1949-1950-1951-1952
First year of college
With $90 a month we were doing okay.  Erral had her classes and I had mine, and we made several friends in the trailer park.  Erral's sister, Jeanne, was also attending U of O and so was her fiancé, George Armen.  With their friends and ours we had quite an active social life in addition to our class studies.
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Having just finished the interior of our trailer, we were curious about seeing the insides of other trailers owned by our neighbors and made several friends through our common interests.  Across the highway was Burkett's Trailer Sales and, with our fascination for trailer parts and supplies, we began spending time there and became friends with the owners, Gene and Jean Burkett.  Before long, we started discussing trailer designs with them and I showed them an idea I had for a small travel trailer, only 10 feet long.  Burkett's had a shop and to keep busy were turning out a basic cottage shell on wheels.  It was very simple -- a long wood-frame box with a gable roof, some windows and a door, built on a foundation of two long timbers -- and only took a few days to build..  They were popular with loggers who needed inexpensive shelter.  Gene gave me a part-time job and I got to help build them.  We also built the trailer I had designed to see if it was marketable.  It sat for sale longer than it should but finally sold.  No more were built after that.

Erral came with us to a trailer factory in the Los Angeles area to pick up and bring back two new trailers.  We traveled in an International pickup that had been converted with a small trailer shell in place of the original cab pickup bed.  It was a great way to travel and we drove almost non-stop with Gene and me taking turns behind the wheel.  It was a pioneer forerunner of the class C motorhomes of today.  Erral had a great time, and it was her first trip to California.  She loved it, and kept us well supplied with snacks.  At the factory, we split up.  Erral and I took a jeep with a new trailer behind it, visited my aunt, uncle, and cousins, then headed up highway 99 back to Eugene.  It was our first trip with a travel trailer and it was even better than we expected.
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Driving to school one morning, I was alone and a car pulled across the road directly ahead of me, so close I couldn't stop.  The Chevvy, our honeymoon convertible, was badly damaged and nearly undriveable.  It needed replacement and another convertible filled the bill -- this time a 1940 Oldsmobile, a little bigger and capable of towing our trailer.

The wild blue yonder beckons
Erral was working as a bookkeeper for a lumber broker in Eugene and I worked full-time at a lumber mill at Marcola during summer break, 1949.  And we never stopped talking about our wishes to do some flying.  I had saved an extra $100 above what we needed to live on and decided I could learn to fly, at least going as far as solo, with that amount of money.  While we were deciding on how best to take flight training, we saw an ad in the paper for a 1/4 share in a 1947 Aeronca Chief -- $100.  It didn't take us long to figure we could buy in and pay for flying lessons too.  It took my most persuasive arguments to convince the other three partners they should sell part of their airplane to someone that didn't even have a student pilot's license.  But I wore them down (the fact that no one else was interested helped).  Apparently we were the only ones who could see the opportunity.

The partners finally agreed to let me into their club, the Webfoot Flyers, and I had my first lesson from Max Green, Green Flying Service, on November  21.  Further lessons were delayed somewhat while the partners stalled around telling me their insurance was no good for me to solo.  I had 12 hours of instruction and was way overdue for solo before they said it was okay.  With their belated consent, I soloed on December 12 and got my private license 17 days later, December 29, 1949.  
Erral was thrilled, seeing another of her dreams come true.  She had written on 5/1/46, "I just had an idea.  How much would an airplane cost?  .....  Would it be hard to drive a plane?"  (She later called it a brainstorm.)  
And on 7/12/46, she followed up with ,uch more, "Honey, some day when we are rich could we please get a convertible?  All my life I have dreamed of owning one.  We’ll have our plane to make our long trips in so we’ll just need it in the city and it wouldn’t be too awfully dangerous.  What do you say darling?  We’ll be able to afford it some day when you’re manager of an airport or something.  To be perfectly honest I would love to have you take up the aviation line if you like it even if it is quite dangerous.  I always believe if it is a person’s time to die they will die no matter what they are doing.  I want you to get a plane for us too.  Then when you would get tired of your wife when she is in one of her cross periods you could go for a nice ride and cool off.  Do you ever think that will be necessary?  We could fly back east for the weekend and everything.  All those dreams sound so wonderful."

