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Andy Wilkinson (AW): 

You or I might say something really smart, and we don’t have the recorder on. (laughter) I don’t 

want to miss that. At the Southwest Collection, we are an archive, meaning we have—we’re like 

a museum only it’s kind of words and facts and figures, and not necessarily artifacts. But we’re 

interested in things like letters, and photographs, and diaries that document people’s lives, but 

we’re also interested in recording the stories. And so that’s what I’d like to do with you— 

 

Mack Atcheson (MA): 

Okay. 

 

AW: 

—is talk a little bit today and get you to talk a little bit about your life and so-forth. 

 

MA: 

Okay, well I can cover the years from ’25 through ’42, and then some 2003 till now, so that’s 

the—that’s when I lived here. 

 

AW: 

Okay. Well, I’m interested in your whole life no matter where you were, so— 

  

MA: 

Oh, boy.     

 

AW: 

Yeah, we can talk about that. And we don’t have to do this all in one day, either, because it can 

get pretty tiring.  

 

M: 

Do you want him on the picture too, or do you want to just—I don’t know that I can get both of 

you. 

 

MA: 

Have you got it going? 

 

M: 

No. It’s not going yet. I’m setting it up. I can see you. 

 

MA: 

It has a wide angle feature there on the top.  
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M: 

Yeah. Okay, that’s right.  

 

AW: 

Let me say for the—this recording that it’s the third of May, already, 2016. Mack— 

 

MA: 

Atcheson. 

 

AW: 

—Atcheson and myself, Andy Wilkinson, and we’re here at Jane Doviak’s beautiful home. And 

we’re sitting here with my old time pal from—we don’t want to say from how long back—Mike 

Atcheson.  

 

MA: 

Yes. Mike is my nephew. James Atcheson, the architect, is his father. 

 

Mike(M): 

There, I can do this. Right, now let’s try it. 

 

AW: 

What’s your date of birth? 

 

MA: 

July the 28, 1920. 

 

AW: 

And where? 

 

MA: 

Was born in Graham, Texas, early in the morning. That may be what’s wrong with me. If I’d 

been born during the happy hour, I think I’d be a lot better off. (all laughing) I do not do 

mornings very well.  

 

AW: 

(laughs) Were you raised in Graham? 

 

MA: 

Beg your pardon? 
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AW: 

Were you raised in Graham? 

 

MA: 

Until I was four year old, and then we moved to Lubbock. 

 

AW: 

Oh, moved to Lubbock when you—so 1924, moved to Lubbock. 

 

MA: 

Yeah. There’s things that I can remember in Graham—are very few. I remember I had a 

playmate who lived across the street, and his name was Wayne—I forgot his name right now. 

But anyway, I called him Snookie. I had an imaginary playmate. And I don’t remember what the 

hell his name was, but he didn’t come with us to Lubbock. (all laugh) 

 

AW: 

That’s pretty unusual. He had to stay there.  

 

Jane Doviak (JD):  

Now, was it not the move from Lubbock where you were in the car that you had to drive up 

back—put it in reverse to get up the hill? 

 

MA: 

Well, I’m not sure I heard everything you said, but we drove in two cars. Dad had a Model-T, 

and the—it was a roadster—and the trunk had been taken apart. His tools were stuck—were in 

there. He was a carpenter— 

 

AW: 

Carpenter. 

 

MA: 

—and a cabinet maker and a finish carpenter. He was a real artist, too. He—the other car was 

driven by my oldest brother, Barton. Barton was born about ’04—1904, and he was a very 

unusual guy. He was a leader, and, wherever he was, something was happening. And he hated 

me, and for a good reason. When I was born, I wasn’t exactly part of the five-year plan, you 

know. I was kind of a surprise, and, worse than that, it damn near killed Ma. She was thirty-eight 

years old—already had too many kids. She, according to Biddy (4:45) she had lost a little girl the 

year before. 
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AW: 

Before you were born?   

 

MA: 

Beg your pardon?  

 

AW: 

The year before you were born?    

 

MA: 

Yes. I couldn’t digest milk, and I was bawling and screaming, and nobody could take care of me. 

They tried everything: goat’s milk—they tried everything. After a while, why they found that I 

could digest Eagle brand milk because it’s mostly sugar, you know? Well, as far as Barton was 

concerned, the economy in the house said that he had to quit school. He was in high school 

playing football, had a car, was a leader of a dance band. He was a big man on campus. No 

question about it. His brother Jamie was two years younger but right there with him. From the 

day that Jamie was born, he was one step behind Barton, according to Biddy. Well, they were 

both football players. Jamie was by far the star. Matter of fact, I knew the coach at UTEP—the 

guy that was a real successful football coach, and I spent some time with him, and he was—

graduated the same year that Jamie would have graduated, and I asked him if he remember 

playing Graham, and he says, “Oh, hell yeah.” He said, “They beat us every year. They had a 

little guy nobody could catch.” And I said, “Yeah, that was my little—my big brother there.” But 

anyway, Barton was a carpenter—had been since he was probably fourteen. Dad was a builder. 

He built homes there in Graham. He had a good reputation, and Jamie was a carpenter, too. So 

anyway, when Barton had to quit school—go to work for Dad as a full-time carpenter. And my 

aunt had been invited, without knowing that I was being born—and she was the old maid aunt, 

only—she had been married, but she was—had widowed. And she was the visiting aunt 

whenever you needed somebody to help. She was the oldest one in Mama’s family—Aunt 

Mina—and she hated kids. She had been to college. She had been a school teacher, but she had 

become a business woman. Well, first she had been a Harvey girl, and she had traveled around 

quite a bit. She told me she went to the World Fair in St. Louis in 1900 and saw the electric 

lights for the first time that she had ever seen any. Well anyway, Aunt Mina was—had come in 

right after—within a day after I was born. I was still bawling, and everybody was pulling their 

hair out. So Mama says, “Well, Mina, you might as well take your hat off because the train 

doesn’t leave until six o’clock.” So Aunt Mina says okay, so she took her hat off. And finally 

she—everybody else had tried to calm me down, and she picked me up, and I went to sleep. And 

she loved me for the rest of her life. (laughter) I’ve got a picture here of Aunt Mina in front of 

Atch Hall. That is our boarding house here in Lubbock.   
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AW: 

Yeah. Where was it in Lubbock? 

 

MA: 

2219 Ninth Street. Well anyway, in the—in Barton’s car I—he was—Barton was driving. Jamie 

was sitting there—my youngest brother just older than me—was five years older, Dooney, was 

sitting in the middle, and my brother Ben who was eight years older than I was in the—in a 

rumble seat that Barton had rigged. Well, they—in those days, when you went from Graham to 

Lubbock, you went through Plainview. Well, I don’t remember a whole lot about driving across 

that Plainview, but we did it twice when we—once earlier, I guess, when we bought the lot and 

later when we decided to move, when we moved. But when we hit Plainview, then things got 

interesting. First place, Mama kept everybody entertained—telling stories, singing, doing 

everything, playing games, running commentary on what we were seeing. And so, here a 

tumbleweed went by, and I had never seen a tumbleweed, so boy, we talked about tumbleweeds. 

Mama said, well, she had read about them. They were supposed to be something similar to a 

Russian thistle. Well, anyway—why pretty soon, why, Mama says, “Frank, watch out for that 

water in the road.” And so I kept waiting for that water. Hell, we got there—wasn’t no water 

there. So we—and finally after about ten minutes of her playing this game of the water in the 

road, it dawned on me that it wasn’t any water. There was something wrong. So then we talked 

about mirages, and it was— 

 

AW: 

She was a good teacher.  

 

MA: 

She was a trainer. That’s what she—(laughs). Anyway, I—when we got here to Lubbock, Dad 

had rented a place for them to stay because the house wasn’t ready to move in, but he had 

decided to build a back end of the boarding house. So here was a two-story house that had one 

long living room and had a kitchen and a dining room. And then upstairs it had a long bedroom 

and two other bedrooms, and then behind the kitchen was a kind of a lean-to type of a deal that 

had a toilet and a shower and a lavatory. Well, the—Mama and Dad slept in one of the 

bedrooms. Biddy slept in the other, and, the long bedroom was a dormitory for us. And the—at 

those days you used coal to cook and heat and everything. Hell, you couldn’t use electricity. So 

we—at one time or another, we had an electric stove for a short time—a cook stove. And I don’t 

remember what we were using for heat because it was summertime. But when they built the front 

end of the boarding house—as soon as we moved into the back end, they started building the 

boarding house. So it was a little wider and longer. And there was a basement there, and in the 

basement was a big ole coal fire heater. And it had air space around it and big ducts that went all 

the way through the house. And then, when they got—the floor foundation was poured and the 

floor joists were put on, then they gave me and my next brother a hammer apiece. And, you 
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know, everybody else was already working, and they—Dad had these floorings were going at a 

diagonal. And I was allowed to drive the nail that was nearest the edge of the board because I 

could judge, and I wouldn’t miss the joist. My brother, just older than I, was allowed to drive the 

nail that was on the other edge because he could judge—he had—because it was a nail in the 

next board, so he could line that up. And then the next brother was the one that drove the nail in 

the middle. But he was working on other things, too, and he’d just kind of come over and finish 

it up. So we helped build the deal. Dad would go over every afternoon and get some soda pop 

and bring them back, and I like red—Nehi red soda pop. And my brother Barton said—first 

place, I was skinny, always. And Barton said, “If you keep drinking the soda pop—that red soda 

pop—you’re going to look like a thermometer.” (all laugh) But anyway, why they just kept 

working, and, finally it got so they were doing things I couldn’t help them with. So I found a 

buddy a house away. There was a vacant lot there. By the way, the vacant lots there looked 

exactly like those on Fourth Street as you drive along between Quaker and the hospital over on 

the other side. There’s an area that somebody has kept as it was, and that’s the way the country 

looked like around here.  

 

AW: 

Now the vacant lots then had mesquite and— 

 

MA: 

Is mesquite about five-six feet tall maximum? 

 

AW: 

Yeah. 

 

MA: 

There were a few trees around here, but they weren’t trees like you see in West Texas, you 

know, going up toward Fort Worth. They were just scrawny looking trees about ten feet-twenty 

feet tall, something like that—and not very many of them. We built this house and stuccoed it, 

put a roof on it, and by then, it was—the house was finished just almost time before Tech to start 

bringing their students in. So they built that house probably in three months. That— 

 

AW: 

That’s pretty impressive. 

 

MS: 

Well, they were good. Barton and Jamie were full carpenters. Jamie had become a carpenter at 

twelve years old. He was an apprentice at eleven, if you’d imagine that. And I was him years ago 

when he was working out there at Southland. He was doing something—I think building a room 

for your sister, and I saw him—watched him and it was just like watching dad. He was a 
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carpenter. He knew what he was doing. Anyway, Barton and Jamie went out to the depot, and 

everybody they got off, they told them, “Why don’t you come live at Atch Hall? Brand new 

boarding house.” And so they filled that house real quick. It was a bunch of guys. It was a bunch 

of them—I remember one of them was a fellow by the name of Sid Knowles who became the 

coach at Bowie High School in El Paso, and I knew some of his—in fact I worked with some of 

his guys that he had coached. And they all loved him. He had only one arm. I think he’d lost it in 

an automobile accident. But there were half a dozen. Charlie Wildridge—I’m not sure whether 

he was a boarder or just a friend of Barton’s. I don’t know. Anyway, I knew him, and he had—

and Floyd was his brother, and I’m pretty sure Floyd was a boarder. Anyway, Mama hired this 

cook—a big, tall black woman—scared the hell out of me. So anyway, she was a cook and a 

good cook, too. But pretty soon, natural gas came in, and so we got—started using a cook stove. 

And we had a refrigerator. Biddy doesn’t remember that refrigerator, but it was a big tall thing 

that had about four doors. And it had a leak, one time, and it was—sulfur dioxide was the 

refrigerant in it. So that’s a long time ago, but anyway, we had that. And we—the first year or 

two, I think two, we had a training table for the football players. So they didn’t live with us, but 

they came and they’d eat there. And one day I saw them eating, and I came in. I thought, My 

God, there’s—look at those guys eat. There ain’t going to be nothing left for us. And Mama 

grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and the seat of the pants, and, next thing I knew, I was in 

the living room. (all laugh) She came back and told them—says, “We got plenty of food. Don’t 

worry about it.” But he—anyway, this—there was Mose Clark—a fellow by the name of G. C.—

Garner Conrad Clark—became an executive with Sun Oil Company. My brother Dooney and I 

went to see him later up after he’d moved to Amarillo. He was a real nice guy—good looking 

guy with a mustache. By the way, Barton and Jamie both had little mustaches. But Biddy and 

Mose—Barton named him Mose because he figured that he’d had to have been found in the 

bulrushes. Barton had a nickname for everybody. The first nickname he had for me was Bran. 

 

AW: 

Brad? 

