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Andy Wilkinson (AW): 

This is March the twenty-sixth, 2014. Andy Wilkinson here with my cousin, Jerry Ingham. I-n-g-

h-a-m. And that’s J-e-r-r-y. And we’ll talk about any additional names as we go along. Now, one 

thing I forgot to mention, if you want to say something that you don’t want on the recorder, or 

you want to think about it, tell me to pause and we’ll pause. Because one of the things we don’t 

do is erase. We’re not like Rose—what was her name? Nixon’s secretary. Maybe that’s why we 

can’t erase. So we don’t do any erasing but we’re perfectly happy to stop. Let me get just some 

basic information for our cataloguing and all that sort of thing. And the first would be full name.  

 

Jerry Ingham (JI): 

Jerry Young Ingham.  

 

AW: 

Y-o-u-n-g. And the other thing is since you and I are cousins and we know all this, it will sound 

dumb sometimes when I ask you, but this is for posterity. 

 

JI: 

Redundancies.  

 

AW: 

Date of birth.  

 

JI: 

Twenty-second of December, 1936.  

 

AW: 

And where?  

 

JI: 

In Amarillo, Texas. St. Anthony’s Hospital. 

 

AW: 

Right. Let’s start since we have this long family connection, talk about your immediate family, 

about where you fit in the A.Y. and Arilla Ingham bunch of boys. Kind of what the family was 

doing in Amarillo when you were born.  

 

JI: 

Okay. My older brother was born in Texoma at the Old Ingham house.  
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AW: 

And this was?  

 

JI: 

Lanny O’Neal Ingham. Of course, the O’Neal is from his mother’s side. 

 

AW: 

That’s O-n— 

 

JI: 

O-‘-n-e-a-l. The history on that we found in Ireland is that the i-e-l’s were regular Irishmen, but 

the O’Neals were Scots-Irish, which didn’t mean they were part Scottish, it meant that they were 

servants to the Scottish landlords. So I came from not a working class, but somewhat-indentured 

class. 

 

AW: 

Well, we are—all my Scots are Scots-Irish as well. On my mother’s side. 

 

JI: 

No wonder they left Ireland when they could. 

 

AW: 

We’d heard that it was Scots-Irish for people that had been kicked out of both Scotland and 

Ireland. Okay, so Lanny had been born in Texoma and that’s Texoma, Texas which is not Lake 

Tex-oma, but Texoma.  

 

JI: 

The T-e-x-h-o-m-a as opposed to Tex-o-m-a. And on the border. But Lanny was born there in 

1934 I think. There are two-and-a-half year’s difference between us. And then Daddy was 

employed there as—he operated a movie theatre, he worked at the lumber yard hardware store 

and he had multiple jobs. He did bookkeeping for people— 

 

AW: 

And he’d grown up in Texoma.  

 

JI: 

Yes. He was not born in Texoma but his mother’s family came to Sherman County, which is the 

county in Texas next to Texoma and if I’m—I think I’m right—in 1989— 
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AW: 

Eighteen eight-nine. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, I’m sorry, 1889 and bought land and built a hardware store in Texoma and I think at one 

time did some freighting.  

 

AW: 

Yeah. And this would’ve been who? 

 

JI: 

Shafe Vaughn. He and his wife built a house outside of Texoma about three miles south east of 

Texoma and in 1906 or ’07, they moved that house into town, picked it up and moved it.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, and Shafe Vaughn’s wife was Sara Jenny Lane. 

 

JI: 

That’s right. 

 

AW: 

Who is the niece of Charlie Goodnight, because her mother was Elizabeth.  

 

JI: 

Right. 

 

AW: 

Correct me if I’m wrong, I’m just trying to get this down. Jenny or Sara was the oldest daughter 

of Elizabeth Goodnight Lane McLaren. So that gets Shafe Vaughn and Jenny. So that places 

them with the Goodnight clan and gets them to Sherman County.  

 

JI: 

Then they added two wings onto that house and finished that in 1907, as I understand, and they 

built it—they put a windmill there, which they did on their farm out there. And there weren’t 

many windmills then.  

 

AW: 

In fact, I think—didn’t you tell me last night we were looking at photos that it was— 
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JI: 

The first one in Texoma, Texas. His well furnished water for the school, for a mule pasture 

across the street, and for the cemetery, and another one for people in that part of town. And they 

piped it underground and— 

 

AW: 

That was a good mill. 

 

JI: 

Oh, it was. It was a great mill and it was about six hundred feet. 

 

AW: 

Six hundred feet deep. 

 

JI: 

Granddad had it dug a little deeper oh, probably in the forties after the war. Homer Arnold, the 

windmill man said, “That’s all you’re going to get out of this one.” After we moved into the 

house in let’s see, ’69, 1969, we moved into the house and it hadn’t been lived in, I think, 

eighteen years. Pretty much a wreck. Mother and I would go up on weekends and pull the 

tumbleweeds away from the house where it wasn’t a fire hazard and we’d clean up and try to 

keep it somewhat neat. We moved in—Granddad before the war had built a large chicken 

house— 

 

AW: 

Before the Second World War— 

 

JI: 

Yeah. Before the Second World War, right. He’d built a large chicken house—the Vaughns both 

died there. Grandpa Vaughn died in the cow lot out by the chicken house, out behind the home. 

Of heart attack, I believe. Jenny, she may have gone back to Palo Pinto County, I don’t 

remember where she died. 

 

AW: 

Can we back up just a minute? Didn’t Shafe and Jenny Vaughn live for a time at Goodnight? 

Before coming to Sherman County?  

 

JI: 

That may have been when Rela was in school there. Grandmother. It could’ve been. I don’t 

know.  
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AW: 

I’ve seen photographs that were labeled “Goodnight, Texas,” and the Vaughns, Rela and Ina 

and— 

 

JI: 

Ben. Was it Ben? Brother and Dick, Dick Vaughn. Uncle Dick Vaughn. And I think I said 

1889—I’m going to back up and that was 1898 that they moved to Texoma, maybe. Because 

Texoma, Oklahoma or Texas wasn’t even a town until they moved another town into the 

railroad. And the railroad came in 1907.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, and I know my grandmother was not born there. Orris Hearn. My grandmother was 

Rela’s— 

 

JI: 

—first child.  

 

AW: 

And Rela was Jenny’s first child. My grandmother was born in Oklahoma.  

 

JI: 

Okay. I did not know that.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, and I’m thinking Clinton? Would that be right? Just east of the Panhandle?  

 

JI: 

Could be Clinton, yeah. Elk City.  Yeah. I don’t know. 

 

AW: 

It was east of—but they came to Texoma not long after. That area as you say was developing 

pretty quickly in those years. 

 

JI: 

Well the land rush took all of—except the Panhandle. That remained no-man’s land because 

nobody particular wanted it. It was north of the Mason-Dixon line and Texas didn’t want it and 

Oklahoma hadn’t—it only got to be a state in 1907 so that was a place where outlaws could hide 

without any authority.  
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AW: 

Although as few trees as are up there, it was not that good a place to hide anyway. 

 

JI: 

That’s right. A friend was telling a story about having climbed Amarillo Tree. That’s almost the 

story. There were, down along the river there were cottonwoods and everything. Of course out at 

old Tascosa, some cotton trees were plentiful and that’s way out on the Cimarron River north of 

Texoma. But you’re right, there were no trees. But Granddad planted them, and everyone liked 

to come to that old house because it had those big shade trees, and the young kids would come 

out and play there. And they hosted dances. 

 

AW: 

Really? At the house?  In Texoma? 

 

JI: 

At the house. And they would—the chicken industry really never got off the ground because the 

market went to pot after that chicken house was built. It was turned—my father and my granddad 

poured a concrete floor in it and changed it into a dwelling. After the war, we moved into that 

chicken house.  

 

AW: 

We—you and— 

 

JI: 

Mother and daddy and my older brother Lanny. And Lanny and I lived in Grandmother and 

Granddad’s house -- the old Vaughn-Ingham house -- upstairs. Jeff and Michael were in a 

trundle bed under mother and daddy’s house and Ben was in a baby bed.  

 

AW: 

You were scattered out.  

 

JI: 

We were scattered out. But then after—or earlier, Granddad had bought a bunch of hogs and was 

fattening those hogs out and the market went to pot. He couldn’t get feed for ‘em so he decided 

to butcher ‘em all. Well he let everyone in the five-state area up there know that there was a big 

hog killin’ at the Ingham house and there would be music and dancing and you can take home all 

the hog you can carry. They had a big party and they had a lot of these big parties. Grandmother 

and Granddad were very good hosts. They loved people. And of course, she taught art lessons, 

art that she had learned at Goodnight College. 
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AW: 

In fact had taught at Goodnight College. 

 

JI: 

She taught there. Then she had art students from that five-state area. Hundreds of them. Of all 

ages. Just young children and she gave art lessons to each of us five boys in the A.Y. Ingham 

family. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, we envied you. 

 

JI: 

Yes, yes. So much. And of course, she sat and held us in the rocker as we were young and would 

sing and sing, (sings) “Tra-la-la, lio singin’ tra-la-la-la, lio, sing’in tra-la-la, singin’ la-la-la-la 

lio,” and we’d be asleep by then.  

 

AW: 

A different era in songwriting, too. 

 

JI: 

Yes. Yes. I’m not sure she didn’t make it up. 

 

AW: 

All the better. Thank you, Donna. And I might add for our recording that Jerry’s wonderful wife 

Donna is here also and we’re going to get a chance to talk to her later about all manner of things 

including storytelling which is what we’re doing right now. So why were you all living in 

Texoma at that time. What was your dad doing? 

 

JI: 

Well, he had grown up working for Mr. Roland who owned several theaters in that area. He 

would go set them up and he managed several of those theaters. Then he carpentered with his 

father, with Granddad.  

 

AW: 

And that was his profession, was it not? 

 

JI: 

Right, he was A.Y. Ingham senior, my father’s father was a carpenter. He called himself a 

mechanic. He was a master carpenter. Wonderful. Built houses, built furniture, built cabinets and 

pictures frames for Grandmother’s pictures. He just was one the—one of my favorite stories is I 
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had drug a telephone pole that the telephone company had left in the bar ditch about a half-mile 

from our house and I got permission to take that pole so I put a rope around it and a harness and 

drug it over to Granddad, right behind the chicken house where I scraped off a flat place and I 

dug a whole and tilted it up in there and tamped it in and then I needed a backboard for my 

basketball court. I’d found some old one-inch lumber and I was putting that together on a two-

by-four frame and I was cutting into the lumber. And Granddad was hard of hearing and his sight 

was failing him to some extent. I was about fifty yards away from him using his saw and he 

heard me saw a nail in that old used lumber and he walked calmly out and said, “Jerry, bring the 

saw and come with me.” And he sat me down at a rail fence. The two-by-four topped board had 

a saw vice connected to it and he showed me how to place the saw in the saw vice and lock it in 

and he brought his three-corned files and his saw set that set the curve for my saw. And it was 

hot, but I was out in the sun for a long time. Hours.  

 

AW: 

Fixing. 

 

JI: 

Until that saw was correct. Correctly repaired. So I learned another skill from my grandfather. 

How to sharpen a saw. I don’t think I ever in my life sawed through a nail again. A good lesson.  

 

AW: 

Two good lessons. 

 

JI: 

That’s right. His passion in later years was making frames for the canvas to be strung onto 

Grandmother’s pictures and he occasionally would do an odd job or something and he’d call the 

lumber yard and talk to the lady who was the secretary there. She was good friends with Mother 

and Daddy and she and her husband and he’d always call and when she’d answer, Granddad 

would say, “Hello, hun! I’ve got an order for you!” And he’d always wait until late to where they 

were closing. She loved Granddad and she’d do anything for him, but anyway, he would get 

materials brought out.  And he gardened. He had a wonderful garden. And every year, he’d have 

Elmer Hanson, a local plumber who also had two beautiful, big, black draft horses and he had a 

mold-board plow and he’d bring those horses and mold-board that garden every spring for 

Granddad. In the meantime, Granddad had put all the leftover hay or manure or whatever in it 

and food scraps and whatever and it was a lush garden. We kept a garden there when we were 

there and when Ben moved in, he kept a garden right there and raised some great garden. He 

would set out in the garden and on a bucket and pull weeds. He would—as he was pulling weeds, 

he’d catch a grasshopper and reach across in the row next and hand it to a pheasant to eat. It was 

beautiful. The pheasants were trained for Granddad to feed them. Beautiful ring-tailed pheasants. 

And some of the chickens ran wild, but he had a chicken pen.  
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AW: 

I never heard this story about the pheasants. 

 

JI: 

He was a delightful man and he loved to tell stories. Lies. He belonged to the spit-and-whittle 

club that met down at the bank, sat on a wooden bench that Granddad had built for some of them 

and they would eventually whittle them away and sharpen their knives and have a whittling stick 

and chew tobacco and spit so we’d call them spit and whittle clubs. But he and Harv Taylor were 

the two champion liars. And Granddad’s favorite lie was, you know, “ Old Harv gave me some 

cucumber seeds one time. And I loved cucumbers. And they were really good cucumbers. But 

Harv said, ‘Listen Andy, this is the way you need to plant them. The first thing you do is you 

prop the gate open. You mark off your row that you’re going to plant ‘em in and you go in there 

and put holes in the broomstick everywhere you want to put these seeds and then you go to the 

back side of the garden and you drop one seed in each hole as quickly as you can and get out of 

that garden. They’re the fastest-growing cucumbers that I’ve ever seen.’” And Granddad said, 

“You know, if I hadn’t had my hand in my pocket and gotten my pocket knife out, I’d never cut 

myself out of that garden.” 

 

AW: 

Take that, Jack and the Beanstalk! 

 

JI: 

And he’d play dominoes -- and Grandmother -- down at the pool hall and Grandmother would 

send me down to get him out.  

 

AW: 

So how old were you before you moved into Amarillo? Did you get to school in Texoma? 

 

JI: 

I was born in Amarillo. Daddy had moved to Amarillo to work for the Farmer Security Agency. 

 

AW: 

FSA, yeah. 

 

JI: 

FSA. He had a job there. I was born in Amarillo and we lived there until I was five. Lanny went 

to elementary school. We lived out on Western, 1307 Western. He went to the school out there, 

it’s still there. At the age of five, Daddy—the Farmer Security Agency shut down , so he came 

back to Texoma and he got into “Mail Me Monday,” which was a home bookkeeping business. 
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AW: 

Mail— 

 

JI: 

“Mail Me Monday” was the name of it and he would have people mail him— 

 

AW: 

That sounds very modern. 

 

JI: 

Yes it does. It does.  

 

AW: 

Facebook.com, “Mail Me Monday”. That is really—was it like a franchise? 

 

JI: 

Yes, that’s what it was. It was a franchise outfit that he would do bookkeeping at home and then 

they’d mail their stuff to them I guess on Monday, I don’t know. He would do their taxes and 

send them back to them. The he got into—bought the Conoco oil and gas business. And he was 

still helping Granddad carpenter. After the war, there was a good surplus of grains in ’46 or ’47, 

I can’t remember, after the Second World War. There was one tin-covered frame elevator and 

there was being built a concrete elevator. Now there are about eight huge concrete elevators 

there. But they were looking for grain storage and so Granddad and Daddy constructed, oh, I 

think maybe fifty or more. They were about twelve-by-twelve-by-twelve feet high wooden frame 

granaries in an open field one right after another. There were roads to pass through and dump 

your grain in. At that time, they weren’t using augur’s very much— 

 

AW: 

So how did they get it into a twelve-foot granary?  

 

JI: 

The door just had boards that you continued to stack and once you got to that top, you were in 

the top of the truck you had to throw it up in there.  

 

AW: 

I have to interject for a comment here—in the early fifties, when I was growing up on my 

grandfather’s farm, and we had a house next to them— 

 

JI: 

In Slaton?  
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AW: 

Yeah, Slaton. He married Orris Hearn— 

 

JI: 

Daddy’s older sister, yeah. 

 

AW: 

My granddad build a granary just like what you’re talking about. Exactly like what you’re 

talking about. And I wonder if that was either the style of the day or if he learned it from his 

father-in-law. 

 

JI: 

I think the government had—I think it was government-subsidized. 

 

AW: 

So they sent you, they said, “Here’s house, you build the granary?”  

