more months to go in the Army, Morris was in medical school, and George was finishing High School

The "GI Bill of Rights" had been passed and was fully implemented. The influx of us veterans would have swamped the country. The bill offered training, not only college but also technical and on the job training, unemployment pay, and counseling. I know my father was sometimes concerned about me because I resorted to doing some teen- aged things. Since I was discharged in April 1946, one month after I was 20, colleges were in mid-term and I needed a little time to settle down. I joined the unemployment pay line, and went down once a week to pick up a check. There were of course hundreds of us. I believe I went back to see our folks in Kentucky that year for I remember them trying to get me to tell of my experiences. To me it was amazing how our generation came out of that war with the total objective to move on and I know of no one who was in combat who would tell of it

Getting through that summer, I was set to be an engineer of some sort. In taking career tests, I expected the counselors to tell me what I wanted to be, but since I had been good in math and my ASTRP college training had been in basic engineering, I planned to go to Texas Tech as Charles and Morris had done. My application was sent back with the notation that they were overwhelmed with applications from veterans, and my grades were not that outstanding and the recommendation that I go to one of the private colleges available

I then selected Hardin Simmons University at Abilene and was there for two years. I started out in basic engineering, anticipating transferring to Tech. After two years I transferred to Tech all right but had reached the decision that my interest was in Journalism. The "Bill of Rights" paid all college expenses and initially gave us $60 a month for room and board. I stayed in a private home with four other students, two of whom were ministerial candidates. This was really an enjoyable time; most of us were veterans. Hardin Simmons had chapel services every day

Getting a car was a rite of passage although the auto industry was not yet in full production. I bought a used Plymouth that had to have the engine pistons reboared. While here I also learned of the Army reserve program that let you be activated for the summer months and pretty well choose where you wanted to serve. I served two summers as a sergeant in Washington D. C. in Hqs. U. S. Army in the Pentagon Building. One of those years Charles was working in Philadelphia and I met him to see the Republican Convention. Dewey was nominated although we only saw it from outside

I could have taken a Journalism degree at Hardin Simmons, but I was also anxious to get my Commission in the army and Tech had a ROTC program. As veterans we only had to take two years. This time Tech accepted me and I got into the swing of things. I lived in the dormitory, was active in my church and Baptist Student Union and participated in a number of intramural sports. Journalism was basically newspapering including photography and reporting. I minored in English and went one more summer to Washington to serve in the Office of the Chief of Engineers and one summer at ROTC camp at Ft. Hood

We had a good group of ROTC members. One of my roommates, Elbert Gilder, was cadet colonel and his ambition was to be a Regular army Officer. He made the grades to do so, and was killed in Korea. Another of my friends, who also played football, took a regular army commission and became Chief of the Army Ground Forces as a Lt. General. His name was Richard Cavasos. He retired just before the first Gulf war or he would have commanded that

Although I had stayed in the Army Reserves and while at Hardin Simmons I fulfilled my obligation by taking a tour of duty each summer at the Pentagon Building in Arlington, Va., it was at Lubbock that I got into a unit and learned much of the emerging plans of the Army for it's reserve program. Riley Conely, from our ASTRP days, was also at Tech and active in the Church, BSU, and the Engineers ROTC. He graduated before I did and we took a trip to Yellowstone National Park before he began a job and a construction Engineer in Plainview, Texas. He married a friend of both Betty and I and became city engineer for the City of Abilene 

Most of my outside activities centered around the First Baptist Church and BSU(Baptist Student Union). I moved from the dorm to a private home and took a student job at the library and then my life turned up- side down for I met Betty Ruth Somers, who also worked in the library and my life was changed forever. We were both members of the First Baptist Church and the BSU. We dated for about a year when I proposed. I took Betty home to meet my folks and I went to Hope, Arkansas to meet her Mother and Brothers. We were married by a former pastor from Ballinger in the home in Lubbock of Betty's sister and her husband, Herbert and Marie Brasher. Riley Conely was my best man. On our honeymoon we borrowed Dad's car and spent days with my brother Charles and his wife Maxine in Ft. Collins, Colorado. I had traded in the car I had bought while in Abilene to get a used four door Chevrolet that was several years old

We lived in an apartment for a few months, I received my commission and we went to stay in Ballinger with my folks until I was called up. The call was slow in coming although the Korean War was on and I was an Infantry Officer. Interestingly when my orders came I was sent to Camp Roberts, Calif., where I had taken basic training as a private. We loaded our four door Chevrolet and took off for California. We came through Hollywood and made a trip to San Francisco and Yosemite National Park while at Camp Roberts

