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Dedication
I watched as my husband, Art, tediously wrote, edited, prepared graphics for, and published his memoirs. The dubious task extended over a full year, but resulted in a treasured book detailing the history of his life. In his persistent way, he encouraged me to follow his example by writing a book about my own life experiences. I hesitated because of the time consuming effort I knew it required. He countered by appealing to my softer side—he felt I owed it to future generations to document my journey through life and the roles I played in the lives of those I loved. With this encouragement and my desire to document my life as a mother to Gina and Christy and grandmother to Joe, Dylan, Ryan, and Spencer, I decided to dedicate my time and effort to sharing my more than three-quarters of a century of living. I hope this book helps them better understand their origins and realize the unfathomable love I have for each of them.
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Born: August 28, 1939 11:35 AM (Wesley Hospital, Wichita, Kansas)
Birth name: Constance Sue Sejnost
Birth weight: 7 lbs. 1½ oz.
Birth length: 19"
Parents: Jeannette Clara Smith Sejnost and Eugene William Sejnost
First apartment: 615 North Grove, Wichita, Kansas
First home: 135 Illinois Street, Wichita, Kansas
Sat alone: 4 months
First baby picture: September 23, 1939 (each month for the first year)
Weight/length at one month: 8 lbs. 4 oz., 20¾"
Discovered feet: 4½ months
First head cold: 7 weeks
First church membership: September 7, 1939 (First Presbyterian Church, Wichita, Kansas)
First trip to the pediatrician: October 4, 1939 (Dr. F.L. Menshan)
Held up head: 2 months
Cut first tooth: 8 months
First visit to Grandma Clara Smith in Osceola, Missouri: 8 mos. (spent two weeks)
Climbed steps: 9 months
Weight/length at one year: 18 lbs., 28½"
Weight/length at two years: 23 lbs., 32"
Weight/length at four years: 32 lbs., 39½"
Weight/length at seven years: 45 lbs., 45"
Allergies: grapefruit, milk, wheat, eggs, oranges, chocolate, house dust, wool, white potatoes, corn (all disappeared over the years)
First train trip: April 15, 1940 (Wichita → Kansas City on the Rocket Train)
First bus trip: May 4, 1940 (Wichita → Kansas City → Centerville, Iowa)
Second train trip: July 14, 1940 (Kansas City → Centerville)
Second road trip: July 25, 1940 (Kansas City → Centerville to visit Aunt Lou Richie)
First school enrollment: January 22, 1945 (kindergarten at Eugene Fields Elementary, Wichita, Kansas)
Statistics
Mother kept meticulous records regarding my pre-school progress and I've added some later milestones below.
Baptism: Easter, 1947 (First Christian Church, Emporia, Kansas)
High school graduation: June, 1957 (Southeast High School, Kansas City, Missouri)
Married to Arthur Robert Geldbach: August 23, 1958 (Memorial Christian Church, Kansas City, Missouri)
College graduation (Bachelor of Science in Education): May 28, 1962 (Southeast Missouri State College, Cape Girardo, Morsourri)
First child: November 29, 1963 (Gina Lynn)
Second child: April 13, 1968 (Christy Lynn)
Master's degree (Master of Arts in Special Education): May 9, 1974 (University of New Mexico, Albuquerque, New Mexico)
Educational specialist degree (Ed.S. in Special Education): 1992, University of Nevada, Las Vegas)
Retired: September 3, 1998 (Director of Pupil Personnel Services, Clark County School District, Las Vegas, Nevada)
Lung transplant: June 11, 2011 (Ronald Reagan UCLA Medical Center, Los Angeles, California)
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Family Background
O’Dell/Smith Relatives
To understand me, it is important to share my family background. My mother, Clara Jeannette Smith, was born in Osceola, Missouri on May 5, 1914. Her parents were George Brown Smith of Warrensburg, Missouri, and Annabelle O’Dell from Johnstown, Missouri. Annabelle, my grandmother, was the daughter of Pleasant C. O’Dell—a first generation American whose father emigrated from Ireland. Pleasant O’Dell, a Tennessee man, had the distinction of serving in the Civil War for the Union while his two brothers fought for the Confederacy.
Thanks to my niece, Gretchen Hein, the O’Dell family roots are traceable to the 1600s and even include Mary Bolen, the sister of Anne Bolen. This, consequently, makes me a long lost cousin to Queen Elizabeth I. My ancestors were also early settlers in America; this qualifies me to be a member of the Daughters of the American Revolution.
By the time I was born, my only surviving grandparent was Grandma (Annabelle) Smith. I remember hearing that starting at age ten when her mother died, she raised many of her brothers and sisters. She married at age 17 and birthed 11 children. Elada Mae, the oldest, died at eighteen months from pneumonia, and Bertel, her fourth child, died at age five from measles. My mother was the youngest of the eleven. By the time she was born, several of her siblings were out of the house so they were not actively involved in her life.
The first two living siblings were boys and played significant roles in Mother’s life. The first, Otis Alfred, was a very talented baseball player and earned a full scholarship to college. When the First World War arrived, he decided to forego college to join the army. By that time, Grandpa (George) had died and only Mother and Grandma (Annabelle) remained on the farm. Otis became their sole supporter by giving Grandma all of his college savings. This money supported them through some very difficult times; without it, Mother could not have completed high school in Osceola. Otis lived in Kansas City after the war where he drove a streetcar— something I found fascinating! He married twice (Ollie and Frances), but never had children. I was closer to
Grandma Smith with Her Sisters
Grandma Annabelle
Pleasant O'Dell's
Civil War Discharge Papers
Pleasant O'Dell
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Uncle Oat than I was to any of my other uncles and I remember everyone loved his famous rhubarb pies. I’ve always hated rhubarb pie!
The next brother was Jennings Bryant whom I only saw when we visited Osceola. He served as a cook in the army during the First World War under General Pershing and this experience, along with his love of hunting and fishing, led him to eventually choose cooking for a profession. He and Georgia, his wife, had four daughters who were about my mother’s age so the five girls grew up socializing together.
Jennings operated a booth at county and state fairs during the summers. His whole family would work and I, though still very young, helped occasionally during my summer vacations. My job was handing out plates—a chore I thought was great fun. I also loved the fair environment with its penny tossing for carnival glass and the Ferris wheel.
After her father died when she was 17, Mother moved into the Jennings’ household during winter months. This allowed her to complete high school without trudging the long journey from the farm to school during cold Missouri winters. Jennings was quite wealthy from his summer sales and his family travelled a lot. They often spent weeks during the winter enjoying the warmer Florida weather. When they were vacationing, Mother stayed with Rosie Smith, Jennings’ next-door neighbor and Mother’s aunt by marriage—Rosie's husband was George Brown Smith, one of Mother's father’s two brothers. George was a mortician and one of Osceola's mayors, and Grandfather's other brother, whom everyone called "Doc," was a doctor.
William (Bill) Little was Mother's next brother. Like Jennings, he was also a dedicated fisherman and lived his entire life in
Otis and Mother
Mother and Daddy with Otis and His Family
Rosie and Neita in Osceola
Aunt Rosie Smith's 100th Birthday Party
Osceola. Being in charge of the Osage River Power House, he had access to prime fishing area so I ate many catfish during my visits. Fortunately, I liked catfish much more than rhubarb pie! We frequently visited Uncle Bill, his wife Lena, and six children. Though I picked delicious blackberries while there, I was always a little reluctant to go. Their house was very small and situated in backcountry where snakes and other critters tormented me. Moreover, I would always return home with an allergy attack and would have to get shots three times a week through the rest of the season.
Orval (Jake) Dallas, the family rebel, ended the line of boys. He and his father did not get along so Jake left home as soon as possible. After his father died, he rebuilt contact with the family and helped support them financially by offering his home to his sisters when they left Osceola to find work in Kansas City. Jake eventually married Mabel with whom he had one child who died at birth. Jake and Mabel moved to California before I was born so I never really knew them.
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Cousin Neita Jean
Grandma and Grandpa Smith on Their Wedding Day
Cousin Lucille
Bill with His Family
Cousin Joanne
Charles and Neita Simmons with Their Children
Neita Mae Smith Simmons was the first girl after a string of boys. A very intelligent woman, she attended school through 8th grade enabling her to qualify for a teaching position. In fact, she became Mother’s first teacher in their small one-room country school. Neita and her husband, Charles Smith, lived on a farm near Osceola and had five children: Lucille, Tommy, Bob, Joan, and Neita Jean. I was very close to their family, especially Neita Jean (who died of breast cancer at age 42) and Joann who were nearest my age. Our family spent many weekends with them during the summer months. I ate delicious homemade ice cream, milked cows poorly, fed pecking chickens, used the outdoor privy, and wore homemade dresses made from feedbags. Two of Neita’s children, Tommy and Bob, later served in the Korean War.
The next sister was Lucille (Lou) Georgia Smith Richey. She married Curtis whom she met when he was a civil engineering student at the University of Iowa. They never had children and were always very generous to Lou’s mother, sisters, and nieces. Lou and Curtis lived in Mexico, South America, Atlanta, Georgia and Sausalito, California and would send care packages to us twice a year filled with clothes and shoes from their exotic locations. I even wore some of the clothes she sent Mother because they were much better than the hand-me-downs common in my closet. Art and I visited Lou and Curtis in California in 1961 on what we refer to as our first real vacation. They wined and dined us! We also visited with them often later in their lives because they had a winter home in Boulder City, Nevada near Las Vegas. I have many good memories of the time I spent with the Richeys.
Gladys Catherine Smith Rau, the sister with whom Mother spent the most time, was very special to Janice and me. She worked in Kansas City and lived with Jake and Mabel until she married Herb Rau (who made uniforms for a Kansas City sporting company). They lived in a large house he inherited from his parents where they rented rooms to many family members (including my father) over the years. Gladys and Herb had no children and no car. Mother attested that the lack of those two things made them rich!
Gladys was a real jewel. She was an excellent seamstress, cook, baker, and craft maker. She and Mother spent weeks before Christmas making springerles (a hard German anise dunking cookie) for everyone in the family. I not only enjoyed them while living at home, but also looked forward to my Christmas boxes every year even after I left home, married, and had my own children. After Gladys died, I tried duplicating her recipe without success.
Gladys' and Herb’s greatest gift was introducing my parents. Mother and Daddy were married in a minister’s home in Kansas City and except for Herb and Gladys who served as witnesses, no one from the Smith or Sejnost families was invited.
The next in line before Mother entered this world was Nellie (Nelle) Rosie Smith McClung. Nellie was the girl rebel with a true cause. She contracted a severe case of scarlet fever when young and permanently lost her hair. As such, she had to wear wigs as a young woman when they were not fashionable. She was so self-conscious of her condition that she quit high school, left home at age 18, and moved to Kansas City where she lived with Jake and Mabel while completing a high school equivalency program and attending secretarial school. I learned later in life that Nelle had a child out of wedlock whom she gave away (considered shameful at that time), a fact known only to Mother, Gladys, and Jake (not even her own mother). Nelle eventually married Raymond McClung and they
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Jeanette Smith
Lou and Curtis Richey
Smith Brothers and Sisters
Ed and Jeanette
Bill Sejnost
had one boy, Mike. They moved to Arizona and each time Mother visited Las Vegas, I would drive her to visit Nelle in Phoenix.
The last Smith to join the family was my mother, Clara Jeannette Smith Sejnost. She claimed her sisters raised her because her mother was just too tired. Despite being a large family, Mother remained close with all her siblings throughout her life, and they all seemed to watch out for her. She was particularly close to her sisters because of the bond they formed when she was young. Mother was also close to her own mother, but I seldom heard them talking together.
Mother said little about her father except that she avoided him out of fear and that he was "tyrannical." A ne'er-do-well farmer, he died from cancer when Mother was 17 leaving Mother and my grandmother impoverished and alone at home. Her brothers and sisters supported them as much as they could with money and food and encouraged Mother to complete high school—an accomplishment she achieved making her the only Smith child to graduate from a traditional high school. She qualified for college and even though Lou offered to pay her way, she chose to go to beauty school instead so she could quickly begin earning money. I don't recall Mother ever working in cosmetology; instead, she moved to Kansas City and lived with Jake and Mabel while working in a drug store. She and Daddy met while she was there and they married shortly after they met—May 9, 1935.
Mother was always very religious and her family's Presbyterian church served as her primary social outlet when she was young. I don't think Daddy's family participated in any organized religion so, like many young couples, the two of them probably didn't think about attending church together until I was born. I found a card from the First Presbyterian Church in Wichita's Cradle-Roll-Department that welcomed Constance Sue to membership on September 7, 1939.
My mother had a prayer that we always said at dinner time: “Thank you for the world so sweet; thank you for the food we eat; thank you for the birds that sing; thank you God for everything. Amen.” I also went to bed each night with: “Now I lay me down to sleep; I pray the Lord my soul to keep. If I should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.” Religion has always played an important part in my life and these prayers frequented my own childrens' lives.
We spent many summers with the Smith uncles and aunts in Osceola, Missouri and with Grandma Smith. I remember my grandmother as a short, very heavy woman with long snow-white hair and false teeth. I loved visiting her in Osceola though I don't think we ever shared a real conversation. I remember watching her ring chickens' necks and fry the best chicken I have ever eaten! I hated her outdoor privy and never went into her storm shelter after witnessing Daddy kill a cottonmouth snake on the cellar steps. That was the summer I added a fear of snakes to my already widespread fear of bugs. It was always interesting visiting Grandma's house... the family always had a good time.
5
Ed Sejnost Motor (1927)
The Smith Girls
Gene Sejnost
Sejnost Relatives
Daddy’s family was from Bohemia and though I’m not sure why they left, I presume it was due to religious conflict. At the time, Catholics were powerful in Czechoslovakia and it is likely that my grandparents’ families were living in poverty because they were Protestant. Many families from the Old Country emigrated and settled together in the United States. This is probably how my grandparents met since they were from the same part of Bohemia. Because they arrived in 1892, I like to think they came through Ellis Island but I do not think they did. My grandfather, Frank Sejnost worked as a carpenter for the Chicago Expedition and later became a successful carpenter throughout the U.S. Sophia Jirsa, the daughter of John Joseph Jiras and Terenzia Moroves, met and married him in Chicago. They later bought a farm in Montieer, Missouri where Daddy was born and eventually moved to Kansas City. I am proud to say my father was first-generation American.
Frank and Sophia had eight children—five boys and three girls. I know little about either of them, but my dad’s mother never learned English. She spoke only her first language while my grandfather refused to allow his children to speak any language other than English. He said they lived in the United States and that is all they would speak! Daddy was only eight when Sophia died in the 1918 Spanish flu epidemic. He could speak Bohemian, but never encouraged Janice or me to learn even one word. My grandfather married twice more, the first time to Sophia’s sister. I believe he outlived all three wives. I regret never pressing Daddy for information regarding his parents or his younger years.
Frank Sejnost, Jr. (1899-1959) was the oldest of Daddy’s siblings. We used to have picnics at his house in Kansas City with his wife, Louise, and two children—Marilyn and Richard (who were at least ten years older than me). Frank was a radioman in the navy and had the distinction of serving on the ship that carried Woodward Wilson to the European War to sign the Versailles Treaty. Unfortunately, he died soon after we moved to Kansas City. Though we didn't know each other well, I received Christmas letters from Marilyn throughout my life even though I would not know her if I met her on the street.
I had two uncles I never met—Henry and Ed. According to Daddy, it was not a surprise when Henry disappeared after being committed to a mental institution in his early twenties. He never returned home; nor did anyone from the family ever locate him. Ed moved to Atlanta, Georgia at a young age, became a Jehovah Witness, and broke off all contact with his family. I understand Mother and Daddy met Ed in Georgia a few times over the years, but I never had contact with him. In 2016, I received a call from a man researching W.W. Brown Machine Works who told me Eddie and Henry both spent their lives working as race auto mechanics for companies including Stafford Machine Works, W.W. Brown Machine Works, and Scripto Manufacturing Company. Eddie made quite a name for himself racing dirt tracks with others like Billy Winn.
The first Sejnost girl, Lillian (Lil) Sejnost Goldsmith, married at least twice and had a son named Lou Linstrum. He was much older than me and served in the navy during World War II. Lil, who always impressed me, completed high school and worked in a well-paying job as a CEO's executive secretary. She wore beautiful clothes and lived in a high-rise apartment in Kansas City. Lil always gave me nice gifts, but otherwise didn't pay much attention to me. I really liked the gifts.
Racer Billy Winn with Eddie Sejnost (probably)
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The Sejnost Family
Bill and Martha with Daddy and Mother
Helen Sejnost Matosek was the next girl. Helen married and had a child, but both her husband and child died. She never remarried so lived in the Sejnost family home until they sold it. After that, she rented a room first in Martha’s mother's home and later in Uncle Oat’s. She had a good position with the Hallmark Company in Kansas City and even entertained my business class in high school when we visited on a field trip. Helen was a generous person and very involved in my life. She (along with my parents) even visited Art and me one Christmas in College Station. When she passed away, Helen left my parents money.
Daddy's next brother was William (Bill). They were close in age and best friends throughout their lives. I am not sure Mother approved of their close relationship because she sometimes felt Bill took advantage of Daddy’s good nature. Nonetheless, I was close to Bill and Martha, his wife, throughout my life. In fact, Bill was the photographer at my wedding and even visited Art and me when we lived at the Air Force Academy. Bill and Martha had no children so with their good jobs they were able to live much above our standards.
The next son in line, my father and the youngest boy, arrived in Montieer, Missouri on May 20, 1911. Because Sophie died when he was only eight, stepmothers, brothers, and sisters raised Eugene (Gene) William Sejnost. A good-looking young man and one of the smartest, hardest-working, and talented men I have ever known, it was unfortunate that his father made him quit school at age 16. He found work immediately and, despite it being during the Depression, he was always employed. He was a talented typewriter repair man and in later life even took some college courses.
Mother and Daddy met when he was living in Kansas City with his unmarried siblings. They married when he was 24 years old and she was 20 and lived with his family for a few years. Mother was never happy living with the siblings. Daddy was the first in his family to marry outside the Bohemian culture and Mother felt his family held it against her. She was delighted when they moved to Wichita, Kansas.
I do not know what led Daddy to become a typewriter repairman, but he was good at it. Many of his companies recognized and commended his repair talents; they also regularly sent him for advanced training in the field. He ran a typewriting repair business from the basement of our Kansas City home throughout my high school years to supplement my parent's income.
Gladys Sejnost Adamack was the final daughter. She was only three months old when her mother died so was sent to Minnesota to live with an aunt until the age of 12. The family with whom she stayed practiced Old Bohemian ways so she didn’t even learn to speak English until she moved back in with her father and siblings. By the time she returned, Daddy was 20 so he never knew her very well (though Mother and Daddy visited her in their later years). I knew her only vaguely having met her only once or twice when I was very young. She and her husband, Johnny Adamack, lived in Utah and had no children.
Like most women, Mother was closer to her family than Daddy was to his. I spent a lot of time with the Smith relatives and very little time with the Sejnost clan as we visited the Smith family most often when Janice and I were young. Nonetheless, I remember Bill, Helen, and Lil as an important part of my life and I remember our youngest cousins on the Sejnost side.
Gathering of the Smith Family
7
In the Beginning (Wichita, Kansas): 1939-1941
I entered the world at Wesley Hospital in Wichita, Kansas on August 28, 1939 at 11:35 AM. Mother reported it was not an easy delivery and we both ended up with major issues that required remaining in the hospital for more than two weeks. I never knew what her problems were, but I had a birth defect in my neck that would affect me during my high school years. Mother and Daddy named me Constance Sue after her favorite actress, Constance Bennett. Everyone called me Connie and throughout my life I was uncertain people were talking to me when they said "Constance."