Our hundred dollar budget had to be stretched a little, though.  First, there was the cost of the plane and the $100 was used up.  But the opportunity for us to have a plane and learn to fly was too great to pass up.  We squeezed our budget and added a few dollars to pay for gasoline, an instructor, and our share of operating expenses.  The total spent by the time we had the plane and my pilot's license was $225.  For the pleasure it would give us and the realization of a dream it seemed the bargain of a lifetime. 
Erral was my first passenger.  We now had our own plane (at least a part of one) and we made good use of it during the next year.  There were several flights to Corvallis where her parents had moved, and cross country flights to Salem, Portland, and to Cascade Locks near where my dad lived.
Course change considered
Flying fever enveloped us, particularly me, once we had a pilot in the family.  School was getting tedious and we could see my G.I. bill running out after three years of school.  I was now 22 and seemed a little old for a college student.  It seemed important to us for me to graduate and get out of school as quickly as possible.  Architecture, with its 5-year program, did not offer a quick solution, so I enrolled in summer school to optimize my veteran's benefits and began taking drama courses.  The rationale was that there would be a growing need for set designers for the new TV entertainment industry, and it would be a quick way to pick up a college degree.  
I drilled faithfully with my Naval Reserve unit in Salem on weekends.  It was strictly volunteer, with no pay but a promise of credits toward a future pension.  The Korean War had started during the summer, but we considered it only a police action and did not take it too seriously.  With a few drama courses to my credit I prepared to enroll full-time for the fall term, and switch to drama as my major.  It seemed the best way to get a degree with our dwindling financial resources.  And it was important to get launched on a career that would bring in a steady income for us, and even better, one that showed potential for growth.

College plans derailed … full-time sailor again
Remember that expedient move I made to get out of a two-hour lecture when I was processing out of the Navy in 1947?  
Well, Fate did not forget!

The summer of 1950 had barely cooled when notice came from the Navy to report for duty.  I had been recalled!  Ironically, it was on Erral's birthday.  September 18, 1950. What a birthday present for her!

The recall came as a total surprise.  I was married now and more than halfway through college.  With those criteria we felt sure I could get a deferment.  But there was not much time; I had only five days before I was to report in Seattle.  Without waiting, I drove all night to Seattle and pleaded my case with the command which had issued the order.  A patriotic Lt. Commander explained the dire situation our country was in and how badly I was needed, and convinced me I should pack up and join the cause.  He also mentioned great opportunity for advancement if I would take advantage and not press for deferment.  He had me sold, and I returned to Eugene to tell Erral we'd be facing another separation.

She took it well and immediately began planning what she would do.  She would quit her job and go to Corvallis to stay with her folks until there was a way she could join me, if possible.  Her dad would take our trailer to Corvallis and store it in his yard for us.  She had never learned to drive and now it was time.  She contacted a good friend of ours, Bob Sorenson, who would teach her to drive our little Studebaker.  We knew we couldn't keep our 1/4 share of the airplane which had given us so much pleasure and freedom over the past ten months, but weren't able to find a willing buyer on such short notice -- and couldn't get any offers.  Not even for the price we'd paid.  Luckily, a pilot-friend, Cliff Chase, heard we needed to unload our interest and came up with $75.  With only a couple days before I had to leave we struck a deal and were very happy to have one less thing to worry about.
Anchors Aweigh! … second time around
I reported for duty at Seattle on time, and five days after I left, Erral had mastered the Studebaker under Bob's tutelage and had her driver's license -- a new kind of freedom for her. 
At Seattle, I was filled with patriotism and eager to pitch in to help conquer the Korean threat and anything else it might escalate to.  I was soon assigned to VR-8 (Air Transport Squadron 8) and had not a clue as to how my control operator credentials would help, or where VR-8 was stationed.  Orders came soon to proceed to San Diego, and that was good news since it meant Erral could soon join me.  However, when I arrived at San Diego, there was no VR-8, and nobody seemed to know where it was.  But my optimism was not dimmed; I knew it had to be somewhere; and most likely in the Pacific theater.  
While at San Diego with not much to do except speculate on where I might end up, I wandered into a large building and found myself in what appeared to be a huge war planning room.  On the walls were shown lists of the entire deployment of personnel in the Pacific.  I knew this was someplace I wasn't supposed to be but I couldn't keep from staying long enough to locate the listing for control tower operators.  What I saw nearly floored me!  It showed only ten Navy Control Tower Operators in the entire Pacific.  This confirmed how badly needed I was, and I was more eager than ever to serve.

A few days later, I learned VR-8 was based in Hawaii and I would soon be on my way.  
The next move was in a "bucket seat" aboard an R4D (Navy DC-3).  It was my first visit to San Francisco, with accommodations at Treasure Island, to await further transport to Hawaii.  After another few days, we were loaded on a bus and taken to Moffett Naval Air Station, south of San Francisco.  It was dark when we got there and very windy and rainy.  It was so stormy; we were driven inside one of Moffett's huge airship hangars for boarding our plane.  The flight would be in a four-engine R5D (Navy DC-4).   A little after nine pm, we were towed outside for engine starts, with winds howling and rain streaming diagonally across our windows. The takeoff was one like I'd never experienced before.  There were strong gusty crosswinds buffeting the airplane as we bounced down the runway on our takeoff roll.  The winds were angry and definitely not in our favor.  With a violent sideways lurch we finally broke ground and were on our way, westbound over the Pacific.  The initial climb was very choppy with much turbulence but the flight got smoother as we climbed higher.

