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Foreword

How do you write a forward to a memoir
written by your own father? What can you possibly say that will
seem adequate to the life of the one man in the whole world you
revere above all others? It’s a daunting task.

When I was a child, I don’t remember Dad
talking about his war experiences. The fact that he was a war
veteran who spent eight straight months on the front lines of the
Allied effort in Europe simply wasn’t a matter under general
contemplation in the family. He didn’t brag about being in the war,
nor about being awarded a Silver Star, two Bronze Stars, a Purple
Heart, and some British medal having to do with the Normandy
campaign which he misplaced. Consequently, as a boy I didn’t see a
war hero. I saw a gentle patient man who never let anyone down, not
once, not ever; a man whose reputation, even among people who might
disagree with him, was unblemished—or, as expressed to me by his
brother, my Uncle Jay, back in the 1970s: “Your dad? Your dad is
solid gold.” That said it all.

When Dad did venture into relating Army
stories, they were usually funny stories having nothing to do with
guns, battles, dying, or fighting Germans. I wish he’d included
more of those in this book. Because of his funny stories, as a boy
it seemed to me that Army life was one big practical joke, full of
laughs and fun. When I watched Gomer Pyle on TV or read Beetle
Bailey cartoons in the newspaper, I figured those portrayals of
Army life were spot-on because they jibed with Dad’s funny stories:
like the time he stole a general’s jeep from in front of the
officer’s club to get back to his company, or the time he put a
giant slab of lard freshly butchered off a pig into his bunkmate’s
bedding during Officer Training School, or the time he came
crawling over a hedgerow in France and saw a helmet dramatically
and flagrantly over-camouflaged with twigs, branches, bushes, and
leaves, realizing just as he was about to open fire that he was
face to face with one of his best friends, a man he never expected
to see again—stuff like that.

Oh wait, that last one is
in the book. But he tells it way funnier when he’s talking.

His reticence about the war disappeared
after Dad retired and once he got started talking he was hard to
stop. Now that he’s ninety six, God forbid that anyone ask him
about the war. My brother-in-law, Gary, drove him to an 83rd
Division reunion a few years ago and said Dad started talking in
West Michigan and was still going when they hit Pennsylvania,
without one single word edgewise from Gary. I’m not sure why that
is but I have my suspicions. I suspect when a man gets old and he
looks back, he doesn’t miss the horror of war—no, not that, not at
all—but he does wax nostalgic, as he feels his life forces fading,
about that specific time in his life when he felt most alive. To
paraphrase Samuel Johnson:

“Depend upon it, Sir, when a man knows he
is about to die, it concentrates his mind wonderfully.”

Also, Dad’s hearing is pretty bad now so he
sometimes doesn’t realize other people are trying to talk, too.

As Dad says at the end of this book, he’s
had a “full and wonderful life.” At 97 years old, three of his four
children are still alive, his wife (within a month of being the
same age, married for seventy four years) unfortunately died a few
months ago, but he has thirteen grandchildren, somewhere in the
vicinity of thirty great grandchildren, and four great great
grandchildren so far, to keep him company. That’s a lot of people
whose futures were at stake every time he had a close call in World
War II.

One evening in 2009, when I was living a
couple thousand miles away in Reno, Nevada, I realized as I was
packing for a trip back to Michigan the next day that I would be
arriving on Veterans Day. Which got me to thinking about Dad and
World War II. And once I got to thinking, I inevitably started
writing, as I am wont to do, and late that night, when I should
have been in bed resting for my early morning plane flight, I
published the following on my website, JPAttitude.com:

 


Honor

It was January 11, 1945, in the Ardennes
forests of Belgium. Twenty six days earlier, German forces under
Field Marshall Von Rundstedt had launched a full-scale attack aimed
at Antwerp, the principal supply port of the Allied forces,
beginning a last-ditch effort by Nazi Germany to avoid losing the
war.

The various confrontations resulting from
this attack were labeled the “Battle of the Bulge” by American
journalists during a Christmas press briefing when they saw the
giant salient—or bulge—the Germans had created in the Allied lines.
Much has been written about the fierce battles for Japanese-held
islands in the Pacific, and the incredible sea-to-land invasions of
Sicily and Normandy, but the fact is the Battle of the Bulge was
the bloodiest battle for American forces in World War II. There
were 89,500 American casualties, including 19,000 killed and 23,000
missing.