At Camp Roberts, I was first assigned to the Non-Com Training school to train potential non commissioned officers. I was then assigned as a training officer with one of the Basic Infantry Training Units. I then got my overseas orders to Germany with a stopover for Infantry Officers Basic Training at Fort Benning, GA. We went to Ft. Benning, then back to California before going overseas

On our way to Fort Benning, in west Texas, on an open road the engine of our Chevy blew out. A rancher picked us up and took us into Van Horn, Texas where there was an auto repair shop. They agreed to replace the engine if we would bring one to him. We took the bus to Ballinger, and Dad went with me through San Angelo to pick up a rebuilt-engine, I believe from Sears. I had to borrow money from him to pay for it and we took it to Van Horn. The mechanics installed the engine, we stayed overnight in the motel, and Dad drove back to Ballinger. The mechanics had wired the engine so that the horn sounded when the bright lights were turned on. I never knew whether they did it as a prank or inadvertently since it was easily fixed

The time at Fort Benning was enjoyable since it was schooling and field training for future leaders. We enjoyed Georgia and our fellow officer's families. It was then back to Camp Roberts where we found an apartment for a few weeks

In heading back to the New York POE for shipment to Germany, we drove through the Rocky Mountains and Utah with a stop with Charles and Maxine in Colorado. We then went to Lubbock to see Marie and Herbert. They were on their way to Yellowstone National Park so we went with them. I probably had a 30-day, delay-en-route before going overseas

We then spent time in Ballinger where we made arrangements for the Army to ship our goods to Germany. We drove to New York City where the PO for Europe was located, I believe Fort. Drum. We stayed in a hotel in New York for a few days and got to see some of the sights of New York. The Army also shipped our car to Europe. Betty took a train back through Hornell, N.Y where she had a great aunt, then she went back to Texas

12) Germany 

I went over on a ship to Bremerhaven, Germany. The war had now been over for 6 years and the occupation and restoration of Germany was well under way. I off loaded the ship, was given orders and a train ticket to Garmish, Germany. I did not know what my assignment was until I talked with some of the officers riding the train. We had rooms on the train, and I asked how I got this plush assignment. Garmish was the recreation center operated by the U. S. Army, was the location of the 1936 winter Olympics, and in the midst of the Bavarian Alps, about 50 miles south of Munich. It was probably the best assignment for a lst Lt. (for I had been promoted) the Army had to offer for a non-career officer. We operated a number of hotels including converted German facilities, German resort hotels, ski lodges, an entertainment center, ice rink, and a number of other recreational facilities including a golf course. It was out of this world. Oberammergau was a few miles from Garmish and our Headquarters also commanded the Engineering unit there

I immediately reenlisted for a three-year hitch so I could bring Betty over. Riley Conely had also received his commission and married. He was assigned to Germany and visited me at Garmish. He was anxious to get out so he did not extend his time to bring his wife Joan over. The Army also had commandeered houses and apartments from the Germans for our families. Although the Army would make arrangements for shipping our dependents over and provide housing, Betty and I opted for her to fly over before those arrangements were complete and I met her in Frankfort. Our car had arrived by that time and I had picked it up in Bremerhaven. While staying overnight in Frankfort, all of Betty's suitcases were stolen. The Army operated a fairly complete PX system and through Sears and the PX we were able to resupply most of her needs. The German economy was beginning to rebound also

We lived on what was called "the German Economy" for a few months before they moved us into Government housing. We lived with a German family in what is known as a "Pension". It was a large Bavarian house with murals painted on the side. To get a bath we had to notify our landlord the day before so she could have warm water ready. There was only one bathtub in the house. Although in an open field between Garmish and its neighbor, Partenkirchen, when we lived there, it is now in the midst of urban growth. (1990) 

I was assigned to command a Kaserne (military base) in Mittenwald, south of Garmish. It had been a mountain training center for the German Army and we had placed a unit in the facility after the war but it was in caretaking when I was assigned. The bases the Nazis had built were works of art. They were built to last a thousand years, walls several feet thick, comfortable barracks, vehicle garages with installed heating, large towers, and impressive gates. I had a small squad of soldiers to maintain the facilities. The Army reprovisioned one of the Officer's apartments for our use and we lived on post. The post had also been used in the repatriation of the many people that had been displaced. The homeless had been moved into the Kaserne and then assembled into the Germany economy, returned to their homelands, or allowed to immigrate to the US. There was only one family there when I took over and we had difficulty getting them placed