It was a long flight, lasting all night, but we were greeted with a memorable sight as the sun was rising behind us.  Over the intense blue of the ocean we could see ahead of us the island of Oahu, growing larger as we got nearer, with its emerald green foliage separated from the deep blue water by a beige band of sand glowing iridescent between the two.

We crossed the southerly part of the island and could look down on the open crater of Diamond Head as we turned right and headed north along Waikiki beach and downtown Honolulu on our way to Barbers Point NAS.  We arrived on a weekend, and were immediately greeted with another surprise.  VR-8 was not based at Barbers Point; it was at Hickam AFB, back toward Honolulu.  We were taken by bus to Hickam but I was not anxious to report in since no processing could be done until Monday morning.  I discussed a plan to reconnoiter Honolulu by air with a buddy I'd met on the way over.  So, instead of going in the main gate we diverted to Honolulu International Airport which was adjacent to Hickam.  We found a place that would rent us an airplane.   I flashed my private pilot's license and we were soon on our way in an Aeronca Champ over Honolulu and Waikiki in the bright afternoon sun checking out the sights Oahu had to offer.  With camera in hand it proved to be a great way of familiarizing ourselves with the lay of the land.
On Monday morning I found my way to VR-8's Personnel office and very dramatically reported for duty.  I put my packet of orders on the counter at the Personnel window and with my left arm crooked, leaning into the opening; I displayed my control tower operator's insignia as prominently as I could.  I was there to serve!  At last!  Their problems would be over!  They would now have the expertise for which they were in such dire need.  It was one of my proudest moments in the Navy.

Aloha … welcome aboard ???

The Personnel clerk, a Yeoman, didn't even look at my packet of papers.  He saw the Rate on my sleeve and without looking at me, slapped himself on the forehead, and exclaimed, "Oh my God!  Not another one!"  The Personnel Officer was standing nearby and he was perplexed, not knowing quite how to handle the situation.   It turned out I was the twenty-sixth control tower operator that had been assigned to the squadron -- and they had no billets for control tower operators.  What about the "war planning room" I'd seen in San Diego?  It was immediately obvious I'd been duped.  I should have checked further.  The information displayed was not current and may have been years old.  Why was the room vacant?  No doubt; it wasn't in use.

With my pride deflated it was clear my assignment to VR-8 was not a good thing.  Instead of being a vital asset, I was now a problem -- a distinct liability.  Until it was determined where I could be permanently assigned to be of value to the Navy, I would be sent to an Air Force group as part of the Military Air Transport Service (MATS) with offices in the MATS terminal at Hickam.  There, my job would be planning loads and dispatching heavy transport aircraft flying the Pacific routes of the military airlift to Korea.  
Air Force misfit

With my background in aviation and three years of college, the job was a good use of my talents, but it was only an interim situation until the Navy could figure out a place to use me that would be more advantageous to them.  The position I was in was not much of a morale booster.  I was under administrative control of the Navy but under day-to-day operational control of the Air Force.  This made for some unique dynamics.  The Air Force assigned jobs according to aptitude and ability.  They didn't understand the Navy ranking system and consequently placed me in charge of higher ranking Air Force personnel and other VR-8 sailors who were assigned to the MATS group.  Rank didn't matter.  This got the job done effectively but it did not meet with much favor from the Navy administrators -- one Chief in particular -- who had to sit on the sideline and watch it happen.  
Erral and I soon understood the reality of our situation:  I was back in the Navy again; we were separated, and uncertain as to when we would be together again.  I waited for the axe to fall and be jerked from my indefinite assignment with MATS.  But waiting day after day, doing my job as best I could, nothing happened.  I was in limbo and it appeared it might not change.  Erral was ready to join me in Hawaii even if it was only for a few days or a few weeks.  We decided not to wait on the Navy to make up its mind, so she busied herself getting things in order for her to come to Hawaii.  Our mood was upbeat at this prospect so we squeezed out as much cash as we could and paid nearly $700 for a one-way ticket on Northwest Airlines to fly from Portland via Seattle to Honolulu.

On the day of Erral's scheduled departure, news circulated in the squadron that I was to be transferred to Guam.  I found out about it only after the time she was supposed to be on her way.  Desperate, I sent urgent messages through the airline to stop her before she left Seattle.  Her plane was delayed at Portland so she got the message without having to return home from Seattle.  But the message was cryptic, with no explanation.  All she knew was that our rendezvous had been cancelled.  We were back on square one in the Navy's game of uncertainty.  It was beginning to seem like a repeat of the Jacksonville fiasco we'd endured 4 1/2 years earlier.  But that had turned out, finally, in our favor.