My early childhood years in Wichita, Kansas were very good. Shortly after I was born, we moved to a developing area on the outskirts of the city limits where we lived until 1946. Many of the neighborhood homes were still under construction and they filled with families who had young children. The two-bedroom (I had my own bedroom), 900-square-foot house had a huge backyard where Mother kept a large garden. During the summers, we always had fresh vegetables and she canned continuously.
Mother stored can goods in the basement along with the washer. Because many children lost arms when caught in washer wringers, Mother would not let me near it! The basement also housed a large population of black widow spiders. Consequently, she never let me go to the basement alone. While ensuring I understood the danger of spiders, she also managed to make me afraid of every type of bug in the world! I was never able to kill a bug and was known to scream for someone else to do it even in my older years.
The memories I have of my childhood are rather limited. I remember having the measles and having to stay in my darkened room for two weeks. Despite this, it is not a bad memory because my parents waited on me hand-and-foot. Childhood diseases were a serious concern in those years with polio being particularly rampant so Mother would not allow me to go anywhere during the summer. We never even went to a swimming pool (so I never learned to swim). Daddy did his part to thwart off polio by burning garbage pails after trash pickup (some
Wesley Hospital (Witchita, Kansas)
Our House in Witchita
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believed fly larva might cause polio which we now know is untrue). I had friends then and throughout my life that suffered complications from the disease. I think the reason we spent so much time each summer in Osceola was that my parents thought I would avoid exposure there.
I also remember Mother, a stay-at-home mom, having some interesting ways for disciplining. I was a nail bitter who swallowed the bitten nails. One day Mother took a bitten nail and scratched my arm to show me what was happening in my stomach. I got the message as well as an infection on my arm. The infection was so bad that she had to take me to a doctor. She never tried that method of discipline again. Her need for discipline was certainly warranted because I could be quite an irritating child. On a visit to the grocery store when I was four, I threw a meltdown temper tantrum for a carton of buttermilk. I embarrassed my mother who bought the buttermilk to quiet me down. Not to be defeated, she found an effective punishment—she made me drink the entire carton when I got home! I hated it after one drink, but she stuck to her guns and made me drink the whole carton (probably making me throw up afterwards). I've hated buttermilk since then.
The War Years (Wichita, Kansas): 1941-1946
I was three years old when the Second World War began and almost six when it ended. I don't remember much, but do remember that everyone received monthly ration books for items such as flour, sugar, and gasoline. When I was about three, my parents (I think it was Daddy) left one of our coveted ration books on the dining room table. Somehow, I climbed on a chair and proceeded to destroy the entire book. I do not remember being punished, but they never left coupon booklets within my reach again!
My father was probably not a prime candidate for the military because he was married, had a child, and was 32 years old, but still tried to join the army. Doctors discovered he had a spot on his lung during the physical exam. They worried it might be tuberculosis (common at the time) and recommended testing our family. Mother had clean lungs, but I also had a spot in my left lung. Neither of us had TB, but I sometimes question whether that spot was the cause of my lung issues in later life. I do not know whether Daddy was still eligible for the military, but he began working for the Boeing Company during the TB testing process. The company was a major supporter of the U.S. war effort so he continued to work at Boeing throughout the war. I barely saw him because he worked such long hours for those three years. Daddy left before I awoke and didn't return until after I was in bed.
Daddy was very low-keyed and, probably because he was seldom home, I cannot remember him ever disciplining me. He took his work very seriously, worked constantly, and was lucky to have a well-paying job during those difficult years. I remember being about four when Mother and I took a bus downtown to where Daddy worked (we were probably planning to go somewhere after he finished work). Mother and I had some time to waste so I was playing in the hallway with some Lincoln Logs she had brought to entertain me. I put one of the green slanted roof pieces in my mouth and, just as my mother told me to take it out, I ran down the hallway and into the wall. I tore the roof of my mouth! I was crying; Mother was screaming; and, blood went everywhere! I doubt we ever made it to where we were going and I don't ever remember visiting Daddy's workplace again; however, I will never forgot the pain I was in that day. My regular antics surely excited and entertained my parents.
Uncle Bill Sejnost joined the U.S. Army and served in Patton's Division during World War II where he fought
With Mother and Daddy (7 months old)
Daddy's First Car
With Daddy's Car
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in the Battle of the Bulge at St. Viet. He returned from the war physically unscathed, but never talked about his war experiences—even, I think, to Daddy. We included cigarettes, chewing gum, LifeSavers, toothbrushes, toothpaste, pencils, paper, envelopes, stamps, bars of soap, socks, and more in care packages we sent—nothing at all I wanted for Christmas.
Speaking of Christmas... Mother had a rule that I had to write thank you notes for each gift before playing with it. One year, I put aside all the ones I did not like and refused to write those thank you notes. She made me do it anyway. Well, I reasoned, I would have not wanted to write a thank you note for any of the items Uncle Bill received from us for Christmas. He married Martha upon returning from the war and worked for Shefield Steel Company until retirement.
I had the mumps in 1945 and though my case was not severe, Mother caught a terrible case exactly two weeks later. She was very ill and needed a doctor, but it was difficult to find doctors since most were serving the war effort. Since my mother did not drive, she needed a professional who would make house calls (oh, the good old days!) so a home nurse came to the house. Daddy was not around so the nurse gave me care instructions on how to care for Mother (who was mostly out of it). Mother spent at least a week-and-a-half in bed, not moving. I would lie beside her and read my books to her. I bet she really enjoyed the entertainment her five-year-old provided. Daddy would leave soup for her (that was all she could eat) and I would heat it for lunch and dinner. My parents claimed I was a good nurse.
A memory I have from wartime is Franklin Delenor Roosevelt dying. Daddy came home early from work and we walked from house-to-house in our neighborhood talking with shocked neighbors. Another wartime memory related to the strategic location of Wichita. The big aircraft companies in Wichita warranted our local communities take special precautions. We pulled blackout shades nightly and were encouraged to utilize as little electricity as possible.
Our New Witchita Home
At Grandma's House in Osceola
I also remember V-J Day (the end of the war in Japan). Daddy took us downtown to see the huge parade with all the returning soldiers bathed in confetti. Decades later when I lived in Germany, my parents, children, Art, and I visited the Luxembourg American Cemetery and Memorial on a Sunday. Daddy spent hours locating the grave markers and reading names of fallen heroes from Missouri and Kansas. He knew quite a few young men who did not make it through the war. It was a heartbreaking experience.
I also started school at Eugene Fields Elementary during the war years. Kindergarten was not mandatory in Wichita so I did not enroll until January 22, 1945 when Mother (who didn't drive) was able to find a neighbor to take me to school. Mrs. Nigh's son, Jerry Ray, was also in kindergarten so she drove the two of us to and from school. My teacher was Miss Caskey.
Jerry and I started first grade at Eureka Public School the following September. It was not far from our house so we walked what seemed, through the eyes of a first grader, to be a long way. My teacher’s name was Mrs. Sloan and I was an okay student. Mother drilled me nightly on spelling so that was probably my best subject. Also, I was a strong reader—certainly due to the fact that one parent read to me every night and I had my own library card starting at age three. Math was my weakest subject and remained so throughout my life.
Even in my day, children bullied each other. One second-grader tormented me daily on my way home from school by throwing my lunchbox or filling it with dirt. Mother told me to tell him not to do it, but that proved ineffective. She would have contacted his mother, but he didn't live near us and came from a very deprived family without any discipline. My savior ended up being Jerry Ray Nigh who began walking home with me every day. It solved my bullying problem.
The war ended on September 2, 1945 and shortly thereafter, Daddy's job was over with the Boeing Company in Wichita, Kansas. He decided to go out on his own so franchised a business to service Underwood Typewriters in Emporia. He left for Emporia right after Christmas in 1945. Since I had another semester of first grade, Mother and I lived in a neighbor’s attic apartment (after our house sold) until the end of the school year. On June 1st, 1946, we moved to Emporia, Kansas. I have good memories of Wichita, but never had the opportunity to visit again.
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First Grade Picture
Mother referred to Jerry as my first boyfriend. He even wrote me three letters (which Mother kept) after we moved to Emporia following that first grade year.
My Kindergarten Teacher (Mrs. Caskey)
Mother and Daddy
Kindergarten Building with Jerry Ray
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Daddy's Typewriter Store in Emporia
Daddy Fixed Typewriters Like This (picture taken while on a cruise ship side trip)
Elementary School Years (Emporia, Kansas and Shawnee, Oklahoma): 1946—1951
Emporia was a much smaller town, but had a college, Emporia State College, that brought in well-educated people to live and work in the community. Daddy had a nice building down the street from the university where he was contracted to service all typewriters at local schools and the university as well as Underwood Typewriters in surrounding communities. Apparently, it was a very profitable move for him.
Daddy could do a lot with typewriters, but could not do much when it came to buying houses. I know my mother was neither happy with our house nor its location. We lived at 810 Union Street... an interesting street. Two blocks up were very nice homes usually occupied by professors and teachers. One block down were very poor, neglected homes. From the outside, our house—two-stories with a wraparound porch and big front yard—looked huge. It wasn't. Inside was a small kitchen, little dining area (only a kitchen table could fit), an old-fashioned parlor, one bathroom, and two bedrooms. Off the kitchen was a little screened porch and small backyard that left Mother to really miss her gardening. My parents rented-out the upstairs the entire time we lived in Emporia. The second floor had a kitchenette, living room, two bedrooms, and a bathroom.
There were not as many neighborhood children as in Wichita and Mother was not excited about me playing with the ones who were there. Five unsupervised pretty-rough boys of various ages lived across the street. There were no girls in the neighborhood so I played a lot of jacks and hopscotch by myself that first summer. I finally met some girls when I started school in the fall. In the meantime, I spent some time with the boys. We enjoyed meeting the iceman who brought ice for iceboxes daily (remember, we lived in a time of iceboxes and daily door-to-door milk and egg deliveries). He would always chip a little off and give it to the children. It was like meeting an ice cream wagon every day. The boys and I would also run around some evenings catching lightning bugs.
Mother was not impressed when she visited the public grade school near our house. She talked Daddy into enrolling me in (and probably paying for) the college teaching training school instead. I really loved the school. We did a lot of plays and exciting activities, but little of it contributed to learning traditional subjects. I was a good reader and speller before I enrolled, but had few math skills even after being enrolled for several years. Mother became concerned when I could
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My Home in Emporia (1945)
My First Grade Teacher
not do simple addition in third grade so decided to send me to the public school for fourth grade—a real culture shock! I went from a class of around 15 students to 40. In addition, Kansas schools were some of the only ones integrated in the country. For the first time, I saw and learned beside black students. Since my math skills were horrendous, I spent a lot of time in the low math group with a number of black boys. Most of them came from such impoverished families that they did not even wear shoes to school (except in the dead of winter) and their clothes were often dirty. Attending Union Public School felt like a punishment, but I had an excellent fourth grade teacher who taught me everything I ever learned about math.
I also joined the Brownies (the youngest Girl Scouts) when we were in Emporia. Mother was a leader and participated in all the activities until Janice and I were too old for scouts. These girls became my best friends both at scouts and in the training school. I continued with scouts when Mother moved me to the public school, but it was never the same since my friends and I no longer had school in common.
I remember one of the girl scouts bullied me during the summer between third and fourth grade during Brownie Day Camp. Daddy had to be at work very early and couldn't drive me to the state park where they held camp. Because my friend’s dad taught at the university and was off for the summer, I would walk to her house every morning and he would take us and pick us up. He dropped me at her house around noon and I walked the couple of blocks home. Around Thursday of the second week, the girl, who had always been very bossy and picked on me, told her dad I did not need a ride home. Not knowing better, he left me behind.
I waited and waited and finally decided to walk home... about three miles back into town. Mother, who was very pregnant, unable to drive, and unable to walk far in the heat, knew something was wrong and could not reach Daddy. Eventually, my friend's very upset dad learned he had left me (she was ultimately punished) and he went looking, but could not find me. Mother was ready to contact the police when I finally stumbled home very hot, sunburned, and dehydrated. That event, in addition to my math failures, probably contributed to my mother deciding to send me to public school.
Mother spent that summer pregnant. I remember one very hot August day when she was particularly miserable. The huge dog next door got a hold of the cat that lived in our backyard and the cat was making a tremendous commotion as he slowly died. When Mother could no longer take the heat and noise, she walked me downtown for a matinee. I don't remember what we saw and there was no air conditioning at the theater, but the fans and darkness sure made it feel much cooler.
Janice Lou Sejnost arrived on September 22, 1947 leaving an eight-year gap between our ages. I was the pre-war baby and she was the post-war one. I would like to say I was an attentive and loving big sister, but, honestly, I can hardly remember her first couple of years. She slept in my parent’s bedroom and I didn't have to take care of her. I think my mother had a hard delivery again and Grandma Smith came and stayed with us for about the first three months of Janice’s life. Janice must have been a good baby; I do not remember her crying or being fussy at all.
Her birth, however, did change my life because Mother had me drop or curtail many activities including my piano lessons. Mother sat with me every time I practiced and she simply didn't have time to do so once Janice arrived. So, piano, along with tap dancing and acrobatics, went by the wayside. I didn't mind giving up piano (though I spent much of my life regretting that I never learned to play), but I did miss tap dancing. 1947 was also the year Mother enrolled me in the public school system, a fact I surely attributed to Janice's presence. It was probably due, instead, to the fact that the training school required parents be very active and Mother didn't have the time or a sitter for Janice.
One of my new friends at the public school told me she was
adopted. She claimed that her parents loved her more because they picked her out from lots of children; whereas, my parents had to take what they got. I went home and asked my parents if I was adopted and when they responded in the negative, I was so disappointed they were stuck with Janice and me. I wanted to at least think I was adopted.
While in Emporia, we regularly attended and spent lots of time at First Christian Church. Mother was active in all the women’s groups and Daddy began to attend church with us. During third grade, I took the minister’s classes for baptism; and on Easter Sunday, Daddy and I were baptized by immersion. I treasure that we were baptized at the same time. I remained a member of the First Christian (Disciples of Christ) Church my entire life.
Daddy decided to move to Shawnee, Oklahoma just before Janice’s second birthday in 1949. Shawnee was a very small town, but I believe the move increased Daddy's income while permitting him to be in charge of a larger territory included several high schools, a college, and offices. He left before us to begin work and purchase a house while Mother, Janice, and I remained in the Emporia area until I finished the school year. Daddy returned in June to move our furniture and, despite the fact the Emporia house looked like a white elephant, I don't think they had any problems selling it.
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Janice, David, and Me in Shawnee, OK
First Grade Class
We were all happier with his new house. It was on a very nice street with beautiful homes and many children, and it had the benefit of being only about six blocks from Jefferson Elementary School. The house had a small front yard and a large backyard. Plus, Janice and I each had our own bedrooms. Janice stayed in the room closest to our parents’ bedroom, and I had the back bedroom (a screened-in porch in the back). The house was great in the summer because all the windows would open for a nice cross-breeze; it was a little cold in the winter. I became so use to cooler winter nights that I was never able to sleep in a warm room after Shawnee. We had a living room, dining area, kitchen (with our first refrigerator), bathroom, and the three bedrooms. The entire house was about 1,000 square feet.
I loved our neighborhood and the many friends it produced. One of my new friends was the proud owner of a much-coveted television set. The screen was miniscule by modern standards, but all the neighborhood kids would still meet at her house every day after school to watch “Howdy Doody.” My family didn't have a TV for at least four more years.
I also spent time with two sisters who lived a few houses down. Their mother worked and left them alone most of the time. Mother thought they were nice girls, but probably thought I spent too much time in an unsupervised house. One morning, they pressed their blouses before school and forgot to turn off the iron. When the three of us arrived at their house after school, the iron had burned through the ironing board and was making its way through their floor. We called the fire department and were grateful the fire engine kept the house from burning down!
After a negative fourth grade public school experience in Emporia, I absolutely loved grade school in Shawnee. I had wonderful teachers and really nice classmates who readily accepted me. One of my fifth grade classmates had rheumatoid fever that left her with a really weak heart so she
participated in class via speakerphone. The girls in our class (including me) visited her at home weekly and we all enjoyed talking with her through the phone. The school also had atomic bomb drills during which we would have to hide under our seats and tornado drills when we walked to a highway crosswalk tunnel. The tunnel may have saved us, but surviving a nuclear attack under our seats was doubtful.
I also did the only bullying in life during fifth grade. We all wore dresses to school and when a good friend of mine was doing tricks on the monkey bars, you could see her panties. A girl, boy, and I sang: “We see Paris; we see France; we see Sally’s underpants!” She began to cry and, of course, a teacher sent us to the office. The principal was very nice and just told us how much it hurt and embarrassed the girl; then, sent us back to class. As we were returning to class, some big mouth asked me how it went and I, unbeknownst that the principal was walking directly behind me, flippantly announced that it was not too bad. The principal said: “Well, Connie if it wasn’t too bad, I think you should join me again in the office.” No one can imagine how devastated and scared I was! The secretary sat me in a chair where I cried for over two hours. I just knew I was going to get the paddle; plus, she would tell my parents. The principal finally arrived at the office and said: "I think you've learned your lesson." It was toward the end of the day and she sent a very chastened little girl back to class. I was so afraid my parents would find out, but she never called them. They probably would not have done anything, but I could not
fathom having to suffer their disappointment. I never told them what I did, nor did I ever tease another student or get in trouble at school.
During sixth grade, I came down with a miserable case of chicken pox and had pox marks all over my body. Mother kept lotion on me all the time and made me wear gloves on my hands to keep me from scratching. It kept me from touching my face, but not the sores on my chest. Scars from my chicken pox experience haunted me for the rest of my life. Janice may have caught chicken pox at the time, but her case was nothing like mine.
Janice and I were much closer when we were in Oklahoma. Mother had me watch her occasionally (just outside) and sometimes take her for walks in the stroller. Though we didn't communicate much, I at least acknowledged her existence. Mother would tell me that Janice worshiped me and I should always spend time with her.
Oklahoma was a lot different from Kansas. There were few blacks, but many Native Americans. Once when Aunt Helen came to visit us, Daddy took me to meet her bus in Oklahoma City. We arrived a little early and as I wandered around the bus depot, I saw two drinking fountains side-by-side. One said "Water" and the other said "Colored Water." Thinking "Colored Water" must mean Kool-Aid, I started to get a drink. People were watching and Daddy jumped up to take me away
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Flag Twirling in Shawnee
With Neighborhood Friends
from the fountain and explain what "Colored" meant in Oklahoma. I doubt if I really understood what he was saying, but I got the gist of it. It never made sense that I couldn't drink from the same water fountain as the black children since we had been going to school together in Kansas. I am certain integration in the Kansas schools contributed to me not being prejudicial toward others.
Church in Oklahoma was a very popular past time and the Sejnost family was very active in the growing First Christian Church of Shawnee. We went to church every Sunday morning and night and attended Wednesday evening potlucks; I also spent my summers in vacation Bible School. I remember during a church building campaign, everyone (including our family) brought an item to place in a 50-year time capsule. I wish I could remember what we put in the capsule and I wonder if they ever opened it.
My father got off to a good start in Shawnee, but the year-old Korean War began to take its toll in 1951. He tried to stay in business, but one of the first things to disappear in order to support the war effort was typewriter parts. By Christmas, he was barely making an income so had to leave Shawnee to find employment. He moved to Kansas City, Missouri after Christmas and lived with Gladys and Herb until he found a job. My parents never mentioned money or hardships and it wasn't until later in life that I learned we were bankrupt when Daddy left for Kansas City. My life just went on as usual.
