
	 It is 1966.  A Greyhound Bus motors westward on Interstate 10 headed toward 
San Diego.  Inside, 19 year old Butch McCain and 20 year old Nelda snuggle side by 
side, embarking together on their new life adventure.  They are easily pegged as 
newlyweds by the pristine glimmer from their wedding bands and by the goofy 
expression on Butch’s face.  

	 He had not always looked that way.  In fact, a mere two days earlier, Butch had 
been a confident, steady, strong young man standing tall and straight at the altar, 
calmly watching for his bride to appear at the far end of the aisle.  It was when she 
rounded the corner and stepped into view that his legs went all wonky, he could 
scarcely breathe, and that stupefied expression spread over his face. 

	 Good golly, she was gorgeous!  Her satin gown with lace trimmed bodice and 
the long lace train trailing behind, designed and sewn by Nelda’s mother to highlight 
her daughter’s beauty, surely accomplished that standard, but the resultant affect on 
Butch was dramatic.  In time he would recover, but he had not yet.

	 Butch is due to report to Naval Base San Diego for further training. Bus tickets 
westward peeled off the first few larger bills, but what remains from a $400 cash loan is 
tucked securely in his back pocket.  They have no place to live when they get there, no 
transportation once they disembark, no friends or family nearby, yet no anticipated 
problems disturb their reverie. They are young, and fearless, and they have faith. It all 
works out, sure enough!  With the cash remaining in Butch’s wallet they rent a motel 
room for a week, purchase a 1958 Oldsmobile, and still have five one-dollar bills to 
spare.  With this, Nelda feeds herself for the coming week while Butch eats his meals 
on base.  

	 Mrs Whittaker is the first San Diegan to extend them credit based solely on 
immediate, instinctive character judgement.  She rents them a unit in her eight 
apartment establishment with simply a promise to pay when possible.  Mrs Whittaker is 
a kind, quirky, semi-elderly lady with such an active curiosity it could be more 
accurately described as nosiness.  She rummages through everyone’s trash bags, as 
all of her tenants are aware.  Some leave her notes inside - “Good morning, Mrs 
Whittaker”, “It’s gonna be hot today, Mrs Whittaker”, “We plan to have a party tonight, 
Mrs Whittaker, but we’ll turn the music off before 10:00.” 

	 All of the tenants become good friends, and often gather together for fun.  Six of 
the eight units are occupied by military couples, two by civilians.  No matter, they’re all 
approximately the same ages and they all like to have a good time.  Some announce 
their arrival back home by honking their automobile horns outside.  One resident owns 
a Plymouth Barracuda, an impressive vehicle even without additional embellishments, 
but this young man adds a maraschino cherry to the top of his Barracuda Sundae. He 
buys and installs an Au-Ooo-Gah Horn.
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	 Arriving home, he pulls up outside the apartment unit.  He knows that a blast 
from this horn will bring his friends running to their windows.  It’s gonna be great!


	 . . . . . .   AU-OOO-GUH ! !   . . . . . . .    Dang!  This is fun!

	 What he failed to notice, just before he let out that hilarious blast, was a little ole 
lady crossing the street toting a couple of loaded grocery bags.  She jumped as high as 
her little legs would take her, which caused her groceries to scatter wildly over the 
street.  The young man leapt from his vehicle, chased oranges and apples and milk 
bottles, and apologized profusely.  He kept the horn, but was more careful in future.

	 Butch served four years in our US Navy, three of which were in Vietnam.  His 
service lacked the glamour as depicted by naval heroes in Hollywood films - John 
Wayne, Gary Cooper, Tom Cruise.  No - our hero did the heavy work, service of 
incalculable value but throughly devoid of charm.  Our guy was the engineer on a River 
Boat, one of a scant, three man crew living full time on their vessel.  Their’s was one 
out of several in a small flotilla, each equipped in what could only be described as 
austere accommodations.  Their duty was to transport personnel and equipment, up 
and down, back and forth thru the swampy, mosquito infested, oppressively humid 
jungle rivers of Vietnam.  This duty would have been even more tediously repetitive and 
boring were it not for periodic showers of incoming bullets from somewhere deep in 
the jungles on shore.  Butch endured, served honorably, and survived.  He came home 
with several medals, and . . .  with the lasting effects of exposure to Agent Orange.  

	 He likes to joke that his Good Conduct medal was earned by managing to serve 
four years “without getting caught”. 