Several days passed and no orders to go to Guam came.  We fretted and stewed, and finally decided that orders might never come.  Personnel could give me no hints on whether I was to stay at Hickam or would ever be moved somewhere else.  Waiting was so frustrating we decided to take charge and have Erral come to Hawaii anyway.  We were optimistic whether it was rational or not.  Erral had the ticket; so let's use it.  We could be together -- in Hawaii -- for at least a little while.  
Erral made another reservation and was to leave soon again.  But, this time, I made sure we would not have to call the trip off a second time.  I would be working the midnight shift the day she was scheduled to arrive so would be able to greet her when her plane touched down at 10 A.M.  As a precaution, I went to the Personnel office before it closed the day before and asked if by some chance my name might happen to be on a set of orders that would transfer me away from Hickam.  Any orders!  I wanted to be absolutely certain that I'd be there when Erral arrived and that I'd have good news for her.  Personnel assured me that I was on no orders and that as far as they were concerned I would be with the MATS group for the duration.  Much relieved I headed for my barracks to get some rest before reporting for work.  The excitement of anticipating Erral's arrival didn't allow much sleep, though.  I was restless so went to the office at the MATS terminal about half an hour before it was time to report for work.  By that time, Erral would have departed Seattle and be on her way over the Pacific.  Everybody knew Erral was scheduled to arrive in the morning and I was prepared to endure a lot of ribbing.  They didn't disappoint me.  The first thing I heard was, "Plymate, where the heck have you been? We've been trying to get hold of you all night.  You're on top priority orders to report at 0800 for immediate transfer to Pearl Harbor to board a ship for transport to Atsugi!"
Ho, ho, ho.  What a great joke!  I didn't even know what Atsugi was.  Little did they know I'd been to squadron headquarters just eight hours before and had verified there was no change in my status.  I just laughed and let the kidding go on until I finally told them to knock it off; stop the joking, and that I'd be at Honolulu International after my shift was over -- at 0800 -- to meet Erral.  
But they didn't let up, insisting it was no joke.  They persisted, saying again and again there really were orders.  I was on the orders, and they were urgent.  I was to report to headquarters at 0800, and be at Pearl Harbor by 1000 -- about the time Erral's plane was scheduled to arrive.  It was a very cleverly concocted joke and they had all the elements down pat.  This went on for about three hours and they became more and more insistent, until finally, I began to believe them.  The rest of my shift I had my mind on other things besides load planning for MATS and began to think, with all the prior uncertainty the Navy had put me through, it actually could be true.
At 0800 I was at the Personnel office when it opened, demanding to know if there'd been any change from what I'd been told the afternoon before.  Sure enough, my buddies in MATS had not been joking; I was scheduled to leave for Pearl Harbor before Erral's plane arrived.  I was named as part of a contingent to reactivate an air station at Atsugi, Japan and the orders had top priority.  I couldn't believe it.  I pleaded that my wife was due in less than two hours and that I had to meet her.   I reminded them of the meeting we'd had yesterday and being assured that I would be at Hickam for the foreseeable future. I even threatened to go "over the hill" if they tried to force me to go to Pearl Harbor.  It was a very unfortunate predicament and most unusual, under the circumstances.  Personnel could see how they were culpable and after a few minutes became somewhat sympathetic, trying to come up with a solution that would at least let me meet her plane.  Papers were shuffled and other names were considered when they finally figured a way out -- one that would save face, and comply with the intent of the orders.  Instead of my name on the orders, they would assign a fellow from our squadron contingent on Guam.  This would fill the slot and give them an excuse for not delivering a "body" at Pearl Harbor at the time specified.  There would be a delay since he had to come from Guam.  This would give me the chance I needed to greet Erral on her arrival.  But, it was made clear that I would have to go to Guam to replace the man who was being sent in my place.  And it would have to be soon!

We'd made a deal, and I was happy -- somewhat.  At least Erral and I would be able to be together for a few hours.  
Together again

I wasted no time getting to the HNL airport to embrace Erral as she came off the Northwest Airlines Stratocruiser.  It had been more than two months since we'd said goodbye at Eugene.  Hawaii was new to her and she hadn't seen me in uniform in the past three years.  This was the start of another adventure for us, and what a great place for it to be!  I held off telling her about my potential reassignment to Guam until we got a little used to being together again.  She took the news well, not fretting, and felt as always that things would turn out for the best.  However, not completely trusting our optimism, we stayed as far from the base as we could, hoping to forestall the orders to Guam that were sure to come.