Mother, Janice, and I stayed in Shawnee not just to finish my sixth grade year, but also because we couldn't afford to move right away. I loved Shawnee and hated having to leave. I think Mother was also sad because we all really enjoyed Shawnee. We were in a friendly neighborhood with a good school and I had a healthy social life centered at the church. At the end of the school year, my sixth grade class gave me a going away party with lots of gifts and food.
I don't think my parents were able to keep much of what we had in the Shawnee house. Mother sent several boxes to Kansas City, but none of our furniture went. I always assumed they sold the house, but because of the bankruptcy, it may have been out of their hands. Mother, Janice, and I boarded a Greyhound bus in Shawnee and headed to Osceola, Missouri for the summer. Along the way, the bus stopped and disembarked all passengers while they cleaned. An hour after returning to the road, we discoveredJanice's blanket (which looked like a rag) was mistakenly thrown away. Janice cried all the way to Osceola (or until she exhausted herself and fell asleep)! Everyone on the bus tried to distract her, but she was beyond distraction. I reaped what she would not take: pieces of candy, gum, and toys. Mother had to have been beside herself with embarrassment. I just remember the crying went on and on and on!
Second Grade Class in Emporia, KA (1946)
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Middle School and High School (Kansas City, Missouri): 1951-1957
My parents enjoyed the social activities available in Kansas City and being closer to the Smith and Sejnost relatives. They spent many weekends at various Bohemian Club affairs in the Wildwood Lakes clubhouse. One weekend when we were visiting the club with Gladys and Herb, Mother, Janice, Gladys, and I were sitting by a fireplace when a snake came crawling out. Mother ran out of the building screaming bloody murder! At least Gladys picked up Janice, grabbed my hand, and led us to safety. Mother never lived down deserting her own children. I took many high school friends to the clubhouse and lake. Everyone enjoyed it, and my best high school friend, Sheila Mitchell Lipsey, remembered and remarked on the fun we had at Wildwood when she visited me fifty years later.
We spent the summer of 1951 in Osceola at Grandmother’s house. Her next-door neighbor was Dr. Ruth (a female doctor) whose grandchildren also spent most of the summer there. They were around my age so we played together every day. Osceola was such a small town that we could go where we wanted without supervision. We thoroughly enjoyed the nearly weekly county fairs popular from the end of May to September. On the Fourth of July that summer, I had a ladyfinger firecracker go off in my hand, but even that couldn't make the holiday anything less than outstanding. When I was older, I spent some Osceola weekends working with Uncle Jennings at his catfish booth. Osceola always offered a great summer retreat.
When I was 14 years old, we took a nice summer vacation to Colorado. Janice and I (like my own children many years later) spent the entire time reading in the back seat. Mother would point at a beautiful site, we would acknowledge it, and promptly return to our books. Other than summer and holidays in Osceola, that was the only vacation I ever took. After I graduated from high school, my parents traveled extensively with Janice. Am I a little jealous?
That my parents had financial problems never entered my mind. Throughout the summer, Daddy drove to Osceola on Friday evenings and returned to Kansas City on Sundays. Finally, about the second week of August, we all returned to Kansas City where Daddy had purchased a house at 6948 Montgal. It was a corner house right off a major street, Prospect Avenue, with nearby shopping within walking distance (Mother still didn't drive). Our side of Prospect was considered a lower-income area by the standards of many. The house cost about $4,000 and was seven hundred square feet. It was by far the oldest and most unattractive of all the homes in which lived. There was a living/dining room area, one bedroom, a bathroom, a small kitchen that could only hold a table for four, and a screened back porch. Janice, squirrels, and I shared an attic bedroom. The day we moved into the Montgal house was not too much work since we still didn't have much furniture. Gladys and Herb loaned us some start-up furniture until my parents could buy our own.
The house had small front and back yards, but a large front porch and full basement. Daddy put the water bug-infested basement to good use by running a second typewriter repair business there for twenty years. They remained in the home for 25 years until the city, luckily, decided to build a freeway right through their neighborhood. They received money for the house as well as the business Daddy ran
With Janice
With Janice at Grandma Smith's Osceola Home
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Daddy's Office at Remington Rand
Front of Montgal House
downstairs so they were able to relocate to Raytown, Missouri. They had a lovely home in Raytown, but Janice and I were both married and in our own homes by then.
Daddy worked for the Remington Rand Typewriter Corporation as a repairman. I am sure it was a downgrade for him, but it did not take long for cream to rise to the top. Over the years, he became one of their most skilled repairmen. He could do anything with a typewriter. His company frequently sent him for extended training on new machines. The industry was just moving into the computer technology age when Daddy retired.
The day we moved into our house, Janice stepped on the grate of a floor furnace right next to our parent’s bedroom and bath and fell through to the furnace below. Fortunately, it was summer and the heat was off! She and Mother were hysterical while Daddy and Herb quickly rescued her from her furnace prison. I think our parents felt badly so made it up to us by purchasing our first television set—probably a used TV with a 12-inch screen. There were few programs on TV in those days so we mostly watched "Howdy Doody" and "The Mickey Mouse Club." At ten PM every night, a test pattern would emerge on the TV until programming resumed at six AM. We thought we were the luckiest children in the world to have a television!
Blenheim Elementary School (1951—1952)
In September, I started seventh grade at Blenheim about six blocks from our house (middle grades were held in elementary schools at that time). Seventh grade was my worst experience in school! In those days, families did not move around as mine had so all my classmates had been together since kindergarten. I was the only new kid they had ever met. Since it was their last year in elementary school, they were completely satisfied with the status quo so no one welcomed me. Even the teacher didn't seem very friendly—I just added to her workload. Mother tried to get me into a scout troop in which most of my female classmates were active, but they turned me down because I had not been there since fourth grade. Perhaps if I were very smart or had a special talent, others would have accepted me. They didn't so it was a miserable year.
One girl who lived on my side of Prospect was friendly to me the third day of class. On our way home from school, she suggested we stop at the Coffey Drug Store because she needed school supplies. As we walked around the store, she began stuffing things into her pockets. I was scared to death that not only would they catch her, but I would be in trouble, too! She wasn't caught and I told Mother what happened as soon as I arrived home. Mother informed me I was never to go into the store with her again and, better yet, not even walk home with her. I was upset because she was the only girl who had spoken to me, but relieved that I could blame my Mother for my lack of friends. Church was the redeeming feature of seventh grade; I survived that grade only because I had a social life at church.
I spent a lot of time with Janice who was practically my only playmate, especially since I could order her around. One day after school, I took Janice to play baseball at the playground. Even though the seventh graders ignored me, there were always younger kids playing baseball there. It was my turn to bat, and I am sure I did not look to see where Janice was standing, but unfortunately, she was directly behind me. I hit her just above her right eye with the bat. Blood was everywhere, Janice was crying, and I was screaming for Mother as I carried her as fast as I could the six blocks home. Mother was sure Janice had lost her eye and Mother practically fainted. She washed Janice off, put her in a wagon, and we walked to a local
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doctor a few blocks away. His office was closed when we arrived so we returned home and Mother took care of the eye the best she could. Fortunately, it was only a small cut, but Janice never lost the tiny scar from her baseball experience. Mother never encouraged me to take Janice to the playground again.
My last miserable impression of seventh grade was related to the six Friday evening ballroom dance lessons I was forced to take. The teachers wanted everyone to participate in the lessons so my parents paid, whatever it cost, and sent me to be a wallflower. The instructor placed us with partners to learn the steps, but we had free choice of partners during the last 15 minutes of class. No one ever chose me so the instructor would make some boy, who did not have a partner, dance with me. You could tell he hated every minute.
Ironically, when my high school celebrated our fiftieth class reunion, a photographer was taking several pictures and someone suggested each feeder school to Southeast High School have a picture taken. When the Blenheim students lined up for a picture, several told me to not only get in the picture but into the front row. As far as they were concerned, I had always been a part of them. A couple of guys, who did not even know I existed in seventh grade, told me they really enjoyed dancing with me. It's fascinating how people see entirely different things.
Seventh grade finally ended, and it was time for summer. At 13, I wanted to earn “real money” so was excited when learning Nelle needed a babysitter for my cousin Mike until she arrived home from work each weekday. Her husband, Raymond, was a salesman and out of town during the week. Daddy would take me to her apartment on his way to work each morning and pick me up on his way home. I thought I was earning a fortune.
One morning after Daddy dropped me off, Raymond (who had a bad reputation with older women in the family) returned home unexpectedly. He tried to grab and kiss me. I was able to pick up Mike and lock us in the bathroom. Had I not been quick, I think Raymond would have pursued it further. Raymond finally left after about an hour of pounding on the door. I hysterically called Mother. Since she didn't drive, she instructed me to take two-year-old Mike and walk the four miles home in hot Kansas City weather. She was livid when I arrived home; Daddy (whom she had called) was also on his way. We left town for Osceola that day because Mother and Daddy were so upset they felt they should go somewhere out of town to gain distance from the situation. We spent the rest of the summer in Osceola with plans to start eighth grade in the high school in September.
The incident caused quite a stir on the Smith side of the family and I felt guilty for having caused so much misery for Nelle. No one cared for Raymond who they thought was abusive toward her. Mother tried to get her to leave him and move in with us, but Nelle chose not to do so. Instead, they stayed married and immediately moved from Kansas City to Arizona. Nelle became the sole family supporter. Mike left home at 17 and we were never sure what happened to him.
So, what did I learn from this? Mother made me read a book on the "birds and bees"—something that was completely foreign to me. It affected me for several years because I realized something serious had happened and I was lucky it was not worse. We later learned that Raymond had attempted the same thing with Neita’s two teenagers. Several years passed before Nelle and Mother rekindled their relationship.
Also during the summer before high school, Aunt Neita moved into Aunt Gladys' house in Kansas City where Neita worked as a practical nurse. Grandma, who did not have anyone to watch her as her health declined rapidly, also moved in with Gladys. Neither Grandma nor Aunt Neita lived much longer; they both died of breast cancer in 1953.
Southeast High School (1953-1957)
I was apprehensive of what to expect from eighth grade given the negative seventh grade and Raymond experiences. Southeast High School, located at the entrance of Swope Park, was in a very affluent area about two miles from our house. Many thought it was one of the best high schools in town. There were about 240 entering eighth grade students feeding
Blenheim School
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in from six different elementary schools. Everyone and everything was new and since I was used to new things, I had an advantage. Eighth grade classes were in the basement and eighth graders never mixed with upperclassmen (even at lunch). I easily made friends (even some from Blenheim) and the year was a great! My 1957 graduating class had mostly the same 240 students.
We all moved upstairs as freshmen. Ninth graders took six classes each day and ate lunch (depending on their schedules) with upperclassmen. I continued to make friends and was especially close to Judy Graham, Karen Vogt, and Sheila Mitchell. I was always with one of them. Our parents took turns driving Karen (who lived closest to me) and me to school during poor winter weather, but, otherwise, we walked. After we turned 16, classmates always drove us to and from school. Sheila was usually the chauffeur since she was the first to get her own car. I had to leave for school at 7:30 each morning, but would wait to get up until I heard Daddy moving; he would kill all the black bugs and empty the mice traps downstairs.
Southeast was a unique school designed around a King Arthur theme. We called ourselves "Knights and Ladies of the Castle"; the yearbook was "The Crusader"; our newspaper was "The Tower"; and, the student government was "The Round Table.” I was even an officer in the Round Table during my senior year. As the school's chaplain, I led the school in the Pledge of Allegiance, Star-Spangled Banner, and a thought-for-the-day at each assembly. I was also quite active in speech and drama classes. To introduce new students to the school, we would perform plays like "Induction to Knighthood" and "Knightlites." I had frequent roles in these and other school-wide performances. We were very proud of our royal theme.
The school did not support sororities and fraternities, but allowed them to exist. Between the freshman and sophomore year, students received invitations to rush parties and bids to join. The women of Eta Theta Nu, one of the most popular of the four sororities, invited me to join. We went through a ridiculous semester-long pledge initiation. For example, we had to dress in long underwear, ride the bus downtown, and sell peanut butter on toilet sheets. It was embarrassing, but at least a lot of us were together. I really enjoyed sorority life. We would meet in various sisters' homes and make plans, sing songs, and report on activities. It was such an honor to be selected as the sorority chaplain during my senior year.
I made decent grades, but was not the best of students. When I decided I wanted to go to college and learned I had to take algebra, biology, and a foreign language, I dreaded the prospect. I did well in Spanish and even took two years of it in college. I passed biology because the football coach was our teacher and I was on the Pep Team, but I barely made it through algebra. I took it my junior year with all freshman students and think I received a D only because my teacher felt sorry for me. I drifted through classes until my senior-level English teacher, Ms. Shouse, told me I would never make it in college. It really hurt my feelings, but made me determined that I would show her! I always regretted that she passed away before I graduated from college. I wish she had known her criticism was what I needed to wake up and begin to do my best.
Academics were not my thing; I was a social butterfly. In fact, I thought I knew the 235 students in my 1957 graduation class so was surprised at later class reunions when there were some I didn't remember at all. The girls in our class celebrated every weekend with a slumber party at someone’s house after attending a movie or school game. I had at least three slumber
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parties at my house each year. Before we met at the party, a group of girls and guys would often end up at Swope Park watching “submarine races.” Most girls, including me, experienced their first kiss watching those races. When we returned to the home of the girl sponsoring that week's slumber party, we would eat junk food, listen to records (one night we wore out the "Earth Angel" record), and stayed up all night. As we reached our junior year, slumber parties included boys crashing the party until parents kicked them out around 1:00 AM. At one party, about twenty of us piled on my parents' bed to sing while one of our 300-pound football players (also on the bed) strummed his guitar. Guess what?!? We broke the bed so badly that Mother and Daddy had to buy a new one. As one of "The Tower" newspaper reporters, I was responsible for the gossip column. Everyone wanted me to mention his or her name as a participant in the latest slumber party.
I ran around with very nice kids. I never saw a fellow student—girl or boy—smoke or drink. Mother and Daddy would stay up in the attic bedroom while I had my parties. The only other problem we ever had was that Daddy heard a boy making long-distance phone calls on our family phone and promptly told him to get off!
Mother wouldn't allow me to date until my junior year at which point I had my first big crush on Ronnie Ping, a good looking, recent high school graduate with an awesome sports car. Mother didn't like him. Every time he drove me home, she turned on the porch light and kept opening the door until I relented and came in. Her other method of control was to have me take Janice on dates. I think Janice knew some of my boyfriends better than I did! I hated to admit my mother was right, but in Ronnie’s case, she was. He got tired of dealing with my mother and Janice and dropped me like a hot potato. I was devastated. He later began dating one of my friends, Judy Graham. I was so envious until she got pregnant and had a baby girl at 17.
I went steady with my next boyfriend, Bill Sparks (who was two years older than me), for about eight months. I was never as interested in him as he was with me; I just wanted a boyfriend and he tolerated Mother and Janice. Bill married a classmate of mine, Novella Warner, after graduation. They divorced two years later after which he committed suicide.
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I really knew how to pick them!
During my senior year, I dated Bill Rhodes (a brother of one of my sorority sisters). I was crazy over him, but he was not equally crazy over me. Bill attended William Jewel College and invited me to the Kappa Alpha mixers and dances. After we broke up, one of my girlfriends introduced me to Bud Shields who was also in college (Kansas State). He took me to the Sigma Chi formal and even gave me a lavaliere! I was still dating Bud when I started college, but sent him a “Dear John” letter after I met Art. Mother saw Bud as practically through college and was more impressed with him than with Art who was just starting his education. Janice liked Bud, too, but I thought he was a little strange and quite controlling. I later heard he became a military pilot.
Though I dated boys already out of high school, I went to the prom and other school events with high school ones. I went to proms with Max Englehart and John Hey and attended our graduation party with Roger Carroll. On graduation night, our parents had an all-night party for us so we wouldn't drive tired, but at 6:00 AM when it ended, Sheila, our dates, and I drove to
major decision for my parents who ultimately agreed to have it done immediately following my junior year. It was rather exciting to go to the hospital and have surgery because none of my other friends were doing anything so exciting. I was one of a kind! Right after I returned from the ICU, I had a room full of friends. This caused so much added activity that I got sick and it put my recovery back several days. My parents and the hospital personnel immediately removed all the teenagers. I spent about a week in the hospital.
I soon learned surgery is not an exciting summer activity. After a month at home, my doctors had me start wearing a six-pound weight to stretch my neck during the night. It was a miserable six-months! As soon as Mother would go to bed, I would unclip the weight. When she discovered what I was doing, she started sleeping right next to me. In addition to the nighttime weight, I had a yearlong sentence requiring me to wear a neck collar during the hot Kansas City summer days. Again, as soon as I was out of Mother’s sight, I would take it off. I protested so loudly that I finally talked Mother and the doctors out of making me wear it to school. I look back today and realize the surgery would have done no good if it had not been for my mother. I was not following any of the rules.
One good thing that came out of the experience was exposure to speech therapy. I participated in physical therapy three times a week. While I would wait for my therapist to work with me, I watched the speech therapist working with children. They knew me so well that they let me participate in some of their speech/play sessions. I loved it and decided I would major in speech therapy in college.
Even after the surgery, weight, and collar, the doctors were not done with my neck. At Christmas, I had a second surgery for minor repairs. Their work was less extensive; I was out of the
Warrensburg, Missouri to have breakfast. Roger Carroll went on to college, joined the Air Force, and was tragically shot down and killed in Vietnam.
Our family attended Memorial Christian Church (where both Janice and I were married) and church continued to be important to me throughout high school. I was part of Koinania (the youth group), volunteered one rewarding week at St. Louis Children’s Home between my 7th and 8th grade summer, and attended summer church camp with most of my girlfriends. I loved camp!
Most of my friends also attended Memorial Christian and elected me to various offices in Koinania. I wanted to go to Phillips College in Oklahoma to become a director of religious education and even received a scholarship from the college, but even with the scholarship, my parents couldn't afford to send me.
I had my tonsils and adenoids removed when I was about five years old, but I was otherwise unfamiliar with surgery. Nonetheless, I had a birth defect that needed correction during high school. The stemnocleido muscles on the right side of my neck had grown around my spinal cord causing my neck to severely draw toward my shoulder. To avoid future paralysis, surgeons had to delicately cut the muscles away from the spinal cord. Choosing to pursue the surgery was a
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hospital by Christmas Day. I was, however, a terrible patient! My parents were courageous to have opted for the surgery and patient with my refusal to cooperate with my home therapy requirements. I have them to thank for the surgery's success. Had my parents not taken the initiative, I would have had a severe deformity for the remainder of my life. Until my lungs began to fail me, I only had to stay in the hospital two more times—delivering beautiful baby girls.
All 16-year-olds want drivers' licenses and I was no exception. Nonetheless, the surgery prevented me from driving until I turned 17; I was the last of my friends to receive a license. Our car was a difficult-to-operate stick shift (especially on hills) so Sheila’s family, who had an automatic, loaned me theirs for my driving test. I practiced parallel parking over-and-over and was disappointed when the assessor didn't even request I parallel-park during the test. I never parallel parked again! I received my driver’s license and was an official teenager.