Mittenwald was as much a German fairyland as you can get. It was very near the Austrian border, a small mountain town, with its claim to fame as a manufacturing town of violins. The violins were made in private houses. We also housed an MP unit that served as guards on the Austrian border. There were two Kasernes near Mittenwald and close together. The Army converted the one near me into a rehabilitation hospital and they built new apartments for us. I operated the motor pool and support facilities for the hospital. We enjoyed the Mittenwald experience for I had access to vehicles and drivers and so Betty had access to an automobile and a chauffeur. There was a book written about the aftermath of the War in Germany, "German Faces," and included a number of German individuals from Mittenwald. One was of a former general who was mayor who I met with monthly, and another high ranking German officer who operated a farm and had come to our Kaserne to collect garbage of his hogs

Things moved fairly rapidly for our three years in Germany. I was probably in Mittenwld for less than a year when a new Lt. arrived and I was transferred back into Garmish as assistant advertising officer. We were housed in one of the new apartment buildings built for us. At his time our occupation forces were entirely supported by reparations that Germany paid for starting the war. We were provided with a full time maid and a room for her. Betty was now pregnant and we had a small medical unit at Garmish and an Army operated hospital in Munich. The small contingent of US military personnel, particularly the officers, really became a clan. Although rank is acknowledged, even among wives, we fit into the social life. We had our officers club and a party for every event. Betty got into the Bridge playing group with the main player being the wife of our commanding colonel. Our main identity was that we did not drink

We had complete PX, commissary, gas station, Chapel, and operated tours for all over Europe. We took our tours to Paris and Venice and continually around Garmish including the Castles at Linderhof and Newswanstein, Oberammergau and its Monastery, and country churches. We drove into Italy to include Florence, Genoa, Venice, and Rome. The autobahns of Germany were mostly restored and we visited many German towns for nearly every one was a fairy tail location. Our Army operated gas station PXs along the autobahns

As assistant advertising officer, (I majored in journalism in college), I wrote the script for a weekly radio show that was broadcast from our nightclub, Cassia Carioco. It was basically a nightclub, ice rink that we operated. It included an ice show of skaters that had been drafted into the army, some Bavarian dancers, and an American Band. I wrote the script for the announcer who came down from Munich to broadcast the show on Armed Forces Radio. The bandleader would give me a list of the songs he was going to play. We also printed all sorts of publicity materials to attract soldiers and their families to the recreational facilities. They were operated basically as a profit making entity

We had one colonel, from West Point, who was unhappy because he never made general, and believe it or not, thought this assignment was punishment because he was Regular Army. He ordered me to have my photographer take every promotional picture with a mountain in the background. I wasn't always able to do that and got chewed out for it. I had several staff writers and photographers. One of my photographers was a native German who was a full master sergeant. He had served as an interpreter during the War and that was mostly what I used him for although he was adept with a camera

As a Public Information Officer, I often had to escort state side politicians and our commanding Generals around. On one occasions Gen. MacAlliuff, of "Nuts" fame, and now CG of ETO was visiting and I quoted an army regulation to emphasize my knowledge of those rules. He said, "Those rules are guides, Lt. you have to make decisions." There were many investigations and follow-ups underway and since I had done reporting I was also put in charge of investigating the many, many claims that were coming in against individual German's. They were about as varied as you can imagine. One was from an Englishman claiming he had skis taken from his chalet in 1938. I had to interview as many witnesses as I could find and my sergeant and I became permanent detectives. The one I particularly remember was of a local resident who claimed US Army vehicles had damaged her front lawn. In investigating it and interviewing all of the neighbors, one of the neighbors, very regal, told us that someone should take care of those people for they were very poor and gave us information on the accident. When she signed the statement, my sergeant showed me the paper, and said, "Do you know who that was?" It was signed, "Princess Zu Weid". He said that is a princess from Norway

I made such a good impression with my investigative skills that my next assignment was to investigate and report on every occupied home that the U. S. army had taken over for use of our personnel. This included all over the Garmish area and Oberammergau. This included re-inventorying every item listed as being in the house when it was taken over at the end of the war. Upon assuming control of these houses after the war, many were owned by former Nazi officials, a very thorough list of every item in the house had been completed and kept on file. Officers had noted that as time went by and occupants came and went, many items on the list were no longer in the houses. The original inventory list was usually several pages long and included many items beyond value including Heuitchenreuter china sets, silver sets, Beitermyer and other antique furniture, Persian rugs and endless paintings and items that may have been stolen by the Nazis. In my survey of all of these houses, including ones used by the CO,s, we found that very little of the original property was left in any of the houses. My final report included words like this: "Actual accountability by the responsible QM units had obviously been very lax over the years. Individual officers and enlisted men had apparently taken much of the property with them when they returned to the states. It was so widespread and over an extended period after the end of the war that it would be difficult to assess any blame other than the top commanding General that at that time was to be the next president of the United States." I'm sure that was deleted from my report for these inventories were conducted all over occupied Europe and I'm sure the results were the same everywhere. As far as I know there was never a report made and the matter died a quick death