 

JI: 

“These are the dimensions and this is the way you have to do it.” 

 

AW: 

Yeah, well we had the very same— 

 

JI: 

I think it was. It may be part of Roosevelt’s program. Originally, but at that time it would have 

been him.  

 

AW: 

Probably would have started with that though. Wasn’t much new after the war for a while. How 

very interesting. I’m sorry, back to the granaries and building those twelve-by-twelve-by-twelve 

granaries.  

 

JI: 

But Daddy did that for—then he was drafted into the Second World War. He had three children 

and one on the way. 

 

AW: 

And so that was Lanny?  
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JI: 

He was thirty-seven years. Lanny, myself, Jeff, and Michael.  

 

AW: 

Michael was on the way?  

 

JI: 

Michael was born—yeah, Michael was on the way. He could have probably gotten out of going 

into the service, but he chose not to. Which was a little bit of a grievance between my mother 

and my father, I think. They were loving and loyal people to one another their whole life. They 

were just a great couple. But she was left with these three kids and pregnant and he was off in 

Lawrence, Kansas. He went to boot camp out in California and he went to Lawrence, the 

University of Kansas, to take a course in electronics, or electricity.  

 

AW: 

And your mother and the rest of you were still in Amarillo? 

 

JI: 

No, we moved back to Goodwell with my mother’s mother. 

 

AW: 

Okay. Goodwell, Oklahoma? 

 

JI: 

Goodwell, Oklahoma. Ten miles from Texoma. Right up the Rock Island Road from Dalhart to 

Salina, Kansas, straight as an arrow. I think it’s the longest straight ungraded railroad in the 

world. There was one along the Ural Mountains at one time, but it was never put into operation. 

But yeah, Rock Island Line there. And we could get up on the windmill tower— 

 

AW: 

You could see Dalhart.  

 

JI: 

See Dalhart, we could. And on a clear night, you didn’t even have to get up on the windmill. You 

could see the lights of Dalhart fifty miles to the south and Liberal, Kansas, sixty miles to the 

north. You were looking into three states. We stayed there and Daddy was in Dallas. He was—I 

don’t remember what he was doing there, maybe with Aunt Ina, but one week we went and 

stayed with Aunt Ina, Grandmother’s sister at her beautiful house on Swiss Avenue.  
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AW: 

So she was already part of the wealthy crowd by then. 

 

JI: 

Oh, yes. Well, and Swiss Avenue— 

 

AW: 

Oh right, because we’re talking about World War II. 

 

JI: 

And Swiss Avenue, there were houses being built up there, but she was one of the first houses 

out there. Uncle Will did what she wanted.  

 

AW: 

As I understand, everyone did.  

 

JI: 

We’ve done some Aunt Ina stories. I went—we lived in Goodwell and Mrs. Rerick, the first 

grade teacher came to Mother, my mother, and said, “I think Jerry’s ready for school.” And so I 

started school at five in Goodwell. I finished the first grade, and my grandfather O’Neal was the 

janitor at the school and also janitored the First Methodist Church in Goodwell.  

 

AW: 

Now, backing up a little bit: your mother, Arilla O’Neal, now she had been raised in Boise City, 

is that correct? 

 

JI: 

Near Boise City. It was out in Cimarron County only about thirty, forty miles from the New 

Mexico border and close to the Texas border, about thirty miles across there. It was sixty-some 

miles from their farm to Texline, on the Texas-New Mexico border where there was a railhead.  

 

AW: 

And Texline being north and west of Dalhart.  

 

JI: 

Right. Yes.  

 

AW: 

So were they—where she was raised in Cimarron County, was she west of Boise City?  
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JI: 

Yes. West and south of Boise City. And almost due west, really.  

 

AW: 

She was right in the thick of that Dust Bowl area.  

 

JI: 

And they—in the thirties—I believe it was the thirties, early thirties, they sold their farm and 

moved to Goodwell.  

 

AW: 

Oh, that was smart. 

 

JI: 

Yes. Well, there are stories about, they had a beautiful orchard. They had fruit trees and 

everything and one day they looked out and just the tops of the trees were showing out of the 

dirt. 

 

AW: 

So they didn’t leave before the dust got there—yeah, okay. Got it. 

 

JI: 

They also had a story about my Uncle Curtis, Mother’s younger brother, who had, as they were 

building the railroad out there—the railroad crew used horses and fresnos to move dirt and if a 

mare had a colt, they’d just knock it in the head. Well, Uncle Curtis made a deal with a guy 

working in the railroad when the mare had a colt he’d come get it and they’d bring it in and hand 

feed it, bucket feed it and raised it. He named his horse I think it was Pueblo, for some reason. 

There is a story behind that, but he went out and the horse was standing there standing belly-deep 

in sand and was just standing dead. He had suffocated.  

 

AW: 

Golly. 

 

JI: 

So they moved into Goodwell. For one reason, the five girls were nearly all of college age and 

some of them were already in school there.  

 

AW: 

And of course, as we know, Panhandle—now, was it Panhandle State?  
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JI: 

It was Panhandle Agricultural Institute, PAI.  

 

AW: 

PAI. 

 

JI: 

And then it was PAMC, Panhandle Agricultural and Mechanical College. Now it’s Oklahoma 

Panhandle State University.  

 

AW: 

At some point in there, it was called just Panhandle State? 

 

JI: 

Panhandle State. Became part of Oklahoma A&M or OSU system. Governor Nye got into—the 

governor of Oklahoma came out and spoke to commencement or something, he got into trouble 

saying that this Oklahoma highway patrolman who’d gotten into trouble, he’d send ‘em out to 

Cimarron County.  

 

AW: 

Here, Australia. We’ll give you our criminals and our mad highway patrolmen.  

 

JI: 

That was a punishment tour, to go to the end of the Earth. 

 

AW: 

Well Panhandle State, it’s a pretty remarkable institution. 

 

JI: 

It’s unbelievable what they did during the Depression, during the Dust Bowl days as far as 

teaching farmers, not just college students, but the area farmers, about irrigation. My Uncle 

Burton, mother’s oldest sister’s husband, would manage the college farm. They had a model 

farm out there and they’d raise crops and everything and they built this huge— 

 

AW: 

A place for research and teaching. 

 

JI: 

Right. Right. But it was also producing, and it was producing food for the cafeteria at the 

college. Their milk production, they had milk runs—I remember the glass bottles and the little 
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cardboard stoppers. They had milk that they delivered all over that area. Probably in a thirty, 

forty-mile radius. And we always got milk from the college, farm and butter, cream or whatever. 

You could buy beef from the college farm and they had fruit orchards. They experimented in 

different crops and in types of crop rotations. They had a huge ditch they’d dug with a bulldozer 

and it was about twenty feet deep and they had glassed it in so they could study the root systems. 

The buffalo grass, which is my favorite grass of all in the world—the root system, the reason it 

can go through droughts for twenty years and then pop up the first rain, its root system goes 

down twenty-five feet. Anyway, those were the advanced things they were doing in the late 

twenties. He had irrigation engines and they built this huge dam, they just dozed up big walls up 

twelve feet high or more and dug out the middle of it. It was—I would think two hundred yards 

wide and maybe four hundred yards, quarter of a mile long. And they had two big pumps 

pumping into that of groundwater. Kept that full to irrigate out of.  They irrigated, I imagine, a 

section of land.  

 

AW: 

Ditch water? 

 

JI: 

Ditch irrigation. Yeah. Uncle Burton taught those—the irrigation to the students and to farmers. 

They‘d have field days where the farmers would come in and they had animal breeding programs 

and of course, they were introducing new and old types of cattle and hogs and sheep and every 

animal that was a productive farm animal. It was quite a thing. It’s noted for helping to bring that 

part of the country back. And I think they preached the idea that anything west of the hundredth 

meridian, which is the west end of the pan of Oklahoma, the east side of the Texas panhandle, 

should never be plowed. They still are, but they’re irrigating it. But it really shouldn’t. On ten 

inches of rain, you just don’t produce much. But they produced some bumper crops back in the 

twenties. 

 

AW: 

Well, we had a million years’ worth of soil. That had never been plowed, and that’s why it was 

so productive. 

 

JI: 

And it had been fertilized by the buffalo herds coming through. But the Kansas City Star had a 

picture of Mother and Father’s farm there at Bertrand, he helped build the concrete wall building 

that was the Bertrand School and was the president of the school board and all.  The Kansas City 

Star came out and took a picture of his orchards and his well and the pond next to it and the nice 

house and flowers and all. This enticed people to move to the panhandle, you know. And the 

government helped. And the railroad. They pushed people, “oh boy, the wheat crops there’ll 

make you rich in a day’s time. Build your sod houses”— 
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AW: 

Like Henry’s cucumber seeds. 

 

JI: 

(laughs) Yeah. 

 

AW: 

So what was it like going to—first of all, starting school at the age of five, and then what was 

school like in Goodwell? 

 

JI: 

It was delicious. The older kids had recess same time we did. All the elementary kids. And some 

of the high school kids would come out and help corral or help play with the younger kids. There 

were twin brothers, the Strong brothers that I remember dearly. I was always getting into scuffles 

and trouble. They would come out and referee, ‘cause I would get my tail whipped every time. 

But the Strong brothers were my protection. And we played all sorts of great games. And 

Granddad—we called him “Grandy,” my mother’s father, who was janitor there would come out 

and play with the kids during recess, too. And he was an athlete. Little short Irishman. He won 

the 1911 Bulldogging Championship, in the World Championship in Kansas City. Won twenty-

five dollars. 

 

AW: 

As a bulldogger? What was his first name? 

 

JI: 

Thomas Jefferson O’Neal. He was a marvelous cowboy and he had two brothers who also 

were— 

 

AW: 

Just a quick aside—Boots O’Neal, who worked for years at the JA, is that the same family? It’s 

spelled the same way.  

 

JI: 

I don’t know. The father of T.J., Thomas Jefferson O’Neal, lived with—he moved out with 

Granddad and helped raise the kids. They called him Grandpa and he was one of eight sons, 

seven of which went to the Civil War and all but two died. I believe that’s right. But he was too 

young and his mother wouldn’t let him go to the war, but she would pack up cornpone and grits 

and whatever for him to take beyond the lines to his brothers.  
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AW: 

And what state would that have been? 

 

JI: 

They lived in Louisiana, in Natchitoches. I believe that’s right. He would go smuggle food in to 

his brothers. These are his stories. Grandpa was a wonderful— 

 

AW: 

So when you were living there, you were living with not only your mother, your father’s off in 

the war, but your grandparents and your great-grandparents.  

 

JI: 

No, that great-grandparents died just before I was born. But there are great stories about them in 

the family. Mother said he was going to dance at her wedding. So on the wedding day, out at the 

house in Bertrand, she went up and said, “Grandpa, you’re going to dance at my wedding, let’s 

do it.” And he said, “Oh, honey, this is no dancing mattah.” He still had that Louisiana—but 

Granddad O’Neal, mother’s father was such a good athlete. We played softball before school and 

recess and whatever and he could scoot across there. He never missed a ground ball. He could hit 

it a mile.  We’d go out to where Lake Etling is out west of Boise City. It’s a tributary that flows 

into the Canadian River that has live springs out there. But the lake wasn’t there, and out where 

the lake was, there was little ponds along the river there, and big cattails and everything. And on 

the hillside was just buffalo grass. We’d go out there and have a birthday party for him and we 

would do the cooking on Dutch ovens. He could make the best cherry or peach cobbler you ever 

ate in that Dutch oven. But we’d go play softball and we’d sing hymns and we would— 

 

AW: 

So you still had this connection to that country west of Boise City even though you were all now 

in Goodwell.  

 

JI: 

Right.  It was seventy miles away, sixty-seven miles. 

 

AW: 

Because the was sort of a triangle in the panhandle with Texoma, Goodwell, and Boise City. 

Commerce that went between those.  

 

JI: 

And Guymon was the hub, it was the county seat of Texas County, Boise City was the county 

seat of Sherman—I mean, Cimarron. Beaver City was the county seat of Beaver.  
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AW: 

I know in the past when I’ve looked at old newspapers from that era, the commercial centers, the 

big commercial centers, struck me from ads in the paper as being Texoma and Boise City. 

 

JI: 

Right. Right. And Texoma was an early freighting center but then when the railroad came in, 

they still had freighting out to the outlying areas.  

 

AW: 

Like it was a distribution center. 

 

JI: 

But there were four grocery stores in Texoma when I was a kid growing up and they’d been there 

early. There were four banks in Texoma and it was a hub, much more so than Guymon, who was 

the county seat. 

 

AW: 

In fact, economically, it was probably stronger than Boise City, too.  

 

JI: 

It was, but both of them had these large areas, trade areas, supported all of these industries. There 

were three dry-good stores, a bowling alley, a little nine-pin bowling alley, and a hotel. 

 

AW: 

Well, in growing up—when you were in Goodwell, you still had family in Texoma. As you’ve 

said, it was ten miles apart. So you got to spend— 

 

JI: 

It cost seventeen cents for a one-way ticket from Texoma to Goodwell on the Rock Island Road. 

 

AW: 

Seventeen cents. So you could get on it at Goodwell and get off at— 

 

JI: 

Texoma or vice-versa. And later when they ceased passenger service as I was a teenager, a 

young teenager, we would hop that train, a slow freight. It would stop at the Texoma Livestock 

Company was one of the largest in the world that sold cattle.  

 

AW: 

Really? Just real quick—where in the Texoma, in the town, around the town, was the auction? 
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JI: 

It was right on highway 54, just across the state line.  

 

AW: 

On the Texas side?  

 

JI: 

It’s on the Oklahoma side.  

 

AW: 

So kind of on the east, what you think of as the east, northeast part of town? Because I think the 

elevators are kind of on the southwest part of town. 

 

JI: 

You’re right. It’s all north of there. It’s the last thing before you leave town going to Goodwell. 

And it’s on the left there and I helped, I carried buckets of nails, sixteen-penny nails to nail the 

boards on the posts and they’d put oil in it and I’d carry it around and the carpenters building that 

auction company. Daddy wrote tickets— 

 

AW: 

Why’d they put oil in the bucket with the nails? Other than make it harder for you to carry? 

 

JI: 

Some of those—the lumber—it made it easier to nail. 

 

AW: 

Because the wood was so hard.  

 

JI: 

It just made it easier to drive them in. You had to use four-pound sledges to drive those nails in. 

It just made it easier. Did the same on the baseball park, we had Wheat Bowl Stadium, later 

called Dust Bowl Stadium. I’d always had a job around there, scooting wheat along the railroad 

track.  

 

AW: 

So how long were you in Goodwell? 

 

JI: 

Just that year and a half there, I think, about. And then we moved to Texoma and we rented a 

house right near the school, just a block away from the Oklahoma school. (coughs) Excuse me. 
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And then after the war, we moved out to the south side of town in Texas where Grandmother and 

Granddad lived. I entered the second grade in Texoma and went through the ninth grade there. 

 

AW: 

On the Oklahoma side?  

 

JI: 

On the Oklahoma side. We lived in Texas. For a while, we’d have to pay tuition but then—the 

two towns of Texoma had two different city councils, two different school boards. And after 

seventy-five years, they finally got permission to exchange teachers, money, textbooks, etc., 

across the state line, because there would be a fourth grade with three students in it on the Texas 

side and nine students in on the other side, you had two teachers, two sets of desks. So it was 

combined. And for some time, the first four grades were on the Oklahoma side and then the 

fifth—fifth and sixth on the Texas side, and then you’d come over to the Oklahoma side and go 

to high school. Now, Daddy graduated from Texoma high school and he was kind of locked in. 

He went to high school in Texoma, Texas. To the ninth grade, I guess. And then he went to 

Texoma, Oklahoma. Well, he didn’t have enough credits in either state to go in-state to go to 

Panhandle A&M. He went to Texas A&M, tried to get in, and Tech wasn’t even built then. But 

he was in limbo. He didn’t go to college until he was in the Navy and he was at the University of 

Kansas. 

 

AW: 

Now, do I remember, your brother—my cousin Ben, who was superintendent there on the Texas 

side? 

 

JI: 

Right.  

 

AW: 

I think I remember him saying that that was the only school district in Texas that was in two 

states.  

 

JI: 

Yes. Yeah. Because Texarkana and Texline, they have the school on one side or the other.  