My senior year was the best and the worst. I was having a great time, doing well in school (since I completed science and math), and was student director of the senior play and had a speaking part. I was having a ball until my parents dropped a bomb on me. All my friends were going to Missouri University in Columbia. I assumed I would go there, too, but when I started the paperwork, Mother and Daddy told me they could not afford MU. The good news is they fully expected me to go to college (perhaps Mother thought I would be more likely to marry a college graduate if I attended college) so told me I could go to Warrensburg—the last place on earth I wanted to go! I was devastated and angry with them. It got worse. Mother said I could not even afford a state college without making some of my own money. She found me a job through one of her friends, Ruth Derosset, and had me start working in the records department at St. Mary’s Hospital filing records. I worked from 3:30 PM to 6:30 PM daily and on Saturdays. I had to give up my senior play and many other activities so I made life very difficult for Mother and Daddy. I also began looking for an affordable college as far away from them as possible.
Most of my few friends who couldn't afford college, married immediately out of high school. The others went to Missouri or Kansas University but very few of them graduated from college. It always surprised me that the girl (Connie) with the poorest student record in high school graduated from college while my Beta Honor Society friends, Sheila and Karen, did not.
Summer passed quickly as I worked, ran around with friends, attended weddings of classmates, and packed my belongings. I also reconciled my relationship with Mother and Daddy when I realized, as usual, that Mother was right about expenses. The $1000 I earned from the hospital would come in handy in college. Mother and Daddy would pay tuition as well as dorm/food expenses ($225 and $900 per year respectively) while my money would cover any additional needs.
Despite the reconciliation, I selected a college miles away from Kansas City. I chose Southeast Missouri State College (SEMO)—now called Southeast Missouri University—in Cape Girardeau, Missouri; this would make me the only student from Kansas City amidst students from St. Louis and other southern Missouri areas. Though I doubt I admitted it to my parents, I actually had a good reason for choosing the school other than distancing myself from them—Cape had an outstanding speech therapy program.
Yearbook Picture
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College and Early Marriage (Cape Girardeau and St. Louis, Missouri): 1957-1963
My departure date finally arrived. Mother, Daddy, and Janice drove me the nine hours to school with no intention to return until June. I was attending the campus sight-unseen and pleased to find it picturesque, small, and quaint. Cape Girardeau, a beautiful city located along the Mississippi River, is about as southern as one can get and still be in Missouri. Janice and my parents helped set up my room in Leming Hall. They hung my clothes, met my roommate, and promptly departed. As much as I thought I wanted to be as far from them as possible, I knew absolutely no one and was suddenly lonely and depressed. I wouldn't see them again until Christmas when I found an assistant football coach visiting his mother and willing to drive me to Kansas City for the holiday. I even fixed him up with Sheila on New Year’s Eve!
In the months before Christmas, I learned to love college. Fortunately, my roommate, Susan Williamson from St. Louis, was very friendly, but she had two vices: she was a smoker and immediately introduced me to cigarettes and she was not interested in her education. I received good grades the first quarter when the classes were mostly repeats from high school, but the second quarter offered a greater challenge. Susan totally gave up on her studies and, consequently, had a bad influence on my study habits. I did not make my grades that quarter. My old nemesis, biology, once again plagued me. In addition, I took a downfall in sociology leaving me with two D’s. I was lucky to get the D in biology (a five credit course), but always felt I earned more than a D in sociology. Too intimidated to talk with the professor about why he gave me the D, the grade
Susan Williamson, Roommate
permanently remained on my transcript. I spent my life regretting that I never approached him about the grade. Susan did not even make it to the third term. She dropped out, and I ended up having the room to myself. Her departure certainly improved my study habits, and I fortunately made my grades the third quarter. I had not been initiated with my sorority pledge class at the end of the second quarter because of the poor grades, and was ecstatically eligible after my third quarter grades posted.
SEMO had a very active Greek system that permitted freshmen to rush and pledge sororities their first quarter and be initiated by the end of the second quarter. Joining a sorority was dependent on two things: (1) where you lived in the dorm; and, (2) recommendations from alumnae in the area. I ended up on a floor that housed about 15 members of the Σ Σ Σ sorority. I really liked the girls on my floor and since I had no connections in southern Missouri, I had no recommendations for other sororities. The Tri Sigmas introduced me to their older sisters, mothers, aunts, and faculty members, and I was excited, but not surprised to receive a recommendation and invitation to join. It wasn't until I returned home at Christmas that I realized Tri Delta, Alpha Chi Omega, and Alpha Delta Pi were more popular and better-known sororities, but I never regretted my decision. Janice joined Α Δ π when she went to Missouri University at Kansas City.
I took to college as a fish does to water. I absolutely loved it! I quickly made friends and many young men paid attention to me. The Tri Sigmas tended to hang out with the Pikes, TKEs, and Sigma Tau's so I had dates every weekend. We generally went to football games or
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parties. I became very interested in one unreliable young man in Sigma Tau who would say he was going to call, but not follow-through until someone else asked me out. I later heard he became a priest—that might explain why he wasn't in a hurry to date.
All freshmen had to pass a library course consisting solely of busy work that was supposed to make the library “user friendly.” The instructor placed us in groups and gave us three weeks to finish all required projects. A young man, Arthur (Art) Geldbach from St. Louis, who, basically, didn't want to do any of the work and just wanted to copy my notes, asked if I would work with him. He was cute and a member of Sigma Phi Epsilon, one of the two fraternities (along with the Sigma Chi’s) known to be the hot men on campus. I shared my work with him and he ultimately asked me to a football game and post-game Sig Ep party. I was impressed he asked a Tri Sigma out! We went on the date and had a great time. I'm not sure the romance would have developed if my Sigma Tau friend had been more attentive, but Art was there and I was interested in him. Despite the fact that Art was very smart and well known for his grades, I did the entire library project.
In those days, dorm life was very sheltered. We had to be inside by 9:30 PM on weekdays and midnight on Friday and Saturday nights. Housemothers did not allow kissing on the porch and they locked the dorm door immediately at curfew. I never missed arriving before curfew, but those who did went on probation. Also, when a male picked you up at the dorm, someone had to call you by your last name. I sometimes think Art married me only because he could never say "Sejnost." I couldn't even stay overnight with other girls unless my parents sent a letter of approval to the dorm housemother. Fortunately, they sent a letter, so I spent my first college Thanksgiving at Ramona Bird's (a sorority sister's) home in Sikeston, Missouri.
On Saturdays, I did my laundry at the dorm. We didn't have dryers so placed our clothes on an outdoor line. In her infinite wisdom, Mother attached iron-on nametags saying Connie Sejnost in all my clothing. It seemed like a good idea until some of Art’s fraternity brothers stole my panties from the line. Bo, also a Sig Ep, told Art I was quite a chick as he danced around their dorm room wearing my panties. I was so embarrassed and didn't even want to see his friends! At least Art defended my honor against Bo. Needless to say, I promptly removed the nametags from all my remaining clothes.
Art and I began dating exclusively in January of 1958. We usually went to fraternity parties, football or basketball games, school activities, and the library. Neither of us had any money to go out to eat or see movies, but Art had a car. We parked quite a bit. My sorority sisters really liked Art’s car. He even loaned it to me when we needed it. I figured that if he let me drive his car, he must really like me!
My newfound smoking habit, a common obsession of young women because they thought it made them look sophisticated, was a bit of a problem. Art was adamantly against smoking and made it quite clear he would never date a girl who smoked. So what did I do? I just didn't smoke around him. I was never a heavy smoker and could go long periods without lighting up so was able to keep my secret from him (a choice that would have repercussions later in our lives).
As the year wore on, Art and I became very close. We were two naïve kids who decided to marry after only one year of college. I often wonder what possessed us to marry after only knowing each other for eight months. After all, we came from very different backgrounds, and frequently weren't even very compatible because of our differences of opinion. I guess I just saw strength, determination, and intelligence that I knew would accompany us through life.
At the end of the year, Art was completely out of money so could not finance a second year of college. I could have returned, but was burned out and had met my goal of finding a future husband. We returned to our respective cities and I began working as a file clerk at National Bella Hess, a catalog distribution company. It was located in the “bottoms” of Kansas City, a terrible area in which rats ran from the building every morning when we arrived. I made money while learning I did not want to make this my life’s work. Meanwhile in St. Louis, Art began working for a lawn and nursery service that demanded difficult physical labor. As usual, he did well and the owner offered him a long-term position that would eventually result in a partnership. If I had encouraged him, he probably would have accepted the opportunity and made more money earlier in life, but I wanted him to return to college.
Art hitchhiked from St. Louis to Kansas City almost every summer weekend that year. He would arrive at the outskirts of Kansas City at 9 or 10 PM and Daddy and I would drive out to pick him up where ever he was. He repeated the process in reverse on Sunday evenings; Daddy and I drove him out to the highway. It was a draining summer for him and I sometimes think we decided to get married so he could stop hitchhiking.
Neither of our families was thrilled over our decision to marry. Mother spent a lot of time trying to talk me out of it, but I was on a roll and planned the wedding in only six weeks. Sheila and Karen were bridesmaids, Janice was the flower girl, and a girl from my summer job sang. Art had two high school friends and his brother stand up with him. We were married at Memorial Christian Church on August 23, 1958. On the day we married, I was 18 and Art was 19. We would each age another year in a few days, but at those ages and given the brief time we courted, I can honestly say that no one we knew expected our marriage to survive. That didn't stop us!
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Top Row (L to R): Wedding Invitation, Wedding Shower, Bridal Wedding Party
Middle: Memorial Christian Church, The Sejnosts
Bottom: Daddy Walking Me down the Aisle, Wedding Cake, Wedding Picture
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My Growing Waistline
Carol and John
We had a dry reception in the church social hall much to the chagrin of Art's family, but Mother was not a supporter of alcohol and it was certainly less expensive to have a church reception. After the wedding, Art and I went to the Majestic Steak House for dinner and spent our wedding night at a Holiday Inn. That was our honeymoon. When we arrived at breakfast the following morning, our entire St. Louis wedding party joined us. It was not a very private or fancy honeymoon, but we made up for it later.
With Art’s and his parents’ cars fully packed with all my possessions, I left Kansas City forever. We returned to St. Louis and rented a basement apartment in Pine Lawn. It was not too bad—at least it didn't have bugs—and the landlord was very nice. We immediately found jobs at McDonnell Aircraft Company and although we did not see each other during the day (we were in different buildings), we were able to ride together to and from work. I, again, was a file clerk, but appreciated much better working conditions and earned $1.50 an hour (after earning $1.00/hour at National Bella Hess). The jobs worked out well for us and Art was able to take advantage of a tuition-reimbursement program McDonnell offered at Washington University. His continued schooling paid off because it kept him on track for college graduation with his entering class.
I did absolutely nothing in the evenings except read, do as little cleaning as I could, and watch our 12-inch television screen. I was not much of a cook, but we both enjoyed going to the grocery store. Since Mother monitored all I ate at home, I didn't know cookies, crackers, potato chips, cokes, cheese, and other treats were available. We bought and ate our fair share—paying for it as we both gained about 10 pounds our first year of marriage. I was used to eating casseroles or very little meat for meals while Art’s family always had meat, potatoes, and gravy. He nicely suggested I ask his mother for some of his favorite recipes. She told me how to make stuffed pork chops in a pressure cooker (we had received one for a wedding gift) and when I tried it, they were delicious. In fact, I liked them so well I made them three nights in a row! Finally, Art said: “Why don’t you ask my mother for another recipe.”
We really had a good time in St. Louis since Art had lots of friends and relatives in the area. Someone was always inviting us somewhere and we had plenty of both high school and college friends to entertain in our basement dungeon. John (Art’s brother) and his fiancée (Carol) frequently doubled dated with us. Art's youngest sister, Carol Ann, was still in high school and living at home along with his oldest sister, Greta, and her son, Steve, while Greta's Air Force husband was stationed in Newfoundland. I got to know his siblings, parents, Grandmother Bartold, and Geldbach grandparents as well as many uncles, aunts, and cousins—something that doubtfully would have happened had we not spent those nine months in St. Louis.
I also saw my relatives every holiday. Art was overwhelmed with his first Sejnost Christmas. We would go all out! Although mostly inexpensive or handmade, there were presents everywhere! He'd never received more than two presents at any Christmas and the ten or more he received at the Sejnost home was beyond imagination. He enjoyed the tradition so much that we duplicated Sejnost-type Christmases for the rest of our lives—lots of presents for everyone (including the dog)!
I loved our weekend outings to the movies. Movie theaters of the time were magnificent; the ambience was as entertaining as the movie. When we saw the movie "Gigi," I fell in love with the name and decided to name our first daughter Gina. After the movies, we would go to the coffee shop of a high-class hotel for their famous ice cream dessert. On the way home, we would stop to buy the early edition of the Sunday paper and pick up a dozen freshly baked donuts. Is it any wonder that we gained weight that first year?
In May, Art’s supervisor at McDonnell told him they were very impressed with him, thought he had a future in the company, and offered him a pay raise. No one gave me a raise; albeit few saw filing to be on a career fast track! Art turned down the raise saying that he wanted to be an engineer rather than work for engineers his entire life. We had $2,200 in savings and chose, instead, to return to Cape so Art could resume his college education. I would play the dutiful role of “Putting Hubby through College.” Unfortunately, though, I had no talents (other than filing) so my life ended up going an entirely different direction. We terminated our jobs, left the dungeon, packed the car with all our possessions, and headed back to Southeast Missouri State.
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Southeast Missouri State (2015)
Southeast Missouri State (1959)
372 N. Henderson Street in Cape Girardeau
Mr. Bray
Return to College (Cape Girardeau, Missouri)
Though it was a distance from campus, we found a lovely fully furnished apartment that encompassed the entire upstairs of an old house. At $60 a month and certain I would find employment immediately, we weren't too concerned over the cost. I began job hunting and learned very quickly that no one needed my services in this small college town. I couldn't find anything so our landlady helped me find work babysitting and housecleaning. This was not what I had in mind for the next three years!
About this time, my parents and Janice were spending several weeks in Elmira, New York while Dad attended a school. It was one of the many vacations she was able to take with them that I never got to take. They called in August to wish me happy birthday and I immediately began crying and telling of my frustration over not finding a job. Daddy responded: “Return to college; you'll never have this time and opportunity again” and offered to pay my tuition with war bonds he purchased in the 1940’s. They always intended to surrender those bonds to pay for Janice’s and my educations. We immediately accepted his offer and our lives took a vastly new direction. Cape had moved from the quarter to semester system and my tuition and books cost around $200 per semester, all of which Daddy would cover. This left Art and I responsible for our general living expenses and his tuition. I received a student-job working for the college registrar, Alton Bray, as soon as I re-enrolled at Cape. The job was exactly what we needed—I worked there 16 hours per week making 50¢ per hour for almost three years.
Art and I found an attic apartment nearer campus that cost only $10 per week. The new apartment, however, certainly had its shortcomings. Being in an attic, it required we walk 66 steps from the sidewalk to the apartment and our studio was less than 150 square feet. We benefitted from the 66 steps as they kept our weight under control, but Art spent many nights at the bottom of those stairs waiting to walk or climb when he sobered up. It had a window, desk, chair, double bed, four-drawer chest, 12” television, and a stereo set. The stereo was our only good piece of furniture and it held the TV. The kitchen boasted a small refrigerator, two-burner stove, small oven, and table with three chairs (requiring we use the desk chair when we needed a fourth). Our small bathroom had a shower and we used a clothesline in the closet for hanging clothes. We called that attic our home for the next three years.
When I returned to college in 1959, my sorority sisters wanted me to go through initiation. I was eligible after third quarter, but had
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Marilyn (McGraw) Beiter's Wedding
Sheila (Mitchell) Lipsey's Wedding
Sheila and Wayman Visiting Las Vegas
missed the ceremony since I left school prematurely. It was against the national sorority's rules to initiate members more than a year after pledging, but they honored my active status since our chapter had completed the ceremony. Nonetheless, my initiation put our chapter on probation. The decision to let me continue involvement despite the rule breaking was ultimately to the benefit of the national organization—I contributed significant time and money over the years. Sigma, Sigma, Sigma even awarded me with a "Golden Violet" pin for over 50 years of membership with Tri Sigma and the Beta Xi Chapter.
Young, married, and in college, Art and I dedicated the majority of our social time to Art’s fraternity and my sorority. We enjoyed long walks (even in the snow), but couldn't afford eating out or attending movies. I remember this time as some of the best of our lives, but Art contends that my very poor memory negates the reality of the hard times we experienced. Until my senior year, we were the only married couple we knew on campus.
Although we had some different majors (I majored in speech therapy and English and Art majored in mathematics and physics), we both majored in secondary education—a degree requiring six classes. We had two of these classes together, but had the same professor for all six. Art thought the education courses were a waste of time so talked me into writing his term papers as well as mine. I never got over the fact that Art’s papers always earned "A's" while mine earned "B's." Talk about male chauvinistic professors! I was the “good wife” and never told.
I also remember my American short story class when, on the first day, the professor indicated we would have two tests—a midterm and final. Our tests were to reflect our viewpoints regarding the stories we read. For the midterm, I followed his directions and wrote my opinion of what the stories meant and received a "C-." So, for the rest of the course, I wrote down every word he said about each story and regurgitated it on the final exam. He gave me an "A+" on the final and said it was the best final he ever scored. I received an "A-" for the course and learned that professors are all in love with their own words.
My parents, suddenly in a travel mode, visited Lou and Curtis for Christmas in Atlanta leaving me without my parents at Christmas for the very first time in my life. I felt they had abandoned me and were having far too much fun without me. Art and I, instead, spent a nice holiday with his family in St. Louis; it wasn't quite the same.
Art dropped me off in Kansas City following our junior years and returned to Cape for summer school. He also took a summer course at Southwest Missouri College allowing him to catch up with the class of 1961. While in Kansas City, our grade reports arrived by mail. Art received an "A" in calculus II, "B" in physics, and "C" in chemistry. Each course was five credits. I had taken 7 classes (14 credits of 2 and 3 hours courses) and received two "A’s" and five "B’s." Mother commented: “I always knew Connie was smarter.” Art never stopped telling everyone I took basket-weaving courses! I acknowledge that his courses were harder than mine, but for someone who barely made it through the freshman year, it was a dramatic improvement. In fact, I never received a grade below a "B" after we married—a success I attributed to marriage and working in the registrar’s office (the latter of which ensured I knew all the professors). Then, again, I did work hard in my classes. I never made the Dean’s List (unlike Art), but maintaining even a small apartment, taking classes, doing homework, writing term papers (mine and his), taking tests, and maintaining an active social life left me quite proud.
Right after Art left for summer school, I found a job at the Frank Paxton Lumber Company in North Kansas City—filing, of course! I made $1.25 an hour, a great improvement over my SEMO pay and lived at home. Daddy even let me drive his car to work while he took the bus. I was lonely without Art, but we were driven by our goal of having him finish school as quickly as possible. Two summer schools later, Art returned to Kansas City for a few weeks before we returned to Cape for the regular fall semester. Daddy let him work in his basement repair shop where Art kept Daddy company and acted as his gofer. Generously, Daddy split the money he made in those two weeks down the middle with Art. We left Labor Day weekend with our money replenished, clothes Mother generously bought for us, and at least three boxes filled with food and canned goods. We were all set. I continued to work in the registrar's
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"The Stairs"
(1959 and 2013)
office while Art made small change by tutoring and grading papers. In addition, we earned money by babysitting professors' children on weekends.