One result was that I got on the bad side of our Lt. Col. head of our QM section. Although my comments covered a number of years and a number of officers, he took it personally and they sent a "Statement of Charges" to me for a cook stove that they said had not been properly turned in when I cleared the buildings at Mittenwald. It was ludicrous to begin with for those German stoves that cooked for hundreds of men was bigger than a 2-½ ton truck and firmly bolted to the floor of the mess hall. I was "a paper work man" and had kept copies of everything I had signed for and turned in and proved it to our Commanding Officer. Although the QM officer was a good friend of mine, he was from Texas as I recall, he was severely reprimanded by our CO

Most of the officers and many of the enlisted men were newly married and babies were a common occurrence. The procedure was: At Garmish at the first signs of labor pains, the local Military doctor was to be notified and take off for the Munich Hospital. Whatever position you held it was understood that you might be taking off at any time so it was only necessary to notify your immediate supervisor. Although they could deliver babies in an emergency in Garmish, the goal was to get to Munich, over the Alps, about 60 miles away

Possibly our best friends were Maj. Warren Mounts, and his wife and daughter. He was our assigned chaplain and one of the few who did not participate in the excess drinking that was a part of officers' parties. We were known not to drink and it was accepted. Maj. Mounts was in for a temporary assignment but kept his commission in the chaplain corps. We kept up and visited them after returning to the US and their daughter was killed while going to college

One night Betty's pains began, she called our medical officer, he said measure the pains and then head for Munich, I will call ahead. Maj. Mounts wife was also waiting with us and we got in the car and took out for Munich. We had scouted out the location of the hospital that was a large permanent building, originally operated by the Catholic Church and still staffed by many nuns. We got Betty checked in and I talked with some others waiting. Some said they had been there two weeks and were still waiting

So I wandered around the hospital area and through the PX. After I came back they told me we had a baby boy and everything was fine. Betty had delivered almost immediately, and Wesley Allen Britton came into the world. Betty stayed in the hospital for a few weeks while I returned to duty. She got an infection and had to be treated

Betty was able to return to Garmish within a few weeks and Wesley became one of the most photographed babies ever. We had a full-time "kinder-frau" so we were able to keep up a fairly active travel life. We traveled to Paris and Venice, and after transfer to Berchtesgaden, to Vienna

My next transfer was even more astounding. I was transferred to Berchtesgaden, also in the German Alps, and the location of the Nazi and Hitler's famous retreat. I was to be the advertising officer for the area. The Nazis had made this area into a palatial spot for the elite of their party. Although we had immediately blown up Hitler's tea house and the SS barracks, much of the remainder was intact and now controlled by the US army

Goering had a retreat here for his air force personnel, which we turned into the religious retreat location. Several luxury hotels existed in town. The huge hotel complex that had included the SS barracks was up the mountain, below the Eagle's Nest, Speer's gift to Hitler. The hotel area had been bombed, but we rebuilt it into the General Walker Hotel a retreat for our enlisted personnel. We also built a golf course on a large hay farm also up the mountain

Our headquarters, the former Nazi command center, was also a state-of-the-art complex. The command room had maps that folded into the wall, bunkers below the buildings, and every convenience. My office was in the basement, and had its private staircase to the CO's office. I had a crew that operated our color printers, offset, photo lab, mailing center, and large office with secretaries

Berchtesgaden was smaller than Garmish, almost a rural setting. During the spring cattle would be herded up the mountains, and brought back in the fall with much fanfare. The local people were good at having parades and local events

We were assigned a house here which had been built for Nazi officers. It had a marvelous view of the Eagle's nest, a large back yard with cooking and entertainment facilities. We had other friends with children close to Wesley's age and also a kinder-haus-frau that lived in a specially built room. We essentially enjoyed our time at Berchtesgaden. Wesley began to grow, and I was also appointed school officer. The army operated a grade school for the children here. I started a Boy Scout troop and Betty became involved with the bridge playing officer's wives

The army commissary and larger PX were located in Salzburg, which was just across the border from us in Austria. We went over there often for there were many things to see in Salzburg. We also took a trip to Vienna and had to get "gray cards" to go through Russian occupied territory. The small Catholic chapel where "Silent Night" was written and first performed was between Berchtesgaden and Salzburg and was one of our tourist attractions