 

AW: 

Right. Right. Now then, my grandmother, did she go to high school in Texoma or in Stratford? 

Where did she meet my grandfather? Do you— 
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JI: 

She must have—seems like when she was, when they were in Wichita. Wichita Falls. I don’t 

know— 

 

AW: 

My grandmother was born in— 

 

JI: 

Oh, that’s right. It was in the twenties. So she was in high school in the teens. Early twenties. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, she would’ve been in high school in the late teens. I was just curious if you knew. That’s 

all right, I can track that down. 

 

JI: 

Well, you know, I thought she was graduated— 

 

AW: 

Because she also would spend some time in Hockaday, when she was a teenager.  

 

JI: 

Right. It doesn’t seem right that she went to school there— 

 

AW: 

And my grandfather wouldn’t have been a teacher there until after the First World War.  

 

JI: 

Right.  Well, and I think the school was built in 1914 or in 1910, maybe, or something like that. I 

can’t remember.  

 

AW: 

It’s all right. 

 

JI: 

I was mayor of Texoma, Texas when they built the first city hall.  

 

AW: 

The first city hall? 

 

 



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

 

 
27 

JI: 

The city council, the council members would keep the records and everything under their bed or 

in the garage or wherever. And I got disgusted with the whole deal. I got elected mayor of 

Texoma, Texas with eleven write-in votes. And I brought it on myself, because when I was 

teaching civics to the seventh-graders, I’d have them go interview the council members, and they 

got awful tired of that. They’d come back and give a report on the council, and these guys hated 

it.  Both councils. And both school boards. And so— 

 

AW: 

It’s a wonder you didn’t get elected for both of ‘em. (laughs)  

 

JI: 

But what my pride is that a couple of years ago, I was checking on who the members were of the 

two town councils, and on the Oklahoma side, there was only one who wasn’t one of my former 

students. And on the Texas side, there were none. They were all my former students. And then 

there was one. But they all had a strong interest in city government. They really did. I think it 

was a good thing. (laughs) But it screwed me into getting to be the mayor! (laughs) Jess Rife, 

who was the richest man in town— 

 

AW: 

R-i-f-e?  

 

JI: 

Uh-huh. And he and his brothers owned all the grain elevators from Dalhart, Texas to Liberal, 

Kansas. Or Salina, maybe. All along that railroad there. They did some creative things. There’s a 

lot of danger in building these huge concrete elevators, dust and gases and all.  

 

AW: 

And danger in working in them. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, that’s right. I worked in one of them. Cleaned out the boot down where the belts run, and 

change the grain from one bin to the other. It just got that deep in rotted grain and dead mice.  

 

AW: 

And for the tape he’s indicating about three feet.. 

 

JI: 

Big old boxes of civil defense rations— 
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AW: 

Really? Stored in the—like you’d want to eat them after they’d been there. 

 

JI: 

I hauled all those out, and my boss said, “What are those doing down there?” I said, “These are 

civil defense rations. There’s a big old box with a liner in it that has water in it.” And there was 

an IMPDR-27, a Geiger counter. 

 

AW: 

Cold War stuff. 

 

JI: 

Yeah.  

 

AW: 

Oh, that’s amazing. So you went through the ninth grade in Texoma? 

 

JI: 

Right. And then Daddy got a job in Amarillo, with a furniture company, I think. No, no, let’s see. 

He went to work with Graham Plow Company. And “We turn the earth.” They built this chisel 

that they sold all over the world for deep plowing. W.T. Graham started it and had a plant in 

Amarillo and one in Canada. Anyway, he went to work there, and so I entered Amarillo High 

School as a sophomore in June ’51. Or fall of ’51, I guess. I’d gone from sixteen people in my 

class to nine hundred and seventy-five people in my class. And the hallways of Texoma were 

about six feet wide. In Amarillo High School, they were probably twenty or thirty feet wide. And 

when the bell rang, it was more people than I ever saw in my life. I was scared to death. 

 

AW: 

That must have been—scared or not, that must have been quite a transition.  

 

JI: 

Well, and I cried all summer long, because I had heard that there were drugs and all of this crap. 

 

AW: 

In ’51? 

 

JI: 

Yeah.  And that there was crime—oh, just—I was mad. See, I was playing football, basketball, 

baseball in high school, and I came to Amarillo -- and I was in the band and the choir and in the 

FFA, did everything --  and I came to Amarillo High School, and I couldn’t do that. I finally 
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wound up just playing basketball. Was in the band for a while and the choir. Anyway, it was 

quite different. But after that first semester I was—I thought, “This is the luckiest thing that ever 

happened to me.” You could take so many different courses. As I was standing there that first 

day, that first bell, this young student came over to me, and said, “Can I help you?” And I said, 

“I don’t know where I go.” I had my schedule in my hand, he took it and he said, “Well, come 

on, I’ll show you.” Well, he became a real close friend. We found out that he lived on the corner, 

2100 Van Buren, and we were 2104 Van Buren, and there was a vacant lot between us. We were 

close friends and have been ever since. Wick Alexander?  

 

AW: 

Oh, yeah. 

 

JI: 

Wick and Moody and Kay, and Martha Kay married Dan Howard. Anyway, he was my friend. 

And he went to every class to show me where it was, and then he brought me back and 

introduced me to the teacher in the first-period class. 

 

AW: 

What a great story. 

 

JI: 

It’s just wonderful. Of course, all my friends were Wick, Spooky, and Booty.  

 

AW: 

OK, who were Spook and Booty.  

 

JI: 

Spooky was born on Halloween. Booty, he used to wear his daddy’s boots around the house. 

Martha Kay couldn’t say “Richard,” so it was “Wick.” 

 

AW: 

I’ll be darned. 

 

JI: 

But it was a wonderful experience. I’m still enjoying it. I belong to the fiftieth association. Once 

you’ve been out of school fifty years, they have an association you join, rather than just classes 

having their individual reunions. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. Because it gets smaller and smaller.  
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JI: 

Oh yeah, and it’s great. I was at a reunion a few years ago and this lady stopped me. I thought, 

well, she’s probably a few years older than I am. We just sat down, started visiting. She said, 

“Well, how’s Michael?” Asked about my family and everything. I couldn’t think. I knew I knew 

her. She looked familiar. Well, she was the mother of two of my friends. She was from a class in 

1934 and I was class of ’54. (laughs) It’s such a good thing. The mayor, former mayor of 

Amarillo, would tap me on the shoulder, say, “Hey Jerry, how you doing? It’s good to see you.” 

He’s ninety years old.  

 

AW: 

So describe Amarillo in the early fifties. 

 

JI: 

You could go anywhere, anytime and not be afraid. It was— 

 

AW: 

So the crime and drugs— 

 

JI: 

It was a farce.  I never knew anyone who did drugs, I never knew anybody who was a criminal. 

There was only one high school. 

 

AW: 

Which is why it was so big.  

 

JI: 

Well, yeah. It was the largest school in the state, maybe in the country. Twenty-five hundred 

students.  

 

AW: 

I’ll bet that’s right. 

 

JI: 

Of course, now there are five thousand students in public schools. But it was warm and 

wonderful. The student council in the high school was touted in LIFE magazine. Wick was the 

beginning—he was in the student council after he served his apprenticeship as a hall monitor and 

they all were hall monitors. And nearly all the discipline was taken care of by students. It was 

just— 

 

 



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

 

 
31 

AW: 

That’s a novel approach. 

 

JI: 

It really is.  

 

AW: 

How did that come about? Do you know? 

 

JI: 

Well, Rue Norman, the principal, was a far-sighted man. He started an art collection. He talked 

to the senior class and said, “Why don’t you buy a nice piece of art and we’ll display it in the 

school?” Well, it had beautiful paintings on three floors of that high school. And when it 

burned— 

 

AW: 

Did all that go up? 

 

JI: 

No. Students by the hundreds came in and carried it out. 

 

AW: 

Really? Wow. Now, I did not know that. That’s just— 

 

JI: 

And it’s one of the finest collections in the country. 

 

AW: 

So where is it housed? 

 

JI: 

It’s housed in the new high school, and they have cases everywhere with the art and then some of 

it is displayed in the hall. But Gary Biggers is the guy who’s the curator. And he’s done a 

marvelous job. I’ve got a book in there that tells all the different paintings. And now there are a 

lot of paintings by former students. They bought some really great art. But he also was the golf 

coach. His teams went, won state two or three times. But he was just an energetic man, and I 

think he was the one that created that. But the student council was a strong—every school had a 

student council, I think, or honors societies and all that, but it was a very effective method. Of 

course, if they needed any help or anything, well, there was a counselor or administrator there 

close.  



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

 

 
32 

AW: 

Although it was a big school, it would seem to have some advantages in terms of knowing your 

community, because everybody was represented in that one school. 

 

JI: 

Exactly. And there were four junior highs and they were all—they knew everybody from 

competitions and such between the junior highs, and it wasn’t that big a town. I can’t even 

remember now what—probably sixty or seventy thousand? Lubbock and Amarillo were about 

the same— 

 

AW: 

I think Amarillo was bigger than Lubbock in the early fifties. Lubbock would’ve been around 

forty-thousand I think and Amarillo was—it was quite a while before Lubbock got as big.  

 

JI: 

Well, it was just a wonderful—and still has its brick streets and all that crap, kind of like 

Lubbock. I just felt so lucky. Of course, it had a swimming pool, we didn’t have a swimming 

pool up in Texoma. That’s where I’d jump on the train, grab a slow freight going by the sale barn 

there hauling cattle, and it was going slow enough to jump off without killing myself, walk 

through the orchard, eat some green peaches, and go swimming, and get the cramps. That was 

our swimming hole.  

 

AW: 

The irrigation tank. 

 

JI: 

The irrigation pump. Yeah. And that’s the only one in the area. Amarillo had two: Jim Lake and 

Thompson Park. I was lifeguard in both of them. 

 

AW: 

Was Mustang Lake—did it have water in it by then? 

 

JI: 

That’s the Wolflin lake— 

 

AW: 

North. 

 

JI: 

Oh, north. Yeah, yeah. It did. And it was just a swamp area.  
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AW: 

Named for all the— 

 

JI: 

--wild mustangs, that’s right. 

 

AW: 

So while you were in high school, now, in Amarillo, did you work? 

 

JI: 

I worked all the time. I was never without a job from the time I was eight years old. I always had 

a job. Aunt Margie hooked me up to do maintenance at Dr. W.A. Potter’s clinic out on Eighth 

Street. 

 

AW: 

Dr. Potter’s clinic, and I can still hear our cousin Sue: “Doctor Pottah.”  

 

JI: 

“Pottah,” that’s right. (laughs)  

 

AW: 

So Aunt Margie, for the recording, Margie is your father’s— 

 

JI: 

--youngest sister. And she was a nurse for Dr. Potter for many years. She ran the place, so she 

hired me. But he hired me, interviewed me and hired me. I cleaned—every night, I’d go clean 

the office and take care of the yard on weekends. I think fifteen dollars a week for that, and that 

was more money than most people—I was able to buy a 1937 Chevrolet for a hundred and 

twenty-five dollars from my chemistry teacher.  

 

AW: 

Where was Dr. Potter’s clinic? 

 

JI: 

It was right across from northwest hospital on Eighth Street. It was a two-story brick building, 

and the upstairs had apartments in it.  

 

AW: 

How would you get from—before you got your ’37 Chevy—how would you get to— 
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JI: 

Mother’d have to take me. Or I could ride the bus, get out there by bus. We lived out in the south 

part. Yeah, after we moved back there, we lived— 

 

AW: 

On Van Buren?  

 

JI: 

Yeah, Van Buren and—we moved around quite a bit. 

 

AW: 

Now, when I was growing up, coming up to visit your family, you were already grown. And that 

was around the corner from Mark and Margie. They were on Ong.  

 

JI: 

They lived on Ong and Mother and Daddy lived on Moss— 

 

AW: 

I didn’t think I’d ever forget it.  

 

JI: 

Well, I can’t. It was right next to the park out there.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, right by the park. We loved that. We thought, “What a great thing.”  

 

JI: 

It’s one of the presidents (laughs).  

 

AW:  

Well, and so, the house you lived in when you were going to high school, was that Van Buren? 

 

JI: 

Most of the high school years. After I was off and in the Army, the folks had moved to 

Belleview, and they didn’t tell me where they moved. I was not sure whether I wanted to go visit 

anymore.  

 

AW: 

You see the t-shirts: “I came home and my parents had moved.”  
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JI: 

Yes, exactly. (laughs) No, it was just a wonderful place to visit and had every facility—lots of 

movie theaters, and the coliseum had great programs. I was in Amarillo College at the time when 

the rock and roll guy that danced with the microphone—singer— 

 

AW: 

That doesn’t narrow it down too far, Jerry. (laughs)  

 

JI: 

He got barred from ever performing in Amarillo or Lubbock, I think. Elvis Presley. Elvis the 

pelvis.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, Elvis actually came to Lubbock several times. We got to hear him on the back of a flatbed 

truck before he was real famous. 

 

JI: 

That’s true. 

 

AW: 

Did you go straight into Amarillo College? 

 

JI: 

No, I thought I was the world’s greatest basketball player. 

 

AW: 

Y’all had a good team, though. 

 

JI: 

Yes, we did. Pampa kept us from going to the state championship three years in a row. And they 

won the state championship. And of course, Lubbock beat us. In my three years at Amarillo 

High, we lost eight games.  

 

AW: 

Basketball. In three years. 

 

JI: 

In three years. We lost to Santa Fe, New Mexico. We all got the runs and nobody could play. We 

used to do a tour out there. Every other year, we’d go play Highland High in Albuquerque and 
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Santa Fe and Roswell and NMMI1. Then they would come and play the next year. Then we’d 

take a run up to Oklahoma and play Capitol Hill, couple of them. Northeast. But Pampa beat us 

six times. And Lubbock beat us once and Santa Fe, New Mexico beat us once. But— 

 

AW: 

That’s a great record.  

 

JI: 

Oh yeah, that’s wonderful. So I wanted to go play—I loved Bruce Drake, who had the shuffle 

offense at Oklahoma University. It was a continuous motion. Every player rotated to every 

position. I loved that shuffle offense.  

 

AW: 

What a great name, too.  

 

JI: 

Yeah, the “shuffle offense.” But I’d go to the—they had a tournament over the Christmas 

holidays in Oklahoma City at the coliseum on the stage, because that’s where the basketball 

court was in Oklahoma City. And it was the all-college tournament. It was Oklahoma City 

University, Oklahoma A&M, OU, and Tulsa. And I’d go watch that. And I just loved—of 

course, I loved Hank Iba too at Oklahoma State. So I went and tried out there. A friend of 

mine— 

 

AW: 

At OU?  

 

JI: 

—Gruver, he was going to give me a scholarship, but Gib Ford from Amarillo High talked me 

into going to UT and trying out down there. And I got a scholarship to UT. And I fell in love 

with Austin. In fact, I went there in ’52 to the state track meet and drove in on Lamar Boulevard. 

It was in May, it was about seven o’clock in the morning, I thought, “I’m in heaven.” Here was 

Shoal Creek running down the road, there were trees everywhere. The air was just so delicious. 

That’s where I first fell in love with Austin. And then in ’54 I came back and went to school 

there for a very short time. The basketball coach, Slue Hull2, got fired at midterm and I 

transferred to Southwestern in Georgetown. 

 

AW: 

So you went there a semester? 

                                                           
1 New Mexico Military Institute, in Roswell.  
2 Thurman "Slue" Hull.  
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JI: 

Yeah, and played for the freshman team.  

 

AW: 

And then you went to Southwestern in Georgetown? I don’t even think of Southwestern as a 

college, I think of it as a law school.  

 

JI: 

No, no, Southwestern University, oldest university in Texas. 

 

AW: 

Right, but you think about it, their great law program, so you forget that they— 

 

JI: 

That’s not it, though. Southwestern school of law, they don’t have a school of law in 

Southwestern. Only eight hundred students. It’s just a small Methodist College. They played 

football with the biggies up until ’48 and had a kid die, and they dropped football, and they just 

started back last year. 

 

AW: 

What made you pick Southwestern? 