 

MA: 

Bran. And the reason was was because I had moles on my face, but if you—and he said that I 

looked like I had been standing behind a horse who had been eating bran. (all laugh) So then up 

in the—when we got up in the boarding house—and I’d always get up there. I was a little kid, 

you know, and nobody paid any attention. And finally, there was a guy that I kind of liked, and 

so I was sticking around close to him and he’d push me away. And finally, well, he says, “God 

damn, you’re just like a horse fly. I can’t get rid of you.” And Barton says, “That’s your name.” 

So from then on, it was Horsefly. And the family shortened it to Hoss, but it was really Horse 

Fly. 
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AW: 

It was Horse Fly to start with.  

 

MA: 

That was my name. Said I earned it, too. Anyway, we—things were busy. Everybody was going 

to school. Barton was a leader. He started the big club there called the Engineering Society, and 

many years later, in my senior year, I was the president of that club; but I didn’t know he had 

started it until Biddy told me. But he was a—they played intramural football—both of them did. 

Jamie was undoubtedly the star. And they were intermural boxing tournament, and Barton 

probably started out as a light heavyweight, won it, challenged a heavyweight, won that, wasn’t 

no place to go after that. Jamie started, I don’t know, probably flyweight or something, and he 

won that, went up, and finally he got up to the point where he had to fight Barton—or not—but 

anyway, he won every one of those weights all the way up. Now they had—in Graham they had 

had a boxing ring, and they had had a frame for punching bags. And behind our boarding house 

there was this big frame that had two punching bags. And they had—Barton had got all the 

boarders to clear the vacant lot behind us, and they were playing football out there. And, of 

course, I was right in the middle of it, you know, and I’d gone out there. And I was about eight 

years old—probably weighed thirty pounds. I went out there, and I’d grab the guy that had the 

ball by the leg and hang on, and he’d be running and dragging me—cussing me, you know. And 

Barton would tell me to get the—oh, go on home. He always had—said, “Mama is calling you.” 

And I‘d go see, “Mama, what do you want?” She said, “Who said I wanted you?” I’d say—if I 

said Barton, boy, she’d say, “Well, you help me out.” And so whatever was she—she was 

crocheting. She taught me to crochet. Whatever it was she was doing, well, that’s what she 

taught me to do. Well, he—they were playing football, and they built a tennis court and 

everything like that. Barton was a leader in almost everything that was going on. They were both 

architectural students. Now, after a short time, Barton decided to move to San Antonio and go to 

work, so he left town and went to San Antonio. Jamie continued in school, and he was 

undoubtedly the best architectural student that Tech ever had. The reason I say that is that the 

architectural dean—or the professor, a fellow by the name of Klein Schmidt, would post the best 

pictures. Well, Jamie started in 1925, and he graduated in 1936, and he had been working for an 

architect in town, a fellow by the name of O. R. Walker. And he was a reasonably good architect, 

but it was clear that Jamie was running the place even though he still hadn’t got his license. He 

was still a student. Well, Jamie got a job while he was student to design the Catholic Church 

that’s on Main and, probably, Avenue W. Anyway, that is now a historical building, and he 

didn’t—he only built the first part of it—the church itself. There’s another—an add-on that he 

didn’t have anything to do with, but he did that while he was a student. And I understand his 

name is on the—what do you call it? The— 

 

JD: 

Cornerstone. 
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M: 

Plaque? 

 

MA: 

Cornerstone. Is that it? 

 

M: 

Plaque or something inside—? 

 

MA: 

And it’s a beautiful building, I mean, really pretty. Well, when I started to school, well over half 

of the pictures on the wall all over the engineering building were Jamie’s, and when I graduated 

there were still—almost half were still his. Nobody had been able to replace it. So he was really a 

good architect. One other thing, years later, the—a banker that I knew in Odessa—he was my 

boss later on, but at this time he bought a bank here in Lubbock, and he was going to build a 

skyscraper. So he had been working with an architect there in Odessa, so the architect started on 

it and died. So Bill Noël got on the phone and started calling and finally—he kept getting the 

same answer, so he called the AIA headquarters, and they said—they asked him where he was 

building. And he says, “In Lubbock,” and they says, “Well, you got no problem at all. Jamie 

Atcheson’s the best architect in Texas.” And so he—and he finished it for him, and Bill told me 

later that he knew Jamie a hell of a lot better than he did me even though I was one of his vice 

presidents.  

 

AW: 

What—which bank was it? 

 

M: 

Citizen’s 

 

MA: 

The Citizen’s.  

 

M:  

It was the one the city bought. 

 

AW: 

Oh, the one right there on K? 

 

M: 

Mm-hm. 
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MA: 

Was it Citizen’s that he bought? 

 

M: 

It’s called Citizen’s National Bank.  

 

AW: 

Then, it was. Yeah. 

 

MA: 

His bank in Odessa was ABC—American Business—Bank of Commerce, but what was it here? 

I didn’t hear you. 

 

M: 

Citizen’s National. 

 

MA: 

Citizen’s National. Okay. He—well anyway. While I was a kid I played a lot with Carl. We did 

everything in the world. We dug in the dirt. We built caves. The cave—the way we did it—if you 

dig down three or four feet you hit caliche, but to dig into that was mostly kind of sand and 

clay—mostly sand. And so we’d dig down until we got to clay, and then we would put boards 

across there and put some dirt on top of the boards, and it was cool in there in the summertime. 

And, of course, we’d have a ball. Go down there and we’d play—get a candle and we’d play 

poker and everything. And we built stilts. We had what is called a slingshot, which is not a 

slingshot. It was a deal you built with a rubber and you put a rock in the thing and you shot it—

but we called it something else because a slingshot is a deal with a—it’s long strings with a deal 

with, and you swing it like this and turn loose of one end, and that ball—that rock goes a long 

way over there. It’s not very accurate, but it works. And we—these stilts, we kept building 

bigger ones. When yo-yos were invented, we built our own yo-yos. One kid had one that was this 

big which you had to get up on the roof of a garage to use. (all laugh) 

 

AW: 

He should use those stilts. 

 

MA: 

Yeah, well. Maybe the stilts and the yo-yos were not in the same season, you know, because 

these things went by seasons. 

 

AW: 

Right. 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
15 

MA: 

Were you raised here in Lubbock? 

 

AW: 

Yes. 

 

MA: 

I’ll be damned. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. We used to dig those same kind of forts, ourselves. We had a vacant lot by our house, and 

you’re right, it was nice and cool.  

 

MA: 

Yeah. We used to jump off of trees, you know, if there was a tree big enough. If not, we jumped 

off the top of the garage. And we built pole vaulting setups and what started the pole vaulting is 

somebody would have a carpet delivered. And in those days the carpets was always wrapped 

around a— 

 

AW: 

A bamboo— 

 

MA: 

A bamboo pole, yeah. And so that bamboo pole made a good vaulting pole, so we’d do that. One 

time Jamie came by, and I asked him if he wanted to see that—wanted to vault. And he says, 

“Oh, no.” And I says, “Oh, come on,” so he got back there, he took that thing, and he started 

running. And, I tell you, I never saw anybody run that fast in my life. God almighty. And his 

change and his watch and everything was sounding like a freight engine—cleared the bar about 

this far. (both laugh) Yeah, he was an athlete, I tell you. But my brother Ben was a boy scout, 

and Barton called him the hardy pioneer because he was always figuring things out—figured out 

that two shirts was warmer than a shirt and a jacket. And he worked in a bicycle shop, became a 

motorcycle mechanic, he rode his bicycle to Dallas—sleeping out in the—he was— 

 

AW: 

Yeah. About what year would that have been that he did that? 

 

MA: 

Middle—I mean, late twenties. 
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AW: 

Wow. That was pretty on the edge, then, to— 

 

MA: 

Well, yeah. He would reach up and grab a truck and ride alongside the truck. The guy could see 

him, and it was accepted practice in those days. And he’d hold on. He’d be going fifty miles an 

hour down the road. So then he bought himself a Moose bicycle, and he rode that a long time. 

And he—some car ran into him and broke his leg, and he was laying up in a hospital. He was 

reading airplane magazines, and Mama and I went up to see him. And she says, “You’re not 

thinking about learning to fly, are you?” And he says, “Oh, I’m just reading the magazines.” The 

minute he got his legs out he went out to the airport. And he was a mechanic, so he’d swap 

mechanics work for flying a time. And he became a pilot. And he worked for a rancher for a 

while, and everything was—he was happy. He was still going to college. He was still working 

for the gas company. And he was almost ready to graduate, and World War II came along—

1940. And they were recruiting pilots—recruiting trainees. Well, he was really too old by about 

two years, so he—we had a cousin in Dallas who was a lawyer. So they didn’t tell me about this 

until it had already happened, but Cousin Lawless found out that—I think it’s the town of Athens 

in Texas—had burned down. The courthouse had burned down, so he got somebody over there 

to swear—he probably didn’t do it himself. He got some other lawyer to do it—swear that he 

remembered Ben being born at a certain time—which was a couple years earlier. So he got in the 

Air Force, and I met—Colonel Bradley and I got acquainted later, and he said that, when Ben 

was in training—he said the first time he went up, why, the teacher—the trainer—said, “This guy 

is a pilot.” Says, “He’s making mistakes, but they’re on purpose.” And so he said that— 

 

AW: 

Thank you, Jane. 

 

MA: 

Oh, thank you. Thank you. But he said, “We checked and found out he had a pilot’s license. 

Found out he was too damn old. So we called him in and asked him why he wanted to be in the 

Air Force, and when he explained it,” he says, “That’s the kind of people we want.” So he went 

on. He was stationed in—first in Panama, and at that time he was flying P-36s and the landing 

gear wasn’t worth a damn. Well, he was a—he was almost an engineer. He lacked twelve hours, 

I think, and so he—they had him—they tried everything, and so he had some ideas, so they tried 

some of that. So then Colonel Bradley says, “Okay, you designed it. You built it. Fly it.” So he 

took up, and he became the test pilot for trying to get that damn thing to work. Well, finally the 

P-40 came in and the P-36 went away. Then they sent him to Trinidad. He flew out of there. 

Now, he’s flying looking for submarines. That’s what they were looking for, and then finally 

they sent him to Surinam—Dutch Guiana. And he was the leader of this group of about six 

pilots. So he was down there quite a bit. And, finally, why he and his buddies had an accident, 
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and Ben didn’t come out of it. He had talked to me about bailing out, you know, and he says, 

“You know, when you bail out you’re problems have just begun.” He says, “I’ve seen snakes 

going through that jungle as big around as a person. I don’t know whether I want to—I know 

what I’m doing when I’m flying, but I don’t know about being down there with those damn 

snakes.”  So he tried to fly that thing onto the ground, and it killed him. And then Dooney was a 

year—just four or five years older than me, and, in Graham, I apparently was his punching bag. 

He had a mean streak, and he was ornery and he was good looking, and he knew he was good 

looking. And people kept telling him he was good looking, you know, so he was convinced he 

was God’s gift to something. So he—but he was a hard worker, now. In junior high he was a 

football star, but he was delivering papers, too. So if he got out at three, delivered papers until 

four, and then played football the rest of the day. And he did that for a couple years. And finally, 

why, he was—had a bigger route. He had bought—looked like a strip down. You know, you 

remember the strip downs they used to have where they took a Model T or a Model A and took 

everything off with—nothing but a, just a minimum seat and steering wheel, and that was it. And 

he was delivering paper, and he had a kid helping me. But his biggest problem was collecting, 

and by the way, Ben had been a paper boy, also, but he—Ben had a thing he rode on his bike 

which was a canvas sack about this wide, about this deep—and you’d cover it, fill it with papers. 

Those days, you rolled a paper up and then bent it, and that kept it together. And you’d put those 

things in there, and he would ride along with hands off throwing from both sides as he rode 

down the street. But anyway, Dooney started—found a place that was teaching dancing lessons, 

and they owed him for the papers. So he started swapping papers for the dancing lessons, and he 

became an entertainer. And, by the way, Lucille—Mike’s mother, Jamie’s wife—was—and, by 

the way, Jamie’s bride. That was what Jamie called her after fifty years of marriage. He was—

that was still his bride—but he became an entertainer and entered all the amateur contests, and 

we had a bunch of them in those days. And he—he was pretty good. He never won anything, but 

he was pretty good. And he finally—he quit school. He went to, I think, to Hobbs and opened a 

dance school, and came back every week. He had me help him get ready by repairing all of his 

equipment and shining his shoes and everything. And all of this is after—Dad and Mother had 

both died before this. I’ll get to that in a minute. But anyway, why Dooney took off and went 

to—traveled around, ended up in Laguna Beach, California, working in a drugstore. And he had 

worked in a drugstore here in Lubbock. Biddy was the star of our family. She is, as far as I’m 

concerned, she’s up there in Heaven right now, and she’s got them organized. (both laugh) She 

had to go—I think she had not quite graduated from high school in Graham, so she went to high 

school here. Then Tech had been open a year, so she started at Tech probably in ’26—maybe 

’27—and went for a couple of years and got a job at the newspaper. And she was Charlie 

Guy’s—the editor—she was his secretary, and I helped her improve her shorthand by reading to 

her and then listening to her read it back. Well, Biddy and I were buddies—more so than 

anybody else. Biddy would say—tell everybody, “Okay, Saturday we’re cleaning house. 