Our first order of business was to find a place to stay, and the best accommodations were at Fort DeRussey, a military "motel" choicely located in Waikiki, not far from the Royal Hawaiian Hotel.  The beach was nearby and there were many good eating places besides the dining room at Fort DeRussey.  Playing in the sand in December was a new treat for both of us and a sharp contrast to the winter weather that Erral had left behind in Oregon.  We were beginning to like this place and took full advantage of our time together as we waited for it to come to a halt when Personnel decided to cut orders to send me to Guam.

Days went by and no orders came.  I still did my job, working mostly evening and graveyard shifts, so we could spend the days together.  We didn't want to rock the boat at headquarters and ask when those orders to Guam would come, but after a week at DeRussey, we began to think we should do something more permanent.  Even if I was sent to Guam, Erral could stay in Hawaii and we would figure out some way for me to get back to be with her, or even devise a way for her to get to Guam.  She always felt things would happen for the best and was never discouraged.  With her good fortune, we found an apartment in Waikiki that was available to us.  It was affordable (rent control was in effect) at less than $80 a month, and right on Kalakaua Boulevard across from Kapiolani Park, near the Natatorium and close to the Elks Club.  We grabbed it and moved in to wait for whatever developed next.
I felt badly that the fellow from Guam had been so abruptly uprooted to take my place, so got in touch with him to say I was sorry and convey my condolences.  His reaction surprised me.  Instead of being ticked off, he couldn't have been happier.  He hated his assignment on Guam and regarded being sent to Japan as a glorious salvation.  My conscience was clean.  I also checked at Pearl Harbor to see when the ship had left for Japan.  What I learned should not have surprised me.  The ship was still there, docked, with the Atsugi contingent languishing in tiny quarters below deck.  I also learned Atsugi was not scheduled to be activated for another six months.
Mele Kalikimaka
Christmas would soon be here -- our first in Hawaii -- and it was so good to be together.  
During the holidays, we just took things day-by-day and tried not to think about how the future could get worse.  Things were pretty good just the way they were, and just for the two of us.  Living off-base had its advantages, too.  We received a housing and food allowance plus extra pay for being married and overseas (Hawaii was a territory in 1950, not yet a state).  I went to and from work by bus and continued to work night shifts in order to spend as much time together as we could during the days.  Our apartment was part of an 8-plex complex and we made friends with our neighbors, becoming integrated quickly into their frequent social activities.  Our apartment also became the social center for off-duty Navy buddies from our MATS group and other friends we'd met in Hawaii.  Soon, this group grew to include good friends we'd known in the trailer park when we were in college at Eugene: Karl and Ellen Schick.  Karl was an Air Force navigator who'd been recalled and assigned to a squadron in the same MATS group as VR-8.  Another recallee was Ted Heisteman, and new wife, Monica.  Ted was a control tower operator stationed at Whidbey when Erral and I were married.  We were beginning to understand and appreciate what a small world this is -- and how easy it was to make new friends.
After Christmas, the bus company announced it was planning a strike.  This would mean there'd be no way for me to get to work, 12 miles away.  It also spelled opportunity.  We could get a small motorcycle for transportation.  And fun!  It was an exciting thought for both of us.  The bus strike would be a perfect excuse.  But that idea soon got scratched when we both remembered the oath we'd taken in 1946 to never ride motorcycles again.  
Now, we needed a car, but had almost no money.  Wait!  We had another idea.  We'd go to the biggest car dealer on the island and see if they might have a derelict we could afford.  With an air of confidence we went to Aloha Motors and announced we had $50 and needed a car.  We asked if they had any that would meet our budget.  It was a bold question, one they had probably never heard before, but nobody guffawed.  A salesman gave our question serious thought and invited us to come out back, to their "bone yard."  He would see if there was anything they had that they were willing to part with for $50.  He found five, and they were a pretty sad assortment.  Except, there was one that stood out.  It was a 1935 Packard sedan, blue.  We looked it over and it looked promising.  It certainly offered much more safety than a motorcycle, with all the steel in its frame and around its body.  We told him if he could get it running we'd take it.  This was a challenge for him, and he apparently liked challenges.  Several minutes later, with a fresh battery, plus one standing by as a jumper, the starter ground away, and ground away.  After a rest it ground away again.  It was beginning to look like we'd have to give up on the Packard when, almost as if it sensed our disappointment, it belched a puff of smoke.  First one, then another, and then with more regularity and clouds of smoke it began running.  The salesman smiled; we smiled; and after the smoke cleared we had a deal; our island car for the duration.  I would not be stuck for a way to get to work and we now had all the transportation we needed to explore the island.  All for fifty bucks!