 

JI: 

Well, my freshman coach, knowing that I couldn’t go unless I had financial help took me to 

Southwest Texas and took me over to the Catholic school in Austin, St. Edwards, and took me to 

Southwestern. And then my youth counselor at the Methodist church in Austin, and who was 

also my physics teacher, that I didn’t even know because I was way back in a four-hundred seat 

auditorium from him and I didn’t recognize him— 

 

AW: 

—That far away. (laughs) 

 

JI: 

But anyway, he got me on, over there. Marshall Hughes, the freshman coach, took me over to 

introduce me to Medley, the coach, so they got me a scholarship. That’s worth a lot of money 

over there. It’s twenty-five dollars a semester for tuition at Texas. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, and what was it at Georgetown? 
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JI: 

About eight hundred. 

 

AW: 

That’s a big difference. 

 

JI: 

But, ninety percent of the students at Southwestern are on financial aid of some kind. But, 

anyway, that was a great experience, too. 

 

AW: 

So how long were you at— 

 

JI: 

Southwestern? Two semesters. And then I transferred—I took my trunk at Southwestern—they 

were going to take me off scholarship, and so I loaded up my trunk, and carried it down to the 

railroad station and got on, and I was going to ride the train home. And then I thought, “Well, I 

may just stop and see Aunt Ina in Dallas.” And that was a great decision. That’s when I drove 

her up to Texoma. Anyway, I went back and enrolled at Amarillo College. I went there for two 

years. Played basketball two years and played baseball there too. And ran track, but— 

 

AW: 

At the time, was Amarillo College a two-year school?  

 

JI: 

It still is.  

 

AW: 

But it was at that time? 

 

JI: 

It was then, too. Yeah. And then I went to Tech. 

 

AW: 

Well, you played a lot of basketball.  

 

JI: 

Yeah, and then I ran out of eligibility. 
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AW: 

Because you played it at three different schools by then. 

 

JI: 

That’s right.  

 

AW: 

So during these—besides studying basketball -- what were you interested in? 

 

JI: 

At UT, I was going to be in business, but then I decided—I took this long battery of tests. It was 

three days. You took aptitude and interest exams and they rated what your aptitude was for. 

Well, my highest aptitude was in the sciences and math. My lowest aptitude was in history and 

English and the arts. So I chose the arts. (laughs) 

 

AW: 

So obviously the choice is— 

 

JI: 

Yeah. I became a history major, actually. Then at Southwestern, I thought I might be a minister 

and I was going to go into pre-ministerial but I wasn’t there long enough to really determine that. 

I took Bible classes and all. Then my whole life changed at the railroad station in Georgetown. 

For the first time in my life, I bought a package of cigarettes from a machine. And smoked the 

package— 

 

AW: 

From there, it was downhill. 

 

JI: 

I smoked from Georgetown to Dallas. A pack of Pall Malls. It liked to have killed me. (laughs)  

 

AW: 

Had you smoked before? 

 

JI: 

No. Never. 

 

AW: 

What inspired you— 
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JI: 

I have no idea. I saw that machine, I had a quarter in my pocket, I don’t have any idea. Daddy 

smoked all his life. He smoked Camels, but I don’t know. Probably some radio ad or something. 

 

AW: 

I think Aunt Evelyn smoked Camels too, didn’t she? 

 

JI: 

Oh yeah. Sometimes she smoked Luckies.  

 

AW: 

Never with a filter though, I remember. 

 

JI: 

No. They didn’t have filters then. I didn’t smoke regularly then for a few years, but then I 

smoked for twenty-five years. I was pouring concrete on that house, that Williams house there in 

Texoma, next to Grandmother and Granddad’s, putting the drive on the south side there, great 

big slab, bigger than this room here. I had two buddies who would come help me. Ben was one 

of them. Gonna come help me pour that concrete. Well, the trucks came and I had put quickset in 

it because in the winter, you put some calcium hydroxide so it would set up and wouldn’t freeze 

overnight—no one showed up and I screeted that thing by myself. And I was troweling it out, 

and I just couldn’t go in, and I just fell back, took that pack of Winstons, put it in the concrete, 

troweled it over. And I finally finished that, but it dang near killed me and I never smoked again. 

 

AW: 

That’s a great story. 

 

JI: 

It is. I’d always said, “I’m going to quit for C.Y. and Donna.” But you’ve got to quit for ich3. 

You cannot do that. And I took the money that I was spending on cigarettes and put it in my desk 

drawer, just a five dollar bill or whatever, I can’t remember what cigarettes were then, two-fifty a 

carton or something. But I put that in my drawer; and it’s amazing how much money I had in 

there in a year. Once I got all the smell out of my clothes and the house, life was great. I never 

went back. Doesn’t bother me to be around smokers. 

 

AW: 

That’s a great story, putting it in the concrete. So you get out of Amarillo College, studying 

history? 

 

                                                           
3 “Ich” is German for “I.”  
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JI: 

Went to work over at the highway department— 

 

AW: 

You didn’t go straight to Texas Tech? 

 

JI: 

Let’s see. I went to—I’ve got all this down. In the military, for clearance, you have to write 

down every job you’ve ever had. 

 

AW: 

I’d love to have a copy of that. 

 

JI: 

I’ll get it. And everywhere you’ve ever lived. Well, I’ve had an unbelievable number of jobs. But 

anyway, while I was at Amarillo College, I went out to the smelter and got a job working on the 

furnaces. You could make four dollars an hour. 

 

AW: 

And this is in about 1956?— 

 

JI: 

The minimum wage was a dollar—was seventy-five cents in Texas and a dollar and a quarter 

national. And I was making four dollars an hour for a four-hour shift. I was breaking cones off of 

the furnace, these big long ceramic cones about that big at the outer end and that big, cemented 

up to the furnace. 

 

AW: 

And why would you break them off? 

 

JI: 

Well, so they could reload them. 

 

AW: 

And then they’d put them back on? 

 

JI: 

Yeah, and then they’d cement them back up. But I was a coney-boy. And I— 
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AW: 

Coney-boy for the cones? 

 

JI: 

Cones, yeah. I’d take this bar, this heavy bar with a T, sort of thing, and stick the end of the cone 

and then stop. And it was long enough that you could break it lose and swing it over and set it 

down. Well, there were four cones in a section. Once the furnace cooled—it wasn’t very cool. It 

was hotter than hell. I’d drink ten gallons of liquid a day. I’d take juices and everything with me 

and every time we got a chance I’d—but you were working for four hours a day. The guy 

running the railroad rig that was putting ore back in the furnace, he’d run over you. He hit me 

one day; I broke the top of my foot and that ended my career at the smelter. But I’d just gotten in 

shape where I could complete a day’s work. I would—I could just barely drag myself to the 

locker room and get a shower and sit down and rest. It’d take two hours to get to the parking lot, 

to get in the car and drive home. And I’d get to a stop light and I’d be so weak and shaky I could 

hardly drive. I’d lay down in the middle of the floor— 

 

AW: 

No wonder it was four dollars an hour. 

 

JI: 

Yeah. But in about a month and a half, two months, I could make it like that. So I got another job 

at a filling station for eight hours a day. I was rolling in money. And then I broke my foot. 

 

AW: 

Where was the smelter? 

 

JI: 

It was out east of town—if you follow not Western, it’s east and south. Let me think. North, 

northeast, I’m all turned around. North. Colored town was out off of Arthur Street. I can’t 

remember the street it was on; I think Western. It went clear on out. 

 

AW: 

Well, Western runs north and south, though. And Eastern, you got Eastern and Western, they run 

north and south. And you had Amarillo Boulevard, which ran— 

 

JI: 

If you cross Amarillo Boulevard and that tall smelter, Asarco Plants, was what they called it. 

 

AW: 

Okay. I think I kind of— 
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JI: 

American Smelting,  Zinc, and Refining Company. Go through the edge of colored town—I 

can’t remember what street it is. 

 

AW: 

No, that’s all right.  

 

JI: 

There’s a long drive out there from South Amarillo.  

 

AW: 

So you’re out of that because your foot’s gotten run over by a train? (laughs)  

 

JI: 

Yeah, and this guy that went to church at San Jacinto where we went to church, Chilli Smith, 

said he had a job as a draughtsman; and so I would go out and take field notes, surveys for 

highways and that one time we were surveying out around Palo Duro Canyon for a road out 

there— 

 

AW: 

Was it the road that went across the canyon later? That famous highway? I mean, that’s a very 

famous road. 

 

JI: 

Yeah. Well, the field book I’d come back with would—they would go inside the little caves and 

cliffs and everything. You’d have a reading here and then a reading here, backtrack, and then go 

back out again. 

 

AW: 

So did you—you did the surveying or you just— 

 

JI: 

No, I just took the field notes from the surveyor. Sometimes I’d go out with the surveyor, so I’d 

know what to draw. And then I drafted it out and figured the cut and fill. Anyway, it was the 

most dangerous job I ever had. 

 

AW: 

Really?  
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JI: 

I’d get tired and sleepy sitting on that tall stool and draft table and fell off, chipped a tooth. 

 

AW: 

More dangerous than getting run over by the smelting train? 

 

JI: 

Yeah. Anyway, I worked out there, and then I went—that was in ’57, I guess. I went back to 

Austin with the Highway Department, tabulating fees: road fees and license fees. I’d sit there 

with an adding machine and I was in a room full of women. Some of them had been there for ten, 

fifteen years. And the boss came in and told me to come to the office, he said, “I’m going to 

make you foreman of this group.” I said, “Why? Why would you do that?” He said, “Well, 

you’ve been doing good work and we need a man in there.” That was the wrong thing. These 

women, every day I’d come in, I never knew what they were going to pull on me. They hated my 

guts, these ladies that should’ve been running it. Finally, when I did leave there, after the six or 

eight months I was there, I audited a couple of courses out at UT. I left there and went to Tech. 

And was there— 

 

AW: 

So this would be sometime in ’58? 

 

JI: 

Fifty-eight. I worked—let me think—that’s when I went to work out at Paymaster Feed Mills, 

maybe. 

 

AW: 

With my dad. 

 

JI: 

With your dad. 

 

AW: 

Now, why did you pick Texas Tech and what’d you study there? 

 

JI: 

I studied—that’s where I studied economics. I decided I was going to study economics. And I 

don’t know. Jeff was in school there by then. I mean, he was just a freshman. We roomed 

together. No, he was in the dorm then. I came back later. 
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AW: 

I remember actually going up to see him in the dorm.  

 

JI: 

Gordon or Bledsoe, one of them? 

 

AW: 

I don’t remember. I just remember it because I would have been ten years old and I was so 

impressed to see all those grown young men in one spot. It was— 

 

JI: 

—exciting. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. It was like there’s a life after growing up as a little kid. 

 

JI: 

I think every young person in public schools should visit colleges and visit businesses, and see 

what the world’s like. They can make better decisions. I worked for Varsity Bookstore and I 

lived in a dirt-floor garage apartment. No, that may have been ’61 when I came back. Well, at 

that time, I was living in a new development off of 3rd Street or something, I can’t remember. 

 

AW: 

When was it that you were sick? Is that the first time? 

 

JI: 

No, yeah, that was the first time. And I was rooming with Joe Ben Turner out there and working 

at Paymaster. I can’t remember what—yeah, I had the Asiatic flu or whatever it was, and I 

thought—if it hadn’t been for Betty, I would’ve died.  

 

AW: 

That’s Betty, being my mother.  

 

JI: 

Yeah. And Richard. He sent her out to check on me because I hadn’t showed up for work, I 

think. And then, I—I think I just left school. I dropped out of school. 

 

AW: 

Because you were so sick?  
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JI: 

I was sick, and I’d missed a month of school, things were screwed up. Well, I didn’t withdraw 

properly. I went out and told them I was dropping out; well, I got fifteen hours of F. 

 

AW: 

I did the same thing.  

 

JI: 

Really? 

 

AW: 

Yeah, it was pretty hard to overcome. 

 

JI: 

I was so mad. I said, “Well, I told my advisor. I told all my teachers.” 

 

AW: 

Well, you were ahead of me on that. I just never came back after spring break. I was real dumb. 

 

JI: 

There was a guy named Ingham in the administration building. He was registrar, I believe.  

 

AW: 

Same spelling?  

 

JI: 

Yeah. And he was real disgusted with me. But they let me back in on scholastic probation in ’60, 

I think. And I left there, I think I left there, and then I went and worked in a boy’s camp and dude 

ranch in Colorado.  

 

AW: 

Yeah? Where at? 

 

JI: 

Vallecito Reservoir, out of Durango-Bayfield-Pagosa-Bayfield. I worked there for three summers 

and three winters. Then moved to Farmington, New Mexico and worked for the Firestone 

company and that’s where I got my draft notice, but I got it late, and I was delinquent for my 

draft. So the place I’d been living there— 
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AW: 

Where did your notice come from? From Amarillo? 

 

JI: 

Yeah, from Amarillo. I’d been out—back up there, backpacking—I worked for a Firestone 

dealer there in Farmington. I’d been up helping a guy shoot one weekend, and when I got back, 

they had somehow accepted the letter. I didn’t know about it. It was a week or so past, well, I 

was already delinquent for my board. So Mr. Belmane, who was in the bank who I was renting a 

house from— 

 

AW: 

In Farmington. 

 

JI: 

In Farmington, a garage apartment. And he said, “You know, I feel bad about this, let me take 

you down to this commander of the reserve unit there in Farmington.” It was a combat engineer 

unit. And he pre-enrolled me in the reserves, to get me before—I mean, you talk about going to 

high jail. But anyway, they conspired and Mr. Belmane put pressure on him to do that. But 

anyway, they signed me up and I got in the reserve. I went for six months’ active duty.  

 

AW: 

So this would’ve been what year?  

 

JI: 

This was in ’58. It was November of ’58 is when I went to Fort Chaffee, Arkansas, to take basic 

training. And then I went to—it was Camp Chaffee, actually, it was being decommissioned. 

They were redoing it for the Berlin Crisis. Not the Berlin Crisis, but the Cold War. And they 

were building up forces. Then in May, I got out and came back and I guess that’s when I went to 

Tech. That must’ve been. Anyway, I’ve got to go get my list. I took my basic at Camp Chaffee 

and then went to Fort Leonard Wood for advanced individual training in combat engineers. We 

built a golf course and build a double-cantilever bridge with logs and rope and we’d force-march 

fifteen miles out, carrying about eighty pounds of gear and weapons and everything. Force-

march was double time and then everyone slowed down to quick step and then we’d get out there 

and set up a perimeter and take these logs and build this bridge, trucks would come over and take 

it out and then we’d tear it down, force-march back. But anyway, it was a good experience and I 

learned a lot. That’s when I went to Tech the first time, that’s right. Worked at Paymaster.  

 

AW: 

What did you do there at Paymaster? 
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JI: 

I was in the scales. 

 

AW: 

Scalemaster? 

 

JI: 

Yeah, yeah.  

 

AW: 

So you worked night, weekends— 

 

JI: 

Yeah, yeah. And study. Had a lot of spare time. Never had any better treatment in my life. 

Richard was just super. And good pay.  

 

AW: 

Just backing up a minute. How did you think about or how did it come to you to go out to 

Colorado and work in the wilderness? 

 

JI: 

Aunt Margie. Aunt Margie and Mark had a friend, Morgan Little. Mr. Little. He owned—he was 

an ex-coach and I don’t know how—it may have been at Daniel Baker that he knew Mark—I 

think it was Brownwood. I can’t remember. He coached, played ball at Cisco, but he coached 

Westlaco on a state championship. He ran this boys ’camp; well, he came through there, through 

Amarillo and I was at Margie’s house and met him—Osborne Little was his name, and they lived 

in Westlaco and they had this boy’s camp where the Pine and Vallecito rivers come together and 

form Lake Vallecito. And he owned this land here and his brother owned a tourist court, yeah, a 

tourist court on the other side of Pine River. We went up, we packed these kids on up in the high 

country, the Emerald Lakes and all and then the Teelawuket Guest Ranch was just adjacent to his 

property. And I worked there, sometimes, and would take a pack of people in. They had horses 

there in the camp and I would teach nature study, archery, and horseback. Horsemanship. It was 

idyllic. Beautiful, beautiful. 

 

AW: 

I’ll bet it was. 

