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previous training from the Colonel (for me, to always be first over the wall, 
etc.). I had become accustomed to get in front of all the others, so, I was 
one of the first members off the plane. The first person I saw and recognized 
was John Murphy (who had worked in Iran) then, EDS Security and that is when I 
began to feel a little more secure. Then there were many familiar faces and 
everything seemed a bit more organized. Sponsors had been assigned and were 
taking each team member to a specific area. 

My sponsor led me to an awaiting Mercedes Benz bus . . .  and there she was 
. .  , it was Marva. As I approached her, there were other wives and family 
members greeting me and shaking hands, crying, but my mind was strictly on 
Marva. Her eyes were glassy and we hugged for a long time. It was the 
first time since our wedding that I saw her cry. I could not decide what to 
do. I found myself looking for the team members, then returning to Marva. 
(It seemed as if I did not want to lose sight of them). 

Then, as I looked around, I saw Paul and Bill reunited with their families 
and that is when it hit me what we had done. I saw Mr. Perot and the 
Colonel standing, shaking hands and I got emotional. I knew it was all 
over. 

When I walked into the Concorde Room and Saw 1,000 People Waiting to Welcome 
Me 

I recognized many faces in the crowd, but I did not speak nor did I look at 
them for any length of time. I was not sure if they recognized me because 
I was a mess. Dirty clothes, unshaven, red eyes, and an odor. Mr. Perot 
has always been a good speaker; his speech brought cheers from the crowd. 
The speech was short and sweet; he introduced the team (probably because he 
wasn't sure if the crowd recognized anyone). 

I was thinking, after the speech, where do I go? Where is home? Where has 
my wife been living, in Dallas? Was she still living in the EDS apartment 
or had some of our friends taken her into their homes? 

That Evening -

After the speech, Ralph Boulware informed me that we had been invited to dinner 
at Terry Meyers home, another EDS employee. We had some beautiful steaks and 
drank scotch and sodas and spent the rest of the evening talking. It was late 
when we went to bed; I had fallen asleep on the floor in front of the fire­
place while the others continued talking and laughing. Marva touched me gently 
and said, "Ron, wakeup honey, let's go home." I said, "Where is that?" Marva 
replied, "We are staying with the Boulwares." 



October 15, 1982 
Page 3 

My last thoughts before going to bed, my mother or noone would never know: or 
understand what had just taken place in my life. 

I wonder, what will I do next? Can I sit behind a desk? Where will I work, 
in what state, city or country? Will I be successful? Will Marva and I have 
a boy or a girl? What happens now? 

Ron Davis 