Everybody be here.” Well, Saturday—well, everybody had something else that was more 

important, except me and Biddy, so we did all the work around the place. Anyway, when she got 
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this job in a boarding house, she was making ninety dollars a month, and that was just about our 

total income. Jamie had a little bit of money, and Ben had a little bit of money, and Dooney, if he 

ever got any, well he kept it. But Biddy is the star, and when you see her on that video—by the 

way, you can have those. 

 

AW: 

Oh good. I didn’t know if I needed to copy them and bring them back, but if we can have them, I 

appreciate it.  

 

MA: 

And she—this is her. She was married. And that’s Bud Aderton, the guy that was the city 

councilman here. And the—I remember Biddy told me that when she told Charlie Guy that she 

was marrying Bud by—he says, “Oh no. He’ll be gone in two years.” Well, they were married 

for, what, seventy years? 

 

JD: 

(laughs) No, fifty-six. 

 

MA: 

(laughs) Well, okay. Let me get back to—I’ll talk some more about Biddy, but we’re not going 

chronologically. We’re going by people. 

 

AW: 

That’s alright. We’ll go however you want.   

 

MA: 

So we moved here, and I’m playing and having fun. And we played football the year around, and 

Dooney, since he had been punching on me forever—by the way, he teased me every day. 

He’d—and I would bite knowing when it was coming, but he would see me. He says, “How you 

feel this morning?” I’d say, “Okay.” He says, “Well, your face looks like it ought to be hurting 

you.” And so (all laugh) I’d make like I was going to chase him, so it was a game we played. 

And I remember one time that they gave out free tickets to the football game at school, and so 

Dooney—I asked him did he get one. He said, “No, I didn’t go to school today.” So I showed 

him the ticket, so he said, “Well, make me one.” So I put a piece of cardboard tried to make one 

look like that. So when he came home, why he looked at it. He said, “Let me see it.” He looked 

at the two, and stuck one in his pocket and gave me the other one back. When I got ready to go to 

the game, I had the copy, and he didn’t go to the game. But I did and nobody looked at that copy, 

they just— (laughs). Anyway, I was in school, and first—I didn’t start school until I was seven 

years old, and the reason was, too, was I was scrawny, and I loved to fight, and Mama figured I’d 

get killed. And the other thing was that she figured I’d catch up with Dooney because I was a 
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better student than he was. And, in the first place, he didn’t work at it very hard because the 

world owed him a living anyway, what the hell. Well anyway, so I might have been a bully if 

you can imagine the smallest guy. There was only one girl that was smaller than me—a little girl 

called Amy Jane Atkins. I’ll never forget her—little red-headed, freckled face, cute little girl. 

She was the only one smaller than me, yet I’m a year older, too. So I’m in everything that’s 

going on, I mean, no matter what, and I wanted it tough. I wanted the hardest place to be, like in 

playing football, I wanted to be in the line, you know. So finally, we’re junior high, we had a 

game—a game called Horse and Rider, and a big ole boy was my horse, and I was riding it. And 

we won it all. In fact, it got so that nobody would stay on their horse if we started coming and 

they wasn’t even coming.       

 

AW: 

Describe how this game worked. 

 

MA: 

Huh? 

 

AW: 

Describe how this game worked. 

 

MA: 

Well, you got on a guys back. He had your legs here. You were on his back, and you would—the 

two riders would grab ahold of each other and try to pull them off. And you were still on the 

horse as long as nothing touched the ground except your hands. So If I could get—had one foot 

still in his arm, I could get back on his arm—because I really didn’t weigh that much. Well, 

the—probably the worst thing about it was—I’ll get to that in a minute, but I had learned how to 

wrestle—professional wrestling—and so a lot of these guys, I’d get them in a hammer lock or 

something like that, so they’d want to quit right quick because it was hurting. Anyway, in the 

fifth grade, why, one day the teacher told me that a gentleman wanted to see me, so I went to—

out in the hall and Charlie Guy was standing there. And I knew him, and he says, “Come on. 

Your dad’s been hurt. He’s in the hospital, and I’m going to take you there.” He says, 

“Everybody else is already there.” And so we went up to the hospital. It’s the Lubbock 

Sanitarium. I seem to remember Lubbock Memorial, for some reason, but anyway, it was the 

hospital there that was on Broadway and, probably Avenue— 

 

AW: 

Where the First Methodist Church is, now, next to it. 

 

MA: 

Is that it? Okay. And he—I went in there and Mama told me to come over here, and she had a 
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way of controlling you by grabbing you by pinching you. She’d just pinch you just enough to 

know that she could pinch you some more. She says, “Now, somebody’s going to come through 

that door in a minute. They’re going to tell you that dad is dead. Ain’t nothing you can do about 

it, so you just relax, and I don’t want to hear you blubber. I don’t want to hear you crying. I don’t 

want you saying anything. You just grit your teeth and shut up. You start blubbering now, you’ll 

blubber the rest of your life on everything that goes on—goes rough.” 

 

AW: 

Golly. 

 

MA: 

Well, I’ve never blubbered. Come close. 

 

AW: 

What sort of accident did your father have? 

 

MA: 

Well, there’s a story here that I brought that tells you the whole story. Now, this is 1931, and 

people were killing each other like crazy. So they first thought it was suicide, but they later 

investigated and found a reason. And it wasn’t. It was an accident. But he owned a—in order for 

Dad to find a job in Lubbock in 19—probably ’28, ’29—he had to move to Wink, Texas, which 

was a boomtown at the time, and then he moved to Odessa. And he was building sheet iron 

hotels, is what he was building. And he told me—he says they’d pour the foundation one day. 

“The next day,” he says, “I’d frame it and put the sheetrock on, and before I got around to getting 

the windows and doors put in, they’d be moving cots in and selling it by the hour.” And some of 

those old hotels were still standing there when I moved to Odessa in 1972—or 1964 was when I 

moved to Odessa. And they were still there, and some of them are still being used. You can have 

that. That’s a copy.  

 

AW: 

Thank you. Thank you. 

 

MA: 

Well anyway, this, of course, was a blow to everybody, so we had to shut the boarding house 

down. And Barton had gotten married, and his wife was fixing to have a baby, so he brought her 

here to Lubbock. And she was in the hospital, and Mama went to see her. And she was walking 

back home—and this was in the West Texas—I’m pretty sure that this was the West Texas 

Hospital that she was in with Dr. Dunn. And it started raining, and Mama got wet and got sick. 

And Biddy said she never recovered. Now, Dr. Dunn said she died of—what did— 
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JD: 

Bright’s disease. 

 

MA: 

No, in—mosquitos— 

 

JD: 

Encephalitis. 

 

MA: 

Encephalitis. And Dr. Dunn told Biddy later. He says, “You know, after having had several 

sleeping sicknesses patients, I’m pretty sure that’s what your mama had, one of the very first 

sleeping sickness patients.” By the way, I got Mama a death certificate one time, and I swear I 

sent you a copy. 

 

JD: 

Of your—of her 

 

MA: 

Both of you. I ran across this the other day, and it says encephalitis on it. And, of course, up until 

then—until I got that death certificate, I would been told that nobody knew what she had died 

from, and that’s what I had been telling people for years.  

 

AW: 

How long after your father died did your mother die? 

 

MA: 

About a year and a half.  

 

AW: 

Oh, so very short. Yeah. 

 

MA: 

And she suffered, like—oh, you can’t imagine. And she was in bed just wasting away—

scrawny—and the doctor kept trying to keep her from drinking water because he thought she had 

too much fluid on her spine. And so Aunt Mina was living with us, and another aunt was living. 

And at five o’clock every day, Biddy and the two aunts went to the kitchen to cook supper, and I 

stayed with Mama. And my job was to keep her from going in the bathroom and getting a drink 

of water. I’m twelve years old. God almighty. You talk about a load. And so finally when she 

died, it was a blessing to me. What she was going on was not living. God almighty. But here we 
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are, a family living in a boarding house. We had rented—Biddy had a roommate. We had rented 

a couple of rooms to somebody else, but mostly we were just—if we wanted a room our self, we 

could have any one we wanted, you know. And Biddy was the only one that really making any 

money, and she—let’s see, where was I going with this? Well, anyway, as far as I was 

concerned, Biddy was the boss. Now, they—they were concerned because I was only thirteen 

that year, and I was afraid they was going to send me to an orphans home. They didn’t have any 

foster parents in those days, and no relative was in a position to take me. So they made 

arrangements for me to—in the summer when school was off—to go to Oklahoma City and live 

with Cousin Marie and Duke, her husband, and they had a nice place right across the street from 

a park that had a swimming pool. So I spent the summer there. It was hot as hell. And the 

grownups got together at night and took a shower in the backyard—the sprinklers. And then they 

wet the sheets, and when they went to bed they put the wet sheet on top of them. Well, I tried 

that and it was hot, so I went out and slept on the front porch which didn’t—the sun never hit. It 

was still cold, so I slept. I had an army blanket—I sleep—well I think maybe I had two army 

blankets, but, anyway, the mosquitos they ate me up. But that was better than being hot. And so I 

stayed there all summer, came back, went to school the next year, and the next year they made 

arrangements for me to go to San Antonio and live with my brother Barton. Well, Barton was 

busy as hell. He was actually running a contractors business down there. And Barton took me to 

a wrestling match one time, and then at the—after the wrestling match he took me over to the 

Buckhorn Saloon. At that time, it was still there, and it was an ice cream joint. But it still had the 

bar and everything. Anyway, why—I was working in—they had a shop there, and it was a big 

shop. It was right behind his house. His house belonged to the contractor, I’m sure, and his 

contractor had a kid about the same age. And we spent most of our time in the shop. We had a 

forge in there. We had all the tools—had Dad’s power tools in there from the shop, and they—

then I did a lot of whittling, and I went swimming every day. This house was a block from the 

San Antonio River, and I tried to do some fishing. There wasn’t no fish in there, and the puddle 

wasn’t but about that wide. I don’t think I learned to swim, but I made out like I was swimming. 

Because, in the first place, I was so skinny—just bones—and I would sink, you know, most 

people sink—people can float. Hell, not me. I tried everything, and then I’d go right to the 

bottom just like a rock. Well, the—we came back from San Antonio by way of Dallas. And I was 

in junior high, and I was playing football—and not very good, but reasonably good. And I was 

small enough so that—they had a game one time were the fifth grade was playing, so the coach 

asked the other coach if it was okay if I got—let an eighth grader play with that team. He says, 

“He’s the same size as y’all, but he’s in eighth grade.” He says, “Yeah, we know all about him. 

He’s a friend of so-and-so’s brother.” So he said, “Let him play.” So I played in that game—not 

doing very good, but I made one long run, but that’s about it. I had fun; I know that. Let’s see. 

 

AW: 

What grade school did you go to? 
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MA: 

K. Carter. 

 

AW: 

K. Carter.  

 

MA: 

K. Carter is—you know where it—? It’s on Avenue Q at about between Sixth and Seventh. It’s 

where that— 

 

AW: 

Masonic—? 

 

MA: 

Masonic— 

 

AW: 

Yeah—building was. I guess you went to Carroll Thompson for junior high? 

 

MA: 

No. Junior high was—was the old—the high school was brand new, and so the junior high was 

between Thirteenth and Fifteenth and about Avenue T and one side or the other. 

 

AW: 

Okay. 

 

MA: 

And it was two buildings, and the fifth grade was over here, and the sixth, seventh, and eighth 

were over there in the other room—other side. And so we—there was a grade school on 

Nineteenth Street—or maybe on Twentieth that a bunch of kids had gone to, so I met them for 

the first time. Anyway, I was still a bully I guess because I was still having fights—something 

like that. Well, anyway, when Biddy was—I guess, I’m not sure Mama was dead yet, but 

anyway, Biddy was working, and she started the—everyone at the Avalanche knew what our 

situation was, and so the editors—the sports editors in particular—started giving her free tickets 

that had been left over and nobody wanted. So every day she’d bring me home a free ticket or 

two. So I started going to the wrestling matches. There was a guy by the name of Sled Allen that 

was a promoter. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, I know his son very well. 
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MA: 

Do you? Okay. But I think he lived over on Fourth Street—kind of close to Avenue Q or 

something. Anyway, Sled Allen had this wrestling match. Yacky [?] Joe was one of the 

wrestlers, and Yacky Joe was—his favorite was the Indian Stakehold, but he also—you couldn’t 

bend his leg. I mean, no matter what you tried you couldn’t bend his leg, and he was a—kind of 

a scrawny guy, but wiry. And he probably weighed 180—something like that—six feet tall. And 

the coach at Tech, the wrestling coach, wrestled in there, too. I don’t remember what his name 

was, but he was a nice looking guy. And there was a family that lived up in Amarillo that was 

wrestling for years. They had a wrestling school. Every time I was there, I’d run across a sign 

that one of them would be wrestling, you know, someplace—California or someplace. And so 

they—I learned to wrestle, and in junior high in the—at P.E. they started having wrestling 

matches, and boy, I tore them loose. But I was professional wrestling, and I wasn’t interested in 

learning collegiate wrestling at all. That was too—and so Coach Listen would have to, every 

once in a while, make me break a torture hold. (Andy laughs) But mostly he was being 

entertained so damn much because I was really stomping his kids. I remember one kid came 

running at me, and I just rolled back on and gave him a kick, and he landed about twenty feet 

past the mat. (laughs) Anyway, that was on the Horse and Rider—that’s what gave me the big 

advantage of it. We had a guy—one of the wrestlers who knew what they call Jiu-jitsu which 

was a way of giving somebody a treatment with your knuckle in his back—in his side of his back 

or something. Well, I learned some of that.  