 

JI: 

That Pine River was just glorious. And the lake. I was up there for three years. That’s when I 

went to Farmington after I left there one year, I went to Farmington. That’s when I got in the 
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army reserve and then came out of the six months’ active duty and I think that must’ve been 

when I went to Tech, in ’59. I was there a couple semesters and then dropped out and then I 

somehow went back. In August the seventh of ’61, I was recalled to active service for a year and 

or the duration of the Berlin Crisis.  

 

AW: 

August 7, ’61? 

 

JI: 

Mm-hm. I went to retraining, which meant reissuing your equipment and getting your shots and 

everything at Ford Ord, California. And I was there four, five weeks. I learned real quick that 

retraining meant you’re going to pull details all day. So I learned a few tricks. I’d carry a 

clipboard around with a pencil and paper, as if I were inspecting something. They’d never grab 

me and put me with a broom or mop. I finally figured out that if I had someone answer roll call 

for me and I’d never been in a detail, or hadn’t been in a while, I could jump off through San 

Francisco and see one of my old high school buddies up there, stay with him. Drive his Karmann 

Ghia around Sausalito and Muir Woods, Stinson Beach, go to the hungry i4, Finnochio. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, hungry i, that was kind of the heyday— 

 

JI: 

Oh, that’s where I saw the Kingston Trio for the first time. 

 

AW: 

That was their home country. 

 

JI: 

Yeah. And Finocchio was the female impersonation boy. Jamie showed me all this stuff.  

 

AW: 

Jamie? 

 

JI: 

Jamie Saunders from Amarillo High. And he was an insurance broker, and he was brokering 

insurance for nearly all the boats there in the harbor in San Francisco. Now, the café were Irish 

coffees but Del Norte—some Mexican name.  

 

                                                           
4 The hungry i, notable for its mid-Sixties role as a venue for the comedy and folk music scene. Located in North 
Beach, San Francisco.  
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AW: 

So how did you—did you continue to get away with that? 

 

JI: 

I made two trips up there. And then I got my orders, orders were to fly to Fort Biggs, New 

Jersey, and get on a plane and fly to Paris, France, and build barracks and missile sites in France. 

While we were in flight from Fort Ord to Fort Biggs, de Gaulle said no more buildup in France. 

So we circled Love Field several times. I knew, I recognized it. About dark, we landed way out 

on the edge of the tarmac. We got out, got our duffle bags and our AWOL bags and I just laid 

down there and after a couple of hours, the captain came out and called us to attention, formation 

and he read off these names, said, “You men go over here to that DC-3 over there and get on and 

load your bags.” So we did and we flew— 

 

AW: 

You were in that group? 

 

JI: 

Yeah, I was in that group. We went to Fort Sill, Oklahoma. In about less than half the time they 

normally train artillerymen, we became an artillery unit, cannon-cocker. It was twelve hours a 

day. We were working hard to get all training necessary to get to the check order. And I was 

stationed in Schwäbisch Gmünd, Germany. Rather than ride an airplane over there, I rode a troop 

ship. We flew to Fort Biggs and then trained—rode the train to Brooklyn Navy Yard. We got on 

the USS Alexander M. Patch, troop transport ship. Been to the bottom of the ocean in the 

Mediterranean and the Indian Ocean— 

 

AW: 

Been sunk twice. I don’t know if I’d want to get on one that’s been sunk twice. 

 

JI: 

Well, I didn’t read that history on the wall until I’d been on there a couple of days. It was in 

November, going across the North Atlantic. 

 

AW: 

That must’ve been nasty. 

 

JI: 

Oh, rough, but I loved it. I didn’t get seasick, but everyone else—there was puke all over the 

bottom decks. About the second day out, I saw this guy with a red tag, he went to the head of the 

chow line. I said, “How do you get one of those red tags?” He said, “I sing in the chapel choir.” I 

said, “You need any good baritones?” He said, “Yeah, we do!” So he took me up there and I got 
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a red tag. Before, I could just go one hour a day on top to get fresh air and the rest of the time I 

was down in the hull, that’s where all the troops were. I had to run to the ship and I had to go on 

the poop deck and look over the back, it’s where they threw the garbage out. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, see the biggest screws.  

 

JI: 

And that big old fifteen foot long prop, you know. And it would come out of the water when 

we’d come up on the crest of the waves, the screw would go “oom, oom, oom.” 

 

AW: 

Rattling? 

 

JI: 

And it’d get drowned up and then you’d hit the bottom and it’d kick the ship over. But it was 

fun.  

 

AW: 

How long did it take to make it across? 

 

JI: 

Fourteen days. 

 

AW: 

Wow.  

 

JI: 

And it’s the roughest time of the year in the north Atlantic. We pulled into Bremerhaven two 

days before Thanksgiving and rode the train from Bremerhaven to Schwäbisch Gmünd. I was 

there and I ate Thanksgiving dinner and got on a truck and they hauled me over to the check 

board. 

 

AW: 

I’ll stop you here to spell S Schwäbisch Gmünd 

 

JI: 

Schwäbisch Gmünd? S-c-h-w-a-e-b-i-s-c-h-g-m-u-e-n-d.  
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AW: 

Yeah, that’ll help us look it up. That’s good. 

 

JI: 

It’s southeast of Stuttgart and the Schwäbisch Haus. And our troop had a section— 

 

AW: 

This is winter. 

 

JI: 

Oh yeah, this is the coldest winter in twenty-five years. For clothing, I had a bunch of shoe tags 

that said— 

 

AW: 

Shoe tags?  

 

JI: 

They were little—like you put on shoes when you get shoes fixed? But these were tags that said, 

“one tent pole, one shelter half. One cold-weather parka.”  

 

AW: 

They were labels. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, they were just—that we don’t have them in stock, so you don’t get them. Once we get 

them in stock, you can bring these in and get them. 

 

AW: 

So that’s what you had, was—you had clothing IOUs.  

 

JI: 

That’s right. I had my dress shoes and a pair of combat boots and two pair of fatigues. I had a 

jacket, field jacket, but I had no parka, no liners, no Mickey Mouse pants, no Mickey Mouse 

boots, none of the cold weather stuff or even a shelter half to build with some other guy to build 

me a tent to live in. So I stayed in the cook tent and became a hazard to everybody. I’d sing and 

whistle while I was pulling KP5, full guard doing in my two sets of Class As6. There’s some 

other good stories in there, but eventually I got my shelter half and went out and under a pine 

tree I found some grass and pine needles and stuff and I put it down on the snow, put my—

                                                           
5 “Kitchen patrol”  
6 A type of military service uniform.  
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actually, I got two shelter halves because I now was by myself, basically. Well, within a month 

or so, the snow had covered that pup tent up and you slid down into it. And it was fairly warm in 

there. A candle would get it warmed up, then you’d blow your candle out and go to sleep. But 

you’d wake up in the morning and be ice-cold. Well, there was a little boy with a Lambretta who 

rode around while we were— 

 

AW: 

A Lambretta is a— 

 

JI: 

--little motor scooter. Like the Cushman I used to deliver books for Varsity Bookstore out to the 

airbase. Most dangerous road— 

 

AW: 

My Lord! Yeah, I can’t imagine a Cushman all the way out— 

 

JI: 

I did it. 

 

AW: 

--the airbase. Holy moly. It’s a miracle you survived that.  

 

JI: 

Oh, I know. It was a narrow highway it was— 

 

AW: 

And you’re going four hundred miles an hour— 

 

JI: 

That’s right. 

 

AW: 

And a Cushman is a lawnmower motor with a— 

 

JI: 

You got it. With a basket full of books in the back to haul out there. Anyway, this kid had come 

back and for like twenty-five cents, one Deutschmark a week, he would drop a little small bottle 

of Cognac, five-star Cognac, down in your hole. So that’s how you got out, took that Cognac. All 

right. Crawl out of that fart sack and go. We’d get up and go out and do our thing. 

 



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

 

 
54 

AW: 

And what was your thing? What were you doing— 

 

JI: 

We had dug our eight-inch artillery at an angle, so we’d get indirect fire. Because we were right 

at—we were just a kilometer from the border. The Soviets were clearing that land and sowing it, 

like they did in northern Africa back in the days of the Romans and Etruscans. But anyway, 

we—they were building a fence, a tall barbed-wire fence with guard towers every quarter mile 

and machine guns and all. And we could hear them on their maneuvers, firing weapons and small 

arms and everything.  

 

AW: 

So today’s goings-on in Crimea are not anything new? 

 

JI: 

It gives me that same sense of insecurity that we had then. Because we knew that any time the 

balloon goes up, that war was scheduled.  

 

AW: 

The balloon? 

 

JI: 

Well, that just meant that war was on. They attacked. We were not going to attack, supposedly. 

We were a nuclear weapons outfit. 

 

AW: 

So your artillery had nuclear capability, nuclear-tipped shells?  

 

JI: 

Yeah. Actually, the whole projectile was— 

 

AW: 

Tactical nuclear, I guess they’d call that. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, yeah. We couldn’t really shoot it far enough, unless it was inversion to get it away from 

us, where we wouldn’t be affected by it. 
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AW: 

So that means if you shot it, you were going to get as much of—not blast, but you were going to 

get the radiation. 

 

JI: 

Within the first—I can’t remember how they stayed—like the first day of combat, ninety percent 

of the men within fifty kilometers of the border would be casualties. And that’s me. 

 

AW: 

Which would be your side and their side. 

 

JI: 

And it was just tension. And there would—I was over there for six or eight months and then I got 

another notice that said, “You have been extended for the year and or the duration of the Berlin 

crisis,” and then before I had to spend another year, I was extended for the second Berlin Crisis.  

 

AW: 

So we are no in ’62 and extended into ’63 so you re-upped? 

 

JI: 

And I volunteered to go to Vietnam.  

 

AW: 

In ’63? Now, why?  

 

JI: 

I was interested in—we were fighting—we’d taken over from the French in 1957 after Dien Bien 

Phu got annihilated. And I was interested in it. I liked the idea of counterinsurgency, where you 

win the hearts and minds of people and build them up and strengthen their ability to become a 

democracy or whatever, which was the concept. But before I left—I got there in June of ’65. 

 

AW: 

Oh, it was June of ’65 before you got there? 

 

JI: 

Yeah.  
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AW: 

Let’s do something right now. Let’s take a little short break and then let’s think about this 

Vietnam—because this would be nice now to do a break where I can have the folks in the 

Vietnam Archive, then we’ll just do a segment just on Vietnam. Is that all right?  

 

JI: 

That’s great.  

 

AW: 

And that might finish us off for today, I don’t know how long it’ll take, but that might be a good 

stopping point. 

 

JI: 

Yeah. I’m sorry, I keep going off on tangents. 

 

AW: 

No, no. I love the tangents. Tangents are terrific. We don’t want to do away with any tangents. I 

was just thinking about a way to organize what we’ve got to go here and I’d like for you to spend 

a little time talking about Vietnam. Especially bouncing from the Berlin crisis into the Vietnam 

War. That’s a remarkable thing. 

 

JI: 

See, I was initially assigned, when I got back from the States, to the first division in Fort Reilly, 

Kansas. And they were preparing—I didn’t know at the time—but they were preparing to go to 

Vietnam. Pretty much had an idea that they were. But they were—I was training forward 

observers to go fight in a jungle out in the plains around Manhattan, Kansas, in two feet of snow. 

But it’s all the same, it’s the confusion.  

 

AW: 

Now, did it enter into your decision any that in Vietnam, at least you wouldn’t be in two feet of 

snow? 

 

JI: 

Some of that, some of the probably. 

 

AW: 

All right, let’s take a little short break. 

 

JI: 

Okay. Yeah. I think I’ll have a cup of coffee. 
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AW: 

Good.  

 

Break in recording 

 

AW:  

If I was as smart as the recorder I’d do this better. Andy Wilkinson again, twenty-sixth of March, 

2014, now at noon. Home of Jerry and Donna Ingham and we’re taking kind of where we left 

off. 

 

JI: 

Where were we?  

 

AW: 

You were going to Vietnam.  

 

JI: 

Oh, oh. I got orders for Vietnam. I was—Fort Reilly I guess, Fort Riley, Kansas.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, you were talking about the two feet of snow, training forward observers.  

 

JI: 

To go to a jungle. 

 

AW: 

In the jungles of Kansas.  

 

JI:  

But I flew to—well, I went to Oakland and took a short course in language school to know basic 

language, Vietnamese language, for about a week. 

 

AW: 

A week? It strikes me as a difficult language to learn anything in. 

 

JI: 

It is, but I learned artillery terms, military terms, money, count—actually didn’t learn an 

alphabet, but— 
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AW: 

Yeah but I mean—just when I hear people speak Vietnamese, it’s the like—a number of Oriental 

languages, the inflections and— 

 

JI: 

It’s a tonal language.  

 

AW: 

And that is difficult.  

 

JI: 

You can say the same word or words in four, five different inflections, accents and it means a 

totally different thing. “Bien Hoa” is a town. Let me think—there is one particular word I used to 

use as an example, I can’t think of it now. For instance, if you say “cô đẹp đẹp vẻ,” that means 

“pretty girl, very pretty.” “Dẹp vẻ” has so many different uses and meanings, I can’t think of any 

of the others right now. I could—you know, I could count: Một, Hai, Ba, Bốn, Ba, Mười7 ... now 

I can't. 

 

AW: 

Well, I just—I think about how we use it in English. For instance, you would say, “I went to so-

and-so, that’s far out,” meaning that’s “far out” in the country. That’s “far out,” meaning “that’s 

crazy,” or “John Denver, far out,” meaning “it’s great.” But that’s to know—to hear that, you 

really have to be inside the language, you know? How in a week can you pick up enough to— 

 

JI: 

We didn’t—we got materials and we studied it and then I had an interpreter with me nearly all 

the time. And my driver spoke a little English but he was Chinese-Vietnamese and he spoke a 

little differently than my interpreter. The interpreter spoke beautiful English and was real 

valuable. It was really an indoctrination, what to do and not to do— 

 

AW: 

The week in Oakland.  

 

JI: 

Right.  

 

AW: 

As much as a language, but the cultural aspects of dealing with— 

 

                                                           
7 Respectively, “One, two, three, four, three, ten.”  
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JI: 

We did the same thing when I went to Europe. We had a little training session on do’s and 

don’ts, how to be polite, how to behave in the country and cultural significant things. A little bit 

of language, enough that I could get by. Anyway, I was—we flew on a Continental aircraft from 

San Francisco— 

 

AW: 

And by that you mean a commercial.  

 

JI: 

Commercial. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, Continental Airlines.  

 

JI: 

Proud bird of the olden tail. I went to—I was in Amarillo and friends of mine were going to a 

reserve, CB8 training camp. One of them was in the CB reserves, Navy reserves. He was going 

out there and so there were four of us that rode out to LA, and then I flew up from LA to San 

Francisco, got on the plane and flew to Tan Son Nhut9 in Saigon. When I landed there, well, I 

really didn’t have—I didn’t know what to do, where to go or anything. I had orders, but it just 

said, “Report to MACV,” so I went to the military— 

 

AW: 

And MACV meaning— 

 

JI: 

Military Assistance Command Vietnam. That was the— 

 

AW: 

That’s just the general name for— 

 

JI: 

Well actually, that was the entire military effort in Vietnam.  

 

AW: 

That’s what I mean. That’s like going to America and saying, “Go meet the government.” 

                                                           
8 “Chemical-Biological” 
9 Tan Son Nhut Air Base, a Republic of Vietnam Air Force facility in Saigon, used as a major base by American forces 
during the Vietnam War. 
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JI: 

Well, in a way.  

 

AW: 

“Take me to your leader.” 

 

JI: 

But the MACV was the counterinsurgency operation and not the mass troop operation. It became 

that later. Anyway, I think I was the three-thousandth in-country. There’d only been three 

thousand soldiers signed— 

 

AW: 

So that, in some ways, is very early. 

 

JI: 

Well it was.  

 

AW: 

I mean, there’d been American advisors for some time but there were very, very few numbers. 

So you’re riding the first sort of wave—is that accurate? 

 

JI: 

Yes, that’s right. And what—as I say before, I was in—arrived in June and by November, when 

we got back from an operation where we lost nearly everybody in our Vietnamese regiment, 

thirty-six of thirty-seven advisors, were killed.  

 

AW: 

Wow. This was in ’65? November of ’65? 