Hitler's eagle's nest was also one of our attractions. It was operated as a café and you could only get to it through an elevator carved in the mountain. One of the other attractions was the salt mines. They had special tours of these mines in which the miners and tourists slid down slides to get to the bottom. A result of the salt mines was an intricate system of underground bunkers that had been built to connect most of the Nazi facilities. Nearly every building had an entrance that went into the underground tunnels and rooms beneath the Alps. This area was to have been the Nazi's "redoubt" and they had practically duplicated their command structure in bomb proof - underground locations

We also operated a third recreation area at Chiemsee. This had been a retreat on the lake about half way between Garmish and Berchtesgaden on the autobahn between Munich and Salzburg. Albert Speer, Hitler's architect and engineer, had built it for a recreation area for his workers on the autobahn. It included a large lakeside hotel, camping area, boat ride, and accesses the Chiemsee Castle on an island. The Castle was one of King Ludwig's creations and was a replica of France's Versailles Palace. It was also one of my advertising areas. We were now the Southeastern Area Command of Germany with the assignment to operate the three recreation areas

Although the "Cold War" with Russia had not fully heated up, the basic operation of our occupation forces was to be prepared for an attack from the East. The Berlin Airlift had taken place so we considered the Russians our adversary. On one occasion, we had a practice alert in the middle of the night, in which we checked-in in full battle dress. My executive officer told me I had a specific assignment, which was to actually follow the excavation route if it became necessary to remove dependents from Germany. They had a Jeep, driver, and equipment all ready for me, including a map of the route. My driver and I took off on the back roads of Germany for we were not to use the autobahns

It was the time that I learned much about rural Germany. We went by cemeteries of British soldiers, for England has had a rule that soldiers are buried where they fall. We went through small towns and farm areas where women were working in the fields. We also went through the Rhur Industrial Valley for we were to get to a bridge across the Rhine which would be the exit point. All along the way MP's were posted and checked us off as we passed

We had our own printed money, known as army script, for use in our army-operated facilities. Quite obviously, German individuals also accumulated this script for their own use. Every so often the Army called an alert and had a complete change of the money. One night after a going -away party for our CO, in which most officers get drunk, and alert was called by USAREUR and several officers, including me, were assigned to collect script from all of our soldiers, take it to Salzburg for exchange and return the new script. Many of the officers tried to get me to handle their exchange, which I couldn't do

Although it was several years after the war, I am amazed how fast the German economy rebounded. We took advantage of it mostly with cigarettes. Although we could exchange some of our script for German marks, our best source was to sell cigarettes or simply exchange them for German goods. There was a going exchange rate and we got silver, china, and other products from our supply of cigarettes since we did not smoke

The German woman in Garmish that served as our Kinder-Frau had been trained to take care of children and was reluctant to do house work. In Berchtesgaden we had an older lady that had been married to a well-to-do man. They had owned a yacht but had lost all in the war. I believe she had also lost several sons in the German army. Her husband had died recently. We enjoyed having her and talking to her. Wesley continued to grow up and as we fell into a happy routine, my three years were up and we prepared to return to the US. The Army asked to what army area I would like to go and I put 5th Army since Colorado is in that area as well as Texas. This time my Army luck ran out and I was assigned to the First Armored Division at Fort Hood, Texas. Not too bad since it was near home, but the sobering news was yet to come

13) Back to Texas and Louisiana 

The Army takes care of everything. Your household goods are packed, your house cleared, and you are placed in one of the hotels awaiting shipment back to the USA. Wesley was in his third year and we were moving on. We sold our car to another soldier and went to the Airport in Frankfort. Again there was a several days wait before a civilian- chartered airplane was ready. It was a Constellation, one of the most up-to date propeller driven planes of the times. We had three seats across with a baby bed for Wesley

In New York they took us to a hotel, where all of us recovered from the droning of the plane. I had ordered a car from a dealer in New York before I left Germany and he picked us up, took us to his dealership to pick up a station wagon and gave us directions on getting out of New York. I had a delay enroute so we stopped off in Hope and went on to Ballinger where Dad and Mother were preparing to move to Maypearl, TX for retirement

I went to Ft. Hood to report in and was assigned to an Armored Infantry Battalion of the First Armored Division as Liaison Officer. The news was that the Division was scheduled to participate in the first large-scale maneuvers since the war in Louisiana within a few weeks

We secured housing at Ft. Hood and Betty and Wesley moved there. It must have been a month or so before I was to go to Louisiana, for we joined the Church and briefly settled into life at Ft. Hood. One interesting sideline, Richard Cavosos, a classmate of mine from Tech and a regular army officer, was on the staff of the Division. He was to become Chief of the Army Ground Forces as a Lt. General before he retired and at one time commanded Ft. Hood