The Germans counted on surprise and Hitler’s
belief that the Americans wouldn’t fight. He was wrong. Almost
everywhere the Germans went they were held up and sometimes stopped
cold by outnumbered American forces, the most famous example being
the defenders of Bastogne where General McAuliffe, when asked to
surrender, gave the Germans his famous one-word reply, “NUTS!”
(Which the Germans had a hell of a time interpreting.)

After a week of futility, the Germans
finally gave up the notion of taking Bastogne.

Just south of the Belgian town of Petite
Langlir that day was a cold and slightly depressed 25-year-old
American captain in the 83rd Infantry Division named Harry. Young
to be a captain—having just recently earned his rank through
performance in Normandy—and also young looking, fellow captains
good-naturedly called him “Baby Boy.”

He was cold because the winter of 1945 was a
vicious winter, one of the coldest in memory, and everybody was
cold. It was so cold that oil would congeal in engines if they
weren’t kept running and even rifles had to be maintained
rigorously or they would freeze into uselessness.

The cold was an equal opportunity source of
misery. Before daybreak, Harry and a German-speaking man named Hans
Treutel had scouted close enough to enemy lines to hear shovels
hitting frozen ground and men speaking. After creeping away, Harry
asked Hans what the Germans were saying.

“Same thing American soldiers are
saying,” replied Hans. “They’re griping about the cold, the snow,
and having to dig another hole.”

A couple of days earlier, Harry and his
company had found some rare warmth in a small village to the south.
Sleeping shoulder to shoulder in one of the houses, they were
awakened in the middle of the night by knocking at the door.
Standing outside was an entire family, including small children,
shivering in the snow. They were the owners of the house, desperate
to get out of the cold. Harry’s first thought was to tell them no,
get lost—soldiers at war commandeer what they need and the Belgian
villagers knew this—but when he saw the small children he ordered
his men to find space for them somewhere. Scenes like that played
out every day. One night, standing beside a road in a horizontal
blizzard, feeling cold and miserable and sorry for himself, he
watched as two ghostly figures appeared out of the snow, walking
down the road. It was an old man and a tiny boy. The old man was
pushing a wheelbarrow while the boy, arm stretching upward, held on
to one of the handles. They passed without a word and Harry was
struck by the “lousiness” of a war that treated old men and little
boys so harshly.

Thoughts like these, of the waste and
devastation of war, and thoughts of his own wife and baby son back
home in Michigan, were part of the reason for Harry’s lingering
depression.

The other part of the reason was something
that happened the day before, in the village of Bihain. Harry and
his driver, Jimmy Lynch, along with Sergeant Hughes, were
reconnoitering forward of the company and took shelter in a
roofless store during a firefight. That’s when an artillery shell
came through the opening above, killing Sergeant Hughes and
severely wounding Jimmy.

Harry was blown clear out of the building
and, after his senses returned, he found himself flat on his back
but miraculously unhurt. Soldiers at the front get superstitious
when they experience repeated good luck of that sort and he admits
that he sometimes wondered how long his luck would last.

Not much longer, as it turned out.

Harry thought of Jimmy as a kid brother, and
by golly Harry’s instincts were well-honed when it came to kid
brothers—he was the oldest of nine boys. Five of his kid brothers
were in the military, one of them was already dead, and if he
couldn’t be there to protect them, he could damn well protect Jimmy
Lynch lying on the ground bleeding right there in front of him.

The Germans in Bihain were fighting fiercely
and retaking the village they’d just lost. American soldiers were
already falling back when the artillery shell hit, and Harry
realized that he and the wounded Jimmy were now dangerously close
to being overrun by the enemy.

So he stepped into the street, drew his
pistol, and threatened to shoot the next soldier who left his
position. They weren’t his men but they listened and stayed put.
The German advance was stopped. An officer with a pistol isn’t much
of an obstacle to soldiers with rifles but maybe Harry reminded
them of something. Or maybe they just figured anybody who could get
blown out of a building and still be that ornery was somebody to
reckon with.

That was the first of three times he would
pull his pistol and threaten fellow Americans in the next 24
hours.

Sergeant Hughes and Jimmy were both original
members of Harry’s company, men he had trained with and shipped
across the Atlantic with and come to view as friends, and it hit
him hard when he left Jimmy at the aid station because he thought
Jimmy was as dead as Hughes.