 

JI: 

Mm-hm. And by December and January, there were 250,000 U.S. troops there. And one of them, 

the large contingency, was the Brigade One, the first division that I had trained forward 

observers for. They would set up their base camp in Củ Chi, which was near Bien Hoa, which 

became the big airbase of transport materials and troops in and out of central Vietnam. Anyway, 

the central area. Not so much depending on Tan Son Nhut. When I got to Saigon, I took a taxi 

and went to MACV headquarters. I went in and said, “I’m here to check in.” They said, “Well, 

we’ve got a copy of your orders. You’ve been assigned to Phu Loi.” I didn’t know Phu Loi from 

Dallas; but anyway, they said, “Well, I don’t know how—what you need to do is go out Tan Son 

Nhut and go to the helicopter pad out there and hang around and ask those pilots if they’re going 

to Phu Loi.”  
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AW: 

Find your own way. Have you ever hitchhiked? (laughs)  

 

JI: 

I hung around for three or four days. I’d go back—I had a room at a crummy hotel, a military 

hotel in Saigon, but as I was coming out to Tan Son Nhut to ask where Phu Loi was or if 

anybody would give me a ride to Phu Loi, I got on the bus to go to Tan Son Nhut, they had a 

military bus go out there, and I was sitting there, studying my phrasebook or something, kind of 

watching. This Air Force captain came right up to my seat and said, “On your feet, troop.” I 

looked up and it was Bud Donovan. We were in fifth grade together. His sister and my brother 

were man and wife. We’d been friends forever. And he’d gotten in country one week before I 

did. And he was with a C-12310 unit of the Air Force, a navigator; and later turned out those were 

the people who helped re-supply us by air. C-123 are short take-off and landing aircraft, haul 

pretty good load. But anyway, he said, “Come over to my place.” I said, “Okay.” Right inside the 

gate, we turned left and about a block down the way, there’s this big villa. And he and five other 

Air Force officers had rented that. And I had a room there. The first time I came in after action 

and stopped off to check out my new digs, this Vietnamese maid they’d hired to clean the house 

and do the laundry and all that, and do some minor cooking, she came into my room and took all 

of my dirty, stinky clothes and my muddy boots, and I went to the shower and by the time I got 

out, she had it all ironed and pressed, my boots shined and everything else. So I’d just step out of 

the room, go eat dinner with the Air Force officers— 

 

AW: 

What was your rank? 

 

JI: 

I was a staff sergeant. E6. So these officers said, “What the hell? She doesn’t do that for us!” So 

we finally decided she had lost her husband in the war and he was a Trung Sỉ. A Trung Sỉ was a 

staff sergeant, basically. He was in the artillery, Pháo Bình11. And so I was a Trung Sỉ and I was 

Có Văn Mỹ Pháo Bình12, I was an advisor, American advisor with the artillery. We just were 

friends from then on. It was amazing. And over there, the age of a woman is just very hard to 

determine, because from the time they’re seventeen or eighteen, they’ve had babies and they’ve 

started shooting betel nut and their teeth turn black. 

 

AW: 

And they look about the same for the rest of their life.  

 

                                                           
10 The Fairchild C-123 Provider, American military transport aircraft used during the Vietnam War. 
11 Artillery; literally, “field gun”  
12 Roughly, “Advisor American artillery” 
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JI: 

Yeah, the rest of their life. You don’t know whether they’re eighteen or eighty. She was a very 

sweet lady and spoke some English. These officers always thought she and I had something 

special going. 

 

AW: 

Because you got the good treatment? 

 

JI: 

Yeah, well I had the best treatment. But anyway, I think it was two days after that this helicopter 

pilot came in—no, no, it was an L19 pilot had landed near there.  

 

AW: 

What’s an L19? 

 

JI: 

An L19 is a fixed-wing observation aircraft. It’s like a Cessna.  

 

AW: 

Yeah. High-wing— 

 

JI: 

Wing over. It’s called a Beaver—let’s see—anyway, the L19 is the light observation aircraft. I 

used to fly over there in it and do ship-to-shore artillery airstrikes and land artillery. You can 

blow the hell out of a place with all that. Anyway, he came by and he was a young guy. Young 

second lieutenant. “Hey, how are you doing?” I said, “Fine, I’m trying to find someone to get me 

to Phu Loi.” “Oh, hell, I fly to Phu Loi on a regular basis, I can land there. But tell you what: that 

guy over there is getting ready to take a helicopter off and go to Phu Loi.” So I grabbed my stuff 

I’d been carrying around, hoping to get a ride to Phu Loi, got on the chopper and got there and 

when I got to Phu Loi and landed on the airstrip, there had been a battle near there, in the area 

near the Michelin rubber plantation. And there were stacks of body bags and bodies wrapped in 

ponchos and everything on the air strip. And my first duty was to help lay them out to where 

their family couldn’t come— 

 

AW: 

And these were all Vietnamese? 

 

JI: 

And that smell, taste, just will never leave you. And the reaction to the families. It wasn’t really a 

laugh, but it was. It was “a-ha-ha-ha” when they’d find their—and it was so weird.  
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AW: 

Because we think of it as— 

 

JI: 

Yeah, rude or crude to laugh—well, they weren’t. They were just—it was a show of grief, 

basically. It was hard to get through. I couldn’t understand it. (coughs) But anyway, when I 

finished that up, I picked up my bags and walked over to the compound, and I met a guy that I’d 

been on the plane with flying over. He was a Puerto Rican. He became my best buddy. He was 

the chief cook for our base camp. 

 

AW: 

What was his name? 

 

JI: 

Isidro Jimenez. He was from Crocker, Missouri. He’d say, “I live in Crocker, Missouri. My 

sweet Mary lives in Crocker, Missouri. I’m going to see my sweet Mary when I leave here.” 

He’d always talk about his sweet Mary. He wanted me to “Come to Crocker and my sweet Mary, 

we will kill the fatted pig.” But he was just a great guy. I called him “the black cat.” He drank 

Bacardi Superior. When I would come in off an operation, he would say, “Amigo! You want a 

ham sandwich?” I’d say, “Oh, sounds good, amigo.” And he said, “You want the mustard or 

mayonnaise?” And I’d say, “I think I’ll have mustard.” And he’d get a can of Hamm’s Beer. One 

end is gold and the other is silver. Well, he had opened it, it was the old steel can, he had opened 

it on the gold end for mustard. “One ham sandwich mustard, coming up!” It was great. And then 

I met my driver and my bodyguard. He was the Hạ Sỉ Tử13.  He took me over to the Vietnamese 

command headquarters and I met the commanding officer and then the advisor. Clarence B. 

Sanders, Aggie. Texas Aggie. Another story: we were out on an operation in a firefight and he 

kept standing up, showing where to shoot, I don’t know what the hell he was doing, he was just 

drawing fire and I said, “Captain Sanders, get the hell down or I’ll shoot you.” He got shot. 

 

AW: 

He did? 

 

JI: 

The bullet lodged in his spine area. They never did remove it. But he wanted them to remove it 

so that he could get a ballistics check on my rifle because on his after actiob report, he said I shot 

him. Because I’d threatened him. And I went to see him in the hospital and he was determined to 

get me. I said, “First of all, Captain Sanders, that barrel was burnt out in about two hours after I 

drug you back out from under the fire on my poncho blanket.” I said, “I got you on the helicopter 

                                                           
13 “Corporal”  
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and no way in hell could you prove it if I did, which I didn’t.” He never did give up on the fact 

that I shot him. My next officer was a first lieutenant that lasted about two weeks. The longest I 

ever had an advisor officer in the artillery there was about two or three weeks. Captain May may 

have lasted a month or so. They would get transferred out, injured, go back to Saigon. And so 

most of the time, I was the senior member of the artillery advisory team. I was there for twelve 

months and the only one, according to my interpreter, that had stayed for a whole year in that 

position there.  

 

AW: 

And what was your job? 

 

JI: 

My job was to help train—to try to build some esprit de corps was the one thing I wanted to do.  

 

AW: 

With—with the Vietnamese?  

 

JI: 

With the Vietnamese.  

 

AW: 

Now, these were South Vietnamese— 

 

JI: 

South Vietnamese conscript. I mean, they were— 

 

AW: 

Army. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, Army.  

 

AW: 

And your enemy there, was it— 

 

JI: 

Vietcong—used to be called the Viet Minh— 
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AW: 

Not the ROK14. I mean, not the official North Vietnamese military. 

 

JI: 

Well, it was the ARVN15, Republic of Vietnam Army.  

 

AW: 

ROK would’ve been correct. 

 

JI: 

The Korean—there were Korean advisors there too, and support troops, that were on our side. 

And they were vicious people. I mean, their discipline was handed out by the commanding 

officer beating the hell out of you for being late to formation even if you were a lieutenant. And 

they had been known to shoot their inferior troops for any insubordination or anything. It’s a 

rigorous group. But they’re terribly good fighters. 

 

AW: 

I would imagine.  

 

JI: 

The Korean units were not fun to watch. It was nasty, strict stuff.  

 

AW: 

So your enemy was both the regulars, North Vietnamese, and then the Viet Cong? 

 

JI: 

Well, the Viet Cong were the regular North Vietnamese. But when we got there, they were called 

Viet Minh, and then they became known as the Viet Cong for some reason incorporating the 

other units, I don’t know for what reason. Anyway, we just called ARVN the Republic of 

Vietnam Army. My job—their artillery company had four two-gun platoons of 105 Howitzers in 

different locations around central Vietnam there. I spent most of my time flying from one to the 

other, checking to make sure they had ammunition and checking their defense fortifications and 

plans and whatever and talk to the junior officers, mostly. Overcome the attitude of inferior and 

superior. I’d go to the ammunitions officer and I’d say, “What’s your ammunition status? How 

many HEs16, how many white phosphorus, how many flares, how much ammunition have you 

got? I need to check your ammunition.” He’d say, “Oh, it’s all there. We have everything.” 

“Well,” I’d say, “may I go see?” “Oh, no, no, sir. It’s okay. Everything there.” I’d go there, he 

                                                           
14 ROK forces (Republic of Korea) fought alongside American forces in Vietnam.  
15 Army of the Republic of Vietnam, the South Vietnamese army. 
16 “High Explosive” 
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didn’t have twenty rounds of HE. He should have four hundred or something. But it’s that 

politeness—I was being rude by challenging him. But he couldn’t say otherwise because it 

would be— 

 

AW: 

Embarrassing.  

 

JI:  

—Lose face. So I said, “I must know and then we can go get the proper amount and then you can 

defend yourself.” Finally, I’d ride the convoys into Saigon, to the war, to pick up supplies, but on 

the way back, at each checkpoint, there were three or four checkpoints on either side of the river 

and at about the halfway point between Saigon River and Phu Loi, there were checkpoints. Well, 

the officer would step out after the convoy was stopped— 

 

AW: 

And this would be the Vietnamese officer?  

 

JI: 

Yeah, Vietnamese, the Republic of Vietnam officer would come out and look at what was in the 

trucks. He’d have his man take a tire or battery or bore brush, bore cleaner17, whatever he 

wanted, and then you could go on. When you got back to camp, you’ve got maybe half of what 

you went for. So I just—in every after action report, I would report that to MACV headquarters 

and sometimes in front of General Westmoreland. He heard my after action reports a lot of times. 

I’d started riding in the front vehicle with a ring-mounted thirty caliber. And when we’d stop and 

they would stop, an officer would come around, and I’d rack a round in the chamber. And he’d 

say, “Go on through.”  

 

AW: 

So you had to force your way through your own allies.  

 

JI: 

That’s right. Exactly. And then— 

 

AW: 

No wonder it was a difficult war. 

 

JI: 

Well, it was so difficult. But you get to thinking the Vietnamese people have been subjugated, 

have been suppressed, first by the Chinese for years. Then by the Japanese, for years. Then by 

                                                           
17 Device for cleaning firearms.  
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the French. Their whole history, the highest rank in their military, ever, was a corporal. They 

didn’t know how to lead. They had no leadership training and no feel for it. They didn’t know 

how to lead. It was horrible. To train them to take initiative, to take command, was horrible. 

Mission plans would leak out so easy. When we got annihilated— 

 

AW: 

The time you’re talking about, we’re in thirty— 

 

JI: 

November—there were fourteen-hundred Vietnamese in this unit that was going on this search 

and destroy operation. We were just approaching Núi Bà Đen, the Black Virgin Mountain. The 

only mountain in South Vietnam. It’s near the Michelin and it’s in the jungle, and we had 

checkpoints when we moved out that morning, and each unit, the artillery and the armor and the 

infantry and all the—every part of the unit had a checkpoint every so far, so we could coordinate 

our movements and everything. At the very first checkpoint, every place there was a checkpoint, 

was just bombarded by mortar fire. Just riddled the hell out of it. They knew exactly where we 

were. We were five minutes late to our checkpoint and they blew the hell out of the checkpoint 

without us. So we survived it. But then we tried to find a place to retreat to, and we found the 

Japanese—an old Japanese star-shaped fortification, and we pulled in there, and we started trying 

to get all the troops in that area, set the Howitzers up and the machine guns and we built a 

perimeter. And there were still a regiment of Viet Cong out there, trying to eradicate us. We 

finally got a few air strikes in, but we didn’t have very much luck with that. Our artillery, we 

were aiming our 105’s point-blank and we’d put the smallest charge and the shortest time on the 

fuse and it would (mimics explosion). I mean, right there. 

 

AW: 

Almost like lobbing it open.  

 

JI: 

You never knew. It might be twenty yards, it might be forty when it’d go off. But they were 

coming at us, and the bodies were just stacking up out there. But we were being successful. After 

about three or four days, we had some American relief come in and then this coronel brought 

these newsmen. I think it was ABC people. And they were going to film this death of the 

regiment, it’s what it came back to the States as. That was the program that came back. Well, 

they were filming things like the bodies being loaded on aircraft, all these advisors weren’t even 

covered. We didn’t get all of them. I think I found all but two or three and got the bodies in. and 

then they loaded them out. But they were filming all this, and then they wanted to move my 

Howitzers around so they’d get a better picture and I said, “Colonel, tell that jackass we’re 

fighting a damn war.” It was just stupid. But anyway, before I passed out—it was after 

Thanksgiving, so I’d been there a week or so in that little compound. They had taken me to Tri 



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

 

 
68 

Tam in the Michelin18, a little village there where there was sort of a pavilion-type thing. They 

had laid out meals for all thirty-seven of the advisors for Thanksgiving. I didn’t eat it. I was the 

only there. I got back to the star compound and I guess I passed out. My driver picked me up and 

tried to get me to a hospital or a field evac location. He did, and I’m told that he had his little 

Thompson submachine gun and he threatened to shoot them if they didn’t take me, because they 

wanted him to take me to the Navy hospital in Saigon. This was a US Army deal. They didn’t 

handle MACV people. When I came to, I was in a cot—   

 

AW: 

Was this when you were taken ill or just from the exhaustion of the— 

 

JI: 

Well, I had a amoebic dysentery and I’d lost about forty pounds in about a month. And I was 

pretty emaciated. It’s a disgusting sight. I had jungle rot all over me, pinworms, I had 

tapeworms, I had amoeba that they’d never seen before. This Dr. Hall kept wanting feces 

specimens so he could find a new— 

 

AW: 

Do some research.  

 

JI: 

Write for the American journal, American medical journal. But anyway, I was there for three 

weeks, I guess. Then I was released and while I was there, the commanding officer of the First 

Division, infantry division, Sergeant Major came and brought me some whiskey. Wanted to 

thank me for training his observers. Really kind of a neat deal. And some of the lieutenants I’d 

trained had come by to see me. They were thanking me for keeping them alive. And then after I 

got out of that, we had some other operations. 

 

AW: 

You want to take a break right now since Donna’s put this wonderful meal down— 

 

JI: 

Yeah, let’s eat it while it’s hot. 

 

AW: 

We’ll take back up with getting out of the hospital.  

 

Break in recording.  