	 By 1978, the McCain family had settled back in home territory in south-central 
Texas, and had increased their numbers by two.  Denise and Jason were in the 4th and 
1st grades respectively.  Butch was employed as an engineer with GTE.  The previous 
year had treated them well, with lots and lots of overtime.  This meant that finally, for 
the first time ever, there was enough money in the bank to afford some of the things 
they needed, and maybe one or two splurges on the side.  They bought the first brand 
new, fresh from the factory automobile they had ever owned.  It was a beautiful Dodge 
station wagon, brown with wood grain on the side.  It had a radio, and AC too!

	 They owned a two story home in Dickinson.  Butch and Nelda, working together 
and by themselves, had spent months renovating it entirely.  All they lacked now was 
installation of new carpet throughout. 

	 Dickinson is in Galveston County, south of Houston, roughly 25 miles inland 
from the Gulf.  In 1978 there came a rain - and what a rain it was.  In the first 24 hours, 
28 inches of water poured down from above.  Their home, already on blocks and two 
feet above the ground, nevertheless filled with 33 inches of standing water throughout 
the entire first floor.  The water did not begin to recede for three days.  Outside, barely 
visible above the water line, was the roof of their new station wagon. Total destruction.

	  The family was rescued by a Fire Department, and delivered by boat as far as 
the end of the street - maybe four or five blocks.  There they transferred to a Civil 
Defense truck for the next leg of their evacuation, then were given over to the care of 
an 18 wheeler which ultimately stalled out in flood waters beneath the Gulf Freeway.  



Their final transfer was into a dump truck, and they were not alone.  There were several 
others, including elderly folks and a few dogs.  They spent that first night in the 
Dickinson High School shelter, then the next three weeks with Butch’s brother whose 
family had a home on higher ground.

	 Imagine what it must have been like for them returning to the scene of 
desolation.  It wasn’t just the enormous monetary losses.  Think of the time, the 
exhaustion, the aching backs and blistered fingers endured in the renovation of their 
home.  Think of how close they had come to having their project complete.

	 What they saw now was water soaked wood, mold, mildew, nameless debris, 
and their first new car being towed off to the junk yard.  At this point, it was give up or 
start over.  They never hesitated.  They never whined.  They waded in, cleared out the 
filth, took inventory, made assessments, picked up their hammers and saws and 
screwdrivers - and went to work.  That is, as the expression goes, the way they roll.

	 St John’s acquired the McCains in 1980, thanks to GTE.  Butch was transferred 
to Georgetown to oversee the opening of their new offices on North Austin Avenue.  
Butch and Nelda found their way to St John’s much in the same way as so many 
others have done.  They tried other churches, were disappointed there, walked in the 
door at St John’s and, due to the outstanding friendliness of the membership,  
immediately felt at home.  They wasted no time getting involved, giving of their time 
and talents.  Both of these folks are multi-talented.  They can do almost anything.

	 The membership of St John’s in the 1980’s was not only larger than it is today, 
but included far more children.  The McCains, along with C. W. Hones, headed the 
Youth Group for three or four years.  At the time, Denise and Jason were in their teens.

They were an extremely active group, often taking field trips to destinations such as the 
San Antonio Zoo, AstroWorld, or Six Flags over Texas.  

	 Butch enjoyed singing - was in the choir and also in a special men’s choral 
group referred to as “The Red Suspenders” - because, of course, they all wore red 
suspenders.

	 Nelda served as president of the United Methodist Women, and has been on the 
Heritage Committee for many years.  Heritage Committee duties include keeping our 
extensive church historical records, overseeing Heritage Sunday as well as the San 
Luchia ceremony.  

	 Nelda began sharing her extensive artistic talents from the time they first 
became members.  Today, over forty years later, she is still heading St John’s Crafts.  
She is perfect for this position, as her talents are unlimited.  Her talents include sewing, 
painting, metal embossing, stained glass, beadwork.  Just name any craft.  She has 
either tried it, mastered it, or is game to try whatever is suggested.  She made a 
stained glass piece to commemorate the 125th Anniversary of St John’s.  It hangs in 
the hallway between our Family Life Center and Fellowship Hall.  Stop and look at it 
someday when you are passing through.


Dorothy Newcomb 
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Butch & Nelda with Orville & Betty Tanner

on “romantic” Kauai Island, Hawaii

HAWAII

Hands down the best vacation spot


in the opinion of Butch and Nelda McCain




Paintings by Nelda

The smallest relocation and 
remodel project Butch 
tackled - yes, it is an 

outhouse.

Butch’s Naval Service was 
spent largely on River Boats like 
these, hauling personnel and 
supplies up and down rivers 
thru the jungles of Vietnam.

Transport

Vessel

Nelda’s beautiful 
wedding gown was 
made by her mother.

A couple of wood creations by Butch -

Cross with Dove


Squirrel carved from a peach seed