 

JD: 

(laughs) You were a mess. 

 

MA: 

At that came in handy several years later when I was in the army, you know. Let’s see. I’d get 

tickets to everything. Coach Pete Cothran had a touchdown club every Monday night at the 

Hilton Hotel, and he’d show a movie of the football game the day before. And I would go in 

there. And every once in a while I would overhear Bud or Jamie talking about something, and I’d 

have a good question to ask. And, of course, Coach would get so goddamned—says, “Who is 

that goddamn kid? Get him out of here.” And I wouldn’t move, stayed right there. He hated me. 

His son was one of my buddies. His son’s the guy that took Tech to championship that time. By 

the way, when I went to a reunion—probably the fiftieth—the only ones who remembered me 

were the football players. That’s the only one. They guy who was my very best friend used to 

ride his horse into town and take me to the movie, and I went up and spent a weekend with him. 

He didn’t remember me from Adam. Finally, why he put it all together, but that was a surprise 

because I remembered him—remembered everything about him, you know. Name was Robert 

Acres. His family owned a chicken business where they hatched eggs and sold the little chicks, 

you know, was out there on Avenue H just right at the canyon—right just this side of the canyon. 

You know, Lubbock, at one time, was the chicken capital of the world.  
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AW: 

Really? 

 

MA: 

Yeah. Right—I believe right after the war. I mean, we had more—had more chickens coming 

through here—amazing. And—let’s see. Well, I got into high school and went out for football, 

didn’t get any place. Finally, why—one day in spring training, why, they sent us safeties. By the 

way, you played the whole—you know, both sides: offense and defense—and you didn’t—the 

only way you got out of a quarter was to get hurt. You had to wait until the quarter ended before 

somebody could substitute for you. Well, anyway, that—I had played so—touch football for my 

whole life, and I could dodge. So they started running these two ends that were supposed to go 

after the other. And they’d punt down to me, and I’d run it back, then all of us safeties were, and 

I kept running all—all the way back. Nobody’d ever touch me. And so, I went up—I thought I 

was done, and the—one kid—I can’t remember who it was—told the coach, says, “Coach, that’s 

the guy we’ve been telling you about. You know, between three and four we play touch football 

waiting for the regular players to show up—” because they were in study hall, you know, 

keeping their grades up. And so the coach says, “All right, we’ll try one more.” Anyway, he sent 

the third down. And hell, I did—went right around them—went on up. And he—one of Bud’s 

friends, a guy that was a coach out at Tech—one of the assistant coaches at Tech—was watching 

this, and he was having a ball. He thought this—the funniest—the coach tearing his goddamned 

hair out. Nobody could catch that little fart. (all laugh) Well anyway, so he promoted me. And so 

the first job after the promotion was to tackle a lineman. (all laugh) A kid by the name of Oscar 

Holtz, weighed about, oh, 190, something like that and run like a—he ran like—Pete Jr. kept 

saying he, “He runs like he’s got a cob up him.” (all laugh) So anyway, why he ran at me, and I 

tackled him, and he broke my leg. So they took me up to the hospital, and Biddy and Bud came 

up there. I had a jersey on that said number 77. And Bud says, “You know who’s number that is, 

don’t you?” And I said, “Yeah. It’s Red Grange’s number.” Well, Bud went to the University of 

Illinois at a time when Red Grange was starring. Bud was on the I guess, the freshman football 

team at that time. He had played in one season in high school. He played in the first game he 

ever saw. He’d never even seen a football. (all laugh) That’s in Jerseyville, Illinois. Anyway, 

the—when I got back into high school, I missed some time with a broken leg, and they put me—

in the time that I had normally been doing something, they—I had—instead of P.E or something. 

Since I was on the football team, I didn’t have to take P.E, so I was probably in study hall. They 

put me in the choir. Well, when the year was up—the semester—the choir teacher says, “Please 

don’t come back.” (all laugh) Well anyway, next time I was in some other speech deal—

declamation or something like that—and I was just as bad, so. I was a reject every time you turn 

around. Let’s see. My brother Ben was—he liked me, and he tried to teach me everything that he 

knew to teach me. We were roommates. When high school was out, we decided to remodel the 

boarding house into four apartments. So Jamie, being a carpenter—he had designed the thing—

figured it out—he hired two carpenters and a handyman, and he told me, he says, “You’re going 
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to be a carpenter’s apprentice.” So that summer I worked as a carpenter’s apprentice. So they—I 

learned a lot and enjoyed it, and when I got ready to finish—go back. I was going to go to 

Tech—why, the carpenter calls me over and says, “You know, you’re good enough to be a 

carpenter. Another three months and you’d be a carpenter.”  And so I thought about that. I talked 

to Biddy, and Biddy says, “Let me tell you something. Dad was fifty-one when he died. He 

opened that cabinet shop because it was too hard for him to get around the frame. His main job 

was cabinets and finish work. But there wasn’t enough of that, so you had to take some framing 

jobs. It was just too hard on him at the age of fifty. You better think about something else.” So I 

went to Jamie and I said, “Jamie, I’ve been thinking about being an architect.” He says, “God 

almighty. You would starve to death.” And I said—you have to punch it again to start it again—

so he says, “How many pictures have you drawn today?” So I says, “None.” He said, “How 

many this week?” I said, “None.” He says, “When I was your age I would have drawn a picture 

all the time. Might be a picture of a girls leg or something, but it was a picture. I was drawing it. 

That’s what you have to be to be an architect.” Anyway, I went to my brother Ben, and he says, 

“You’re out of your mind? What do you do when you get out of school?” I said, “Well, I go 

down to the basement with my chemistry set.” He says, “Everybody in the world knows you’re 

going to be a chemical engineer except you.” (all laugh) 

 

M: 

This battery went out. Do you have a spare? 

 

MA: 

The battery did? Uh, where are we. It’s— 

 

M: 

If you have a spare, I’ll change it. 

 

MA: 

You see a blue deal?  

 

JD: 

The Walmart sack? 

 

MA: 

Is it in there? 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Let me get that for you. 
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M: 

You know, that’s where dad met mom was she was trying to find a room at Atch House, and he 

was there. And she came up; they started visiting, and everything took it’s—okay. 

 

MA: 

Can you get to it without taking that thing off? 

 

M: 

Yeah. I think it will come off. 

 

MA: 

Well, anyway. 

 

M: 

I’m trying to figure how it opens. It’s on the—right there. 

 

MA: 

I got into Tech—chemical engineer—and I found out that almost all my buddies I had in high 

school were also going to be chemical engineers. It was the toughest class at Tech at the time. It 

was a four-year school, but you took twenty-one hours every year—every semester. 

 

AW: 

That’s a lot of hours.    

 

MA: 

Well, in the meantime—let me go back to something. I had hell getting a job. Everybody that I 

knew had a job. I was a teenager. I’d go to every Furr’s Store in town—every place that was 

hiring, anything I thought I could do—and none of them would—had a job for me. So there was 

a kid there that I knew. I asked him, “How’d you get your job.” He said, “Well, there wasn’t 

nothing to it. My dad took me here one day, took me to the manager, says ‘You got anything for 

this kid to do?’ And the manager says, ‘Be here tomorrow morning.’ There wasn’t anything to 

it.” Well, okay. That settles it. I ain’t got a dad. So finally, why Dooney is in at this dancing 

school, and they opened an ice cream joint. Now, this was on Avenue Q on the east side about 

halfway between Main and Tenth, and it’s—the job was paying six cents an hour just to pick up 

the papers just to keep them from blowing in peoples yards—and napkins and so-forth. And also, 

the other job was to keep the ice cream that was frozen—keep it thawed out, so they would have 

plenty of ice cream. Anyway, I did that job for the rest of the summer. Next year I went back to 

get the job, and I worked for about a month and a half, and the guy says, “Well, I got a problem. 

You’re only making a nickel an hour now.” So I says, “Okay, you can shove it, then. I ain’t 

going to work for a nickel.”  It was just the idea of getting a cut in your salary was more than I 
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could handle.  I’d have worked for six cents, but not a nickel. Well, the—finally, why, my 

brother, Ben—he did some bookkeeping. He was an engineer student, but he did some 

bookkeeping, and he was keeping books for Agee Service Station. John T. Agee had a service 

station on College Avenue on—at Nineteenth and, where the station is now, there was a—I 

mean, a Standard Station. And then there was a little cafeteria—real small one—owned by Mrs. 

Etter. And then John T. Agee’s service station stayed open twenty-four hours a day. 

 

M: 

That was right next to the filling station, wasn’t it?  

 

MA: 

Yeah. 

 

M: 

You used to take me there for donuts when I was little. 

 

MA: 

And so I was—I was making, I think, six dollars a month keeping books for him. And I’d go 

over and check out—count all the candy, sodas, cans of oil, measure the bulk gasoline and oil 

and mark it all down, take the cash register tape and post all the debts—all the charges. And that 

would take a while to do that, and so when I’d done that a while—Steve Etter, Mrs. Etter’s son, 

decided to open an ice cream joint—a drive in—further south on College Avenue, probably 

where Seventeenth or Sixteenth would have been if it’d come through. And so he moved an old 

train chair car in there, took everything out, and made that into a restaurant. And so he needed 

some help getting his books set up, so my brother Ben set the books up. And then he told Steve, 

he says, “My little brother can take over, now, and keep your books for a while.” And the kid—

Steve said, “No, my wife’s going to keep the books,” but he said, “I can use some help on the 

inventory—getting everything put where it’s supposed to be, and where I’ve got a—where I 

know where it is, and it’s labeled, and I can tell when it runs out.” So I worked for him for about 

a month, and finally I asked him, “How about me being a soda jerker?” He says, “All right, I 

haven’t hired one.” He said—he knew me. He trusted me. I had a chance to cheat him and didn’t, 

and so he—by the way, he had a son, and he didn’t trust the son. He didn’t trust his whole 

family. He didn’t trust anybody, really. And, why, he was a very disagreeable type of person. 

Ended up in Ruidoso, I think. And he had a business on the side of these coin operated peanut 

machines, and so they had to be gathered every so often, and cleaned up, and recharged, and 

taken back. So what—his son was doing that work. But he didn’t trust his son, so he asked me to 

go with him to collect the money because you took the money and then you gave a certain 

amount to the proprietor of the store. And one of the places that I went to was that old wooden 

hotel down there on Avenue H and Broadway—the biggest one in town. And there were several 

more in town. Anyway, why we did that for a while. And I got to be pretty good as a soda jerker, 
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and the business started increasing. And it was a big parking lot, and he had a couple of good 

looking girls that were hopping the cars. And they had some cooks that were doing good, and the 

baseball team—we had a pro baseball team showed up here. They were—these guys were 

sixteen years old, and they were grown men. Hell, I was sixteen and looked like a kid. And 

that’s—anyway, why along came the middle of the year, and my—a bunch of my brothers—

Ben—buddies were soda jerkers at Mark Halsey’s Drug Store down on Avenue Q right across 

from the hospital—I mean, on Avenue—on Broadway across from the hospital. And so they 

came out and watched me soda jerks, and they went back and—they were graduating. So they 

went back and told Mark, says, “I got a replacement for you.” So they hired me. I went back to 