 

                                                           
18 The Michelin rubber plantation at Dau Tieng, in the Tri Tam District of Binh Duong Province, South Vietnam. 
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JI: 

--both grandparents. My grandfather O’Neal is also just a wonderful—he was, could do 

anything, just like Granddad could. He could fix anything. If he didn’t have the money to fix it, 

he’d find things that he could fix it with that didn’t cost money. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, well speaking of that—and before I say speaking of that, I should say that we’re back now 

for, I guess, part three or four or wherever we are, still the twenty-sixth of March ,’14, Jerry and 

Donna Ingham after a wonderful lunch. But speaking of that jack-of-all-trades, one of the things 

that was interesting in the first part of the interviews today was to hear you talk about the various 

jobs that the adults that you grew up with undertook, and then how you did the same thing. And, 

you know, that’s really different than today’s world. And actually, people that are a little bit kind 

of the same generation as you but who didn’t have the same experience, like my father had 

basically two jobs: he worked for Paymaster, he retired, and then he worked for himself in the 

same industry. Moving from one job to another, not because you get fired and have to go move, 

but this sort of constant seeking to improve one’s position and to broaden one’s experience is 

very interesting. Very interesting, and I think about—particularly having known your father, I 

hardly knew my great-grandfather, your grandfather at all—but I did know him some, enough 

to—they were people that were not highly educated in the sense of degrees and college and such 

and yet they were really, very well-rounded people. They had a bigger point of view in the 

world. I wonder sometimes if that’s not partly from having that variety of experiences. Does that 

make any— 

 

JI: 

It makes great sense, and I think of Donna’s grandmother and my grandmother O’Neal. 

Grandmother O’Neal had no more than eighth or ninth grade education. And her husband had a 

third or fourth grade, but he studied the McGuffey Readers and the blue-back speller was his 

constant companion, the Bible and the blue-back speller. 

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

JI: 

He could write and read well because he worked at it. And he did it all on his own. But they 

grew up—when you go to the prairie out around Boise City and realize that they came there in a 

wagon and their wives walked alongside beside it, my Mamaw O’Neal, had nothing. They had a 

few tools. He had some wagons because he’d been doing freighting. But my grandmother knew 

nutrition, she knew what made you healthy, she knew what food, she knew how to cure illnesses, 

she knew how to handle wounds of all kinds, she knew how to inspire young people. She could 

grow anything. But you had to grow things. When you put it into that situation, I think you 
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become creative and observant. Their ability to observe the things around them and gain the best 

benefit they could out of them was a survival technique.  

 

AW: 

Survival—and I read in the research I’ve done on our uncle, Charlie Goodnight, as you well 

know, one of his nicknames, besides Father of the Panhandle and inventor of the chuckwagon, 

blah, blah, blah, was the Burbank of the Plains. The idea that his—and of course, they were 

talking mainly about his crossing of buffalo and cattle -- he was a self-made naturalist because of 

his observation, not only for survival, but they had the time to observe. And they took the time 

and I think about those people and how, when we’re in a house and we’re watching the television 

and we’re in a car and the windows are rolled up, how much observation we make in comparison 

to that.  

 

JI: 

Well, he understood the grasses and how they grew. So did Grandy O’Neal. My grandparents 

and Charles Goodnight traversed the same land and had the same experiences basically to some 

extent. Granddad Ingham was sheriff of Texoma, he was the sheriff in Texoma for a bit of time.  

 

AW: 

I didn’t know that. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, he was a law enforcement man. He was with some guys who helped capture Pretty Boy 

Floyd.   

 

AW: 

Really? My great-grandfather Ingham, your grandfather Ingham, helped capture Pretty Boy 

Floyd? 

 

JI: 

The way they stopped him was he had roofing nails, tacks, and they covered the highways going 

out of town in nails. Flattened all four tires. That’s the story I got. 

 

AW: 

That’s terrific. 

 

JI: 

Lanny has his .38 pistol that he had when he was sheriff. And he also has his .22 that he had. 

Pump .22. This Jess Riffe that I’ve talked about earlier, he had a— 
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AW: 

And incidentally, we’re correcting the spelling to R-i-f-f-e. Courtesy of Donna.  

 

JI: 

And Jess and Hester Riffe lived right across the pasture from us. And Mother was in her garden 

flower club, the same club together. And one day, Mother was out milking the cow and 

separating the calf, trying to get it away from the cow, trying to wean it, and she was running 

across a pile of junk lumber out there and broke her bones across the top of her foot. Swelled up 

real bad. She says, “Oh dear, I’m supposed to take an arrangement to the flower club today.” So I 

went out and gathered flowers— 

 

AW: 

How old were you? 

 

JI: 

Eight. Made an arrangement and took it to Mrs. Riffe’s  house across the pasture. And all the 

ladies were there. “Oh my, Jerry. Arilla’s not feeling well?” I said, “She hurt her foot, it’s real 

swelled and she can’t walk, she wanted me to bring this.” Mrs. Riffe said, “Well, Jerry, did you 

do this arrangement?” I said, “Yes ma’am.” She said, “Could you stay for the meeting?” And I 

says, “Yes ma’am.” So at the end of the meeting, she said, “Jerry, would you like to work for 

me, and work in my yard, and take care of my dog?” 

 

AW: 

So is this the start of your working career? 

 

JI: 

That was the start of my working career. And that’s where— 

 

AW: 

A flower arranger. 

 

JI: 

She made me—See, I was born the year Social Security came into being in ’36. Well at eight, 

she required me to have a Social Security card so she could withdraw. But anyway, I started 

working with her.  

 

AW: 

So you’ve been paying Social Security since you were eight years old. My goodness.  
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JI: 

And proud of it. My daddy was always proud. Everybody was always proud of me. But when it 

came to drawing it, Daddy thought it was being on the dole. I said, “No, Daddy, that’s your 

insurance policy.” Lanny and I argued with him and we felt bad about it. He was adamant. “I’m 

not taking that money, I’m not going to be on the dole.” I thought, “Well, dadgummit.” Finally, 

we convinced it that it would be good for Mother in case something happened to him and he 

finally applied to Social Security. But he—it was a fight. I felt badly about that forever. But 

anyway, Mrs. Riffe started my working career. All I wanted to do was go work for her husband 

because I knew that’d be bigger money. And by the time I was a teenager, I was working at the 

elevators. My next—I still had the job with Mrs. Riffe until I was twelve, thirteen years old. She 

never paid me excessively, but she paid me well. During wheat harvest—back then, the only way 

you got the wheat in the elevator was to shovel it out of the truck. They didn’t have hoists on the 

truck. Finally they put in hoists where you pull up— 

 

AW: 

Now, did they have a leg that would move it up into the— 

 

JI: 

Yeah.  

 

AW: 

But you shoveled it out of the truck and then it had a leg— 

 

JI: 

It had belts and augers and it moved it all over the elevator, the big concrete ones but the tin-

sided ones too. By the time I was that age, there were four, five huge concrete elevators there. 

Before I quit shoveling down there, they’d pay guys to come in, and help scoop it out of the 

truck to get it in down in the boot to move into the elevator. But then they built a hoist, and 

you’d pull your two front wheels up on this hoist, this framework, and it’d lift the truck up, and it 

would dump the truck. There was always spillage along the railroad track, and I had hogs in my 

project and had 4H and FFA was pulling China hogs up to shows, I had gilts, a couple gilts. 

Berkshire gilts. To have feed for the, I’d go down there in my little wagon and sideboards and I’d 

shovel that full. And eventually, I got a little trailer that I’d pull on the car and fill a barrel full of 

that and take it, and offload it out by the pigpen, and pour water in it, and have mash in there, 

feed the hogs. So I never spent much money on feed. Mr. Riffe hired me. Years later, when I was 

mayor, he had been on the council several years and since 1914 when Texoma, Texas was 

incorporated a city, he’d been on the board and off for several times, and he came to me one day 

and he said, “Jerry, in one year, you’ve done more for this city than we did in seventy-five years. 

Now, if you need any help, you let me know.” Of course, he was always giving money to 

everybody. On Christmas, he’d be downtown at the civic center by the fire hall in a big building 



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

 

 
73 

there that we used for the civic center, and he would pass out silver dollars to the kids. He was 

just sweet. Anyway, we were trying—we wanted to build some tennis courts, and he asked me 

how much it’d take, and I said, “Well, the estimate I have is thirty-seven thousand dollars.” 

Before that, I was trying to get money gathered to build a city hall. One of the guys on the 

council knew a builder that had a site house—you know, builders have a place where they go in 

and—a land-office type deal, a temporary building. He said he could get that for a pretty good 

price, so we said we’d buy it. Jess heard about it, and he came and said, “I told you, when you 

need something for this city, you let me know.” So he gave us fifty thousand dollars to get 

started and then, not long after that, he wrote me a check for two hundred and fifty thousand 

dollars to help defray the expenses of buying our water system, putting in a well and a tower and 

finish the city hall, which looks like Judge Roy Bean’s law west of the Pecos, it has a roof across 

the front, real neat place. But very effective, and it’s been—well, it’s a benefit to have a place to 

put your files and someone to greet you, to collect your bills. And I even got a tax passed. The 

first tax ever in Texoma and eighty percent of the people voted for it. I went around door-to-door 

and talked to all three hundred of them and explained ‘em why we couldn’t get any federal 

money, grants to help build our water system and all, unless we had a tax. We had to have a tax 

base. So we put a three-cent tax on—and there was a little grocery store and part of the elevators 

were in Texas. And a filling station. They’re the only ones that paid tax, and they were willing to 

do that. Of course, Jess and his elevators were going to pay it. Any way, we were going to build 

a golf course. We had a sand greens course. 

 

AW: 

I remember going out and playing on that. And had the board and every hole to drag— 

 

JI: 

—With the spikes and drag it around and rough it up, and then when you putt, you have a 

smooth roller to run out and everybody moved the ball around, putt on it. And I worked on that 

all the time, keeping it. And C.Y.’d come out to help. And one day we were driving, coming in 

to Amarillo by the Tascosa Country Club out there on the west extension of Western. And he 

looked over and he said, “Dad, what is that?” And I said, “That’s a golf course.” He said, 

“They’re sure going to have to do a lot of work to get that grass out of those greens.” (laughs) 

Because he’d come out there to help dig up the grass and sand burrs out and put diesel, used oil 

on the—  

 

AW: 

Who in the world had let that get in such bad shape? (laughs)   

 

JI: 

Because he’d been out there helping us work on that. 
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AW: 

Well, I hate to interrupt the Texoma story because I know we’re going to get back this because 

we haven’t even gotten you back to Texoma yet, but can we finish up the Vietnam? After that— 

 

JI: 

The death of a regiment.  

 

AW: 

Death of a regiment and you were back in the hospital now. How long in the hospital in Saigon? 

 

JI: 

No, this was out in a field evac hospital and I wasn’t supposed to be there.  

 

AW: 

You were supposed to be on the Navy ship?  

 

JI: 

They were supposed to take me into Saigon where there was a Navy hospital and they were to 

service MACV patients. Well, Hạ Sỉ Tử wasn’t going to back off.  

 

AW: 

Now, who— 

 

JI: 

He was my driver. He had this Thompson submachine gun and he said, “You’re going to fix 

Trung Sỉ right here.” This nurse and the people there told me about the incident. Said it was a big 

splash, that this kid was going to make sure that his Có Văn Mỹ Trung Sỉ19 was going to be taken 

care of.  

 

AW: 

Now, had he not intervened, would it have been a greater risk to you?  

 

JI: 

Well, he didn’t know where to go or what to do. He had no idea. I don’t know if he’d ever been 

to Saigon except on a military convoy. But anyway, he just—he wanted somebody to help me 

because he was worried about me. Well, this nurse, when I later came to, told me about the 

incident. She took a hose—I had defecated down my pants, I’d unbloused my pants, and every 

time I’d come to a river, I’d try to get in and clean up, but I was a mess. So she just stripped me 

down and hosed me down and took some acid wash and washed all the fungus and the jungle rot 

                                                           
19 Literally “Advisor American Sergeant”  
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off of me. Took me and put me in a bed. Well, this major had fought her on this, who was in 

charge of the medevac unit. Crisco won— 

 

AW: 

The nurse?  

 

JI: 

Yeah, the nurse. And I don’t know how that transpired, I heard several stories. We called her 

Crisco—she was the sweetest, most wonderful nurse. Just full of energy and just great. The 

reason we called her Crisco was because she kept all her lard in her can. (laughs) But she was a 

doll. She saved my life, she and Hạ Sỉ Tử I think. But when I came to, I was lying on my side 

and this bunk right next to me here, this guy was in this apparatus. His leg was in a harness and a 

pulley, and his arm was, and he was laying there. Blown all to hell. And he said, “I say, mate! 

My name’s Graham Black. ‘at’s yours?” I said, “I’m sorry, what’d you say?” And he said, “My 

name’s Graham Black, ‘at’s yours?” I said, “I didn’t understand.” He said, “My name’s Graham 

Black. B-l-a-c-k. Graham Black.” I said, “Oh, okay. Mine’s Jerry Ingham.” Well, he and I 

became pretty good buddies while we were there. He had been injured badly. He wanted to get 

his wings and his limbs and everything fixed up and get back to combat. Colonel Smite—I found 

out that he had been on an operation going through the Iron Triangle, which was a jungle area 

that the Viet Cong controlled. And I had a lot of experience and knew most of the trails, where 

the punji sticks and the mines were. So the Australian first regiment and the New Zealand 

artillery unit that supported them were marching through this jungle and they asked me to be the 

point man so I could lead them through and show ‘em around. So I did. Two operations. As a 

reward, they gave me—they flew me to Darwin and gave me a free pass on any public 

conveyance. Trains, buses, whatever, and a flight to Perth to see Graham Black, who was in the 

hospital in Perth.  

 

AW: 

So he had never recovered? 

 

JI: 

No, he recovered. But they sent him back to Perth, his home, to be in the hospital there for 

further recovery and for therapy and such. And he went back into the military. He was active 

duty. He got well enough that he could be active duty. But, anyway, I got to ride the train 

through Ingham, Australia— 

 

AW: 

Some of those witch-like kin of ours that had been expelled from England to Australia.  
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JI: 

That’s right. The scene that caught me—have you ever seen The Thorn Birds, the movie? Well, 

that scene with the priest and the girl on the beach? Well, Ingham’s sitting right up there. That’s 

where they filmed that. The Great Barrier Reef stretches out there. It’s between Cairns and 

Townsville.  

 

AW: 

What a beautiful place.  

 

JI: 

It’s just gorgeous. On the east coast. Well, I rode through there on the train, and then I went into 

Sydney. From Sydney, I flew to Perth, and then back to Darwin and then back to Vietnam. I was 

there a week. Everything paid for. Of course, they were barred going to—they’d buy me 

anything I wanted. I had a little paper that said, “Voucher for the Australian army.” So anyway, 

that was a fun deal.  

 

AW: 

Just for a second there. Is that a fundamentally different reaction, from the Australian populace 

to Vietnam veterans or Vietnam active versus the US populace? 

 

JI: 

How the US would behave in the certain circumstances? Australians are very much like Texans. 

I think that the general US population would be that open and friendly. I truly do. In fact, I’ve 

seen that with other troops in and around San Antonio and the troops that trained out in 

Lubbock— 

 

AW: 

In Reese. 

 

JI: 

I’m sorry, Reese Air Force Base.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, I don’t remember any animosity about that. 

 

JI: 

The Shah of Iran’s son owned a house off of 19th Street. He was treated very well. Yeah, I think 

we’d be that way. I’m probably being optimistic to some extent. When we were back in Australia 

four or five years ago, they were just the same way. Just great people. So much alike. We’re so 

much the same. But anyway, I got back and we had one more fairly tragic operation, but it was—
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we were in the Michelin rubber plantation and at Ap Bis 620. The Michelin is divided—all of the 

trees are surveyed, and there are maps that show you exactly—so you can fire off of ‘em. You 

can drop bombs off of ‘em. Very accurate. In fact, these C-123 pilots that would fly me stuff up, 

resupply stuff, if they knew, if they landed in Tri Tam, in the headquarters up there in Michelin, 

there’s a strip there and all these beautiful old French villas along there that… been blown apart 

in some places. They would find—and there were other landing strips. Ap Bis 6, which is a little 

village in the Michelin, there’s a little strip there they could land on. Well, they would take a 

map, and they’d go out under a rubber tree, and dig a hole there and put a case of Cutty Sark.  

 

AW: 

Wow. Hold on just one second. Could we—Okay, I’m sorry, we had a phone call.  