Walking back to his company, he was met by
another sergeant, who informed him that two Germans wearing parts
of American uniforms had been captured. Harry ordered them shot, in
compliance with orders from Supreme Command, but was informed that
nobody would do it so he walked over to do it himself.

“How can I order others to do something I
wouldn’t do myself?” he asked himself, but when he saw that the
Germans were just boys, one about 14 and the other about 17, he
couldn’t do it either.

Honor is a strange thing, a fundamentally
male concept, neither about morality nor about legality. It can be
about responsibility, but not completely. It can be about pride,
but not completely.

Honor is nearly impossible to define... you
just know it when you see it.

Sophisticates of the modern world look down
upon honor, contrasting cultures of honor with cultures of law as
though the two are incompatible, forgetting that their
sophisticated legal systems are useless when the participants have
no honor.

When Harry pulled a gun on fellow Americans
in Bihain and refused to obey Supreme Command orders to kill
captured Germans wearing American uniforms, he was navigating
through the terrain of honor with the inevitable sense of direction
that seems the particular virtue of soldiers of the United States
of America.

That night the Americans and the Germans
battled for Langlir and Petite Langlir, and twice Harry would pull
his gun and threaten a truck driver to make him deliver needed
supplies to his men. In the end he would be hit and nearly killed
by mortar fire as he guided that truck into Petite Langlir, but
would get back on his feet and finish guiding the supplies to where
they were needed before collapsing from loss of blood.

Every time I hear about the exploits of
Medal of Honor winners, I think to myself that Harry guiding those
supplies into Petite Langlir in the wee hours of January 12, 1945,
ranks right up there with all of them... but then I’m kind of
prejudiced because he’s my father.

Happy Veterans Day, Dad. I wish I could
express better how I feel about you, but it’s late and I need to
catch a plane to Michigan early in the morning. All I know is this:
your life is my definition of honor.

See you in a few hours.

 


So there! now you know how I feel about my
father. (You get Dad’s version of the same events in Chapter
6.)

Anyway, I told Dad a few years ago that I
would publish his memoir electronically since that’s how more and
more people read books nowadays and, after what even by the most
conservative measurement should be considered a sufficient amount
of procrastination, here it is. The tough part was fixing my
niece’s typing errors (just kidding, Bree—most of the typos came
after you stopped doing the typing). The next toughest part was
deciding which pictures and illustrations to include because some
of the stuff Dad wanted to include is under copyright protection.
(The cover photo, of Dad during the Battle of the Bulge, along with
some of the other photos taken in Europe, were given to him by one
of the guys in his company who somehow carried a camera and took
photos, and somehow managed to find ways to develop those photos
during the middle of a war. I suspect the wonderful people of
Belgium, thoughtful and helpful to American soldiers even in the
midst of war and devastation, deserve the credit for many of those
photos.)

You, the reader, have a real treat before
you. You get to read a first-person narrative describing what life
was like for World War II infantrymen at the front—without the
glory and unnecessary drama of Hollywood, just the nuts and bolts
from the viewpoint of a grunt: my father, Captain Harry Gravelyn of
Company D.

 


Jim Gravelyn, March 2016


Preface

For those who may have a hard time tying the
periods I used for the different campaigns to the official World
War II timeline, you should know that the dates I used for our
company fit within the official dates assigned by the U.S.
Army.

These stories of my participation in the
struggle in the European Theatre of Operations began with stories I
told my granddaughter, Brianne Darling Davis. As she grew older,
she encouraged me to write my story and she helped me initially
with the typing. After the Normandy story it took me at least 15
more years to complete the saga on my own. By that time I was 84.
One can easily understand that as I arrived near the end, many of
the kinds of details I utilized in the Normandy section were not
present in my memory, or I simply did not feel like taking the
trouble. Priorities and relevancies change as you age.

Then, in my mid-nineties, my son Jim decided
to edit what I had and prepare it for electronic publishing, adding
a foreword, a few stories I had skipped, and a chapter (Chapter 1)
about training and my pre-deployment time in the military.

 


Harry C. Gravelyn


Introduction

This story of my personal experiences
represents my own recollections solely from my own point of view
with some confirming assistance from the men who served with me.
Many of the details consisting of dates, places, and distances have
escaped my memory. However, events as they occurred, and my
involvement in them, have not. Although my experiences only consist
of eight months of combat, this is a lengthy period for an infantry
line officer whose immediate future is, for the most part, a matter
of becoming a casualty sooner than later—one way or another.