One very cold snowy night on our way to a babysitting job, we could not get up a hill because of the icy road and were waiting for the snow removal truck behind us. Art saw an out-of-control truck coming and grabbed my arm to keep me from going through the windshield as it hit our tank-of-a-car head-on. The accident demolished the car and left me with terrible bruises on my arm, stomach, and legs. The next day, the trucking company looked at my bruises and immediately settled with a check large enough to replace the car. A week before Christmas and without transportation, Mr. Bray helped us find an assistant coach to drive us to Kansas City. We bought a really nice used car over the holiday that got us through the rest of college and into our first jobs.
The end of the school year was a repeat of the previous summer with me in Kansas City and Art at summer school. Art lived in our Cape apartment over the summer and we paid rent for August (even though he was in Kansas City) to ensure we could keep the apartment for another year. His education was moving along nicely, but I was only taking 14 credits per semester and not progressing quickly through school. So, while working (again) at the lumber company over the summer, I took a required psychology class at the local junior college to help me toward finishing my degree.
We returned to Cape at the end of August with our usual supply of goods from my parents. Our apartment, though meager, was in high demand because of its cost and location—newly married couples were very envious of our high-in-the-sky attic apartment. Thank goodness we were able to keep it through the summer!
I look back on our college years as great ones, but we were young and not everything was peaches and flowers. On our 40th wedding anniversary (also Art’s 60th birthday and my retirement from CCSD), the girls and their families gave us a beautiful party at Gina’s house. They asked everyone to send notes or pictures retelling their memories of us. Jerry Noser, one of Art's Sigma Phi Epsilon brothers, sent this letter:
Dear Art and Connie,
I want to again thank you for your hospitality and friendship while we attended Southeast Missouri State College, Cape Girardeau in the yester-years of 1959 and 1961.
Just sitting down to write this note has brought back many enjoyable memories. Memories that will always be there for us to share.
We had a lot of fun—the Sig Epsilon fraternity parties, pinning ceremonies in front of Leming Hall with its Sig Ep Heart and blue lights, and fraternity brothers that never seem to be able to carry a tune much less their liquor.
Coincidentally, another memory has also popped into my mind.
I’m sure your kids have heard the story of the “steps” to the attic apartment and the need for an oxygen mask, etc. to reach the top. Well it was like making an assault on Mt. Everest every time I went over there for dinner and/or a study session with Art.
I never realized how closely you two budgeted Connie’s income from her work on campus and your savings. (I just went to the mailbox every Monday for my parental dole). But that time Art found the cigarette package, he went ballistic about your wasteful spending habits. You would have thought it was a mink coat or diamond bracelet; not just a 50¢ pack of cigs.
I tried to gracefully leave but no, Art, you said we needed the study session. It seemed that every ten minutes, the budget discussion was rekindled. And you, Connie, nowhere to go in the one-room-fits-all attic. I can still hear the small sobs coming from the attic closet; your only escape.
I am sorry that I didn’t stick up for you and try to soften the situation but I really didn’t want to leave either. On a selfish note, I wasn’t looking forward to leaving only to return to the summit and all those damn steps another time.
They were great times and I have been so fortunate to have had your friendship for all these years.
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Christmas in Kansas City
Eleanor, Art, and Len at Art's Graduation (June, 1961)
In the Attic Apartment
Poor Jerry! He got caught in the middle of one of our ongoing problems—my smoking. It is likely the argument had more to do with my smoking secret than the cost. You would think I would learn my lesson, but it would take a few more years before I fully gave up the habit. It was probably even more than that: Art had a long and difficult year. In order to graduate with his incoming class, he had to make up one full year of credits. He had been taking 18 credits per semester, but needed permission to take 19-20 credits per semester for his senior year. These credits included student teaching (time consuming and requiring extra work) plus courses I couldn’t even pronounce. In addition, he taught high school in the college's training school that was conveniently located on campus. Art's only break was our Christmas in Kansas City. All the while, I plugged along at 14 credits per semester. Art made it through the year and graduated at the end of May 1961 with his entering class of 1957-58. His parents, my parents, my sister, and of course me, were very proud of him.
Art left for Kansas City after his graduation. He worked for Daddy while I continued my education at SEMO during summer school. Instead of staying in our attic apartment (a place for which I would harbor good memories forever), I moved into the Tri Sigma's faculty sponsor’s home with three of my sorority sisters. It was in an attic, again, and without air conditioning. This was my first summer experiencing true Missouri heat! We had a lot of fun, but between my 12 credit hours and work at the registrar's office, I was usually too busy to socialize.
I paid my summer school tuition and room with a check and received a call from the bank that we had insufficient funds. I was petrified—sure I would be arrested! Art and I had finally run out of money. I called him hysterically, fully expecting to be in jail the next time we would meet. Art calmed me down and, probably with Daddy’s help, wired money to the bank. I was not arrested and I was able to stay in school. I lived the remainder of my life in fear of being overdrawn!
August found me back in Kansas City where I spent a few weeks working for the lumber company. We saved money and about 12 days of summer vacation for a belated honeymoon
—our first married vacation—and used it to visit the Richey’s in Atlanta before touring the Florida coastline. This officially marked a new era of our lives. Art was out of school, had a job as an algebra teacher in a new high school called Riverview Gardens in St Louis. We had an income, and I was close to graduation.
I returned to Cape for my last semester with enough money for one month of rent, but not enough for tuition. As a teacher, Art would earn more money than we had ever seen, but would not receive a paycheck until the end of September. My parents had helped a great deal, but the college burden was now on Art and me so I visited the Dean of Students to work out a way to pay my tuition. The minute I said "money," she gave me a check for tuition and books! She would have given me even more, but I did not want us to gain too much debt. The ironic part was we could have done this all along, but were not aware loans were available. The benefit was that after Art received his first paycheck, we were debt-free.
Except for two weeks in January for finals, I would be finished with school by Christmas. One of Art’s fraternity brothers (who lived with his wife and their baby) needed money so let me rent a room in their apartment. Though it was not far from school and Art could easily visit on weekends (it was easier for him to visit me at Cape than for me to go to St. Louis.), I was not very compatible with the couple so spent most of my time on campus at Dearmont Dorm with two sorority sisters, Marilyn McGraw and Margie Schmeerbach. I think they thought they had a third roommate!
I student taught off-campus and did speech therapy one-on-one at the college clinic. Between those responsibilities, continuing to work a few hours per week, and a full class load of 16 credits, I had my hands full. I will always be indebted to Mr. Bray who continued to strongly support Art and me as we worked to finish college. Also, knowing every instructor and professor certainly didn't hurt when grades were issued.
While I finished college, Art plugged away at Riverview Gardens. He liked the school's staff and enjoyed having his best friend, Jerry Noser, teaching there, too. They enrolled in night school at Southern Illinois University to keep busy and earned credits in two graduate courses. Art lived with his parents at first, then with other teachers.
Many Missouri school districts throughout Missouri offered teacher interviews on campus in November. When learning I would have a job starting in January, Art began apartment hunting. He found a nice little
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place near his school—by far the nicest place either of us had ever lived! We bought used furniture for all the rooms except the living room for which we purchased Danish-type furniture we kept for many years. It wasn't long before we realized apartment living was not what I thought it would be—we could hear every door shut, all TV’s, and even conversations—but we remained there until the end of the school year.
Once Art moved into the apartment, he let me take the car to Cape (we had been trading it back and forth). I could drive to St. Louis after classes on Friday and return Sunday evening. I always found someone who wanted a ride home and paid for my gas except for the weekend before Christmas vacation. I had to drive by myself. On my return trip to Cape the car completely stopped outside of Ste. Genevieve on a long dark part of the highway and would not restart. I had no idea what to do—there were no cell phones in those days!
Everyone always told me not to open my car door to anyone, but I was immensely grateful when a man stopped to see what was wrong. He said he would stop and let the State Highway Patrol know I was here and alone and warned me not to open my door (after I already had to him). About 30 minutes later, a trooper arrived. He didn't know what was wrong with the car so offered to drive me into Ste. Genevieve where I could talk with a man the trooper knew that operated an auto shop. We arrived in town five minutes later and the gentleman said he could tow the car in Monday morning.
In the course of the conversation, I told the man I went to Cape. His son had attended the college until September when he transferred to Missouri School of Mines. As our conversation continued, he told me his son was a Sig Ep at Cape, and he thought he recognized my last name as his son had known Art. I cannot remember his name, but this wonderful man took me home where his wife fixed a delicious dinner and they bought me a bus ticket to Cape. I arrived in Cape Girardeau around 10 PM. Nerves and fear had caught up with me so I threw up in the bus all the way home.
I called the man on Monday and he informed me the timing gear had gone out. With towing, timing gear, and fixing a few other little things, the car repairs were $85—money I did not have. There was no way to contact Art since our apartment didn't have a phone so I did the next best thing—called Daddy who sent $100 by Western Union. On Wednesday, I caught a ride with one of my friends to Ste. Genevieve, picked up the car, drove to St. Louis, and Art heard quite a story! We left for Kansas City and paid Daddy back right then.
I returned to college after the holiday for a useless two weeks of course reviews and finals. If you had an "A" in a class and were a graduating senior, you didn't have to take the exam. Between the eight hours of student teaching and clinic practicum and the eight credit hours in classes, I only had one final. The week became my final party time. I left Cape on a Thursday in January and returned on a Thursday in June. Arriving early for the graduation festivities ensured I could enjoy all the pre-parties including a dinner and Tri Sigma "Senior Send-Off Luncheon." Marilyn and I partied at the Petit New Orleans Hotel as well as across the river at the Purple Crackle Night Club in Southern Illinois on Friday night. On Saturday morning, Art, my parents, and Janice arrived in time to see me earn my diploma. I cannot begin to say how proud my parents were! I was the first person in either of their families to graduate from college.
Even after all these years, I think it is a miracle that Art and I persevered and graduated. God was with us even when we seemed to be ignoring him.
Left: Graduation Day Standing in Front of the Student Union
Right: Graduation Picture with Janice, Mother, and Daddy
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First Teaching Position (St. Louis, Missouri): 1959-1963
It was weird to be in college on Friday and teaching school on Monday. I was especially excited to have an early hire date because the half-year would count as a full year of teaching in terms of pay. This benefitted me wherever I worked in the state.
The largest district in the state, St. Louis County Special Education District, hired me and proved to be an excellent training ground. I had a mentor who worked with me every other week and even visited my classes. The district also required in-service training every six weeks on Friday afternoons. New teachers would hear speech pathology specialists' presentations and would learn new ideas to share in classrooms. Therapists from two-to-three schools would also have teaching ideas printed out for use in our classrooms. I received more training during my first teaching position than I had in college!
I serviced two elementary schools in the affluent area of Webster Groves and two middle schools and one high school in Maple Woods. I absolutely loved my elementary schools—the teachers and the students—but felt out of my element in the upper schools. I carried a caseload of 77 elementary students and only 3 middle and high school students combined. All my secondary school students stuttered and I felt underprepared in my knowledge for working with them. While my mentor was a tremendous help, the approaches of working with stutterers were very limited and generally unsuccessful at that time. Approaches proving successful were not to arise until decades later. In addition to a lack of therapy options, the field was not widely appreciated. For example, years later when working in Independence, speech therapists were responsible for testing student hearing. The administration placed me in the boiler room to do my tests.
Art loved teaching, but fretted over our financial future. He earned $4400 and I received $2500 that school year. It seemed like a lot of money, but we figured it would not offer as much over a lifetime so Art decided to return to graduate school to pursue an engineering degree with a mathematics specialty. The University of Missouri at Columbia, Missouri accepted him for their summer term so I sought a teaching position in Columbia. But, again, there were no teaching positions in a large university town with dozens of wives putting their husbands through school. Our back-up plan was to both move to
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Kansas City (neither of us were excited about St. Louis and my family was in Kansas City). I expanded my job search to the Kansas City area where I received three job offers. One was for a job in Shawnee Mission, Kansas (an up-and-coming suburb of Kansas City) for $4600, but I would have to live with my parents and it was still quite a distance from their home. My second offer was with the Kansas City Public Schools for the same amount. Rumor had it that school assignments for new teachers in the district were often in low economic and dangerous areas of the city—something my sister learned to be true when assigned to one of the worst schools in the district for her first teaching position.
My third offer was in Independence, Missouri, a small town just outside of Kansas City best known as Harry Truman’s stomping grounds. Though I would only receive $4500 per year, it was close to my parents’ home and I thought it offered the best deal for me. It turned out to be the best decision I could have made. I loved my schools and children! I was one of three speech therapists in Independence and since we were all around the same age, we became close friends. I also had an epiphany when I had the chance to teach language development in the kindergarten classes—I enjoyed direct classroom teaching even more than one-on-one and small group therapy—a finding that would affect my future professional directions.
Art successfully finished his two summer classes. Not wanting to spend another year apart and unable to afford for us both to live in Columbia, we decided to move to Kansas City where I would be working. He wanted to obtain a position with an engineering firm, but knew he needed a teaching job to remain exempt from the draft. Every place he interviewed was interested in him, but because he was a prime candidate for military draft, they all told him to return after he completed his military service. When he applied to teach in the Kansas City School District, they never offered him a contract. He decided to take the initiative with the military by joining the U.S. Air Force instead of being drafted as an enlisted soldier. His brother-in-law, Lundy Landrum, sang praises of the Air Force and assured Art he would get a lot out of it. So, Art and his friend, Jerry Noser, met with an Air Force recruiter with the hope of qualifying for pilot’s training. Neither qualified due to poor eyesight; so, Jerry decided to return to teaching while Art chose the Air Force anyway. The U.S. Air Force scheduled Art to attend Officer Training School in San Antonio, Texas beginning at the end of September.
During the summer while Art was at MU, I worked at the lumber company. When he returned, we took our second vacation, a "real honeymoon"—a visit to California via Las Vegas where we stayed in the Golden Nugget. I never dreamed Las Vegas would play such an important role in my later life! There were few casinos on the strip in 1962, but we did visit the Tropicana to see the Follies. I remember having to pay to get in and then being required to order two drinks at two dollars apiece once we were inside. When the waitress brought us our drinks, Art gave her a $5.00 bill and said keep the change. She threw a dollar at us and said: “I think you need it worse than I do.” She was right... we did and we kept it. From Las Vegas, we headed to the recently opened Disneyland. Though it failed to compare to today's standards, we were duly impressed. Our trip across the desert between Las Vegas and California was miserable in a car without air conditioning. I even received a terrible sunburn just riding in the car!
From Disneyland, we drove up the Pacific Coast Highway to Oregon where we fell in love with the beauty of the beaches and ocean. I collected piles of driftwood with intent to make something crafty, but the driftwood was still in the trunk when we sold the car. Next, we attended the impressive World's Fair in Seattle. We could not afford to do anything but see the exhibits so it was a real treat when we were able to have brunch at the top of the Space Needle thirty years later. From Washington, we travelled to Colorado where we met Mother, Daddy, Janice, Gladys, and Herb at a dude ranch. We had a great time! I rode my first horse and caught my first fish. Also along the way, Art bought me my first anniversary gift after
Riverview Gardens Apartment
Christmas in the Pine Lawn Apartment
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four years of marriage—a gold charm bracelet to which I added a graduation cap, horse, and fish during our travels. Over the years, he filled it completely with souvenirs from our many memorable vacations. Christy now has the heirloom.
We returned to Kansas City after our belated honeymoon. I started my teaching job and Art substitute taught in the Kansas City Public Schools while awaiting Officer Training School (OTS). We were very surprised and Janice was shocked when they assigned Art to teach her freshman algebra class at Southeast. He subbed in her class for several weeks before leaving for OTS. Janice’s friends thought Art was cute, but she was utterly embarrassed having her brother-in-law as her teacher. She was overjoyed when he left.
Art left for San Antonio the end of September and our schedules didn't allow us to meet until the weekend of Thanksgiving. This necessitated my first flight on an airplane. In those days, one wore a hat, dressy outfit, and heels on a plane. When I entered the plane, the stewardess (in those days that is what they were called) asked me where I was going. I told her I would be visiting my husband at OTS in San Antonio and she placed me in first class seating! Art thinks she might have been a military wife, too. I was so impressed with my first flight.
Art was unable to meet me at the airport because he didn't have free time until later in the evening so I took a taxi to the base. He and his new friends greeted me in the mess hall and we spent a wonderful Thanksgiving dinner and three nights together. When I returned to Kansas City, Art still had three weeks of training. Given the cost of travelling and since we'd just seen each other and would see each other soon, I did not attend his graduation where he received orders to start Titan II missile training in Wichita Falls, Texas starting in the new year. He arrived home before Christmas as a second lieutenant.
We decided I would remain in Kansas City to complete the school year while he started his assignment in Texas. We had a great Christmas and traded in our old car to buy our first sporty car, a Ford Galaxy. Art loved it! He spent January substituting at Southeast (fortunately, Janice did not have to suffer with him being her teacher this time) before leaving in February. Art took the new car with him.
My parents were so supportive: they let me live at home for free, drive Daddy’s car to work, and even gave up their bedroom when Art came to town. The downside was that Janice and I did not get along very well. She was use to being “top dog” and my presence really interfered with her life. We fought constantly over the bathroom!
Art and another second lieutenant would leave around noon every other Friday to make the grueling ten-hour drive from Wichita Falls to Kansas City. Then, they would leave Kansas City at six on Sunday evening to be back for classes by six on Monday morning. Art received several speeding tickets traveling through small towns. It was on one of those weekends between February and March that I got pregnant with a due date at the end of November 1963. I was so excited, and so was Mother! She went to every doctor’s appointment with me. Art and I decided since he would not receive an assignment until April that I would just remain in Kansas City and complete the school year. I was tired and sick all of the time, and lucky to have Mother caring for me. I would make it into the door after work where she would greet me with a snack and have me lie down on the divan. I thrived on the attention while Janice thought I was getting too much attention.
Art finished Titan II Missile training and received orders for Little Rock Air Force Base, Arkansas (right outside of Jacksonville). He rented a duplex off-base in Jacksonville and returned to Kansas City on the first of June to pick me up. The Air Force moved our few worldly-goods (mostly wedding gifts we hadn't taken to college)—giving Daddy back half of his basement. It was exciting to see all the things we had. Daddy was surely delighted to get half of his basement back, and (believe me!) Janice was delighted to see me go. The only person that was sorry to see me leave was Mother because she enjoyed my company and wanted to be a part of the entire process of my pregnancy. Art and I were anxious to begin a new phase of our lives.
The Geldbach Cabin
We sometimes visited Len and Eleanor’s rustic cabin on the Bourbouse River about 60 miles southwest of St. Louis. I seem to remember sleeping on cots instead of beds and enjoying the main attraction of catching frogs along the riverbank. The men would clean the slimy creatures and we regularly ate delectable roasted frogs for dinner.
The men spent their evenings playing pinochle, yelling loudly, and drinking volumes while the women talked civilly. I was never a big fan of the old cabin—it housed every bug in the area and boasted frequent snake visits (requiring Art check the outhouse before I would enter it).
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The Lake behind Our Little Rock House
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Introduction to Air Force Life (Little Rock Air Force Base, Arkansas): 1962-1966
We began lifelong friendships with two other second lieutenants and their families who lived next to us: Judy and Ted Allen and Betty and Bob Dalrymple. Unfortunately, five years ago we lost Betty to cancer and three years later lost Ted to cancer. It was like losing an important piece of our lives.
Betty and I were both pregnant with our first child that summer. Betty and Bob, who had married right out of college, were from New York. Judy married Ted in Maryland right out of high school and put him through college. They had one daughter, Laurie. Despite our inability to afford them, we all purchased air conditioners; the summer was a sizzler and Betty and I were poor pregnant women! As soon as they were installed, all three of our families received notification that the base was making field-grade housing (usually only available for majors and above) available to second lieutenants. We all jumped at the opportunity and chose three-bedroom houses and the Air Force loaned us furniture to fill them. Art and I furnished the baby’s room ourselves and we eventually began purchasing our own furniture for the rest of the house. We had a beautiful backyard facing the base lake—Art and I enjoyed looking out our windows and taking long walks around the lake. It was nicer than anything we had ever had.