 

JI: 

But anyway, these air force captains, I like Cutty Sark; they’d leave a case of Cutty Sark and 

they’d bury it, and I’d say, “Okay, give me the maps.” (laughs) It’s kind of like J.L. Williams 

and Fisher when he’s driving around in the Panhandle; well, the bootleg he’d buy, the bootlegger 

finally had so much hell with the revenuers, he would sell you a map, and he’d go bury this 

moonshine in different places, under the bridge, between Gruver and Sunray or whatever, so 

that’s what you bought. The reason he carried a shovel in the back of his truck there, his little 

car, was to dig up moonshine he’d bought. (laughs) But anyway, that’s how it was over there. I 

don’t know if I ever got it all picked up, but I think I probably did.  

 

AW: 

You can bet somebody did.  

 

JI: 

Yeah, somebody. (laughs) But anyway, we got fired on real heavy and we withdrew out of this 

Ap Bis 6 and this Viet Cong unit—it wasn’t a very big unit, but they pretty much riddled the 

place. And I was in a little old foxhole just above the road they were walking through on and two 

of my Vietnamese counterparts were over there not far away and I had laid there and these 

grenades and mortars had come in and the backs of my boots were kind of blown off. Had a few 

little scratches and whatever. I was just laying there, scared to death. 

 

AW: 

And the enemy troops are marching along the road right in front of you. 

 

 

 

                                                           
20 Ingham is likely referring to Ap 6 Bis, a point near near Bau Sinh, as seen on Map Sheet 6231-1 of U.S. Army Map 
Service, Series L7014.t 



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

 

 
78 

JI: 

Well, right below me. It’s at night. And you can hear them talking. Be like from here just down 

below to here. It was a little ledge there and then a little drop-off— 

 

AW: 

Forty or fifty yards? 

 

JI: 

Yeah, something like that. Anyway, when they left and we were pretty sure they left, well, they 

were about six or eight of the Vietnamese and my driver Hạ Sỉ Tử. We heard these pups yelping. 

We’d gone through the village to see if there were any of our people that we could help, 

whatever, or drag the bodies up and carry home. I think we had two or three casualties. We heard 

these puppies. We went over there and this bitch was dead, she had four puppies. And one of 

them died, but the other three we gathered up and we put in the back of the jeep, and when we 

got back to camp, I would take C-rations and mix them with gunpowder and feed them to them 

and deworm them. Then I’d use oil, out-of-transmission oil or motor oil, and rub them down, get 

rid of the mange. 

 

AW: 

Now, where did you learn about gunpowder for deworming and motor oil for mange? 

 

JI: 

Granddad.  

 

AW: 

More of that balanced education we were talking about. 

 

JI: 

When a pig gets mange, you just take some old used oil and rub it on ‘em. Anyway, if you want 

to deworm something, you break open a shell, mix it in with some meat, feed it and those old 

worms come out. I don’t know what it is that does it. Saltpeter— 

 

AW: 

Well I hear people who don’t know any better talk about feeding gunpowder—particularly in the 

south, to those black-mouth curs, those dogs that used to move cattle, they’d feed them the 

gunpowder to make ‘em mean, instead of worm them.   

 

JI: 

We kept Hạ Sỉ Tử, he did a lot. He cooked for me a lot. We’d stop along the road, and he would 

find some vegetation around there, put it in the pot and stir it up and be some nice greens—he 
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could make a meal out of the jungle anywhere. And he’d pick a bunch of those little tiny 

bananas, just real small.  

 

AW: 

Plantain-looking things? 

 

JI: 

Yeah. Just like a miniature banana. 

 

AW: 

Just like a banana.  

 

JI: 

And they tasted like strawberries. They were so sweet and delicious. But he could find those and 

all sorts of things. We never were hungry. In fact, one time a big old rat, I mean a huge rat came 

across the road and it rolled us, and we hit it, we tilted up on the side. 

 

AW: 

That’s a big rat. 

 

JI: 

Yeah.  

 

AW: 

They’re not another kind of rodent? They’re a rat? 

 

JI: 

They’re I’m sure a different kind of rodent, but they look like a slick-tailed rat. And so Hạ Sỉ Tử 

turned the engine off and ran and grabbed the rat. He butchered it and we ate it.  

 

AW: 

So what was it like? 

 

JI: 

Oh, just like—kind of like quail. Gamey, real gamey.  

 

AW: 

Squirrel?  
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JI: 

It’s sweet. A little squirrel, but not as chewy as rabbit or squirrel. I didn’t like it, it was too 

strong. But anyway, we were taking care of these puppies. We were out with my—couple of 

platoons were together on an operation and we were supporting one of the infantry units. We 

were having this meeting and I was invited to dinner, and I was the guest of honor and they 

always get the best. When you boil a chicken in the pot, with feathers and all basically, the guest 

of honor gets the entrails. The next favorite guy gets the head. All of the sorry stuff. The lower 

people get to eat the good flesh. 

 

AW: 

Is that their way of getting even with The Man? 

 

JI: 

Something like that. But anyway, they served these eighteen-day-old eggs with fertile chicken; 

they’d bury them in the ground. 

 

AW: 

I don’t know if I could— 

 

JI: 

And then everything was cooked in rancid goose grease. And their nước mắm21 was, they’d 

throw fish on the tin roof to dry, and all the oils would run out into a pot, and they’d stir it up 

with some sort of betel nut or whatever. Red sauce. Rancid crap. Anyway, we were eating and 

we’d been eating rice and noodles and no meat for a long time, and all of a sudden these nice, 

wonderful sweet meat chunks were in the noodle soup. Just a wonderful dinner. When it was 

over, I left, I went out and checked perimeter. Well, something was wrong. I checked every 

machine gun position and the claymore mines and trip flares. I checked all. It was perfect. 

Something was wrong. I went back and got back in my hole and laid down and I didn’t hear 

those puppies yelping. Ahhhh! I’d eaten them. (laughs) I couldn’t hold it up. I threw them up. 

Best meal I’d had in months. This cook had been feeding these pups and I was wondering why 

he was so concerned about these dogs, but I finally figured it out. He was fattening them up for 

supper. Anyway. That was another good run in the jungles. 

 

AW: 

So when did you leave ‘Nam? 

 

JI: 

June 6, 1966. One year later. Amigo, my Puerto Rican friend from— 

                                                           
21 Nước mắm pha, "mixed fish sauce." 
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AW: 

One hundred years to the day that Charlie Goodnight and Oliver Loving set out on the 

Goodnight-Loving trail. June 6, 1866. 

 

JI: 

Is that right?  

 

AW: 

That’s exactly right.  

 

JI: 

Oh, my gosh. 

 

AW: 

That is pretty interesting. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, that’s wonderful. 

 

AW: 

So you were not healthy though when you left? 

 

JI: 

No. In fact, I still— 

 

AW: 

Is that why you left?  Or was it a regular tour? 

 

JI: 

No, it was a tour-duty of one year. And it was for the regular troops, too. And I didn’t like that. 

The Army changed, oh, before then, in Korea—no, it changed more in Vietnam. When you have 

those one-year rotations, you don’t develop the esprit de corps in a unit. Used to, when you’d go 

in the Army, you stayed in that unit until you discharged out or were killed, or you retired. But 

now you go from one unit to the next and you don’t have that camaraderie. I didn’t like it much. 

But anyway, Amigo had built a set of steps, exactly like the steps that lead into a Continental 

airplane. I don’t remember which plane, but he had built that up, with a handrail. He’d say, “I 

practice. One, two, three.” And he’d have his little duffle bag, his AWOL bag. Just a little ole 

bag. And in it, he’d have two-fifths of Bacardi Superior, two changes of underwear, and that’s it. 

He’d say, “Sixteen, seventeen, you take one step forward and you look both ways, where’s the 
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first empty seat? You go sit down. You go in and sit down and the captain comes on and says, ‘If 

you’ll fasten your seat belts and put out the smokes, we’ll take off.’ And I’ll say, ‘I don’t smoke 

and I’m going to hang onto the seats.’ And I go see my Mary in Crocker, Missouri.” So we rode 

back together. The only two that came together and went back together.  

 

AW: 

Wow. What Missouri town is he talking about? 

 

JI: 

It’s near Rolla. 

 

AW: 

How do you spell it?  

 

JI: 

Crocker. Crocker, Missouri.  

 

AW: 

C-r-o-c-k-e-r? 

 

JI: 

And his family still lives there. 

 

AW: 

It sounded like he was saying “Caraca.”  

 

JI: 

No, but he’d say, “Crocka, Missouri.” He was a wonderful man. 

 

AW: 

So he built a set of steps to board the plane so he could practice getting out of Vietnam? That’s 

one of the best stories I think I’ve... 

 

JI: 

He’d say, “I go home, I see my Mary. Oh, my sweet Mary.” It was a nice departure.  

 

AW: 

And so from ‘Nam, where did you go in the States? 
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JI: 

I went to—let’s see. I actually went to helicopter school in Mineral Wells. I finished—helicopter 

pilot. And I finished, I had thirteen hours solo, but I had two hard landings which kind of was a 

bad mark, but my instructor said, “You’ve got to quit looking for the VC in the jungle. Just 

recognize your distance. Concentrate, your props are not going to touch those cedars out there.” 

Then I was on orders to go to Rucker, and from Rucker to work on larger helicopters, CH-34s, 

whatever. And I was on orders from there to go straight back to Vietnam. So I went to see the 

commanding officer, and I told him that as far as I knew in my warrant officer helicopter crew, I 

was the only one who had been to Vietnam and there were only two of us going back. What’s the 

deal? He said, “Are you questioning your orders?” And I said, “Yes sir, I am. I don’t mind going 

back, but I think everyone ought to have an opportunity to go.” And he said, “If you feel that 

way, we can fix that.” I said, “Fine.” So he … I was out of helicopter school. Then he said, 

“General Hampton has requested you as part of his unit going to Vietnam.” That colonel 

happened to have been one of my commanders years back. But anyway, as a punishment tour, I 

was sent to Fort Hood. Tough deal. I love it. And then I was in Fort Hood for— 

 

AW: 

And this was about 1967?  

 

JI: 

We got married in ’67. 

 

AW: 

Well, how did you meet Donna? 

 

JI: 

At Tech. On a blind date.  

 

AW: 

So yall had known each other while you were in Vietnam. You come back and you get married. 

And you’re still in the Army? 

 

JI: 

Right. Fort Wolters22 is not far from Arlington where she was teaching at Arlington State. She’d 

come over and see me and we had some dates there. Then we—let’s see. We got married June 10 

of ’67. And we were sent to Fort Hood, and we lived in a house for a while, but we found an 

apartment—no, no, we lived in an apartment there then. Oh no, we got orders for Fort Carson. 

The first infantry division had another unit going back to Vietnam and I was assigned to that 

unit. I was going, anyway. Well, once again, I imposed upon my commanding officer and I said, 

                                                           
22 Fort Wolters was a United States military installation four miles northeast of Mineral Wells, Texas. 
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“Here in this unit in Fort Carson right now, my MOS23, my occupational skill, and my rank are 

the same as six other people. And this unit going over there only requires two. And I’m the only 

one of those six who’s done a tour in Vietnam. I would like to see if there wasn’t some way that I 

could not go back.” So he did. Well, I didn’t know for sure. He said, “I’ll see what I can do.” 

 

AW: 

And no punishment this time? 

 

JI: 

No punishment. He said, “I’ll see what I can do,” and so the day that they started sending troops 

over to the airport to debark for Vietnam, I was not on that roster. And so I went back to Fort 

Carson and I applied for an early out, and Donna had already taken a job at Goodwell to teach. 

And so I’d drive my old yellow pickup back and forth from Fort Carson to Texoma and work on 

weekends on the house there, go back and forth until I got out and I enrolled at Panhandle State 

two or three weeks late but got caught up. Got a degree. After seventeen-and-a-half years and 

nine colleges.  

 

AW: 

That’s well-seasoned—it’s a little better than our friend Buck Ramsey. He said that he went to 

five different colleges. He said, “Well, really, I’ve been kicked out of five different colleges.” 

(laughs)  

 

JI: 

We talked about that. 

 

AW: 

All right, well let’s—it’s been a very good, but a long day of interviews. And so we’re going to 

pick up with Texoma redux, “re-dux” as we say in Lubbock— 

 

JI: 

“Re-ducks,” like getting your ducks in order? 

 

AW: 

That’s it. Again.  

 

JI: 

Well, that was a great time, but I would drive—it seemed like always on the road and I’d get in 

to Texoma there and I’d start working on that old chicken house. That’s when we were fixing it 

up for Sue to move into. And it was a labor of love. So we’d get along real well. That big picture 

                                                           
23 Military Occupational Specialty 
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window on the north side there had just completely broken out, so I rebuilt it and put all-new 

glass in and everything. We really fixed it up, got all the plumbing fixed, and sewer taken care 

of, and painted, and that was a fun time. We worked our buns off to get the whole mess to where 

it was livable. Put a new roof on it. Rewired it. Buddy of mine from Amarillo, Doc Brown, who 

owned an electric company—no, Doc, it wasn’t Doc. It was Carl Elliott. He came up and helped 

me rewire it after Daddy had done his wiring junk. Instead of a light switch, a light bulb and a 

plugin below the lights, which we put lots of lights in.  

 

AW: 

I already said we were going to end it, and now I’m not ending it. Let me ask another question. 

How did you make arrangements with the rest of the family to take the house? Did anybody 

care?  

 

JI: 

Daddy had inherited the house. I think none of the sisters wanted anything. They came up and 

you know, gathered things that they wanted and whatever. As I understand, he inherited the 

house. 

 

AW: 

I was just curious. 

 

JI: 

Eventually, he—what was it? Ben got knocked out of the inheritance that Mother left if she sold 

her house, because he owned the house in Texoma. They turned it over to him and Duse signed 

over her section out there where the little house was where she lived. 

 

AW: 

During all those years when y’all were back up there, it all seemed so logical to me that you 

would be there. It never occurred to me that there may be other— 

 

JI: 

Interests.  

 

AW: 

Yeah. 

 

JI: 

Well— 
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AW: 

It just seemed like the natural place.  

 

JI: 

And it was wonderful that it all worked out the way it did, and I don’t know how that 

happened— 

 

AW: 

I never heard a cross word by anybody. 

 

JI: 

I got the will and everything. Mother and I used to go up and take care of the place and take care 

of Grandmother and Granddad. When they moved to Amarillo, somehow in there, Daddy 

inherited the house. 

 

AW: 

Now, did your grandfather—did he move into Amarillo or did they move her after he died? 

 

JI: 

No, the folks got a house for them across the park out there.  

 

AW: 

Right. Because I visited— 

 

JI: 

Parker is the name of the street. 

 

AW: 

Parker. I visited great-grandmother Ingham in that house but I don’t remember him being there. 

 

JI: 

He died earlier. And she continued to live there.  

 

AW: 

Yeah. I visited her there but I do remember going up to Texoma for great-granddad’s funeral. 

Because it was the longest funeral I’ve ever been to in my life. He was a thirty-second-degree 

Mason, right? 
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JI: 

A charter member of the Stratford Masonic Lodge. He was charter member as well as Daddy 

was of the Texoma Masonic Lodge.  

 

AW: 

I just remember going back up. I do not remember were they living there when he died or we just 

went up there for the funeral. 

 

JI: 

No. They were living in Amarillo when he died. And then Grandmother died while they were 

living there. She moved into the folks’ house I think for the last week or two, I don’t remember. I 

think maybe she died in the hospital, I don’t recall. Too many funerals. 

 

AW: 

I’m sure I went to her funeral, but I don’t remember it. What year did she die? 

 

JI: 

Seventy—I don’t know. Seventy-three, ’72?  

 

AW: 

I may not have gone— 

 

Donna Ingham (DI): 

She died before we got married. 

 

JI:  

Oh that’s right. That’s right. I’m sorry.  

 

DI:  

We got married in ’67 and that was about when she died. 

 

JI: 

Yeah, it was close to when we got married. Sixty-six, ’67, somewhere in there. And Granddad 

died in sixty—I was in Germany. So it was ’61 or ’62 that he died. And then Grandmother died. 

 

AW: 

I’m sure I went to her funeral, too. I just don’t remember it like I remember his. Okay, I really 

am going to stop it. Thank you so much. It was great. 

 

End of interview.  