You have to be mindful of the fact that I
had 200-plus men to be choreographed in various modes of
combat—offensive, defensive, assembly, approaches, and various
other modes even to the point of training when possible. We had
problems concerning logistics, motor pool, headquarters moves, etc.
I am telling you this because of the Hollywood version of
person-to-person combat where I should be shooting someone every
day. War is a business—it’s supposed to be organized and if it
develops otherwise you will get into so-called “Hollywood heroics.”
This you do not want—it’s bad enough as it is.

A good line officer is one who has become a
little seasoned and thus more helpful to the men he commands by
having already accepted his role. To the best of his ability, he
has quelled his greatest fears, adopted a fatalistic attitude, and,
if and when he becomes a casualty, he can only hope it will be the
“million dollar” one. A “million dollar wound” is one that is not
life-threatening, involving the extremities—still all attached—with
sufficient damage to remove one to a hospital and convalescent care
for the duration. Of course, he can always hope for a miracle, to
make it through the war unscathed. Notwithstanding his personal
hopes he must always be aware of his first priority, which is the
fulfillment of his duty and the care and protection of his men.
Once one has the right attitude, the day-to-day engagement with the
enemy runs much like a business. You take so many men, the
firepower of the weapons available, the supporting assistance
adaptable to the situation with the resources at your disposal,
knowledge of your terrain to plan your maneuver, confidence in the
outcome so that you have a good chance of success, and then go to
work. You must be ready for errors in judgment, emergencies, and
whatever problems that may develop. More importantly you must be
ready psychologically for the losses that take place that represent
the greatest hardship of all: the loss of friends and comrades that
eat away at morale. You must deal with all of the battlefield
passions that take place: anger, hate, sadness, demoralization,
fear, and both physical and mental fatigue. At the same time you
must present a face to your men that shows you are not discouraged
by any of it, and set an example of optimism and toughness. One of
the best compliments I ever received came from one of my sergeants
after the war when he stated that I appeared to be fearless, not
afraid of anything. I told him that if he had been able to observe
the inside of my stomach with all the churning and tightening going
on, he might have drawn a different conclusion.

You have to be prepared to move on to the
next objective with confidence since you know that to be successful
you have to step up the pressure on the enemy and keep him off
balance. He has all of the facilities available that you have and,
once you have an advantage, your job is to make the most of it, no
matter how badly you would like to take a break in the action. At
the same time you also know troops can take just so much and it is
your superiors’ job, and your job, to determine when your unit will
have reached its limit and, for the good of the troops, allow a
chance to relax, take stock, clean up, and be ready when called
upon again. Unfortunately, the luxury of a break in the action did
not happen in Normandy since our first priority was to expand the
beachfront at all costs. I didn’t mean to digress from this
introduction to start talking about Normandy, but circumstances
that developed in Normandy will call for some understanding of the
different phases that men go through in becoming good combat
soldiers and leaders in the midst of terrible strain,
unquestionable fear, and the horror that permeated the battlefield
at that time.

(“Line officer” is a term used to describe
infantry troop leaders with the rank of Captain or Lieutenant. It
may loosely include Battalion commanders or even regimental
commanders when they are operating from their front line
observation posts.)

Although I am writing from my personal
experience as an officer, one has to remember that the enlisted
personnel, to include non-commissioned officers, are going through
the same problems and fears that I attribute to the officers. I
can’t say enough about our non-commissioned officers. They are the
backbone of any army.


Chapter 1 – Training and Pre-deployment

1936 through 1943.

In 1936, still in high school and two days
shy of reaching my eighteenth birthday, I joined the Michigan
National Guard along with some neighborhood friends. We didn’t join
because we were enamored of military life or because we had plans
for Army careers; nor did we have visions of battle glory or any
kind of prescient notions about an upcoming World War. We joined
because it was the middle of the Great Depression and the Guard was
offering three dollars a week for the privilege of training us to
be soldiers. That was a goldmine in those days. We didn’t care what
they trained us to be—money was money and there wasn’t nearly
enough of it in our neighborhood. My father was a blue-collar
widower with eight boys at home and the family needed every dime we
could scrounge.