My fear of bugs moved with us. I screamed bloody murder one morning when I discovered a huge (in my eyes) black bug in the kitchen. Being that I was nine months pregnant, Art was sure I was having the baby. He ran out of the bedroom, hit a throw rug in the hallway, flew into the air, and landed on his back—hitting his head on the hardwood floor. We were fortunate he didn't break his neck or anything else! By the time Art made it to the kitchen, the bug was gone. Art directed me, in no uncertain terms, to never scream over a bug again.
The base did not offer OB/GYN services so Betty and I, our babies due within a month of each other, went to the same doctor in Little Rock. Gina was due on November 18th and Betty's son was due December 20th. Gina decided she was not ready to be born, and passed right-by the 18th. When Art and I went to the doctor on November 21st, the doctor worried I was retaining too much water and getting entirely too big so gave me medication to induce labor. As soon as Art and I arrived home after hearing the news, I called Mother and told her we would be driving to Little Rock later in the day to the hospital—she would be a grandma the next day. As we started for the hospital around 4:30 PM, Mother called us to report she was at the Little Rock Airport! Picture this: Mother had never flown, nor had she ever made flight reservations. She did not drive so had to
Second Lieutenant Arthur R. Geldbach, USAF (1963) in St. Louis
Our Duplex in Little Rock
Gina in Her Easter Dress (age 3)
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Gina with Art, 1964
Easter 1964
Our First Family Picture (Art is a 1st Lt.)
Easter 1965
Gina at 24 Hours Old
9 1/2 Months Pregnant
take a bus to the airport. She left a note for Daddy and Janice saying she was flying to Little Rock to see her first grandchild. Janice and Daddy simply could not believe she had left them to fend for themselves!
We picked up Mother on the way to St. Vincent’s Hospital where she and Art waited all night for a baby that, even induced, refused to be born. At 8 AM on November 22nd, the doctor determined I wasn't ready and sent us home saying he would see me the following week.
After we arrived home, Art returned to work and called us immediately to tell us to turn on the TV—President Kennedy had just been shot in Dallas, Texas (just days before he had stop at Little Rock AFB). We were shocked and glued to the TV all day. I was always glad Gina was not born that day.
Now Mother was stuck with us and we had no idea when I would deliver. The doctor said he would probably induce again, but I could wait until after Thanksgiving. Of course, Janice and Daddy were wondering when they would get their chief cook and bottle-washer home. Mother fixed a delicious Thanksgiving dinner for us after which Art and I took a long walk around the lake. About midnight, I felt my first labor pains. Art was in the car within minutes with Mother and I in tow. Off we went at top speed... resulting in Art hitting a bump. The car actually left the road! It is a wonder Mother did not get a concussion and it definitely upgraded my labor pains.
We arrived at the hospital only to learn I was still not dilated enough. The doctor induced me, again, and gave me some twilight-sleep medication. Gina, weighing in at 8 pounds 7 ounces, finally made her appearance around 6:30 AM after a hard delivery. The first time Art saw Gina, her face and head were flat from use of forceps, but she quickly reverted to normal. Mother and I thought she was beautiful (or at least I did)!
Art and I chose to name her Gina Lynn—a takeoff of the movie "Gigi" (as I planned years earlier) and a tribute to my Daddy, Gene, and Art’s dad, Len. I spent five days in the hospital sharing a room with a 14-year-old girl who probably knew more about taking care of a baby than I did. Mother stayed another week, but with Christmas approaching, she felt the need to return home. Art and I would spend the next three weeks on our own before Mother, Daddy, and Janice planned to return for Christmas.
During that break, Art was working at a Titan II missile site so would catch a bus around 5 AM and work a 30-hour shift. I was on my own with a brand new colicky baby who cried quite a bit (especially at night). I awoke every two hours to feed Gina until one of my more experienced neighbors said, “Don’t get up; she’s big enough to not need a night feeding.” Relying on her advice, I quickly discovered the baby I had been waking up every night could actually sleep from 9 PM to 6 AM; we both began to get more sleep. Betty’s boy, little by comparison, was born three weeks later. Gina and Scott became good friends as Betty and I spent our days together playing bridge.
1964 and 1965 saw many nights when Art, Bob, and Ted would go to movies together while Betty, Judy, and I got the babies ready for bed. The dads then babysat while the moms went to the shows. By then, Judy and Ted had their second child, a boy they named Teddy. In the end, the Dalyrmples ended up with three boys; the Allen’s with one girl and two boys; and, the Geldbach's with two girls.
Our families also spent many Wednesday nights enjoying dollar chicken dinners with nickel beers at the Officers’ Club. Scott and Gina found inappropriate ways to busy themselves. They were not always satisfied with just the sips of beer we offered so ran around with other Air Force brats sampling mixed drinks others
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Gina with Daddy and Mother
Gina with Beau-Beau
Gina's Preschool Program (age 5)
The Sejnosts by Our Little Rock Home
left throughout the lounge. The kids had much more success in their pursuits when the men, as opposed to the three moms, acted as temporary caregivers. The chicken was always delicious, but we had to keep careful eyes on the kids. In addition to the movies, chicken dinners, and regular picnics, our triad, along with other young military couples, usually met for dinner at one of our homes every weekend. It was a very enjoyable and social time.
Art and I were enamored with our baby daughter who we took everywhere. She was an absolute doll and extremely well behaved. She entertained Art’s parents and his sister Greta and her family when they visited and my parents adored her when they came (which was as frequently as they could). She was the apple of the Sejnost's eyes—even Janice had forgiven me and thought her new little niece was fantastic.
Gina was prone to high fevers, but we fortunately had a doctor living next door who helped keep her in-check. Her fever went out of control one night so we rushed her to the base hospital where they admitted her for the night. They worked hard to get her fever under control while Art and I held her and cried as they stuck all kinds of needles into her. The fever finally broke and did not return. They had absolutely no idea what caused it.
Art and I only attended church when we visited my parents' home, but Gina's birth motivated me to find a church of our own. Art had been raised Catholic, but agreed to attend services at Jacksonville Christian Church (Disciples of Christ)—the denomination of my youth. We really enjoyed the people we met and we made the commitment to join. Art made his confession of faith and was baptized while we were in Little Rock. I was a Sunday school teacher in the elementary school program; Art attended an adult class (I was envious); and, Gina participated in the nursery and preschool programs. We continued our active social life with the Dalrymples, Allens, and other young military couples, and added many church social affairs.
I submitted an application to work in the Little Rock Public Schools when Gina was around two years old. They offered $2500 per year, but Art said childcare and car expenses would cost more than what I would earn so, instead, I did some private speech therapy for children in our church. I was a stay-at-home mom.
Art’s job wore on him. It was a gargantuan responsibility to know you might have to press one of the buttons to initiate a nuclear war. The base offered a special tour for wives to see a Titan II missile up-close. I remember it being overwhelming. The long hours and pressure eventually got to most men; Art was no different. The Air Force was offering early-outs after three years of military service. Simultaneously, though, Art applied to the Air Force Institute of
Gina Displaying Her Small Pox Vaccination (age 4)
Technology Program. As he was considering leaving the military, he learned of his acceptance to the program that would allow him to pursue master's degree in computer science at Texas A & M University. He'd been attending graduate classes in instrumentation (the infancy of computers) at the University of Arkansas in Little Rock. Those courses, along with his MU classes, took him to almost halfway through a master's degree. The opportunity was ideal.
I thoroughly enjoyed Little Rock AFB, but it was time to move. The Allen’s were being relocated to Japan, the Dalyrmples were awaiting transfer orders, and Art could leave the stressful Titan II missile program. We had a great time in Arkansas (of all places). It was in Arkansas we had our beautiful baby girl, a nice house, wonderful friends, and a great religious experience. Now, Art had an opportunity to do what he always wanted—to pursue a master's degree. We packed up (this time the Air Force did all the packing) and headed to Texas.
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Bullfrog Basin on Lake Powell (visiting Lundy, Greta, Mike, Greg, and Steve)
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Gina in the Carport of Our Texas Home
Gina with the Kitten We Owned for a Few Hours (Art gave him to an unsuspecting child at a park after the kitty scratched a male friend of hers)
Texas A & M (College Station, Texas): 1966-1969
We rented a brand new home at 1305 Leacrest Drive in College Station starting in early June. It had three bedrooms, two baths, a living/dining room, huge family room, large kitchen with eating space, carport, and big backyard—quite ample for our family needs. The lot was on former farmland in a recently developed housing area. Consequently, we had every bug imaginable in our yard and often the house! I loved the friendly people in Texas, but I hated the insects.
We joined and really enjoyed our time at the First Christian Church in Bryan. It was there that we met some of our best civilian friends and developed life-long friendships with people like Walter and Phyllis Allen (he was the assistant pastor). Phyllis was the nurse on-duty and therefore in the delivery room when Christy was born. We continued our friendship with the Allen's after leaving Texas; they visited us in Colorado and we followed each other’s lives through annual Christmas letters. Walter died from a heart attack in Vancouver, Canada while awaiting an Alaskan cruise in 2011.
College Station was just a housing development adjacent to Texas A & M; Bryan was the actual town. I decided to return to teaching so applied to the Bryan, Texas public school district where I received a speech therapy position. I was assigned two schools—one for white children and the other for black. Integration was mandatory so Bryan integrated by hiring white teachers to teach in black schools. I was one of the first three white teachers at Carver Elementary. It was a wonderful experience. My principal was a great leader and the younger black teachers were very friendly. The older ones were more stand-offish because they feared we were coming in to take their jobs. Texas was now demanding four-year degrees and successful passage of the national teachers examination. Many of the black teachers were from two-year colleges and worried they would never qualify; but, even with that fear, they were nice to me.
Before I began teaching in Bryan, Gina and I were always together. It was a new experience to find her a full-time babysitter, but we ultimately found a wonderful, competent grandmother-type, Mrs. Hugo, just two blocks from our house. Before starting the school year, I dropped Gina off occasionally so she could acclimate to the new environment. There were two other children around her age and she appeared to enjoy herself.
The second week I was working, I received a call from Art when I was still at work. By the time he contacted me, everything was all right, but he and Mrs. Hugo had a harrowing experience. Gina walked away from Mrs. Hugo’s house, and when Art found her, she was walking down the middle of a major street. She told Art she was looking for Mommy. I was brokenhearted. She recovered quickly and never tried that again, but I had a difficult time justifying my working and leaving her with a sitter.
Art was so busy! He went to classes all-day and returned home around 4:30 for dinner. The late hours were the only times available for graduate students to use computers so he went back to the university most nights from about 7 PM until near midnight. During those long nights, I read. One
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night I was reading Stephen King's new book, "The Stand," when Art arrived home and scared me half to death! From that point forward, I made Gina sleep with me until Art arrived home.
About fifty young military men attended A & M at the time and most, like Art, were promoted to captain while we were there. Their families formed the impetus of our social lives; together we felt like we lived on a miniature military base. We played bridge, bowled, and had potlucks at least twice a month. All the women had at least one child or were expecting. Other graduate students envied the military group because, being on active duty, we were not lacking for funds. The women sponsored frequent luncheons and activities for each other, but I could seldom attend since I was one of the few women working.
One of the military wives I befriended was Peggy Jensen. She learned that A & M was offering a new program—a master's degree in education. It would be the first opportunity for women to attend either the undergraduate or graduate schools at the institution. Knowing I had a similar interest in teaching reading, she talked me into applying with her. I never imagined the university would offer any curriculum I could understand, but found they offered a specialty in teaching remedial reading.
The summer of 1967 was my tenth high school reunion. I really wanted to go, but Art was in summer school and could not possibly take time off. Gina and I went alone, taking the train to Kansas City and even visiting Osceola while there. Her grandparents were delighted to see her (and even me). Gina behaved so well and thoroughly enjoyed the experience. I was glad I went, but found that not enough time had passed for things to seem different—the popular people in high school were still popular and most of the others did not show up. Even Osceola hadn't changed even though I hadn't visited for years. Gina and I also spent a few days in Bella Vista, Arkansas where my parents had purchased property. I was impressed with the retirement community, but Mother and Daddy never built on the property.
Gina and I were constantly on the go during the trip and were exhausted near the end. I received the first indication I was pregnant when I fainted at a shopping mall. As a result, Mother and Daddy decided Gina and I should return home in a Pullman car. It was fantastic! I lay in bed all day, and Gina played with all the toys Grandma sent home with her.
I completed one class in the fall and one in the spring toward my master's, but between fulltime teaching and a difficult pregnancy, I felt I could not continue for the second year. The courses, however, did pay off because they qualified me to teach reading later in life. Peggy did not finish her master’s degree because her husband finished his degree and received orders. They had to move and were going to the Air Force Academy where Jerry would teach in the physics department.
I started seeing an obstetrician right when I found out I was pregnant, but he informed us after a few visits that he was no longer accepting military patients because we did not pay enough. I switched to a family physician, Dr. Lindsey, whom other military families highly recommended. In retrospect, it was a good change—Dr. Lindsey was delightful and came to know our entire family, servicing all our medical needs. He estimated my due date to be March 28 and was sure it would be a boy.
Bryan School District had a rule that once your administrator knew of your pregnancy you had to resign. I wanted to work until the end of the semester, January 29, and was lucky that tent-style dresses were popular—they could hide a lot of a person. I wore the same three dresses over-and-over again. Surely, my administrators suspected, but they never asked so I never told. Another unusual rule was that women could not resume teaching until their babies were one year old.
Upon my resignation, the Carver teachers invited me to bring Gina to a luncheon where they very thoughtfully gave us baby gifts. I was quite touched. My white school did not even tell me goodbye, and here I was in the minority and they were so generous! I really missed my little, underprivileged children after leaving and remembered them for many years. Gina was awed with the school. Whether it was seeing all the black faces or just being in a real school, I am not sure. She was a perfect guest.
I accepted that I would not be able to teach the next year because of the year-old baby rule so was surprised when I received a call in September. The district could not find a special education vocational teacher and found I qualified when they were reviewing files. They called me a few days after school started to tell me the school board authorized my reemployment for the 1968-69 school year—with a
Peggy Jensen
Gina's Preschool Graduation
Fifteenth Anniversary
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Gina with Beau-Beau
Thanksgiving with Gladys at the Rau House
raise in pay. Would I accept? Art and I thoroughly discussed it and decided Art could take care of Christy most of the day while Gina was in preschool full-time. Plus, we could use Mrs. Hugo again when needed. I accepted the team-teaching position where I located community jobs for students. I didn’t have the slightest idea what I was doing for most of the year, but the district thought I did a good job.
Beau Grummel, a poodle Art’s parents gave us from their current litter, joined us before Christy arrived. We really enjoyed having Beau who was great until a larger dog attacked him. Art, Gina, and I were on a walk when a woman opened the door and her large dog rushed out and did tremendous damage to ours. We hurried home and one of neighbors who was an instructor in the A & M’s veterinary program said: “I will take him to the animal hospital immediately.” A & M had one of the best veterinarian schools in the country; several of our neighbors were students or instructors in the department. He told us that few
students get the opportunity to actually work on animals with head injuries. They ended up saving Beau’s life and keeping him in the hospital for about a month. Beau lived with us for another five years, but was never quite the same.
Art met with his Air Force mentor about his master's program before coursework began. Because he had completed graduate courses when we were still in Arkansas, his mentor suggested he talk with professors in the industrial engineering department to see if he might qualify for admission to their Ph.D. program. They said he would be able to transfer his previous courses and pursue the Ph.D., but recommended he take the language courses required for the Ph.D. program simultaneously with this master's program if he wanted to pursue that avenue.
Art completed all his required computer science classes and the language courses that first year, and was well on his way to receiving both a master's and Ph.D. in three years. A & M's industrial engineering department welcomed him to their Ph.D. program the second year, but the program required two more years of study (one more than the military originally approved when Art was only seeking the master's). Art needed to find a way to get the Air Force to approve the extra year. When he learned the Air Force Academy offered Ph.D. slots for math doctoral students, he promptly applied and we precariously awaited their response.
In the meantime, the 36 graduating military men began receiving orders for the following year. One officer received an
assignment for a base in Okinawa and, except for five men who would remain stateside, the rest were to leave for Vietnam, Thailand, or Taiwan. Art, one of those five, had orders for a post in Washington, D.C. On the last day of notifications (January 28th), we received word that Art received the coveted Ph.D. slot. He was thrilled—the new orders included the needed additional year. He would be one of only three professors in the mathematics department at the Academy that had a doctorate. Everyone we knew heard the news five minutes later! I always knew Art would obtain a college education, but when we met ten years ago, I never dreamed he would progress this far.
I was grateful we would be staying in Texas so I would not have to move a brand new baby (who the doctor was still convinced would be a boy). My biggest dilemma became planning for Gina's education. Texas did not offer kindergarten in public schools and she would not qualify for first grade (she had to be five before September 1st) so we would have to send her to an expensive private kindergarten that I was not convinced was very good; or, we could keep her in preschool. Kindergarten was in the public schools in Colorado, but if we held her back for the year, she would always be the oldest in her class. It made a difference of either four or five years in schooling between the siblings. Others told me how great the Colorado schools were so we decided to continue with preschool one more year, sending her full-time, and save kindergarten for the Air Force Academy.
As Art completed his coursework and began writing his dissertation, he conned me into typing his paper. It was difficult because he filled it with mathematical symbols (the kind he had to purchase separately and insert onto the typewriter). I didn't mind the typing, but Art was such a perfectionist and not my idea of a great boss. If I made one error on a page, I would have to throw it out and start typing the entire page over again. Later generations will never appreciate how fortunate they are to live in the computer age. Our typing conflicts usually occurred when he forgot to put the correct keys into the typewriter and blamed me for forgetting to do so. These evenings often ended in big arguments with me swearing to never type again. When we found it cost 50 cents per page for someone else to do it, I would compromise and continue typing. It was such a blessing when each page met his standards! There were surely more than a few typographical errors in the final manuscript.
Gina had a couple of serious illnesses while in Texas. One time after she and her friends Mary Jean and Steven ate some lettuce straight from a garden patch, I reprimanded her for eating things without washing them first. I cautioned that they could have anything from bugs to insecticides on them. By supper, little red sores covered her face. Since I had a scheduled OB check-up the next day, I took her with me. The doctor diagnosed her as having a severe staph infection—probably from the lettuce—and gave her a
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shot containing an antibiotic into her hip. By evening, her temperature soared to 103 degrees and she could not get out of bed because her hip hurt so badly. I thought the needle had stuck her in the wrong place and would paralyze her forever, but she was back to normal the next day; it had just been a reaction to the powerful shot.
Less than a week later, the school called and said they had done a spot check on the children after sending one home with chicken pox. They found two more cases, and, of course, one of them was Gina. I felt so sorry for her when I picked her up because she was alone in a separate room and thought she was being punished. The school quarantined her while the other children listened to a story. Gina didn't have the slightest idea what chicken pox was. The lettuce infection and chicken pox cases were unrelated.
At least she had been nice enough to wait until I quit work to start getting really sick. Her next health disaster occurred when she climbed onto the kitchen counter and ate a whole container of birth control pills. It was on a Friday night and we immediately rushed her to the emergency room—certain we had ruined her from ever having children. After two stressful hours, the doctor told us the pills would just pass through her body and do no harm. The pills were never within her sight or reach again.