As liaison officer I was sent to Louisiana in advance to set up the area that our unit would initially occupy. I had a small staff with me and we set up the headquarters tent and marked off the areas for the infantry companies. The Armored Infantry Carriers were sent on trains and I met them at the rail station and guided them to the bivouac area. I believe there were two other divisions participating in the maneuvers, which utilized much of southern Louisiana. One division was to play the enemy

The maneuvers began with the enemy pushing us into southern Louisiana and then our counter attack to defeat them. One day as we had pushed them back across a river and essentially won, we were told that our division was to be moved permanently to Camp Polk, Louisiana, which was near Leesville. I learned that the Army had promised the state of Louisiana that they would reactivate Camp Polk (now a fort) if the state would allow the use of its land for the maneuvers

Betty had just gotten settled into Fort Hood and my brother Morris came down and brought her over to Leesville so we could find housing. Camp Polk had been closed since the war and it was a reawakening to restart the post. Housing had been built during the war and it was reopened and we got a house and made plans to move. I was given a few days to go back to Ft. Hood and make arrangements for the move

We then resumed Army life in Leesville although stateside duty is not quite as cohesive as being in a small unit overseas. I was reassigned to the Public Information Office and managed the post newspaper. We settled into Leesville local activities. TV was also just beginning and I managed a TV show occasionally featuring our soldiers. On one occasion I was to plan a show with a New Orleans TV station. After arriving I found the program manager had been fired for having communistic leanings

14) Denver, Colorado, the American Heart Association, and Baptist Mission Work 

We had decided to get out of the army and our goal was to settle in Denver, Colorado. I was interviewed by an advertising agency but they were mostly into TV, which was not my expertise. I wound up with a job with a publishing firm that published a report of oil drilling activities. It was a good fill-in job and I met several oilmen. One was an active volunteer in the State Affiliate of the new American Heart Association and when a job became available for its Publicity and Field Representative position I took it and started my life long career, with a brief interlude, to be a regional representative for Sherwin William's Paint Co

The American Heart Association is organized into State Affiliates and the states are divided into local chapters, many headed by volunteers. As a field representative I traveled the state assisting local volunteers in organizing the February fund raising campaign and some programs such as Rheumatic Fever prevention and public education. Our principal emphasis was on research and the need to find a cure for heart disease. Research had determined that early cases of Rheumatic Fever could cause Rheumatic Heart Disease and the solution was to provide prophylactic penicillin in daily doses to prevent recurrences of Rheumatic Fever. At that time, the late 1950's, CPR, EMT's, and early response had not been discovered

Our basic public education program for a person suffering a heart attack was to make them comfortable and get them to a hospital. Very few hospitals had "emergency rooms" and actually were not equipped nor trained to respond to a heart attack victim. The Heart association had been in existence as a national organization for less than 10 years and was just getting established as a major national health agency. Our major responsibility was "fund raising". In Denver, we were in the United Fund and did not organize our own campaign. The AHA, National Cancer Society, and most other national health agencies had voted not to participate in the United Fund since they felt we could raise more money on our own and the United Fund required certain patient services which was not our forte. Our major fund raising tool was what was known as "Heart Sunday". It was in February and the goal was to have volunteers visit every home in each community. It worked effectively for several years as we built up corporate and foundation sponsorship, as well as a reputation to make mail campaigns successful

Betty and I had always planned to have more than one child, and it was in Denver that our son David was born. We had gone to a movie and came home in time for Betty's labor pains to begin. We had made arrangements for a neighbor to take care of Wesley and so we headed for the hospital. Betty again delivered fairly quickly and David came into our lives and was with us for 30 years

Wesley attended a day school at a Church near us and began elementary school. We had bought a house in a somewhat new development and joined what was to become the Riverside Baptist Church of Denver. We were active in that church, the Northside Baptist Church, for a few months and then joined in a mission to be started in our development. Although we had been active in a Baptist Church in California with many former Southern Baptist members, it was in Denver we became aware of the emerging pioneer mission movement of the Southern Baptist Convention and our lives for two decades were dominated by our participation in that movement

Although Northside Baptist sponsored the small mission we were in on and they sponsored the pastor, it was up to the few families that participated to get enough new members to become self supporting. I made many visits to prospects with our mission pastor. It almost became comical. For we got names of newcomers to Denver who indicated they were Baptist. Most from Texas. We would visit as soon as we got the name and often would encounter the pastor and a layman from a competing SBC church also visiting. As Baptist do, they often became unhappy with a certain church or pastor and moved on. It became a joke that we had to get on the circuit of disgruntled church members and we would grow. Interestingly the mission became a church, but when we visited Denver recently it no longer existed as a church