Mark Halsey, and Steve Etter was t’d off. Of course, he had trained me and paid for all my 

mistakes and everything. So I became the fastest and the nastiest soda jerker in Lubbock, and 

worked there for a long time. Now, the way we worked was in the summertime you went to work 

at noon and you worked till almost midnight and then you went to work at six o’clock the next 

morning and you worked until six o’clock that night so you had the night off. Well, you were 

supposed to go and sleep. Well, that was great, but I had a girlfriend, so I didn’t get that much 

sleep. I was getting about four hours of sleep, you know, and the—when school started I 

registered for twenty-one hours of chemical engineering and ROTC, and I continued working 

forty hours a week. If you work eighteen hours on Sunday and every night, you could get forty 

hours at going away. And we didn’t have any overtime in those days. Forty didn’t mean 

anything. The forty started meaning something to me later on. Anyway, I did that and made As 

mostly because the teachers at Lubbock High were so damn good that they had taught me to the 

point of where freshman year was just a rehash. I had learned a few—the chemistry was 

completely different. Chemistry was a math course, which was great. When I was in high school 

they gave me a couple of models—medals: one for science and one for math, had been the two 

top students in those two fields. They—at Tech, the—by the way, in high school, I didn’t want to 

take a foreign language, so I had to take four years of English, and that four years of English was 

a tough course. I had a tough teacher. But when I got into Tech, why, at the end of the first 

semester the teacher stopped me in grammar, and she says, “You cannot improve your grade by 

taking the final. Why don’t you just use that time to study for other courses? Just forget the 

final.” Well, I was making an A plus. That’s why I couldn’t do any better. Anyway, why I did 

real good those years. The military science was the craziest thing you ever saw. They were using 

the French methods. It was—a squad was eight people. It was four guys in the front and 

anywhere from two to four in the back, and the ones missing would be in the middle there. And 

they had commands like “hooyah” where you—one guy was supposed to mark time while he 

turned around. And the guy on the other side had to run, almost, to get out there, and he ended up 

going this way. And nobody ever learned to do anything. I mean, it was a mess from the word 

go. The next year they had—were serious about the army, and they had changed to a system 

where a squad was a line of guys, you know, and they were four abreast in a platoon. So it was 

easy to learn that from then on; but that first year was a disaster, and I never learned a damn 

thing. The second year I got started with twenty-one hours, and the teacher—well, the dean 
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stopped me and says, “Your job is to the public. I can’t let you take twenty-one hours and 

continue working. You got to—you cut your hours or quit working.”  So I said, “Well, how 

many hours will you let me take?” He says, “I’ll let you take fourteen.” So I says, “Okay.” So I 

cut out a bunch of unessential stuff—took fourteen hours and still working at forty hours and still 

making good grades—but not As but B—As and Bs. Well, the—finally, I was in the 

summertime, working and a kid that worked at Mark Halsey’s selling other items out on the 

floor—was a real nice looking kid—well he was getting married, and he says, “I need a 

roommate for the rest of the—for a few months. I’ve got a garage apartment I’m living in. It’s a 

real good one. Why don’t you come look at it and you move in with me?” So I did, and he was a 

nice kid. And he got married and went away. And I was fixing to get one of my buddies to move 

in, and here comes a whole group of socialites from someplace up north—Happy or someplace 

like that. And they’re mama’s boys, and, I mean, they don’t want to study. They’re just going to 

play, and, every time I’d try to study, they’d interrupt me and want me to party. And it was so 

noisy around there, so I’d just get up and go to the library. And I wasn’t doing very good. And at 

that time, the army was getting serious, now. This would be 1940, I guess—yeah, it’d be 1940. 

And the military professor was transferred. The sergeant was a sergeant one day, and a major the 

next day, and was gone the next day. And so things were pretty serious about that time. This next 

professor was a little guy who had been in charge of some camp in Texas that I’d never heard 

of—Camp Swift or something like that. Anyway, why he told us that—he says, “Now, you got 

to—first place, nobody ever built an army without using it. We’re building an army, so we’re 

going to—” The war would have been going on some place from 1936, so we all knew it was a 

war, it was just a question of when. And he told us, “Now, there’s things you have to learn to do 

in the army that you you’re not going to like. When I came out here it was—Indians were pretty 

much gone, but we still had a few pesky ones that we had to work with. But every day I was 

supposed to drink a quart of whisky, every day. It started when—after taps, and you went to the 

officers club and you stayed there until you drank your quart of whisky. It likely killed me, but I 

learned to do it. Now, you—I don’t know what you’ll have to do. It’s probably nothing like that, 

but it might be something that’s crazy as hell because the army is crazy.” So he influenced us a 

lot, and we started in—started concentrating on our military science. And my grades started 

going to hell. But in the meantime, I had a job as a lab assistant, and I think I had four labs a 

week or something like that. And the chemistry teacher told me—he says, “You’ve got to quit 

your job. You can’t be jerking sodas and working here. This job is for people that need it. If you 

don’t need it—if you’re working down there, you don’t need this job, so you can’t have it.” So I 

said, “Okay. I’ll quit the job.” So I did and started—so I had time. And my brother Ben, when he 

went to the air force, had told me—he said, “Well, I’m sorry, but—I’m going to go to the air 

force, and I’ve found you a room at the dormitory. It’s going to cost fifty dollars a month for 

room and board.” And he said, “I don’t expect you to pay that. I’m going to send it to you every 

day.” And so he’s going to be paying a couple hundred dollars a month—you know. Well, he did 

for a couple of years—the last two years that I was in college. Well, when he died, why, he had a 

ten thousand dollar policy, and it was—Biddy was the beneficiary. And so, Jamie—I was talking 
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to Jamie about something, and he was telling me how we were going to handle the life insurance 

policy, and I was going to get my full share of it. And I says, “Jamie. He’s been sending me fifty 

dollars a month for two years. You take that out, and you’re going to—you guys take that.” And 

Jamie says, “That ain’t the way we do business around here.” Somebody else told me one time 

that our family was the most generous family that they had ever seen in their life. And I don’t 

remember who that was, but they—he had a good example of it. It was something just like that 

where—I mean, this was the family that stuck together—and with Biddy as the leader. Anyway, 

the—when I got in military science, my grades were such that I—in the senior year I was a 

captain. Well, the people that were running that didn’t like me worth a damn, so they made me 

the head of the band—the band commander. And that’s my head right there—that little guy 

sitting right there. That’s me. And that’s the band marching, there, and that’s in front of the 

Lindsey Theater that’s on the corner of, I guess— 

 

AW: 

J? 

 

MA: 

—Broadway or Main 

 

AW: 

And J. 

 

M: 

It’s Main. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, Main and J.  

 

MA: 

It’d be Main, wouldn’t it? Would it be Main? Yeah. Anyway, why, I didn’t know anything about 

music, and—so he gave me—they hired a guy that was in the band at Tech—the Tech band—

and he’s the guy that’s a leader there. And we had a guy that hit the cymbals, and he couldn’t 

read music. I mean, he knew less than I did. Well, so, this guy that was bad, he learned to—when 

he knew—needed a cymbal, why, he’d stick his thing up real high and put it down; the guy 

would go bang. (all laughing) And the practice room was in a classroom that was so small that 

you could hardly get everybody in there, and I had to be in there to maintain order because some 

of these guys were kind of ornery. And the piccolo was pointed right at my ear. So one day I was 

whistling the national, it was “Stars and Stripes,” you know, and I was—he said, “What the hell 

are you whistling?” And I was whistling the piccolo part. (all laugh) 
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M: 

Laurel and Hardy.  

 

MA: 

Did you find somebody you knew? 

 

M: 

No. Is Laurel and Hardy just the movie—? 

 

JD: 

The movie that was on at the theatre. 

 

M: 

Laurel and Hardy. 

 

MA: 

Oh 

 

AW: 

Wow. This is a great photograph. 

 

MA: 

And you can take that and copy it if you’ll return it to me. 

 

AW: 

Yes. We can do that. 

 

MA: 

Okay, let’s see. Well, I joined the Boy Scouts, and they had a camp, Boy Scout camp—I don’t 

remember how old I was. I guess I was probably thirteen—something like that. Anyway, why I 

went down there in somebody else’s car, and I was the only one from our troop that was going 

and got down there, and I didn’t have a cot. Well, hell, this is near—on the other side of Post 

down in the canyon, and I don’t think sleeping on the ground would have been a good idea. Well 

luckily, some kid got sick and had to go home, so they asked him to leave his cot. So I got to 

sleep in a cot. But I learned a lot, and I made a bow and arrow. And it was made out of orange 

wood, and when I bought it I had complained that there was a flaw in it, and they says, “Well, 

make it anyway.” So I made it, and, sure enough, I pulled it back, and it broke right there. So 

there was a guy that had an electric company that was across—it was down the avenue north of 

the theater. The Palace Theater was opposite the Lindsey Theater, and the— 
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M; 

They came to Clifton. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. I was going to ask you— 

 

MA: 

There was an electric store right behind that. The Saturday mornings, up until I was probably 

sixteen or seventeen or until I had a job, I would go down there when we was little kids, for  

those movies they had there every morning—I mean, every Saturday morning. I mean, at sixteen 

I was more like a twelve year-old. As a matter of fact, I could—in baseball, I had the guts 

enough to be a catcher, and I had a catcher’s mitt, and I had a glove, and I had a bike. And I’d 

ride around town every Saturday morning looking for a game. And if I found a game of twelve 

years-old, well, they’d accept me, and I’d—especially since somebody was willing to catch. And 

I’d get right in under that batter. I mean, it was amazing I didn’t get me head knocked off, but I’d 

get right in under and catch the ball. And Uncle Bud told me the reason my knuckles are so big is 

because I tried to catch the ball by sticking me thumbs—my finger through it. (all laugh) Let’s 

see. Anyway, after the—I worked in that guy’s shop, there, to build the bow and arrow—another 

one. He was a nice guy. Let’s see—Biddy used to take me everyplace that she could, and I knew 

Margaret Turner, the society editor, and all the other people at the Avalanche. Biddy was a 

proofreader, and she started out as Charlie’s secretary, and ended up as a proofreader. And they 

had a bunch of desks that they had shoved together, and these—one or two of them were just 

kind of open. And you’d watch these reporters; and they come in there, and they’d just see 

fingers to type. And they typed as fast as anybody I ever saw, and, I mean, it was amazing to 

watch them type. And they had these desks shoved together, and it was just a little bit too big. So 

they hired Dad to build them a—something that was just like those except make it fit so that they 

could walk around it, you know. So he built a odd looking desk that accomplished what they 

wanted to do, and Biddy’s was on the end of that thing. And everybody would come by and hand 

her stuff, and she read everything at least two or three times. And she’d mark it up, and they’d go 

correct it and bring it back. And she was just busy as hell just doing it all day long. No time for 

anything, hardly. And then I remember one time a guy came by and he showed her this piece of 

cardboard, and she says—he says, “Is that him?” And she looked at it and she says, “No, I’ll get 

it in the morgue. I’ll bring it to you.” So anyway, why, she got up and went in this morgue which 

was a closet about ten feet squared just full of these mattes. And she ran the morgue. She didn’t 

want anybody in there, but every once in a while, somebody would get one. And she could read 

those things. She could see what the picture was going to look like after it was printed, see, and 

this was a negative of a—what they probably call a greyscale now which was a series of dots, 

you know. But she could read it, and hell, these things—and a lot of times she would see it and 

look at the back, and it’d be mislabeled, you know, so she she’d correct the label. And, finally, 

why—they needed her. I mean, she was the whole thing. If they didn’t have her, they were in 
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trouble. Well, her eyes started getting worse—her glasses had gotten thicker. Well, after she quit 

working, her glasses got thinner again. (all laugh) Anyway, why, they—she was real important. 

She took me swimming. She’d give me tickets—you know what, in those days, when the dance 

bands—when Glenn Miller came to town, why, he not only had to play the dance, but he had to 

play at the high school auditorium for an hour; and so I had a ticket there. Now, so I had, I would 

say, a unique childhood, and I could have—I had buddies that got in trouble. And the reason I 

didn’t was two-fold. One is that the idea of going to an orphan home was never too far from my 

mind because Dooney kept reminding me. (Andy and Mack laugh) And the other things was that 

the idea of having Biddy disappointed by something I did was something I just was not going to 

do. I mean, I don’t give a damn what it was, and I had many case where I walked away with kids 

teasing me. You know, “Chicken,” all that kind of—just forget it, ride on home. I mean, I’m a 

chicken. So what? But anyway, I didn’t get any in trouble. And once I finally, finally got a job, 

why, I worked a lot, and I loved to work. Jamie was raised on a farm riding horses, and he 

wanted his kids to grow up that way. So he and some guys bought a section out at Southland, and 

they built their homes. And he spent every summer there, and Mike and his brothers and sisters 

were out there riding horses, playing cowboy. And they had a cowboy there, and they’d help 

him. And they had a—a part of this land was up on the caprock. They had some cotton growing. 

So it was a good deal, and Jamie wanted those kids to learn—grew up kind of like he did, you 

know, appreciate animals because he thought if, well you know, farmers—we don’t have farmers 

hardly any more, and they’re a different kind of a farmer, too. And it’s a shame. In the army, the 

best soldiers I ever had were farmers—by far the best. Anyway, we were visiting Jamie one time, 

and Mike and Danny and Timmy were on horseback someplace. And the next time I saw them, 

Mike came in, and he had a guitar and a record player and a record. It was an Elvis record. And 

he was playing it, and Lucille says, “What is that?” And Mike said, “That’s Elvis.” And so he 

was starting to play it, and she says, “Well, where’s the sheet music?”  He says, “Ain’t any sheet 

music. You just got to listen to it.” So, in about an hour, Mike was playing Elvis—playing the 

song. I mean—I got to tell one more story. It’s got nothing to do with me and childhood, but one 

time Jamie had come to Odessa. I was living in Odessa. And he told me—he says, “The boys 

have a gig at the country club. We’ve got a problem. Mike’s at the football game in Little Rock.” 

