Homeward Bound – January 1947
Right after Christmas 1946 I received orders to return to the States and be
discharged from the Army. Chuck had returned home before that. We traveled by train
from Frankfurt to Bremerhaven, Germany, located on the North Sea, and were there on
New Year’s Eve. It was terribly cold. While waiting for our ship, we were housed in a
very large airplane hangar with a high ceiling. It seemed as though there was no heat in it
all. The Mess Hall was in an adjoining building, too small for everyone at one time, so
we waited in line in the freezing cold. This was also the last time that we could use the
Scrip Money specifically produced for military use in the PX while in Germany.

Scrip Money issued to us in Germany for use in PX
***
Dave Kocher, one of the GI’s very active in Frankfurt Youth For Christ, and also
another Chaplain’s Assistant, was on the same ship with me as we returned to the States.
In 1948 when I began college at Bob Jones University in Greenville, South Carolina,
Dave was also there as a student, and purchased my 1937 Plymouth which I had
purchased from Isabel’s father and driven to college.

Bill Zulker, Friend, Dave Kocher –
Homeward bound in Bremerhaven, Germany, January1947

Bill Zulker and Bill Young on ship
Returning from Germany January 1947
Bill and I reconnected in Wayne, PA several years later.
HOME AGAIN After arriving at the New York harbor, we were sent to Fort Monmouth in New
Jersey, the arrival point for returning troops. I don’t’ think we were there very long, but
long enough to get home to Trenton at least one night that I recall. I was still dating
Ginny Lou Wright and remember one night after church that her father, Paul Wright,
drove me back to camp. I still recall walking through the gate and across the camp with
the stars shining down upon me and the wonderful feeling of being home again.
In another few days we traveled on to Fort Dix, NJ. Here again, we waited and
waited as the final process of being discharged slowly advanced. During that time I was
also able to get home because we lived so close- about a half hour away.
“Special Orders” from HEADQUARTERS, SEPARATION CENTER, 1262d
ASU, FIRST ARMY, FORT DIX, NEW JERSEY, dated 31 Jan 47 on a mimeograph
sheet I have in my files indicate that I was to receive 14 days terminal leave and then be
discharged on February 14, 1947.

OVER – DONE - OUT

ON FEBRUARY 14, 1947 I WAS DISCHARGED
Honorably, no less !!!!
My rank was TEC 5 or T/5.

REFLECTIONS –
Looking back, sixty-three years later, I can say that I grew up when I was in the
Army. Some of my growth resulted directly from military training but more from nonmilitary experiences I had during that time.

The Army taught me the importance of personal integrity, self-discipline,
unrelenting determination, submission to higher authority, and the courage to stand alone
when necessary. It was also a thrilling time of spiritual growth and a deepening of my
faith in Christ.
My whole world broadened far beyond expectation. As a teenager, I was not
anxious to leave home and join the Army. Though I was as patriotic as were all at the
time of War, I did not have to make a decision to enlist in the military; I was drafted like
all eighteen-year-old boys. If I had preferred the Navy instead of the Army, I could have
enlisted as did my brother Walt. I waited, thinking that maybe the War would be over by
the time I graduated from high school, but it wasn’t. I was still in my senior year when
the War in Europe ended in May, 1945, but the War in the South Pacific did not end until
I was half way through my basic training in the Infantry.
I was not at all happy when I first started in the Army. But from the very
beginning I was challenged to live by the standards I had learned from my parents in our
Christian home and the personal decision I had made on May 28, 1944 to follow the
Lord.
Soon, I was involved with The Soldiers Trio and Gospel Team from Camp Croft
and at the little store-front church in Spartanburg, South Carolina. We sang at different
churches, met some very good Christian people and learned a lot of new Gospel music.
Then there were the unforgettable times with Frankfurt Germany Youth for Christ and
the experience of being the President of the organization and Director of the Saturday
night rallies. (See my memoir booklet “Frankfurt Youth for Christ.”) Serving as an Army
Chaplain’s Assistant opened new doors and relationships.
The Army enabled me to see new places beginning with the US South, crossing
the Atlantic Ocean, The English Channel, seeing the White Cliffs of Dover, France and
Germany. Meeting fellow soldiers from all over America and observing their behavior
and listening to their stories was a real eye-opener. Our contacts with many Germans
who worked with us at the base or those we met at various Christian functions gave us
new insights into other people’s hurts and concerns. It dramatically changed our earliertaught ideas about the previously-hated Germans who were once our enemies. We later
learned that they considered us “their Liberators” from the evil of Hitler’s regime. Our
friendship with the young fourteen-year-old boy-interpreter, Gunther Vahlberg, and his
mother, continued until his death in 2003.
Sixteen times since 1990, Isabel and I have had the privilege of visiting Germany,
renewing friendship with Gunther, his wife and daughter, and making new friends while
there. Seven of our grandchildren (one with a wife), two daughters and a son-in-law
accompanied us at various times as our eyes opened to new lands and peoples. I wonder
if all that would have happened if I had never been there before – in the Army?
When I returned home, I was then ready to begin life as an adult, finding a path of
my own, and expanding on a life of service in some form of Christian ministry. The
foundation for future ministry was there. What followed within a few months was the
beginning of Trenton Youth for Christ, another chapter in my memoirs in a booklet titled
with that name. From there it was marriage, college, seminary, the pastorate, and college
administration. It is obvious to me now that the Lord knows what is best for each of us
and uses all events and experiences for our good and His ultimate glory.

Thanks be to the Lord