I would like to emphasize while I think of it, that the great movement of the Southern Baptists that resulted in their organizations in every state in the Union from what were the basic southern states was a lay led movement, both laymen and laywomen. It was a follow- up of the youth revivals of post WWII and the movement of families from the south to all other states. The SBC as an organization had a gentlemen's agreement with the Northern Baptist Convention (Now American Baptist) that each would not actively start missions in the other's territory. But, as numbers of southerners moved to states outside the south and military personnel were assigned to posts in the north and west, many had grown up in SBC Sunday Schools and educated in their colleges. They had also received indoctrination in personal evangelism through the Baptist Young Peoples Unions (later Baptist Training Union)

The Conservative Baptist Convention was headquartered in Denver. I personally think the instrument that motivated thousands of SBC lay personnel to begin missions and then call on SBC mission boards for help was its Sunday School and Training Union teaching material. The Conservative Baptists had not developed any substantial materials, and neither had the Northern Baptists. Colorado was a good example of what was happening. Many Texans had moved to Colorado and continued to do so. A SBC State convention had been developed, including Wyoming and its fledgling headquarters was in Denver. We got a good idea of the structure and operation of the associations and state conventions that make up the SBC by working in our church in Denver

I also got good indoctrination in the developing organization of the American Heart Association. I was sent to their national headquarters in New York City for training and attended regional training sessions. Working with volunteers was an invaluable experience for each one had their own motivation for volunteering. The experience of community organization was also to serve me well. I organized most of the counties of Colorado and the city of Colorado Springs. One of the more interesting experiences was with one of our state fund raising chairmen. We recruited a fund raising chairman for their name recognition and they would usually appear at a few fundraising rallies. One I recruited was a very successful car dealer in Denver who had wide recognition as the most successful car salesman in the United States. He was a very dynamic person and gladly participated in a number of rallies. After our successful February campaign, he was indicted for several law violations. As I recall they included manipulation of car sales without any down payment which was against the law. He was convicted and sent to prison. He was out of prison within a year or so and I talked with him several times. I remember him telling me the greatest relief upon release from prison was to be able to go from his living room to his kitchen to get a glass of water

It was also in Denver that I started my career with the Army Reserves. It was necessary to be very flexible and innovative to maintain an active status in the reserves. The Military had set a point system for earning time for retirement. Sixty points could be earned by being in a unit, correspondence courses, attending summer camp and weekly drills. I was an infantry officer and Denver had a reserve infantry unit that I attempted to be assigned to. The head of the reserve office had told me to be at the office on Tuesday at 8:15 p.m. I went to the office only to be told that there were no openings in the Infantry unit. I had happened to mention 8:15 and another officer standing near said he had an opening in the 815th Transportation Battalion and was looking for an Infantry Officer to "shape up the military bearing of the unit." So I began a career in the Transportation Corps

15) The Move to Pennsylvania 

Wesley began school in Denver and could walk to the local elementary school near us. David was still a baby when a position with the American Heart Affiliate in Pennsylvania became available. I flew out for an interview and they accepted me. We moved to Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania in March of 1960. It was in a major ice storm that covered much of the northern USA. David was in diapers and we packed up, and we took off across icy America to a state and city of which we had no knowledge

We arrived in the area of Harrisburg and found a rental house near Mechanicsburg, across the river. Our household goods were yet to come and a family that lived across the street, that of Russell and Sylvia Collins, loaned us cots and kitchen utensils. They are still some of our closest friends (2003)

I was a field representative for most of Northern Pennsylvania and traveled extensively. I had taken the national office in New York's orientation course while with the Colorado Heart Assn. So I began work immediately. Pennsylvania was already organized into chapters, usually on a county level, and we were to consolidate these into larger chapters. The experience of bringing volunteers together, developing constitutions and by-laws, and organization served me well, as we also became deeply involved in the pioneer mission movement of the Southern Baptists. There was only one "Southern Baptist Church" in the Harrisburg area when we arrived and over one hundred in the state when we left in 1976. We were involved in starting many of these as well as the Baptist Association and State Convention. Again, it was lay men and women who initiated most of them

Our rental house near Mechanicsburg was on the Appalician Hiking Trail. Mechanicsburg was a small town with the amenities of a Bank, hardware store, feed store, and all that is usual for such a town. There was a Naval Depot near and the whole area was built up with stores and restaurants. Betty rode a bike with some of the Collins boys next door and found a house for sale in a development near by. We purchased the house on the Carlisle pike and settled in to a Pennsylvania life