 

M; 

I remember that. 

 

MA: 

Well, Mike was the lead guitar, and so he says, “Lucille has got it arranged to pick him up in Big 

Springs, and the dance starts at seven, and his plane lands at seven.” And I says, “Big Springs is 

a while away from Odessa.” And she says—he said, “Well, Lucille didn’t have that quite figured 

out.” So anyway, why, I drove this company car—it was a Ford—with Jamie, over there. We 

picked Mike up, and we started coming back. And I was driving 100 miles an hour down the 

highway. 
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M: 

Yeah, he was. I remember. 

 

MA: 

And there was a turn off to go straight to the—to the country club, and I was going so fast I 

couldn’t slow down to go. So I went by and pulled into a pipe yard. So anyway, I tried to get out 

of that pipe yard, and Mike kept saying, “Let me out. I’ll run.” (all laughing) It was a mile over 

there to the country club. Well finally, I got out and took over there, and it was—they were 

having a break. And the kids were leaving. All the dancers were leaving. And so, pretty soon, 

Mike starts warming up, and somebody says “Hey, wait a minute.” And so then they started 

coming back. And he says, “Call so-and-so. Tell him to come on back.” So, anyway, they all 

came back and they had a dance. But anyway, Jamie never forgot that. Mikey probably never 

forgot it.  

 

M: 

Oh, no. Some of it I haven’t. 

 

MA: 

Probably have nightmares about it. (all laughing) 

 

M: 

I was thinking about that the other day, and I didn’t remember where I landed and why we 

couldn’t land in Odessa. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Why would you land in Big Spring? That’s— 

 

M: 

I know we had to drive fast to get where we were going. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. I just never thought about Big Spring as being an airline destination. 

 

M: 

I was thinking the dance was in Andrews, but I think it was in Odessa. It was Odessa.  

 

MA: 

He played a lot of places down there. He played over at Andrews, and we went over there. 
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M: 

Seminole. 

 

MA: 

And you had a couple there, upstairs, over some kind of a club there. And, boy, I want you to 

know you guys were loud. I want you to know it’s no wonder you can’t hear. 

 

M: 

Oh, I know. We were too loud. We were too loud.  

 

MA: 

But they were good. They a made a record. I was in New York City one time, and I was going 

around to these places. Everybody in the family wanted one of those records, so I was buying 

whatever they had, you know. And the publisher, I guess, he called me on the phone and says, “I 

got all the records you need if you want to buy more of them.” And I says, “No, I’m buying them 

for the family. I’ve already got everything I need.” So anyway, I sent those records. Biddy may 

have one around here. I’ve got one someplace. Anyway, Barton and Jamie, in high school, they 

had their own dance band. 

 

AW: 

Oh, they did? 

 

MA: 

And in college, Barton—he and Barton started out one, and— 

 

M: 

What’s he got in there? 

 

MA: 

Here is the Texas Tech Toreador. The football team was the Matadors, the freshman football 

team was the Picadors, and the dance band was the Toreadors. 

 

M: 

You’re fixing to sit on a picture. 

 

JD: 

Don’t sit on the pictures. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, there’s some pictures right there. 
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MA: 

Now, these pictures—this is Grandpa. Let’s see. This is Grandpa. This is Uncle Jay.  

 

M: 

Yeah, that’s Barton right there. 

 

MA: 

And this is my father. So, these three.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, this is your father? 

 

MA: 

Yeah. That’s the 1903— 

 

AW: 

Yeah, Frank. I see that. 

 

MA: 

Terrell, Texas— 

 

M: 

Post office. 

 

MA: 

—Post Office. Grandpa was the postmaster.  

 

JD: 

And he’s right there with a banjo. 

 

M: 

Oh, I can’t believe how many phone calls. I don’t ever get any calls.  

 

MA: 

He was the— 

 

M: 

Never. This is a sales call. No more. 
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MA: 

Grandpa was a Ohio state representative for his county and was a friend of President McKinley 

who was in the next county. And that’s how I got my name is that when—Grandpa’s youngest 

son was named McKinley Clay Barton—the family name was Barton—and he was killed in 

World War I. And I was born right after that, you know, in 1920, so they—in fact, he had died 

just before I was born. And so everybody in the family had loved him because he was just a nice 

little kid and the youngest one. And so they named me Mack. That’s not McKinley, but Mack. 

 

AW: 

Mack, yeah. When did you graduate from Texas Tech? 

 

MA: 

Nineteen forty-two in August.  

 

AW: 

And, since the war was going on, what did you do? 

 

MA: 

Well, when—in the senior year, at a chemical engineers picnic, we were playing baseball or 

softball, and I got my leg broke.  

 

AW: 

Again? 

 

MA: 

Yeah, different leg. And so the—very few were graduating. Most of them had a couple of years 

yet to go. Even though they had spent four years in that military science, they hadn’t progressed 

that far with their credits. So they were going to Fort Ord California to train in the desert to go to 

North Africa, which they did. But the dean of engineering stopped me, and he says, “The army 

had a new plan. If you can graduate in summer school, they will give you a deferment.” So I—I 

had a broken leg. So I says, “That sounds like a winner.” So he says, “We have given you all the 

credits they can from the excess hours of military science, so you will—if you will take some 

courses by correspondence and take these courses and these labs in summer school, well, you 

could graduate. And then you can join the army after that.” So I says, “That sounds like a good 

idea.” So since I had the broken leg there wasn’t anything else I could do. So anyway, why I did 

what they did do—those correspondence courses. One of them was one that I read the book, and 

the questions were written by somebody who had just taken the book and taken each paragraph 

and put a question to go with that paragraph. So I showed that to Biddy, and she says, “Oh, why 

don’t I type that up for you?” So I says okay. So Biddy did my homework. (all laugh) I read it, 

turned it in, made an A on the final. Anyway, I got that. The other correspondence I just did 
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about two week and got it done because, when you’ve got a broken leg, you’re not doing much. 

And that’s—anyway, when I went to the army, why, I knew my eyesight was too bad, but the 

army doesn’t care, you know. In fact, one of Patton’s right hand men only had one eye—one of 

his generals. So I wasn’t worried about that, but they sent me to—what’s the name of this place 

out here? 

 

JD: 

Reese? 

 

MA: 

Air Base— 

 

AW and JD: 

Reese? 

 

MA: 

Reese. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. 

 

MA: 

They sent me there, and of course, that’s an air force doctor. Well, he says, “How the hell did 

you get this far with this eyesight?” I says, “I don’t know. What am I going to do?” He says, 

“Well, you ain’t going in the army.” And I says, “Why not?” He says, “Well, you can’t see.” So 

he says, “Well, you could take limited service.” In fact, he says, “They’re liable to draft you 

because of what you’ve done. You should not have been in this—in the mi—they might be using 

you as an example.” I says, “Well, sign me up for limited service. Well, what’s the difference?” 

He said, “Well, you just won’t be on the front lines. You know, there’s only about ten, fifteen, 

twenty percent of soldiers are on the front line anyway.” So I signed up for that, and it turned out 

to be a good deal. The first assignment was in Camp Leonard Wood in Missouri training black 

soldiers. When I signed in, I was late because the guy that—had told me he would get in touch 

with me at Reese, and I—he didn’t. So I finally, after waiting a while—in the meantime my 

brother Ben had died—and I went back out there, and they says, “Well you—we signed you out 

that day, so you’re AWOL.” So I says, “Well, okay.” I took off when I got there, and I explained 

to them what had happened, you know. And they says, “Well, we can’t do anything about it.” So 

he assigned me, and I said, “That’s that black outfit, isn’t it?” And he says, “Yeah.” And I says, 

“Well, you know, I really don’t know a whole lot about blacks.” And he says, “Well, you’ve laid 

eyes on one, haven’t you?” And I said—says, “That’s a hell of a lot more than any of us have 

because we ain’t ever even seen one.” So anyway, I knew a lot more about them, and he—
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anyway, why, I really didn’t do much for the first few weeks. And, finally, while they got things 

organized, and I was a lieut[enant] commander and started teaching those guys. And I turned out 

to be pretty good at it. And—they—at the end of—we had them for thirteen weeks, and after 

about a year, why, I had asked for a transfer. And the reason I’d asked for a transfer is that the 

command—the company I was working for—I had progressed so that I was what they called the 

paperwork company commander. I was—I did all the paperwork, and I had to forge the 

commander’s name because there wasn’t any other way of doing it. And everybody knew that 

was going on, but, anyway. And so he said, “Those new lieutenants show up?” I says, “Yeah.” 

He says, “Well, are they white or black?” And I thought, You know, I didn’t notice. He said, 

“Well, you saw them, didn’t you?” I say them but I don—I didn’t notice whether they were 

white or black.” He says, “Man, it’s time for you to get out of this place.” (all laugh) I took him 

at his word and asked for a transfer. But before I did, they had a troop train. It was 800 soldiers 

in chair cars. They were going Fort Leonard Wood to Camp Claiborne, Louisiana. And so I show 

up there, and I’m the company—I’m the train commander. I’ve got a doctor—a medical 

doctor—a captain or so—and I’ve got a mess sergeant and two cooks, and that’s it. So I went—

and all of the soldiers, they’d already talked about me. You know, they called me the old man of 

all things—twenty-one, twenty-two years old—old man. Any time you’re the commander in the 

army, you’re the old man. Anyway, they knew me. The ones in the outfit knew that I was strict 

but I was fair. So I chose a guy at each end, and I told them, “Don’t let anybody in or out.” I got 

them going that way. Well, finally when I got to Camp Claiborne, well there was nobody there. 

Anyway, why I looked around, walked up and down. We were out in the prairie. And finally, 

why I went in there and took a nap, and finally, why I went back out and here’s a guy looking for 

me from the railroad. So he takes me in there to the company that’s going to take over, and they 

says, “How many did you lose?” And I said, “I didn’t lose any. I wasn’t supposed to, was I?” He 

said, “No, you’re not supposed to, but nobody ever got here without losing some.” And so—and 

we had had a problem where a guy could see his home from the train, so they had to sit on him to 

keep him in—but we got them all there. So the guy says, “Do you want to come and have supper 

with us, tonight?” I said, “No, I’m going to go on in to Alexandria.” So I went in to Alexandria 

to the hotel there and asked them for a room, and the guy says, “I haven’t heard that question in 

two years. We ain’t got any room—ain’t no room in Alexandria. Forget it. Get back. Get on the 

train, Go on to someplace else.” So I called me—got me a taxi driver, and he took me every 

place that might be a tourist home. And, hell, there’s nobody taking anybody in. So I got on the 

train. There’s no seats, and this train’s going to St. Louis. So I had a suitcase—what they call a 

Gladstone and unzipped it and flattened it out, and I put it in between the cars and laid down on 

top of it. 

 

AW: 

In between the cars? 
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MA: 

In between the cars—and went to sleep, and woke up. They had hell going on. Somebody had 

run—the train had run over a guy and killed him. He was laying out there in the yard. 

Everybody’s looking at him. And so, finally, when I got in there—getting close to St. Louis, 

well, there’s a few places I might have gotten off, but it’d been closer to Fort Leonard Wood or 

Camp Leonard Wood, and I decided, To hell with it. I’m going to St. Louis, and I don’t know 

when I’m coming back. Anyway, when I got there, why I partied because I’d known St. Louis 

for a while. And after a couple of days, well, my conscience go the better of me and I went—

caught the train back to Fort Leonard Wood, and nobody was surprised that I was that long 

getting there or anything. But they made me write a report on it because I’d gotten there with all 

the soldiers. They sent me to a new camp in North Carolina in a town called Monroe, Monroe, 

North Carolina. It’s close to Charlotte. And right across the South Carolina line was a rifle range, 

and I had applied for rigging—as being part of the rigging team. And they had decided to put me 

in the middle weapons section. Well, I had a college degree, they were starting to build this 

thing, so they sent me out to the deal. And I was commuting back and forth ten miles every day, 

and finally I says, “There’s an empty farmhouse. Why don’t I just live in here?” So I did. I found 

a place they called a hotel which was really a boarding house, and I bought my meals there. They 

charged me the same as they did their boarders—their livers—their renters, too.  I was paying 

them thirty dollars a month, and that’s what it cost to have a room there. But I didn’t know that 

until later. So, anyway, we built this rifle range, and I supervised it. Had a sergeant there that was 

a guy Abe Asherov [?]. So I got to know him, and found out he was a Jew. He was a communist, 

that he had been in the Abraham Lincoln Brigade in Spain, and found he had more wild stories 

than you can imagine—most of them propaganda. But anyway, they were interesting, and I was 

listening to him. And I kept him away from all the other soldiers, and I had a couple—had a 

lieutenant that kept trying to get him put in jail because he was— (laughs) I kept trying to tell 

this lieutenant to leave him alone. The army has him where they want him—out here in the 

woods in South Carolina. (all laugh) But we were doing everything. We were—built this 

infiltration course. My job was to set the explosive charges in the pits, you know, so that we 

could set them off as we go. And then, when we got them set, then I was up in the tower setting 

off these charges as we needed to. So I got so familiar with the explosives that I started getting 

careless. And fortunately, why I caught one of the guys getting careless, and so I straightened 

everybody out. But in those days, they had increased the size of the electric—I forget what the 

name of it was, the part that sets the other part off. 

