My Courtship of Elva Jo Gill

All my life I have been a mark for matchmakers.  I don’t know why my friends are always trying to fix me up with somebody they know.  When I was a young man, the Vandenburg family where I went to church in San Louis Obispo had an eligible daughter.  They sort of took charge of me.  Margaret had four brothers that treated me like I was already a brother-in-law.  When I got drafted I never looked back.  

Even the Air Corps tried to pair me up with a beautiful WASP; that’s Women’s Airforce Service Pilot.  We flew ferry missions together and spent days away from the base.  Her name was Phyllis.  She liked me, but she laid down the rules, she was saving herself for marriage.  I respected that.  We corresponded even after the war.  She got a job with an airplane company and wrote me a letter saying that I had a job there if I wanted it.  We could fly together, and I would not have to be a plumber any more. 

After the war, my oldest brother, Granville, was running a filling station in Lubbock, real close to down town at 14th and K.  There were some fellows that hung out down there all the time.  Granville hired a young man to work for him named Gerald Gill.  I got acquainted with him and found out he thought he was cupid.  He had a girl cousin that had just moved to Lubbock.  He said, “You would like her. She is a real nice looking girl and just your type.”  

I had heard all that before and I didn’t like my friends hooking me up with some girl I didn’t know.  I dodged him for a long tome, until one day he brought her down to the service station and introduced her to me.   I kind of liked her, you know, appearance and the way she talked and everything.  So, I got her telephone number and later I called her and asked for a date.  

There weren’t that many places in Lubbock back then to take a girl, and I was going to take her to a movie.  She liked to go dancing, you know, country dancing.  I was not much of a dancer.  She lived a couple of blocks off College Avenue.  There was a club around 16 and College, I believe it was, where they held dances.  She said, “Why don’t we go to the dance over there by my house?”  We did and we had a good time.  We began dating pretty regular after that.

Jo was the first gal I ever met that I was really compatible with, if you know what I mean.  We were both raised out on the farm; in fact, her folks and mine still lived on farms between Lubbock and Tahoka.  They all went to the Baptist church at Woodrow.   We started going to church together and that’s where we got married.  

We celebrated our 55th wedding anniversary before she died and we never had a bit of trouble.  I fact, I don’t believe I would have been a success in business if it hadn’t been for Jo.  I was a plumber with not much education, but she had gone to Draughn’s Business College and learned to be a bookkeeper.  She worked for J. E. Murfee & Sons, Insurance Company.  They insured and arranged bonding for a lot of big contractors.  She knew the ins and outs of the contracting business.    

I was 30 years old and she was 28.  I had been all over the country and lived the wild life.  I was ready to settle down and I told her I did not want her working after we married.  I asked her if she was willing to give that up and forget about working.   That’s exactly what she wanted.  We had a good life together.  We had one son who moved to California and died of  cancer a few years ago.
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