Wesley took a bus to the Elementary School of the Cumberland Valley System, and David continued to grow. We took an annual trip back to Arkansas and Texas to see our folks and I was also able to get in two weeks of army summer camp since Pennsylvania Heart had 4 weeks of vacation. There was an Army Transportation unit at Fort Indiantown Gap, Pennsylvania and I was able to join and finish my 20 years of reserve service with them. I again met my classmate from Texas Tech, now Colonel Richard Cavosos when he attended the Army War College at Carlisle

Our life in Pennsylvania consisted of raising our two boys, my career with the Heart Association, Betty's work with the School System, an annual trip to see our parents, and a deep involvement in development of Southern Baptist churches and a state organization. With David and Wesley continuing to grow up, we enjoyed living in the northeast USA. We could visit Gettysburg, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania Dutch Country, Washington D. C., New York, the Poconos, and into the New England States. We took full advantage of it by camping out through New England, attending the 1965 World's Fair in New York City, and numerous trips through the other areas. Betty had signed up to work for "Welcome Wagon" and their training was in New York City for two weeks and it overlapped the World's Fair so Wes and David and I joined her for the visit

Since the Pennsylvania Heart Association had a month's vacation, I could get in my two weeks with the army reserves and we could also make a trip to visit our folks. Betty's Mother and Brother still lived in Hope, Arkansas and my folks had moved to Bonham, Texas. My brother, Morris and his family lived in Sherman, Texas. One summer we camped out coming through Tennessee, but one summer was enough

I traveled the state of Pennsylvania for the Heart Association as a field representative and National annual meetings in other states. I became well acquainted with Pennsylvania and with organizing chapters and developing fund raising. Pennsylvania was organized into chapters and had paid staff in each multiple county chapter. When our Program Director went to work for the national office, I assumed that position for the state. It was a dream job for me for I had always wanted to be involved in the providing of services for the Heart Association although we were not basically a "service organization" but a medical research and standard setting group. I remember when I was promoted I found out the job paid the same as the Governor of Arkansas was paid

I became deeply involved in organizing risk factor, CPR, rheumatic fever, stroke and high blood pressure prevention programs. My involvement in CPR eventually brought me to the National Office in Dallas although I always thought the "Risk Factor Screening program" would contribute more to saving lives. Most MD's did not approve of screening since they felt it should be done in the physicians' office. CPR initially was only approved for use by MD's. It was a long battle to get it approved for use by nurses and EMT's and eventually by the general public. I was on the governor's committee for "Smoking and the Health of Youth. Other voluntary agencies and the state health department were members. We developed a program to present to students at the State Teachers Colleges to train future teachers how to discourage smoking. After each program was presented the major question was, "How do "I" quit smoking? 

My experience with community organization and working with volunteers fit in perfectly with our involvement with the organization of Southern Baptist Churches in Pennsylvania. We had been involved in a "Mission Church" in Colorado but in Pennsylvania we were beginning from scratch. There was one of our churches in the Harrisburg area that had been started by an insurance sales man and was still pastored by a layman. It was in Steelton, across the river from where we lived and we expected to make it our church home. However there were some members who were working to form a church on the West Shore. Before that materialized, two families from Carlisle also wished to start a church. One was a sergeant on the staff of the War College and the other a native of Pennsylvania who had become attached to Southern Baptist while in the military in Amarillo, TX. This was some what coordinated by the Associational Missionary out of Maryland. I say somewhat because the Southern Baptist Convention had a gentlemen's agreement with the American (Northern Baptist Convention) that they would not send missionaries into the other's territory

The Pennsylvania experience was an ideal example of what became known as The Pioneer Missionary Movement by the Southern Baptist Convention. It occurred after WWII when southerners were moving and settling in all states of the union. Lay individuals, particularly those out of the WMU, Baptist Student Unions, and Baptist Training Unions did not feel their needs were met in many of their sister Baptist Churches throughout the USA. So in many cases they banded together to start new churches and missions. I emphasize again that this was 100% layman (woman) led with initially outside help from adjacent State Conventions

We started the Carlisle Baptist Church with four families, initially met in homes, and one of us would present a message or lesson. Eventually we secured the city hall and started services there. An army chaplain, a colonel, served as our pastor while he was attending the Army War College but our key to growth was Sunday School and Training Union. After the colonel left we utilized local part-time and retired ministers and most laymen developed a number of sermons. We continued to grow, primarily from local families. It was interesting that Southern Baptist that had moved to the area years before had already established a Church relationship if they were going to. Our Associational Missionary from Maryland continued to assist when it could.