 

AW: 

The detonator? 

 

MA: 

Yeah. And so anyway, all you had to do was just wrap it around the block of TNT or the stick of 

dynamite, and it would set it off so you didn’t have to go around punching holes in things and 
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sticking the thing in the hole. That’s where the danger was. Anyway, one day I had two black 

guys working for me chopping wood and doing whatever needed to be done, and I had—we 

were starting to build something where we needed a road, and there was a big stump about this 

big right in the middle where we were going. So I got this biggest guy, and I told him, “Get you 

an axe and a shovel and come out here with me.” And he says, “What are we going to do?” And 

I says, “We’ve got to build a stump.” He says, “Oh, a stump. I hate stumps.”  So anyway, I told 

him to dig me a little hole there to get this block of TNT, and I stuck it in there. Everybody 

backed off, and I blow that stump, and it blows to smithereens. And here’s all this fat wood, oh, 

and little pieces just like you figured, you know. And this black kid—he goes running around. 

He says, “I ain’t never going to dig another stump. I ain’t never going to dig another stump.”  

Then it took them about ten minutes to dig the rest of the stump out. Anyway, had some great 

experiences there. Then they sent me to, oh—I got sent to a field officers training school. Here I 

am, a first lieutenant. The guy in the office has been promoted over me to a captain. The—and I 

got this deal which is for majors and up, you know. Well, I wondered why this is going on, you 

know, so I went and checked in the place—got in the dormitory. And one of the guys says, 

“Colonel Bradley’s looking for you.” And I says, “Who’s Colonel Bradley?” Says, “Well, he’s 

the Chief of Engineers. He’s the boss.” So I said, “Okay. Wonder what he wants.” “He’ll be 

back, so stick around.” So pretty soon the Colonel comes in, and he’s a nice looking guy. And he 

says, “Come over here to the Officer’s Club. I want to talk to you.” So, got over there, and he 

says, “First, I know all about you and your whole family. I’ve known Cousin—” is it Brad? No, 

it’s—I forgot which one. Anyway, one of my cousins from Oklahoma. It was Marie and Francis. 

Who’s the other one? 

 

M: 

Sybil 

 

MA: 

Sybil. 

 

JD: 

Sybil. 

 

MA: 

Cousin Sybil. He says, “I’ve known Sybil and her husband for years.” And, so—he says, “I 

know all about your brother. I was his commander in Panama. We knew he was a pilot, and we 

knew he was over age. But we knew he was an engineer, too.” So he was the guy that had—that 

Sybil had told him all about us, and the fact of where I was. And so he sent me to school, and 

there were all kinds of people there. There was a—one of them—there were [inaudible] colonels 

there. There was some smart guys. One of—the guy that built the bridge—Brooklyn Bridge—

Roebling. Well, he was one of John Roebling’s sons was a part of that. And this course was over, 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
43 

they decided to have a group design better bridges, and they put him on it. Anyway, they—these 

were great courses. I mean, each teacher had one hour, and he had all day to prepare for it. So 

when you went in there, he had it all set up, and if he was going to talk about something, he had 

it on the board. And he’d peel off the paper that was covering that subject, so there’s no way to 

get ahead of him. You had to talk about what he was talking about, and they were good teachers. 

And, boy, I learned a whole lot. And we were—we had—one of our assignments was to invade 

Japan. How are you going to do it? And he gave us all this stuff, you know—maps and 

everything—aerial photographs. Boy that was an experience. We worked on that for a couple of 

days. Another one was—they says, “We’ve got—We want you to build a—a airstrip.” They gave 

this map and all this stuff [inaudible], and they said, Here’s—its slope can’t be more than this 

much and it can’t be changed any faster than this. So what I did is I took it and figured it out, 

drew it up, and they looked at it, and they says, “Well, this is right on.” I was the only guy that 

had it figured out. The rest of them were drawing pictures, you know, trying to get the slope, and 

I was doing it mathematically. And they—at the end of the course they sent me to Fort Louis in 

Washington. That just happened to be where Bud and Biddy were, so old Colonel Bradley had 

me under control.   

  

M:  

There’s a lot of really good pictures— 

 

MA: 

So I met Biddy and Bud and spent one night with them before I checked in to the place, and they 

made me a company commander of a group of trainees that were training to be truck drivers and 

equipment operators and things like that. So all I had to do was just take care of their needs, you 

know. And he said one more thing; he says, “Keep your hands off that kitchen. That’s where I 

eat everything at lunch. That’s the best mess hall in the world, and he says, “Find that, and go 

and introduce yourself, and tell them if they need something, fine, but stay the hell out of it. 

Don’t tell them anything.” Oh, I went over there and met that guy. He ignored me, and I got to 

watching to see what they did. They had a baker that came in there at night, and they had all 

kinds of pies and pastries and stuff like that. The food was the best. I never ate such good food in 

my life. And it was a real experience. Then I had an inspection, and when I was with these 

soldiers in Camp Leonard Wood, why, these black non-coms had taught me a whole lot, and, on 

inspection, you had to lay out things just a certain way. And there was a way you had to put that 

gas mask down, and you couldn’t figure that out to save your neck. But these black guys had 

figured this out, you know, and so their way of setting up an inspection was to have everybody 

put their stuff out there, and then one guy would go do one thing, and he’d go down and do it for 

everybody. So when he finished, well, everything was perfect. They came in there and would 

inspect that thing, and he says, “My God.” And so they says, “Well, you’re the inspector for 

everybody else now.” So I had to go inspect everybody else, and then none of them even had half 

of them right, you know. But then I got an assignment to go to a supply officer’s school. Now, 
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by this time the war is over in Europe and winding down in the South Seas. So I go to this 

school, and it’s an interesting school. And then they send me to a supply depot in Memphis, but 

before that I had to go back to get my car. It was—I had left my car with Biddy and Bud. When I 

got back, they were gone, and I went in to the landlady—and, by the way, they had been living in 

a shack with a privy, I mean, with an outside toilet, and paying more rent than they were getting 

for their place here in Lubbock. Anyway, why she—this landlady says, “Well, your car is in the 

chicken coop.” So I went in there and it had chicken doo that deep all over it. But it was raining, 

so I just rode it—I backed it out in the rain, and pretty soon, the chicken doo was gone. So I 

drove on back to—next assignment. Let’s see, from the school they sent me to Memphis. I 

stayed there living in the Peabody Hotel and having a ball, and then they sent me to Camp 

Claiborne, Louisiana to be the company commander of a training outfit where they had recruited 

the very last draftees were—and you talk about a bunch of misfits. They had one kid there that 

was—that had—legs were at least another foot longer than the rest of his body should be, and he 

couldn’t stay in step to save his neck. He just kind of waddled, you know. They had another guy 

was a punch-drunk fighter, and we’d be walking along and he—all of a sudden this guy breaks 

out of ranks and starts running around. And so I stopped him and I says, “What’s going on?” He 

says, “Well, this roadwork ain’t doing me no good. You guys are just walking.” So—of course, 

they’re all just about dead form walking, and here’s this guy running. And I said, “Well, go 

ahead and run, then.” So he ran around, all over—(laughs) but he would forget. If he—if you’d 

tell him to do something, he walk ten feet and he’d forgotten it already. It’s just a real shame. But 

we had the wildest characters you ever saw, and this—had these names I couldn’t pronounce. 

And one guy’s name that I—to him, the way I was saying it was so bad that, every time I’d get 

down to the guy ahead of him, he’d start hollering, “Here. Here. Here,” to drown me out. (all 

laugh) Let’s see. From there I went to Fort Hood—probably Camp Hood at that time—and they 

started me working—I don’t know whether this was in Louisiana. It could have been in 

Louisiana that I was working for the Inspector General. And he said, “We’ve got a bunch of 

companies that are being disbanded. Go down there and check all their books, sign them out, 

turn them loose.” So I went down there, and they’re all railroad companies, guys that had been 

working for the railroad that were drafted, sent to France, ran the railroad. They didn’t know 

anything about the army at all. They said—I asked someone, “Where you have any books.” “I 

haven’t got any books.” So I had something there that he had signed when they first sent him to 

France which had made him responsible for a railroad and all of the stuff on it. So anyway, all 

these guys had this, from that guy to somebody who had a complete set of books. Anyway, why, 

I created a set of books for him showing that he had been relieved of all of his responsibilities, 

and that was what the IG told me to do when I went to see him. But the army had a deal called 

the Company Fund which was supposed to be for the moral, and you were supposed to buy a 

case of beer every once in a while, or a bunch of ice cream, or something. Anyway, why, this 

guy had—still the officers were there, all the men were gone—but he had this company fund 

which was several hundred dollars. They had never spent any—didn’t even know what it was 

for. And so I says, “Well, you were supposed to have bought a—booze for the workers to keep 
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the morale up.” So they says, “Well, okay.” So they took off, came back, and says, “Lieutenant, 

your cars in the way. Would you let—give me your keys so I can move it out of the way?” So I 

moved it—gave him the keys. He kept on working with the paper. Few days later I opened the 

trunk of my car, and it’s full of booze. (all laugh) They have gone and bought—spent the 

company fund, and bought all this booze. They’d taken all of what—they were—their employees 

were gone. Their workers were gone, and they’d split it up among themselves and put the rest of 

it in my car in my trunk. I had been bribed without knowing it.  

  

M:  

Wait just a second. How do you turn—I need to take a time out. Where’s the off? 

 

MA: 

If it’s not recording anymore, push the red bot—red spot again. It will start a new— 

 

M: 

No. I want to stop it for a second.    

 

JD: 

There. 

 

MA: 

Uh, let’s see. 

 

M: 

Okay. I’m going to need to go. I wasn’t sure how long you were going to try to stay. 

 

AW: 

Until Mack is tired. (laughs) 

 

M: 

Okay. Judy’s coming home tomorrow. I was going to tell you about when—real quick—when 

Dad was at the rattlesnake field at rattlesnake field at Pyote, the Enola Gay came. I was a little 

baby, didn’t know it, but it was interesting to know that that famous plane came and was at the 

base. But, boy, they’re really neat stories. 

 

AW: 

These are great stories. 

 

M: 

I still—huh? 
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AW: 

These are great stories. 

 

M: 

Yeah. I still do—I still work with cows. It wasn’t just when I was a kid. I was going to say 

something about this brand. That brand, in reality, would have to be cut off because you brand a 

cow with a circle, his whole hide will fall out of it. It will just be a big red— 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Plus the more those intersections you have the more worms you get and everything else.  

 

M: 

I do—I do—I’m mostly brand. 

 

AW: 

Do you? 

 

M: 

Yeah. But our guys, we rope and drag. There’s no chutes. It’s— 

 

AW: 

Good. That’s good. 

 

M: 

We did—on the ranch next to us we did eighty calves in forty-five minutes—two guys on horses. 

Eighty calves in forty-five minutes: branded, vaccinated, sprayed— 

 

JD: 

That was— 

 

M: 

It’s neat. 

 

JD: 

—pretty fast. 

 

M: 

I still love that life. And I kill pigs out there.  
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AW: 

I—being from town—every time I go help with a branding, they make me flank, you know that. 

We don’t have to do all this in one day, Mack. 

 

MA: 

Okay. 

 

AW: 

If you want to take a little break, and we can come back—Now, so next—next time, let’s take up 

from the army, and go forward. 

 

M: 

Now, if this starts back up, just hit that— 

 

M: 

—red button—did I do that? 

 

AW: 

I think they just fell over. 

 

MA: 

—to my—work career?   

 

AW:  

Yeah. Yeah. I’m interested in that, too.     

 

MA: 

All right, now I did not—here. This—when Biddy died, every day I would think of something 

that she needed—that I wish I had asked her. And she—I got to thinking, and so— 

 

M: 

Appreciate it. Enjoyed it. Here, I’m going to start this again. He’s talking.  

 

MA: 

—I decided that—now I had made a—I had a video camera, and I had made videos of my in-

laws talking about their families going way back, just more or less to document the linage, you 

know, the—                  

  

AW: 

Yeah, right. 
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MA: 

And so I did that with Biddy and Bud, and one of those was—is the beginning of that one that’s 

in the deal, now. Then I got to thinking, and I decided, I bet—you know, I’m the oldest one. 

I’m—at that time I was ninety—I mean, I was eighty-five years old, or so. I—so I started 

writing. And I’m not a very good—but this is— 

 

AW: 

These are things all that you have written. 