By lucky coincidence, on the same day I
signed up, a retired sergeant from the regular Army joined also and
we immediately became acquainted. I don’t remember why he retired
from the Army and then joined the Guard but he was full of expert
advice and, unlike most of the others, I befriended the older man,
listened to his advice, and learned. I’m sure the knowledge he
imparted changed the direction of my life because even in the
lead-up to World War II, when the need for officers and manpower
was desperate, my youth and lack of education wasn’t normal for an
officer and was downright unusual for a captain. (And it didn’t
help that I looked younger than I really was—they called me “Baby
Boy” in Europe even after I was a grizzled combat veteran.)

Abernathy was his name. Sergeant Abernathy
taught me some of the basics about Army life that a typical
“weekend warrior” National Guardsman back then wouldn’t get. We
wore World War I-style leggings back then and he taught me the
proper way to wrap them so I looked shipshape, in the process
impressing upon me that appearance is important in the military
and, more importantly, why it is important.
Consequently, I developed good habits: wearing my cap at the
correct angle, standing straight, sitting straight, and trying to
keep my shoes and uniform clean. After three months of training I
was made a Private First Class and by the end of my second year I
was a Corporal.

 


[image: tmp_3aa349d6c6a9fad7ef7899e99ebe5a5c_op8KHz_html_m68d2656.jpg]

Me as 18-year-old Nat’l Guard “sharpshooter”
in 1936

 


In 1939 I suffered an injury during a Guard
training march that resulted in my being hospitalized for a deep
thigh bruise which somehow incited a crystallized calcium growth
from my femur bone that was stabbing into my thigh muscle. I was in
so much pain I couldn’t continue with the march that day—they had
to send a jeep to pick me up in the field. The government paid for
my lengthy hospital stay which was a blessing, given my financial
straits and given the life-altering nature of what happened in the
hospital, but after all these years I have a couple confessions:
number one, the injury I sustained on the march was actually the
aggravation of an injury I sustained while playing basketball weeks
earlier (which is why the bruise had already incited the stabbing
bone growth); and number two, the aggravation during the training
march occurred because we were horsing around during a break and
one of my neighborhood friends, Jack Ortman, a giant of a man,
tackled me. What happened was, during the march, I was directly
behind Jack and knew he had a good-looking orange in his pack so,
as we walked, I reached into his pack, grabbed the orange, peeled
it, and ate it, while carefully putting all the peels back into his
pack.

Well, when we stopped for a break and he
looked for his refreshing orange, he thought at first it had fallen
out, but then noticed all the peels and knew immediately that he’d
been victimized by a thief. And unfortunately for me, he also made
an accurate deduction about who that thief was. When he came for me
with a roar, I lit out as fast as I could but he got me. I might
have screamed when he hit my bad thigh with his tackle—I’m not
saying one way or the other. It was that painful and I was done
walking for a long long time.

So this injury wasn’t 100% Army-related and
even the small percentage that was Army related didn’t happen
during any sort of official activity... although, no doubt, if it
happened to him, John Kerry would manage to get a Purple Heart for
it somehow.

So what was so life-altering about my
hospital stay? Well, that’s where I met Barbara, my wife. She was
one of the student nurses who cared for me. Since the remedy for my
condition back then was prolonged bed rest—I’m sure today they
would either prescribe such bed rest at home or surgically remove
the bone growth—I was in Butterworth Hospital for a very long
time—three months—and as one can probably imagine, a decent-looking
otherwise-healthy young man is going to generate a bit of interest
living in the middle of a flock of student nurses, especially when
he is in the veterans’ ward surrounded, for comparison, by a bunch
of decrepit old World War I and Civil War vets on their last legs.
My celebrity on the ward was probably enhanced (not necessarily in
a good way) by the practical joking and horsing around I did, which
naturally arose from my boredom. For an active young man like I
was, three months in a bed was practically torture, even with all
the young nurses around to break the monotony.

One particular older nurse was most
aggressive about pursuing me romantically. With little consultation
with me, she decided I was hers early on, but I successfully
navigated past that minefield—it was good training for German booby
traps in Europe—and kept my eye on Barb with her blue eyes framed
by dark hair and a certain something about her walk that grabbed my
attention. (Later I would learn that her sexy walk was partly
caused by the fact that she had polio as a child which left a bit
of deformity in one foot.) And Barb liked me as much as I liked
her. Why, I have no idea—I was a pain in the ass. One day, for
example, knowing Barb was on duty, I pushed the nurse call button
and asked her to remove my bedpan because I had “finished the job.”
When she started away with the bedpan, she naturally glanced down,
where she saw nothing but one of my breakfast sausage links with a
little red ribbon tied around it.