1951 was starting out as a good year.  Our first New Years Eve was a great introduction to the casual Aloha spirit of island life.  VR-8 had rented a club near the Ala Wai canal in Waikiki and took it over for the entire squadron.  The party was so large it spilled over into the parking lot and street.  What a great celebration it was.  We learned about the Chinese influence, exploding hundreds of firecrackers, and we were thrilled to be a part.

We did not ask questions about why the assignment to Guam did not materialize; we just enjoyed life in our island paradise, which now, with our erstwhile Packard, encompassed the whole island of Oahu.  
I continued doing as well as I could at work, hoping that as I got better, I would become an indispensable asset.  That was our strategy, anyway: for me to become such a star load planner, they couldn't afford to do without me.  It became evident soon that my performance was close to the best in the office.  I was the only one in the group who was able to plan loads that could make it all the way to Japan.  There were stops along the way and the distances and wind conditions between them had to be taken into account.  Depending on the route, stops could include Johnston Island, Kwajalein, Guam, Midway, or Wake Island.  The others in our group planned their loads to fill the planes to the brim with fuel and cargo leaving Hickam.  They didn't take into account the critical last leg to Japan.  Consequently, several flights had to land at Iwo Jima to offload cargo so they could make it the rest of the way to Japan.  The military effort was compromised as a result, and badly needed material began piling up on Iwo Jima.  Soon, they were running out of space and urgent requests were sent to stop offloading cargo they had no way of handling.  To resolve the problem we had to send several planes empty to clean up the backlog on Iwo Jima.  It was not a good situation for MATS but resulted in attention being called to my load planning ability.  My planes left Hickam with loads that could be hauled on the critical leg, and the others in the office were directed to follow my lead so that no more empty planes would have to be sent to Iwo Jima. 
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Our strategy seemed like it was working.  Some higher ranking personnel became assistants to me as I gained more importance in the office.  But I still played it low key, just doing my job as best I could, not wanting to have to leave Erral again.  There was not much of a problem as long as the assistants were Air Force personnel but it became awkward when Air Force officers in charge of the office placed higher ranking sailors under me.  We didn't like it but we went along with it.  We had to; orders were orders.  As the days went by, then weeks -- which stretched into months, the pending Guam assignment faded from our minds.  Staying at Hickam was a better bet each day.  To further my chances I took the exam for a promotion in rank.  I passed easily and thought before long there would be a raise in pay and a less awkward situation in the office, rank-wise.  Things could only get better. 
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We pursued island life with a passion.  Erral got her Navy BX card so we could shop for groceries and sundries at good prices.  We went to movies at Fort Ruger for a dime, and occasionally splurged for the luxury of seeing a new Hollywood release at the Waikiki Theatre.  We sometimes enjoyed the cuisine of nice restaurants in Waikiki, and almost every day took advantage of our proximity to the beach and the park across the street from our apartment.  Civilian clothes were allowed off-base and we added considerable Hawaiian attire to our wardrobe.  Erral looked fabulous in anything Hawaiian -- muumuus, holomuus, sarongs, even grass skirts.  We matched my aloha shirts with her outfits as much as we could.  Dress was normally very casual, not wearing shoes, only thongs.  But we did dress up on very special occasions; Erral in a cocktail dress, me with a silk aloha shirt and slacks, and both of us wearing shoes.   
Our apartment became our home, and we spent much of our leisure time with our neighbors.  There were parties together, dinners together, and picnics to beaches on the far side of the island.  We became better and better friends with everybody.  It all seemed too good to be true.  And, before long, we found out it was too good to be true.

Navy gets even!
Along about April, our squadron outpost on Kwajalein had a man rotate back to Hawaii at the end of his assignment.  The contingent had an open billet that needed to be filled.  The Chief who'd been sitting on the sidelines watching the way the Air Force handled job assignments saw this as an opportunity to get Naval tradition back on track.  There would be no more higher ranks reporting to lower ranks.  I was the cause of the problem and the cure was to send me to Kwajalein to make the Hickam office "pure" in the eyes of the Navy.  The Navy also announced there was a fleet-wide freeze on promotions.  There would be no increases in rank for anybody.  With a new low in morale, I was ordered TDY (temporary duty) to Kawajalein.  On the bright side, it was for only a six-month tour.  Even brighter was that since I was married with a wife in Hawaii, I would be eligible for a five-day leave every two months back in Honolulu.  Also, as a bonus at the end of the tour I'd be able to take a trip anywhere our squadron flew to, including Japan and all the bases in the Pacific.