 

MA: 

It’s very much like the same thing I’ve told you: some things more, some things less. And that’s 

a copy you can have. 

 

AW: 

Oh, thank you very much. 

 

MA: 

Now, I did not print out the stuff on the army, so when I go back—when next time we get 

together, why, I’ll have the print out of what happened after the army because it was a—I had a 

real interesting career. 

 

AW: 

Oh, yeah. No, I’m sure you did, and I want to make sure we get that down, too. When is a good 

time for you, generally? 

 

MA: 

Oh, I—you know, every day—unless I have a doctor’s appointment, and I haven’t got one until 

August.  

 

AW: 

Yeah. (laughs) 

 

MA: 

I see my doctor once a year. 

 

AW: 

How about Thursday—the day after tomorrow? 

 

MA: 

Thursday would be fine. 
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AW: 

And do you want to do it here, or do you want to do it at your place? It’s up to you. Doesn’t 

matter. 

 

MA: 

Uh, Jane? 

 

AW: 

And you said I could keep these copies? 

 

MA: 

Yes, you can keep those, and that’s the—this is the only one I’m not sure that I have a copy of, 

so just return this one. 

 

AW: 

Okay, well we—well, what we normally do, Mack, is we like to keep the original— 

 

MA: 

Do you? 

 

AW: 

And then we make a digital copy for you. Would that be good enough? 

 

MA: 

Okay, that’d be all right. 

 

AW: 

Okay, we’ll be—and the reason we keep the original is that when researchers fifty or a hundred 

years from now are doing study—I mean, this is a great photograph. 

 

AW: 

And they’ll be interested to know where the original is because of the— 

 

MA: 

Yeah, well, you can sure say where the picture was. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Oh, yeah. You know, I remember the Lindsey very well. I don’t—I do not remember that 

bus station. By the time I was coming downtown that had already turned into that cafeteria. 
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MA: 

Hey, this looks like a duplicate here. Here.  

 

AW: 

Oh, that’s great. 

 

MA: 

Now, here’s a picture. Is this the same one—this a duplicate, also? 

 

AW: 

That’s—no, that’s a duplicate, but here’s that one. 

 

MA: 

Oh. Okay—they’re the same. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. 

 

MA: 

Okay. Well, you can have— 

 

AW: 

Can I have one of these? 

 

MA: 

Now, here’s a picture— 

 

AW: 

This duplicate? 

 

MA: 

Yeah. 

 

AW: 

Okay, I’ll put that over there. 

 

MA: 

You can have this one if you’d rather. 
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AW: 

Oh, it doesn’t matter to me. This is a better looking picture. Why don’t you keep it? 

 

MA: 

Okay. Now here is Dad. I guess this is Mama, and this is me. And this is—Uncle Floyd is in the 

truck. You can’t see him, but my grandpa and my grandma are right there on the end. He’s the 

tall one and she’s this little tiny one. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Now where is this? Is this in Graham? 

 

MA: 

This is in Graham, and these are other relatives that I am not sure of. My nephew has done a 

whole lot of work, and he’s tried to figure out, but he was wrong on me. So—I haven’t bothered 

to—now, here is a—when dad was at home, he read the Bible from beginning to end every year. 

Now, if he was not reading the Bible, he was carving or building something. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, so this is marquetry that he did? 

 

MA: 

This is something that he did. These are inlay. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, that’s wood. Right. That’s marquetry. M-a-r-q—I think— 

 

MA: 

I’m not familiar with that. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Well, it’s just a way of inlaying wood into wood to do either design or an image. Yeah, 

that is really good, and I look at the— 

 

MA: 

Now, this was so faded that I sanded it down until I got it this way, and then I used shellac and 

varnish because that’s the way that he did it at that time. You didn’t have the fancy stuff. And 

this is a cowboy on a horse, and it’s a— 

 

AW: 

So he was quite an artist. 
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MA: 

He carved that—he did that with a penknife. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. This is very good, and I’m looking at the ruler, down here, and this is small—this is very 

small, detailed work. 

 

MA: 

Oh, yeah. I have it at home. We put it in a frame to cover it, but it’s not very big. Now, when he 

had the contract to make the door—I mean, to make the funny looking desk for the Avalanche, 

why he must have done this just as practice or something. 

 

AW: 

This is a model? 

 

MA: 

Yes.  

 

AW: 

Wow. That is very impressive. That is very impressive. 

 

MA: 

Yeah. And I have those. 

 

AW: 

Oh, do you? Oh that’s great. That’s great that you still have them. 

 

MA: 

But, we could—we could meet at my house on Thursday. 

 

AW: 

And I can see these? Okay. 

 

MA: 

And I’ll show you—you’ll see—be able to see those. 

 

AW: 

Let me get your address. 
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MA: 

5601 Sixteenth Place. 

 

AW: 

Okay. 

 

MA: 

It’s just west of Chicago before you get to Elkhart. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Best to get there off of Chicago? 

 

MA: 

Yeah, well, no. It’s—Dover runs right into my house, so it would be Sixteenth Place and Dover. 

We’re going to have this next time at my house so he can see these things. 

 

JD: 

Okay. Okay, great. 

 

AW: 

What time of day is best for you? I’m— 

 

MA: 

Oh, two o’clock’s a good time for me. 

 

AW: 

Okay. We’ll just do at two o’clock. 

 

JD: 

I found this of Daddy’s. This is his in—his life in the service record, that he had, and he’s telling 

here about leaving Fort Sill, Oklahoma, on December 20, 1943. “1:05 Destination unknown. 

First stop: Fort Worth, Texas. Second: Big Spring, Texas. Called Biddy. Stopped in El Paso. 

Next stop: Phoenix, Arkansas. Next stop: Los Angeles, California. December 23, 1943. Spent the 

day with Noni, Eddie Luboch and Chuck Eckhart. Next stop: Oakland. Took ferry to San 

Francisco Christmas Eve. Frisco and on the train. Arrived Klamath Falls, Oregon December 25, 

1943 at 12:30 p.m. No place to eat. Took bus to Camp Abbot. Four hour ride. Beautiful snow 

and pine trees. Arrived Camp Abbot at 5:30 p.m. No Christmas dinner.” Isn’t that great? 

 

MA: 

Is your phone number on there? 
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AW: 

Yes, and I’m going to add my cell phone to that so that if—oh, thank you—this will get to me, 

but it takes a little while. 

 

JD: 

You know that we have all of these things, don’t you, here? These were your daddy’s—mother’s. 

 

MA: 

Okay. We’ll come back for the next, after this.  

 

JD: 

But—that’s your daddy’s Bible and— 

 

MA: 

Oh, is that right? 

 

JD: 

Yeah. And I’ve just found Mother’s first pair of glasses that she got in 1930.  

 

MA: 

Well, just hang onto that, and we’ll come back. 

 

JD: 

Don’t worry. 

 

MA: 

I’m coming the next time. 

 

AW: 

I’m going to get you to sign a release for us before I forget it. 

 

MA: 

Okay. 

 

AW: 

This just lets people a hundred years from now listen to this interview. (laughs) Or a hundred 

minutes from now. It doesn’t matter. 

 

JD: 

I want to give this to you. 
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AW: 

Yeah, I’d like to be able—this will give me time to look at those two disks before we get 

together next time. 

 

MA: 

Okay. 

 

AW: 

Mack, if you—I’m going to leave you just a blank copy of this so you’ll know what you’ve 

signed, and— 

  

MA: 

Okay, fine.    

 

AW: 

And I’ll—but if you’d sign that right— 

 

MA: 

Right there.  

 

AW: 

—there. And I’m going to—‘ll just leave this here for you so you have a copy. 

 

MA: 

I do. Would you like to have this book? I have no use for it. 

 

AW: 

I—we’d love it. Thank you so much. Now, Jane, on these items, would it be okay if I come by 

sometime tomorrow and get them? The reason is— 

 

JD: 

Sure. 

 

AW: 

And I would leave this and these photographs. The reason is, at this time of day, everything’s 

locked up, and I don’t have a secure place to put this stuff. And I’d really rather not— 

 

JD: 

Perfect. I will leave it all out, and you can come and tell me what you want and what you don’t 

want. We just have a doctor’s appointment at three o’clock, so— 
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AW: 

Well, I’ll tell you— 

 

JD: 

—if it’s before that or after that is—either one.  

 

AW: 

I will—I’ll just—and after it would be—? 

 

JD:  

Well, he usually gets finished at the doctor by about four thirty, so. 

 

AW: 

Okay, let’s tentatively plan on about four thirty, and what I’ll do is I’ll call that cell number? 

Would that be appropriate? 

 

JD: 

Right. Mm-hm. Yeah. 

 

AW: 

Let me just make a—actually, no, I’ll have the same problem tomorrow afternoon. What about—

let me look at the schedule. I’ve got things. Tomorrow’s kind of a—what about on Thursday? 

 

JD: 

Thursday’s fine. Anytime on Thursday. 

 

AW: 

Okay. I will—I’ll call you Thursday morning, and we’ll set up a time. 

 

JD: 

Great. 

 

AW: 

Otherwise we’ll run into the same issue. Yeah. 

 

JD: 

Same issue. Did you see this Uncle Hoss (?) ? I think I showed it to Mike while you were gone. 

Look what I found. (laughs) That’s your little military address book your mother—you’re right 

there. 
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MA: 

Air Corp? 

 

JD: 

Yeah. 

 

AW: 

Okay, now, the book is not going to be a problem because I can leave that in my car, but I’m 

not—I don’t want to take any of these other things until I can— 

 

JD: 

No. I’ll just leave them all out in in here in the dining room, and then you can go through and 

pick out what you want. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. I just want to make sure that I have a secure place. 

 

MA: 

This is—this is Ben’s.  

 

JD: 

This was Ben’s? 

 

MA: 

Yeah. 

 

JD: 

Oh, okay, because I have a whole envelope full of Ben’s stuff and Ben’s military stuff, So I 

thought—I didn’t know. 

 

MA: 

Yeah, his letters are fantastic. You still have those? It’s a—a shoebox full of Ben’s letters. 

 

JD: 

Yes. I think I do still have those. 

 

MA: 

You have—Bud’s letters? 

 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
58 

JD: 

I still have Bud’s letters. I’ve started putting those in a—acid free sheets, and I hadn’t gotten to 

Bud’s. 

 

MA: 

He wrote every day. 

 

AW: 

That’s amazing. 

 

JD: 

Wrote Mother every day.  

 

AW: 

That’s just amazing, and— 

 

JD: 

And I’m going to give those to the— 

 

MA: 

This is a copy. 

 

AW: 

Oh, we can have that too? That’s great. 

 

MA: 

That’s Atch Hall. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. That’s terrific. We love letters. That’s one of the best things in an archive, is letters, so— 

 

MA: 

Is that right? 

 

AW: 

Yeah. 

 

JD: 

Well,  I’m going to give e—Daddy’s let—military letter’s and stuff if that’s okay with you. 
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MA: 

Yeah. Sure.  

 

JD: 

This is your—used up battery needs to be charged. 

 

AW: 

And I’m going to go ahead and say thank you right now and stop this tape. 

 

JD: 

Okay. 

 

AW: 

But I’m—I’m really looking forward to Thursday, Mack. You’ve got some great stories.  

 

MA: 

Yeah. Okay. 

 

AW: 

And thank you, too, Jane. 

 

JD: 

Oh, you’re welcome. And you guys are welcome to come over here any time and go through—

all this stuff is in cardboard boxes, so— 

 

AW: 

Yeah, we need to fix that. We need to get them better— 

 

JD: 

Yeah, definitely. I have all of Ben’s stuff. I have daddy’s stuff. I mean, I really— 

 

AW: 

I can just tell you right now, we’ll have a home for it because all these thing—you know, the— 

 

MA: 

What happened to all of those plaques of Bud’s awards? Did those—? 

 

JD: 

I think I gave a lot of them to Southwest Collection. 
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MA: 

Did you? 

 

JD: 

I think so because when I was cleaning out after Mother died, I gave a lot of Daddy’s stuff—and 

I remember, particularly, his campaign things that I gave to the Southwest Collection, and I 

gave— 

 

AW: 

So they would be under the Aderton collection? 

 

JD: 

Aderton. Uh-huh—name. And so Aderton-Atecheson all go together. 

 

AW: 

Right. Exactly.  

 

JD: 

And I think I gave a bunch of those plaques, and if not, they’re in a box.  

 

AW: 

Well, this, as I say—for us, the page two story is the one that’s going to disappear, and all these 

letters and those—the very things you’re thinking about that may not seem all that significant, to 

us they’re very significant. 

 

MA: 

Let’s see. 

 

JD: 

Yeah. Well, I’d love for you to have them because I’d rather they be there than in a cardboard 

box in my bedroom.  

 

AW: 

Us too. All right, thanks again.  

 

JD: 

So, you’re— 

 

MA: 

Here’s my copy. 
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End of Recording  

 

 