Art also decided to get sick during spring of 1968. His sore throat worsened to the point that he finally relented and went to see a doctor who diagnosed him with the beginnings of mononucleosis, the kissing disease. Art claimed "Not Guilty" when I asked what he had been doing when he was supposedly studying every evening. He said that kissing other girls was certainly not worth getting two penicillin shots in the hip! With both Gina and Art down, I was unbelievably busy. I told them they should take lessons from me since I was the only one that really had a good excuse to be sick. Regardless of the strains nursing placed on me, I managed to stay healthy and grew as big as a barn.
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The doctor was sure I would deliver the baby by March 28, but I had reservations since Gina was born three weeks late and was convinced the baby would be born on Easter. In anticipation, I tried to prepare Gina for my hospital stay. I gathered little presents for Gina (one for each day I would be gone) and took her by the hospital to see where I would be staying. Unfortunately, the grandmother of one of Gina's friends, Mary Jean, had passed away in the same hospital a week earlier. Gina was certain that my upcoming hospital visit would end with me in heaven; I had to keep reassuring her that not only would I would return home, but I would not be empty handed.
I was ironing one Friday night, probably nesting, and started having contractions. We called the doctor who told us to meet him at the hospital. We arrived at about two in the morning, but the contractions stopped and I didn't continue to dilate. The doctor recommended I stay overnight and said he would induce me in the morning, but didn't show up the next day. My pain returned about midnight Sunday morning. Phyliss Allen, my friend and the nurse on duty, called him
and he arrived at some point during the night and took me to the delivery room.
Art remained by my side until I headed to the delivery room and since the baby was born minutes later, he really did not miss any drama. Christy Lynn Geldbach, 8 pounds and 4 ½ ounces, arrived in St. Joseph Hospital at 5:55 AM on Easter morning (April 13, 1968). Art and Gina visited me in the evenings (it was normal for mothers and their babies to stay about five days at the time) after which Art drove me home and Gina ran over to welcome her new sister. Big sister Gina proved to be very good with Christy. Gina wanted to help with everything—she wanted to feed her sister, run to retrieve diapers, and constantly pick her up (which we discouraged). At preschool, Gina told her teachers she had “a new brand baby.”
Christy came down with a serious cold at two weeks old; she was not even breathing well enough to take her bottle. We suctioned her nose, but felt so defenseless with this fragile looking baby. The doctor, much to my surprise because of her age, gave her a penicillin shot after diagnosing an ear infection. Christy improved immediately.
We had some interesting things happen during Christy's first few months. For example, Art was babysitting one evening (probably more involved with TV than children) when Gina came walking into the family room carrying her three-week-old sister. To pick her up, Gina had to crawl up the side of the crib, hold on with one hand, lift Christy out of the crib with the other, and manage to get both of them safely to the ground. Art almost had a heart attack when she brought the baby into the family room. Poor Gina thought she had done a great thing, but Daddy gave her quite a lecture.
Another evening, I was feeding Christy in her room when I saw a roving dark line weaving across her rug. Upon closer inspection, I discovered what I believed to be at least a million ants invading our house on the baby’s floor. I picked up Christy and ran out of the house to meet Art and a few of our veterinarian friends who thought I must be crazy. After witnessing it, they assured me the room was filled with ants. It was such a fascinating phenomenon that one of the doctors said he had only read about an anthill invading a house in books. He took pictures before we began contemplating our (eventually successful) kill plan. They sprayed the room with what eventually became an illegal pesticide and I must have run the vacuum cleaner 20 times. And, yes, Christy slept with us for the rest of the week.
There was also the diaper incident. Disposable diapers were not readily available at that time so I washed daily and hung diapers on an outside clothesline. I told Art I wanted a dryer, but his response was that diapers smelled so much better when hung outside. Of course, he was not the one doing the hanging. When pinning laundry on the clothesline one Saturday, I stepped on a snake, ran back into the house, and actually threw the basket of clothes at Art saying: "You hang the laundry!" Not surprisingly, we bought our first dryer the following Monday.
Finally, we spent Christy's life regaling her with this story:
We purchased a small, but adequate travel trailer as Art was nearing the end of his time at A & M. At least three of us enjoyed ourselves on our first trip to San Houston State Park. When we returned home, I began to clean the trailer while Art showered. He told me he found a tick on his body so I should check Gina and myself. I did—I had two and Gina had three. Since Art and I carried Christy everywhere in a backpack and she was never on the ground, I didn't even bother to check her for about an hour. To my horror, I found 27 ticks enjoying a nice cozy place when I went to change her diaper. I felt horrible and about died! Not sure what to do, Art called the doctor who instructed us to put Vaseline on the bugs and pull them out with tweezers. You can just imagine what a chore it was to remove 27 ticks! We later learned they were tree ticks that fell directly onto Christy.
Wanting to see another country, we took a camping trip to a border town in Mexico. My college friend, Marilyn Beiter, babysat Beau in San Antonio while we were gone because we couldn't take the dog across the border. Even five-year-old Gina was not impressed with Mexico. She said: "This is a dirty place,” and was right. We didn't remain long and have
Camping in Colorado
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never had a desire to take another travel trailer into Mexico. The story, though, didn't end there. When we returned to Marilyn’s house to pick up Beau, she was standing at the door saying she needed to go to the hospital immediately. Her husband, Buddy, was on a business trip in St. Louis and she was having a miscarriage. Art rushed her to the emergency room while I stayed with the kids and dogs and called Buddy. Buddy could catch the next flight, but would not arrive until midnight so Art had to spend the day at the hospital with Marilyn (where everyone thought he was her husband). It was, of course, a very emotional time for Marilyn. Buddy relieved Art late that night and Marilyn went on to have another healthy pregnancy. She and Buddy ultimately had one girl and two boys. Our Mexico trip was exciting!
Art defended his dissertation in April, but graduation was not until the end of May. He contacted the Air Force Academy to see if they wanted him immediately, but they told him to just enjoy himself until they saw him in August. Taking their advice to heart, he played golf daily in Texas where we remained until the school year ended. Gina, Art's mother (who came for the event), and I attended his very impressive graduation ceremony. We were so proud of him!
As soon as I finished teaching for the year, the Air Force packed all our belongings and we travelled west, vacationing along the way. We were off, ready, and looking forward to our next adventure in Colorado and at the Air Force Academy.
Arthur R. Geldbach, Ph.D.
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Air Force Academy (Colorado Springs, Colorado): 1969-1972
We said our farewells to Texas and headed to Colorado with a station wagon of kids, a dog, and Gina's little pet turtle. We pulled the travel trailer, taking our time to vacation along the way. Even though Christy had little interest, Art, Gina, and I enjoyed our first stop at Carlsbad Caverns and our subsequent tour of the Petrified Forest. On our way to Santa Fe, Gina became sick with such a high temperature that Art rushed her to a hospital. I stayed behind with Christy in the trailer at a campground and worried for three hours until they returned. The doctor as usual had no idea what caused the fever, but gave her a shot of antibiotics. She slept almost 24 hours and woke up normal.
At one point on our way to Santa Fe, I turned to see Christy, who was lying on a blanket bed in the far back of the station wagon, with Gina's turtle sticking out of her mouth. Gina was having a meltdown! I could not get to Christy immediately and was fixated on her mouthful of teeth. I eventually retrieved the turtle, but it died later that evening. I don't think Gina ever forgave Christy for killing her turtle.
Despite the excitement along the way, we made it to the beautiful campus of the Air Force Academy in one piece. The Air Force assigned us base housing at 4401 Douglass Valley Cluster. It sat in a cul-de-sac with nine other homes and each home was a duplex. Those on our side of the street abutted a hill so part of the house was on a ground floor while the remainder sat over the hill. We shared our duplex with John, Beulah, Janine, and John-John Blanton, a wonderful, welcoming family. John-John and Gina were the same age and became good friends over the next couple of years.
We entered our side of the duplex on the ground floor by walking through a connected carport into a basement. The newly remodeled basement was a comfortable family room and gave the home more space. Next to the family room was a laundry and storage room. You walked upstairs to reach the rest of the house—three bedrooms, a small kitchen, one bath, and a combination living/dining room with a fireplace. There was also a nice outdoor patio, but it was always so cold
The Duplex at the Academy
Easter 1970
Christy at 2 Years
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we hardly used it. A benefit of the home's location was that it was right across the street from Douglas Valley Elementary School where Gina attended kindergarten, first, and second grades.
I became a temporary travel agent as our first summer overflowed with overnight company. We entertained every night until Labor Day and I gave almost-daily tours of the Academy grounds. Everyone wanted to see the Chapel and museum. One week, Art and I even slept in the trailer because there was no room in our inn. Most guests were family and close friends. Janice, having just graduated from college and ready to begin teaching first grade in the fall, was a tremendous help watching the girls and assisting with the house. While she was with us, Art introduced her to a fellow math instructor, Captain Jim Hein, who would eventually become her husband. She spent the entire summer with us and then visited a couple times every month after that. Jim proposed to her at Thanksgiving and they made plans for a March wedding.
The Academy was truly social. With the math department being the largest on campus, there was some type of themed party weekly. In addition, the Department's professors and their wives attended AFA football games together—win or lose, parties followed. After one game in Manitude Springs, Art was so drunk he
didn't dare drive home so I, equally drunk and fully two-sheets to the wind, did. I can't begin to remember how we managed to get home in one piece. I had no business driving and learned a good lesson; I never got drunk again.
While the men worked, the women played bridge, bowled, jogged, attended Officer Wives' functions, and joined gourmet clubs. Gina attended full-day kindergarten and Christy logged many hours at the base nursery. Three ladies would host a gourmet luncheon each month. I faced an embarrassing situation when I was responsible for one at my house near the holidays. The ladies placed their purses and coats in the master bedroom. When it was time to leave, one woman discovered $100 missing from her billfold. Gina was already home from school and though she would have been more likely to take candy or a package of gum and I knew she had not taken it, I reluctantly eased everyone by asking her. We notified the base police who, I think, eventually interviewed all the women, but no one ever found the money. Interestingly, all the women were married to majors, lieutenant colonels, and even one general; only two of us married to captains. Someone must have really needed Christmas money.
First year cadets could not go home for Thanksgiving and some were unable to make it home for other holidays. The Academy encouraged officers to host cadets from their home states each year. Art and I regularly entertained about twelve cadets from Missouri. During Thanksgiving festivities when Christy was 1½ years old, she climbed the drawers in the master bedroom and got into Art’s pills, eating several of them. A week or two earlier a boy about her age had done the same thing. His parents reported he had taken harmless drugs. The hospital checked him out, sent him home, and he died several hours later. Fortunately, we caught Christy quickly, but because of the recent tragedy, new medical policy required children remain at the hospital for eight hours when caught eating pills. They were Art’s pills so he missed Thanksgiving dinner. The next time cadets visited, Christy went into the bathroom and cut her thumb with Art's razor. Blood gushed everywhere! Again, since it was his razor, he had hospital duty. Another time we had a house full of cadets, we watched, entranced, as our astronauts walked on the moon. We played bridge with the cadets some Friday evenings and shared many good times with these nice, young men who always called me “ma'am” (making me feel 100 years old).
The flu and other sicknesses regularly cycled through our family while we were in Colorado. Gina also developed night terrors that were so bad and scary for all of us that we could not sleep at night. We finally took her to a child psychiatrist who, after one visit with Art and me and one separate visit with Gina, recommended we not go to her at night. He told us to assure her through the door that everything was all right and encourage her to go back to sleep. The psychiatrist postulated she was jealous of her sister being at home all day with Mommy while she was in school. Little did she know that Christy was usually at the nursery. His advice worked within a month, but I think the jealousy remained.
The Dollhouse Art Made for the Girls for Christmas
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Because I was so socially active, Christy was in the base nursery almost daily. I figured if I was going to be out of our home every day all day without the girls just for my entertainment, I should probably earn some money to help the family. Plus, I was beginning to tire of all the social activities. I applied to be a substitute teacher, was hired, and then worked in elementary and middle schools in Woodland Park, Colorado quite often. I enjoyed doing it and it put me back into the teaching groove while providing us with extra money.
Halloween was always a big event in Academy base housing. Art would take both girls trick-or-treating, but Christy would only go in our cluster. Gina was overjoyed that people were actually giving her candy and so dragged Art all over the base until he would become too cold. I couldn't blame him because it snowed every Halloween. Gina's school also collected money for UNICEF so she carried a box with her as she trick-or-treated. Many families gave her pennies for her box. When Gina returned home, she picked out all the candy she did not like and we recycled it to children still knocking on our door. Gina loved the thrill of getting the candy even more than eating it. She immediately ate most of the candies she liked and eventually ate the chocolate and gum, but seldom touched the rest. Christy made up for her big sister—she ate the wrappings on the candy.
I always felt our family should attend a regular church instead of Air Force chapel services. We tried the First Christian Church in Colorado Springs, but the congregation was very old and not one person spoke to us. You could tell their attitude toward military families was very negative. We gave up on them after three services and returned to the base chapel. It was a good move for Gina who attended Sunday school and participated in choir with many of her little friends. After their last program, all the children received a choir pin. Gina was so proud of her accomplishment! Gina also took dance and ice-skating lessons while we were at the Academy.
Christy went from being a mild-mannered baby to a lively toddler who wore me out before 10:00 AM most mornings. One time when I had not heard anything for ten minutes, I found her in the kitchen pantry where she had dumped a whole jar of popcorn, emptied a box of cereal, and even rubbed peanut butter into everything. It took me days to scrape peanut butter off the floors and walls! I hesitate to think how the kitchen would have looked if I had waited 15 minutes!
All four of us were in Janice's Kansas City wedding on March 28, 1971. We arrived on Thursday and attended the rehearsal dinner on Friday night. The wedding was on Saturday. She and Jim had a beautiful wedding and reception at the same church where Art and I were married. I was the matron of honor, Art was a groomsman, Gina was a flower girl, and Christy was dressed really cute and just walked around. Mother was against drinking at my wedding, but she allowed a spiked punch at the family reception Janice had back at the house.
Paul Elder, Jim's best man, hitched a ride with us for the drive back to the AFA from the wedding. He talked Christy into throwing her pacifier out the car window. It was all fun until she was ready to sleep; she proceeded to cry the rest of the way home. We threatened Paul: “Wait until you have a child!” as he sat next to her and her incessant crying.
It was wonderful having Janice live in Colorado near us, but it only lasted from March until August when Jim, who had his master's at the time, decided to leave the Air Force to pursue his Ph.D. at Northwestern University in Illinois. We really missed them when they left.
Janice's Wedding at Memorial Christian Church
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Party after Paul and Lynn Elder's Wedding (Our House)
Mother Visiting the Air Force Academy
Gina (age 6) and Christy (2)—1971
Family Picture with Beau (1969)
Connie, Janice, Art, and Gina (1969) Camping in Colorado
Christy, quite capable of communicating clearly and walking, was still not potty-trained at age two—I worried she would never get trained. She didn't seem to care whether she was wet or dry so I was thrilled when she finally got to the point to wanting to take off all her clothes when they were wet. I bought her fancy colored panties hoping it would make a difference. It did not so I began to suspect that her kindergarten teacher would have the pleasure of training her. This all changed when one of Art's professional papers was accepted for presentation at the Coast Guard Academy in Connecticut one summer. We made a family vacation of it—hauling our trailer on the long trip across the country. Art was driving down the highway along the way when Christy told me she had a dirty diaper. I told her she would have to wait until we stopped—an hour-and-a-half away. That was her turning point! I think I had been too much of an enabler because she never wore diapers again.
On that same trip, the car broke down in a small, ugly Pennsylvania town. Art was worried about arriving at the conference in time and the girls were eager to do something fun (there was nothing fun in the town). We were stuck there for three days without a car! The incident cost a small fortune; plus, and shaved days off our vacation time!
Once we reached Connecticut, the girls and I spent our time at a beach campground while Art was at the conference. The campground was swamped with bugs and Christy and I were bit badly. Christy had so many bites that I took her to the Coast Guard Academy Base Hospital where they gave her a topical ointment and said she would be okay.
We saw the awesome Niagara Falls on our return from Connecticut. As we pulled into traffic from a sightseeing pullout, Christy climbed through the car's window, stood on the open ledge, and held onto the roof luggage rack. Art saw her just as he turned to pull into traffic. He turned white and couldn't even speak. That's when I saw her. I moved as quickly as possible and grabbed her. That's when my gray hair started growing! Christy certainly added excitement to our lives.
We camped throughout Canada, reentered the States through Minnesota, and continued to North and South Dakota. We enjoyed sightseeing, but were anxious to return home. At one point, we stopped for gas and a bathroom break and quickly returned to the car. Art was not in the mood to talk with anyone—he had too much family time under his belt. Gina kept trying to tell him something, and he kept saying: "Not now." Finally, exasperated, he said: "What do you want?” She said: "Daddy, we left Beau-Beau back at the station." We had to drive twenty miles back to the station where we found Beau sitting patiently. That was the last time we chose to ignore Gina during road trips. Despite Christy and Beau's antics, the Connecticut trip was wonderful. Gina especially loved the ocean.
When Mother and Daddy were not visiting us in Colorado, I was visiting them in Kansas City. Mother decided to join the workforce at age sixty doing what everyone always felt was her greatest talent—baking. She found a job at Myron Green, a well-known downtown restaurant/
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bakery, but only worked about three weeks. The distance by bus was too great; plus, her coworkers were of a different walk of life than she had ever experienced. They cussed and had fistfights and scared her to half-to-death. She was afraid someone would attack her. Fortunately, one of her friends knew of a position at my alma mater, Southeast. By this time Southeast High School, originally teaching eighth through twelfth grades, had transitioned into a high school with a junior high next door. Mother applied for and received the baker's position at the junior high where she made hot rolls, cinnamon rolls, and pies every day. The best part of her job was that workers could bring home any unsold items daily. Fortunately, I was only visiting or I would have looked like a well-fed elephant!
A friend drove Mother to work each day, but the friend was nearing retirement. Despite Mother's consistent lack of desire to drive, learning became a necessity so Daddy taught her. Daddy took Mother for her driving test one summer morning while Janice and I were spending a week with them. They left early in the morning and, deciding we would help celebrate her success, Janice and I bought and decorated a cake while awaiting their return. She failed! She came into the house in tears and spent the rest of the day in her bedroom. We felt so badly for her and were delighted when she passed the second time. She was finally an independent woman and even a decent driver except when she accidentally stepped on the gas entering their Raytown garage and went through the back wall. I guess I can say she drove like a “little old lady.”
Daddy was a very good driver, but had a horrendous automobile accident when he and Mother were in their seventies and they were travelling between our home in Las Vegas and theirs in Oregon on a major California highway. We will never know if he simply over-corrected the steering wheel, momentarily blacked-out, or fell asleep, but he rolled the car and blocked traffic for over an hour. I was taking two graduate courses at the time and would lose credit if absent even one day so trusted Janice and Jim, whom I knew were very capable, to retrieve them from California along with their dog, Alfie, and their belongings. I have always felt badly that I did not go to pick them up, too. Fortunately, neither of them had major injuries from the accident, but Daddy's health began to go downhill afterward. He was no longer driving two years later.
Colorado Springs offered many activities so we didn't venture far from the Academy unless we were camping. One thing Gina and Christy enjoyed every year was visiting Santa Claus’ Village. We also spent many Sunday afternoons walking through open houses looking at huge, $50,000 homes and saying we would someday live in houses like them. Another frequent activity was taking the girls to the Officer's Club for dinner. Gina was old enough to act appropriately, but one time Christy turned over a glass of water on the table and broke a second one. It could be a trial in patience!