Glumly, we accepted the fact that our strategy had backfired and that being too good at my job had caused a rift in traditional reporting relationships and it didn't go over well with the Navy.   We rationalized that we'd been apart before and things had worked out okay, so off I went, counting the days when my first leave would be due.  Erral made good use of her time alone, spending time with new friends and taking a job to keep her busy during the days.  She worked as a cashier at the Waikiki Pharmacy, right across from the Royal Hawaiian Hotel and dealt with a very selective clientele.  Once, she wrote me she'd met Bob Hope and I was quite excited that she was finding her job so interesting.  Later, I asked her about meeting him and found out ii was not Bob Hope; it was Jack Benny.  Still, quite a celebrity, and where else would you get to meet people like that but in Hawaii.  Another time she told me about meeting Clifton Webb and arranging for him to carry a bottle to his mother who was traveling with him.  They were staying at the Royal Hawaiian and he didn't want the world to know she had a habit and that he was carrying liquor to her.     
On Kwajalein I settled into my job handling flights through the base, doing much of the same kind of work as I did at Hickam but on a lesser scale since we had very little cargo or personnel to add to flights.  To occupy my spare time, I worked in the base library and at the terminal snack bar.  This may sound plush but everything was either open-air or quonset huts.  The snack bar served ice cream, only one flavor, and Pepsi-Cola.  That was it.  No complicated menu to deal with.  Customers were local service personnel and natives from a nearby island who came to work each day on the base.  They were very happy and always friendly.  They knew how to say yes, please, how are you, but not much else.  We could communicate quite nicely and exchange ideas using pidgeon-English and I found they were blessed with an amazing degree of common sense.  But pigeon-English had its limits.  It was always fun to ask them what flavor ice cream they wanted, and they wouldn't have a clue as to what I suggested.  I'd ask, "Would you like pistachio (or spumoni, or any other silly name I could think of)?"  They'd always grin and say yes, and then walk away smiling after I'd served them up a scoop of vanilla -- the only flavor we had.  They liked the ice cream but it was not a good way to teach them English.  In retrospect, it was not a nice thing to do but it did break the monotony; it was fun and made life on "Kwaj" a little more tolerable.
There was an outdoor movie for evening entertainment.  Every night, a different movie, and it almost always rained sometime during the movie.  The uniform for the movie was thong sandals, shorts, no shirt, a pancho and a pith helmet to keep the rain off.  For daytime recreation, there was a sand ball diamond, and a hobby shop.  Karl Schick, our Air Force navigator friend, came though "Kwaj" on some of his flights and would bring letters from Erral and anything else she could load him up with.  
She sent me a model airplane kit once to give me a chance to use the hobby shop.  Erral was always so good at finding gifts that were perfect for the occasion.  I worked diligently on the model.  It was a u-control with a gas engine and I finally finished it but had never flown one before.  I thought it should be easy.  After all, I was a licensed pilot and this had only one control surface; the elevator.  I laid the control line out.  The flight path would be a circle with about a 50 foot radius.  I got the engine started and the plane was straining ready to go.  I had a buddy hold it while I went to the control handle at the end of the line.  I held it tightly, pulled the control line taut, and signaled my buddy to let go.  The acceleration was amazing as the plane pulled the line even tighter as it went half way around the circle then took off, climbing high and fast.  It happened so quickly I couldn't push the elevator forward fast enough to stop the plane from zooming straight up, then over on its back in a half loop with its nose headed straight for the ground.  Bam!  It was all over in just seconds, in a cloud of dust, broken balsa wood and paper fabric.  My model building and flying career was over.  I did get to use the hobby shop, though, and got my model airplane aspirations out of my system.  
Hawaii calls …..
My first two months were finally up and it was time to head back to Erral for my five-day leave.  The normal routine was to check in at the terminal office and get on a standby list for a seat on the next airplane that came through with space available.  That was not very appealing since I would go to the bottom of the list and there was no way of knowing when a plane would have an empty seat.  Since it was my job to fill those seats I knew the drill pretty well.  One way to avoid "space available" was to travel as a crew member, but it had to be on one of our squadron airplanes.  That was not a problem since we had one coming through almost every day.  When it came time to go I added my name to the crew manifest as a flight attendant, climbed aboard and away we went.  I did have to work a little and earn my keep as a "hot cup jockey" but it wasn't that bad; the loads were usually cargo and passengers mixed so there weren’t a lot of passengers and crew that needed attending to.  I got to see a lot of the Pacific that way, what atolls looked like from the air, had a walk on Johnston Island during our fuel stop, and was in Honolulu about 20 hours later. 