As you can see, I waged a sophisticated
courtship.
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Honorable Discharge from Nat’l Guard, April
11, 1940, with character listed as “Excellent”(for some reason)

 


In the spring of 1940, my four-year
enlistment in the Michigan National Guard ended. That was shortly
before Congress and President Roosevelt, anticipating the nation’s
entry into the war, called the National Guard into full service. So
just when the possibility of war started looking serious, I was on
the outside looking in. But I still had many friends in the Guard
so I was constantly hanging out at the armory, to such an extent
that Captain Howe finally said, “Gravelyn, you’re here all the time
anyway, why don’t you re-enlist and get paid for it?” So I did; not
knowing, of course, what was about to happen. I formally
re-enlisted for a year, with no idea at the time that Congress and
the president—four months later on August 7, 1940, to be
exact—would federalize the National Guard and extend all such
enlistments indefinitely. That original one-year commitment, made
strictly for the extra money, would eventually stretch to six years
and require a visit to mainland Europe via the beaches of
Normandy.

On October 1, 1940, our Michigan National
Guard units having been combined with some Wisconsin units to
officially become the 32nd “Red Arrow” Division of the regular
Army, we were ordered to Louisiana to get us prepared for the
tropical conditions of war in the Pacific islands.

The first place they sent us in Louisiana
was Camp Beauregard, where we lived in tents while they were
building the larger Camp Livingston nearby. We moved to Camp
Livingston on January 26, 1941. It didn’t take the Michigan and
Wisconsin guys long to start calling our new home “Lousy-ana” and
if getting us used to cockroaches, snakes, and spiders was the
goal, the Army had a good plan. I’m afraid my days in Louisiana
left me with a lifelong prejudice against both that state in
particular and southern climes in general.

In March of 1941, I was on leave back in
Grand Rapids, Michigan. Before we left to return to Louisiana, my
fellow Red Arrow Ralph “Dib” Phillips and I decided that since our
return to Michigan and even our long-term survival were looking
more and more uncertain or even downright unlikely, we would ask
our girlfriends to marry us and elope with them. Barb was still in
training at Butterworth Hospital and back then it was a residence
program with strict rules, including curfews and the awkward fact
that they were not allowed to be married. But Barb said yes anyway,
with the provision that we would keep our marriage a secret until
she graduated. It was an emotional time. Men and women all over the
country were seeing the writing on the wall and getting married
before it was too late.

To evade detection by the matron in charge
of enforcing the curfew, on the evening of March 9, 1941, Dib, his
girlfriend Mike (Majlise), and I came coasting down the Michigan
Street hill toward Butterworth Hospital in Mike’s father’s car,
blinking the headlights as a signal. Barb, watching out her dorm
window, grabbed a small bag she had packed and ran down the
corridor to the Barclay Avenue entrance, running past the matron
guarding the entrance at full speed so she wouldn’t be
identified.

That was our sophisticated plan: blink the
headlights and run real fast. Laugh all you want, it worked.

We drove through the night to Ohio where
they had no waiting period for marriage licenses, got married the
next day, and then immediately headed for Chicago where Dib and I
needed to catch the train back to Louisiana. That gave us one night
in Chicago for a honeymoon with our new wives. We stayed at the
Carlton Hotel—this was before it became the Ritz-Carlton, I
guess—and I still remember our wedding feast: two hamburgers at a
White Castle. That’s all I could afford. But as we were walking
back to our hotel we saw a bum eating out of the White Castle’s
garbage bin and decided maybe we weren’t so bad off.

The next day, when we got to the train
station and examined the schedule, we realized we could start
driving toward Grand Rapids, catch the train in Holland, Michigan,
and thereby share a couple more hours together. Ah, romance!
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Barb’s nursing school graduation picture

 


To give you an idea of how poor we were, at
the train station in Holland, when I surveyed my financial
situation, I had two quarters, Barb had no money at all, and Dib
only had a couple cents more than I did. Barb said I would need the
fifty cents for something to eat on the train but I insisted, “We
will start this marriage right—half for you and half for me,” and
gave her one of the quarters. Dib and I were mighty hungry by the
time we got to Louisiana, let me tell you! What we didn’t know was
that the train, in addition to its stops in
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