My Name

The story of my name begins with my father, Marshall Scott Allman, born near
Summitville, Indiana in September of 1918. Where did the name Marshall come from?
Dad’s father was a diehard Indiana Democrat. Thomas Marshall, former governor of
Indiana, was at the time Vice President under Woodrow Wilson. Being 28th Vice
President of the United States was a big deal among Indiana

Democrats. Hence, Marshall became my Father's name. As for Scott, that comes
from my grandmother's favorite relative, one Scott Thurston. | have some
correspondence between my father and Scott where Dad, between the lines, calls out
Scott for being a handsome, vain, fat cat, Indiana politician. Other than that, the trail to
earlier Scotts has grown most faint.

While those are the basic parts, it will take a bit more of a story to put them together to
form my name.

Both my parents were raised on farms in Indiana. | recall while writing in high school on
the subject of the American Great Depression, | asked my mother, “What was it like in
those days?” She shrugged and said they were farmers, had what they needed, and
really did not notice.

This is not to say they were wealthy. In order to pay for college my father augmented
his 4 H scholarship by enlisting in the Purdue Army ROTC. He graduated and took his
officer’'s commission in the spring of 1942. Rlght away he was stationed in Iceland
where the US military was keeping an eye on events in Europe. During and after DDay
and the invasion of Europe he led troops in combat serving under General George
Patton. With the war in Europe finished in June 1945 he mustered out of the Army as a
Major.

While he was in graduate School at Purdue University he remained in the Army
Reserves to have more money to support his growing family. One winter night there
was a tragic event in Purdue University athletics. During one of those raucous
basketball games the bleachers just collapsed. Fans were spewed everywhere. Some
died and many were injured. My mother recalls there being tall mounds of glasses,
hats, and boots for the survivors to sort through afterwards. Mom was pregnant with my
oldest brother Bruce. My father, gallantly, cushioned her fall but wrenched his back. He
would wear some sort of back brace for the rest of his life, but that is the source of other
stories.

Their family grew with the addition of my older brother Paul. My father finished
graduate school and had his degree when the war in Korea heated up. Naturally,
soldiers in the Army Reserves were called to active duty. My father with his combat
experience and leadership skills was an obvious choice.

Mom said she was ready to pack up the two lads in diapers and travel from Army base
to Army base as she followed his assignments around the country and the world. He



reported for his Army Reserve physical on August 30, 1950. Once the doctors saw his
back brace he was immediately rejected. Doctors sent him home. That night, hearing
the news, my mom’s water broke and friends were summoned to care for the two
toddlers. | was born a few hours later.

In a day full of surprises and changed plans, one more remained. What to give as a
boy’s name? My due date was still one month away, on September 27, 1950. Since |
already had two older brothers and my Mother always wanted a girl, female was my
expected gender. Several names were readied for me as the new daughter-to-

be. However, recycling the grandmother's names - Myrtle Marie and Bertha Mae, or
any combination thereof- was out of the question.

Also, my mother quickly vetoed calling me Marshall Scott, Jr. My grandfathers were
both somewhat cantankerous and more than a bit competitive. Jon and Charles were
also out. No need for bad feelings by the risk of favoring one of them.

So the quick compromise was to swap my fathers name first two names.
And that is the story behind my name, Scott Marshall Allman, named after my father.

But there is a little more. True, there were no wise men and choruses of angels in the
Lafayette Home Hospital that night, but due to the circumstances | came to fancy myself
as an anti-war baby. This was the spirit of the few conversations between my father
and me about the military as | became a candidate for the Viet Nam war many years
later.

My folks were prescient to not name me Marshall Scott, Jr. In many ways my Father
and | were opposites. He was a gifted agronomist, scientist, and entrepreneur. He
despised intellectuals. Those characteristics are just the opposite of me, an introverted
intellectual and probably the worst business man you will ever know.