Erral was just as glad to see me as I was her, and we had a fantastic five days together.  She had arranged not to have to work while I was on leave, and that made things all the better.  The leave was over too soon and I had to report to Hickam for transportation back to Kwaj.  It would be space available so I reported by phone, and asked if there were any empty seats westbound.  But I knew the drill and was sure it would take at least a day to be manifested on a flight.  I had a low priority and it might take several days to get out.  There was no sense going to the base and waiting so I just called in every day as I was required to.  Rules were rules and I had to follow them.  My buddies in dispatch knew the rules, too, and they would see to it that I wasn't assigned to a flight until there was a seat that matched my priority.  I called in every day, faithfully, but it wasn't till the fifth day that I could get a seat.  This five-day leave worked out pretty well with an extra five-day delay that stretched it to ten days.  Erral and I took full advantage of our time and we reluctantly said our goodbyes for another two-month separation, knowing it wouldn't be any longer than that since I could return without delay as a crew member.

Upon return, there was an Air Force Lieutenant who had been waiting for a flight out for his five-day leave to see his new bride in Honolulu.  He was there when I left and still there when I got back, looking more dejected than ever.  He didn't ask and I didn't tell, how a Navy enlisted man seemed to have more travel priority than him.

I could see that being gone for 12 days didn't seem to have any impact on the work getting done, and I began to think my job wasn't very vital.  It didn't take much brainwork to meet the planes coming in, to spray the cabin with a "bug bomb," and log the number of passengers who got off to stretch their legs and make sure the same number got back on before the plane left, plus any we added to fill an occasional empty seat.  It was back to doing time on the island in a boring, relatively unfulfilling job -- one that didn't seem very important, and one that we had more people to do it than we needed.  It was dull routine that filled the days.  It was 12 hours on, 12 hours off, usually 6 days a week.  Walk to the chow hall for three meals a day, take in a movie at night, and an occasional daytime amateur show at the outdoor theater if I was not on duty.  We had a party one Sunday for the sailors in our detachment -- took a spare LST to a nearby island for a picnic and swimming in the lagoon.  
One Saturday there was an Admiral's inspection, which was quite unusual.  Kwajalein was a Naval Base and under Navy control but our MATS detachment was mostly Air Force.  At inspection time there were about three hundred Air Force personnel and only a handful of sailors to inspect.  The Air Force uniforms did not meet Navy standards for appearance but we sailors had to make sure we were fit and proper.  I was in the front row in my formation with about a hundred Air Force non-coms on either side.  The Admiral, I could tell, had no experience inspecting military personnel in khaki uniforms.  He came up the line, hardly casting a glance -- until he got to me.  At last, I was in a uniform on which he could unleash his inspection skills, and he took full advantage to carry out his duty.  He inspected the inside brim of my hat, under the back flap of my blouse, made sure I had a regulation neckerchief, that I was clean shaven with hair trimmed, that my trousers were buttoned properly, that my shoes were polished, and even lifted the cuff of my trousers to make sure I had regulation socks and that they were a proper length.  The Air Force guys were snickering but at least they'd seen an example of how an inspection really should be carried out -- the Navy way.

Erral's routine was a trifle more satisfying than mine.  She had some good friends to visit with, her interaction with interesting customers at Waikiki Pharmacy was satisfying, and the environment in Hawaii was far more pleasant.

The second two months passed slowly but, at last, it was time for another five-day leave.  By this time I had the officer-in-charge nearly convinced that my position was not needed and that I should be sent back to Hickam.  I'd been persistent, at every chance, to present my case with every reason I could think of.  He was almost on the verge of saying yes, so I waited a few extra days to see if he would issue orders.  He was indecisive.  It was frustrating and I could wait no longer so signed on as a flight attendant and left on the next plane to Hickam.
Erral, as always, took the slight delay in stride.  She was remarkably flexible, and we made the best of my second "five-day" leave, stretching it to ten days, as before.  This time, though, we started talking seriously about starting our family.  We'd been married four years now and it'd been six years since we first started talking about the children Erral wished for -- with my absolute concurrence.  Besides, many of our friends had children now and we looked at them, we both admitted, with some degree of envy.  My six-month tour now had less than two months to go and it was a good time to plan for the next of our life's adventures.  
On my return to Kwajalein I was greeted by my C.O. with a surprise, telling me he'd decided my billet was no longer essential to the mission and that orders had been cut to reduce staff by one.  My position had been eliminated.  It took my best poker face to keep my excitement from showing while I feigned slight disappointment at not being able to finish my tour.   My campaign for the last two months had worked.  I could hardly wait to get to the barracks, empty my locker, pack my seabag, and get back to the terminal to "volunteer" as crew member on the next eastbound plane.  To heck with taking my end-of-tour bonus trip; I did not want to risk coming back through Kwajalein again.  I wanted to be as far away as I could get.  I wanted to be back at Hickam!  

There was no time to let Erral know.  I would have to surprise her!  In 24 hours I was on a plane headed for Honolulu, delirious with excitement.
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