With the Girls in Maroon Bells, CO (1972)
Art and the Girls on a Ranch in Maroon Bells (1972)
We met many fabulous people and lifelong friends while stationed at the AFA including Nedra and Wayne Godsey, Paul and Lynn Elder, Sandy and Jerry McEwen, Sue and Doug Smith, Rachel and Jack Bujaski, and Buelah and John Blanton. Our old friends, Peggy and Jerry Jensen, were there and that's where we met our brother-in-law, Jim Hein. Except Jerry Jenson (in the physics department) and John Blanton (in administration), they were all in the math department. Art skied with most of the men while I babysat.
John Blanton received orders for Vietnam in 1972 at the same time Art had several TDY’s (temporary duty assignments away from his permanently assigned base). With him gone, Beulah and the children no longer qualified for base housing so had to move off base where they had more difficulty visiting the Academy. Beulah often invited the girls and me for dinner when John was gone and Art was on TDY. One time, she asked what the girls' favorite meal was and I said "Mac & Cheese." She spent all day fixing a casserole from scratch, and when she served it, my girls took one bite and refused to eat more. Beulah said, “I thought they liked Mac & Cheese,” and I had to respond: "Yes, but they like the 15¢ box of Kraft Macaroni and Cheese.” The girls were definitely not gourmets. I was so embarrassed!
We camped all over Colorado in our trailer with the Godsey and Hein families and my parents. One wonderful trip was to Ouray—one of the most beautiful areas in Colorado. We four-wheel drove all over the mountains with six adults and four children. One time, we almost went over the side of a mountain. We all had to get out of the station wagon while the men winched it to safety. On another trip with the Godsey’s, we headed out to the mountains early in the season to four-wheel drive. We crossed a creek flowing rather heavily. We didn't anticipate that we would have to cross again. We eventually hit an impassable wall of snow requiring us to retrace the route. By that time of the day, the creek was flowing rapidly and rising—it was already up to the car doors. Not sure what to do, Art removed his jeans and shoes and, in his underwear, climbed out onto the hood of the car with a winch. His plan was to jump off and hook the winch to a tree if needed. We survived despite our hair-brained plan. Plus, Art looked good in briefs.
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Camping in Colorado
We travelled with the Godsey's and Jim and Janice while Jim was still at the Academy, but travelled with just the Godsey's afterward. Nedra and Wayne had two children, Janet and Kevin, and a dog—just like us. It was perfect. One of our final Colorado camping trips with them was to Maroon Bells near Aspen. We were probably the first campers of the season and the scenery was spectacular. Kevin acquired cancer when in college several years later and died shortly after diagnosis. It was a deep loss for all of us. When Art and I visited Aspen and Maroon Bells after our return from Germany, visitors could only tour the area by park bus; the campground was closed to the public. I am so thankful we saw it in its the raw beauty.
Beau Grummel, quite a shrill and irritating barker, travelled with us. Art always wanted to put Beau in the trailer when we would travel, but Gina and I pleaded to keep him in the car. Art would agree with the stipulation that if he started barking incessantly, Art would pull over and put Beau in the trailer. We never left Academy grounds before Beau was in the back (which he probably enjoyed more than the car because he could sleep all the way on a comfortable bed).
Beau had a habit of sitting directly in front of the basement door awaiting the minute one of the girls would open the door and he could bound out. Twice, he came home late at night a complete bloody mess (probably from run-ins with bobcats). Art was teaching night classes at Colorado College both times. He came home exhausted only to find a half-dead dog needing immediate veterinary attention. Art would take Beau to the vet, wait an hour in the vet's office, and return home with a dog with 25 stitches or more.
On the day before moving from Colorado, Art, Gina, Christy, and I were at a farewell dinner at the Godsey's house. We chained Beau outside since we were staying in the Base
Officer's Quarters (BOQ) and dogs weren't allowed alone in the rooms. We came home to find Beau severely shot with BB pellets. Art took him to the vet where Beau died several hours later. We never knew who did it, why they did it, or how they got away with it, but always suspected Beau was barking incessantly and attracted the negative attention. There were reports of other dogs shot in the area around the same time. Beau was six years old.
We had a fun time in Colorado Springs, but all did not end well. I gave up smoking when I was pregnant with Christy, but started sneaking cigarettes when I began substitute teaching. Art and I had a terrific argument about it when he found my hidden stash; he even threatened to leave me if I didn't quit. I was equally stubborn and mad enough to not care what he thought. I was heading to Kansas City with the girls while he would be in jump school (parachuting class) in Fort Benning, Georgia. Right afterward, we would be moving to Albuquerque, New Mexico for his new assignment. When we left the AFA, we really did not know what direction our relationship would take. He flew to Georgia and the girls and I drove to Kansas City.
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The Sejnost Home in Raytown
Kirtland Air Force Base (Albuquerque, New Mexico): 1972-1974
Going “home” was always like taking a spa trip. I could revert to childhood while Mother waited on me and took excellent care of my children. I didn't tell my parents about my problems with Art, but confided in my sister who was visiting at the same time. She wished the best for both Art and me. Art sent flowers and called after about a week in Kansas City, saying, in essence, that he missed the three of us and did not want to split our family. With the flowers and calls, Mother told Janice that I had such an attentive husband. Little did Mother know what Janice knew. Art said he would never be supportive of my smoking, but if I needed it to stay married then he would adjust. He knew the inevitable damage of prolonged smoking because his parents suffered significant health problems from it. Nonetheless, he ultimately accepted that it was my choice; he could not make the demand. I appreciated the call and his thoughts and figured the sweltering Fort Benning heat and constant jumping exercises affected his opinion. It was time for me to do some honest thinking about why I continued to smoke. It was clearly rooted in a power struggle between the two of us; he just could not control my choice to smoke. When I realized it was really about being in charge of my own life and health, I found no good reason to continue and immediately stopped. I am proud to say I only fell off the wagon one time—during a drinking frenzy one night in Germany.
With my decision to stop smoking, all improved. Art was happy at Fort Benning and the girls and I were looking forward to Albuquerque while having a great summer in Kansas City, Osceola, and Bella Vista. Art finished jump school and picked us up in Kansas City for our drive into Albuquerque. We arrived late on a hot evening and spent a few days in a motel awaiting available base housing. Fortunately, the motel had a pool; the girls about lived in it.
We moved into Kirtland AFB housing in August. Our house had three bedrooms, two baths, a kitchen/dining area, and a huge living room/dining room area. We placed a partition between the living and dining rooms to make a TV room. The house had a patio we used almost year-round and a backyard large enough for a garden. It sat on a
block with about six houses and we were almost back-to-back with the Kirtland Officer Club pool. The girls loved swimming so much that they spent three summers wearing their suits to bed so they would be ready to go in the morning. Gina was already a very good swimmer. Christy could not swim yet, but we put a life jacket on her and she went all over the pool. Everyone got a kick out of her. I spent almost all day at the pool; it was a great place to meet people.
Our first big purchase was a miniature schnauzer puppy we named Misty. We loved her to death, but she was quite a character amassing about 100 stories of antics during her 13-year lifespan. Right after we got her, she disappeared after I rolled a rug I planned to move into one of girls' rooms. I knew she had to be in the rug and was afraid to unroll it because I just knew she would be dead. My neighbor came to help me unroll the carpet and, sure enough, Misty ran out. My family would have killed me had I suffocated her! Our same neighbor had a Christmas Open House. We went over, leaving both of our front doors open since it was a nice day. They left for church after their Open House and we lit luminaries (paper bags with sand and candles) outside before noticing Misty's absence. Art and I could not find her anywhere. The girls were so engrossed in the movie Chitty-Chitty Bang-Bang that they would not even help us look for her. After exhausting our search of the house, Art and I, who had been warned that dogs were being stolen for Christmas gifts, scoured our unguarded neighborhood block-by-block. Around 9:30 PM after giving up the search and while feeling defeated, a knock came at our door. Our neighbor stood at the door while Misty ran into the house. They accidentally locked Misty with their dog inside their house
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Bob and Carmen Endlich
when they left for church. Not having cleaned up after the party, the dogs had a delightful time devouring leftover tidbits and drinks... and eliminating them. Their rug was an absolute mess! We helped pay the cleaning bill for the rug and, fortunately, remained friends.
Monte Vista Christian Church, congregated by many military personnel, graciously welcomed us. Art and I really enjoyed our adult class and Gina loved her Sunday School program, the children’s choir, and participating in several theatrical productions performed each year. Christy, anxious about being separated from us and stuck with younger children in the nursery, was not as happy with her class.
I probably changed the most in Albuquerque due in part to a neighbor, Carman Endlich, who was teaching at an Albuquerque Public School for pregnant teenage mothers. In the 1970s, girls had to leave their regular high school if they declared they were pregnant—amassing 150 students in the school. The school was in desperate need of a part-time reading teacher and Carmen knew I had a degree making me eligible to teach speech and English and that I also had certification in teaching reading. With Gina in third grade and Christy old enough to begin half-day preschool, I figured I was available so interviewed for and received the ideal position. The schedule worked well for our family; I only taught between 8 AM to 12 PM each school day.
At the same time, my old friend, Peggy Jensen, was back in the school mood and talked me into applying to graduate school, again. The special education department at the University of New Mexico accepted me. I was terrified, again (sure I couldn't make it academically), but decided to give it a try anyway. My curriculum was in general special education so I studied mental and emotional handicapping conditions
as well as learning disabilities. I knew I would be on a tight schedule to finish my program before Art received transfer orders and we would have to leave UNM so I took night classes and at least three summer school courses for two years.
One of my requirements was a teaching practicum with autistic preschool children. Since I was teaching reading in the morning, Christy frequently joined me while I worked in the special education program in the afternoon. We were pioneers in seeing how handicapped and normal children could benefit from interacting. Their interactions fascinated me so much that I made them the focus of my Ed.S. professional paper twenty years later. The master's also required several psychology courses during which I administered various types of testing including IQ tests. My children, along with all my friends' children, became my guinea pigs. Peggy’s youngest daughter was clearly a genius even at age three. I remember that when administering the test, I had to ask: "What would you call your father’s friend?" The correct answer was "Mr. _______," but she answered: "Captain _______." Other questions asked what you called it when you father had to travel (she said "TDY" instead of "business trip") and where does your mother buy groceries (she said "commissary" instead of "store"). She knew all the military jargon, but I had to mark all these answers incorrect.
I also made a close friend at the university who was not affiliated with the military, Millie Dew. Millie really enriched our lives. She was active in the Albuquerque Little Theater so we went to all their plays and met her interesting friends. Over the years, she visited us in Germany and Las Vegas.
One summer I took a difficult course about emotionally disturbed children that was riddled with lots of facts and information the professor required we memorize. The basis for our grades would be a single final exam so three of us comprised a study group to prepare for the test. Millie took the course two years before and shared her graded final exam to help us study. We thoroughly reviewed every question and we were shocked on the day of the examination when we discovered our test was identical to Millie's. I felt guilty, like I was cheating. In fact, I purposely missed two questions so the professor would not wonder why I knew so much. The other girl in my study group did the same thing, but the man in our group answered every question correctly. Just like a man! She and I received "A-" on the test and he received an "A+." I was just glad to pass the course. Professors should know better than to recycle a final exam (or at least not return them to students).
I always tell everyone Art was very supportive when I was going to school. I would be out at least three nights a week and many afternoons. He "willingly" watched the girls as long as I had them fed, bathed, and dressed for bed. I guess he made sure the house did not burn down.
It was amazing how much I had matured since my bachelor's and was motivated to do my best in graduate school. I did so well in my final orals that the department invited me to continue for a Ph.D. It was not to be since Art was reassigned and I would have to move
Millie in Germany (years later)
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Art's 37th Birthday Cake
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Halloween Painter Connie (I did a lot of tole painting while in New Mexico)
before finishing the degree. I completed my master of arts in special education in May of 1974 with straight "A’s" and one "B." My "B" was in my old nemesis, math; the course was statistics. To get that "B," I memorized every problem the professor put on the board during the semester. I had no idea what the answers meant, but I was a great regurgitator.
Besides school, New Mexico was quite enchanting. Albuquerque's weather was more pleasant than Colorado's. We had some snow, but also enjoyed four seasons. The Godsey’s, Elder’s, Jensen’s, and another AFA couple, Lucy and Mike Gray, were with us again and we socialized regularly with new friends. Our families would camp, eat gourmet meals, and play bridge together. We also had and attended our fair share of parties; they happened nearly every weekend. I enjoyed Halloween parties where we all dressed in costume and promotion parties (nearly everyone we knew was promoted while there) because we dressed in formal attire. For Art's promotion, I wore a simple, long green dress accessorized with beautiful Indian jewelry. That jewelry received lots of compliments that evening. Another major event demanding a party was Art's 37th birthday. We celebrated in grand style by playing all the party games of the 1970s: "Pass the Lifesaver" (on toothpicks held between your teeth—of course we alternated between men and women), "Pass the Orange" (between necks—again alternating between men and women), and "Pin the Tail on the Donkey" (repurposed from one of the girls' parties).
We continued to camp with the Godsey’s, but also travelled on our own in the travel trailer. One of our trips was to the Grand Tetons and Yellowstone. While hiking in the Grand Tetons, I was carrying Christy up a trail in a backpack when I saw a snake coming down the hill. I took off running and screaming. Art finally caught up with us and yelled: "Next time run up the hill, not down!" We also did a little backpack camping. I was never crazy about sleeping in a small tent with bugs everywhere and felt fortunate when we finally got too old to camp from backpacks. We continued tent camping into our forties, but stopped backpack camping in our thirties.
Gina and Art skied when we lived in Colorado, but Christy and I waited to join them until after moving to New Mexico. I first learned to ski in Taos, New Mexico. I could not have found a more difficult place to learn! Gina was already better than I was and Christy, only four years old, was learning along with me. I eventually improved to the point that we took a family ski trip to Durango, Colorado. Misty joined us and stayed in the motel while we skied. I asked Gina to take Misty outside one last time before we left in the morning and made the mistake of not noticing she went outside in her socks. Halfway up long ski lift, Gina was crying and in pain—her wet socks were frozen to her boots. We couldn't do anything until we reached the top where Art immediately took
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her to a warming hut midway down the mountain. He could ski much faster than I could; Christy and I caught up with them about an hour later. It took that entire time and more to thaw Gina's feet. She never went out in socks at a ski area again!
Many of our friends helped us build an A-framed cabin near Grants Cibola National Forest while in New Mexico and we helped them build their own. We spent almost every weekend working on the cabin, but only spent one night in it—we were varnishing the floors as we headed out the door to a new military assignment. Building the cabin was fun; we were so sad we were never able to enjoy it.
Christy needed the most medical attention in Albuquerque. The preschool called for me to pick her up one day when she as four years old. I thought she had the flu since she was feeling badly and it was going around so figured it would be okay to make a quick trip to the commissary. She was lethargic at the commissary so we came home and took a nap. When I awoke needing to pick up Gina from school and take her to choir practice at church, I couldn't awaken Christy. I called Art and told him to get Gina and meet us at the hospital.
Emergency room personnel took Christy immediately for all types of tests and doctors assessments and called a surgeon about an hour later. The surgeon told us Christy's appendix was close to rupturing and needed immediate removal. I had no idea you could have appendicitis at that age. Art and I were pretty concerned when we saw the surgeon reading his medical books. When we asked if he'd ever done an appendectomy, he assured us he'd removed them from children as young at ten months and adults as old as 83; he was just studying for his medical boards in his spare time. Christy came through the surgery with flying colors. She looked so small dragging IV’s around the hospital over the next few days.
Christy's surgeon also noticed that she had what some people (including her sister!) referred to as Dumbo ears. He said he could fix them so they wouldn't stick out and it would be considered essential (not plastic) surgery because of her age. He did the procedure three months later and though she only remained in the hospital overnight, she wore a band around her now beautiful ears for about three months.
Gina was healthy in Albuquerque with one exception. She fell on the playground at school and needed a few stitches in her chin. Art was not only president of the PTA, but he was easier to contact than me so, thank goodness, they called him to get the stitches.
Art was promoted to major in 1974 and in June received orders for a non-accompanied (no wives and children) tour to Thailand. We decided the girls and I would remain in New Mexico because I had a teaching contact and I could start my Ph.D. This meant we had to go
The Cabin—In Process (1972)
Finished Product
The Cabin's Necessary Room
With My Parents
Art Promoted to Major
Christy's Head Cast Post-Surgery
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Visiting Indian Ruins in New Mexico
The Girls Playing Dress-Up at Aunt Gladys' House (Gina is in my wedding dress; Christy is in a bridesmaid dress from my wedding)
on our first-ever house hunting expedition. We found one we liked and made an offer that the owners, fortunately, did not accept. The military rescinded his Thailand orders about one month later when Art's commanding officer talked the Pentagon into leaving him in New Mexico. They felt his work was mission critical so more necessary than sending him into an area where the war was winding down. About six months later, they replaced the Thailand orders with new orders for a post in Germany. Ironically, the owners called, accepting our offer, a few days after we heard about the new assignment, but we no longer needed it because the girls and I could remain on base until December when we would join Art.
Albuquerque sat in a fascinating, beautiful, and unique area with mixed Hispanic, Native American, and Caucasian cultures. I thoroughly enjoyed it. We frequently visited Native American villages where we purchased rugs, pottery, and jewelry as well as other noteworthy landmarks of the area. We could see the beautiful Sandia Mountains from our home and viewed spectacular sunrises and sunsets. For Gina's ninth birthday, we took her to the top of those mountains via tram. Art and I enjoyed incredible gourmet dinners at the top (we ate Gina's and Christy's as well as our own because they wanted macaroni and cheese instead of the duck à l'orange we ordered).
Albuquerque also permitted me to attend a first-class university where I earned a master's degree and the girls attended good schools. It was there that I received an ideal teaching position working with pregnant teenagers and there that we found a warm church home allowing us all, especially Gina, to grow in faith. Base housing, though small, was ultimately the nicest we experienced. We had a stand-alone house and were close to the university, schools, church, and our most popular haunt—the Officer's Club swimming pool. We spent fun-filled weekends in the majestic mountains surrounding the city and we built our first cabin. Had we remained in New Mexico, our house would surely have had a native motif; nonetheless, the Indian influence followed us as we decorated every one of our future homes.
Despite our love of the area, the timing of Art's transfer worked well. I had just signed a contract with Albuquerque Schools to teach reading and English. Both Gina, entering fifth grade, and Christy, starting first grade, had good teachers. This was important to me because I wanted Christy to get a good start in school like Gina had. If we went with Art immediately, I would have to give up my contract, take the girls out of school, and live in a hotel in Germany until we could find housing. It made sense for Art to head to Germany before us so he could find housing. As it was, we made our move to Germany over the Christmas vacation.
With Art gone so quickly, I had the full responsibility of selling the car, moving out of base housing, shipping a dog to Germany, and relocating the three of us to a new continent. Nothing was easy. I used to say that if the military wanted a man to have a family and pets, it would have issued them. I sold the car twice—first to a man I spoke to only by phone and then I promised it to Paul Elder who called from Omaha. I had to get the base attorney to help me with the first angry buyer who ultimately ended up without our car.
We thought we wouldn't be in Germany for more than 18 months so had the challenge of choosing what would go into storage and what we would take. One truck picked up our storage items; another took what we were sending to Germany; and, a third, smaller truck carried our immediate hold luggage (what we needed right away).
We would fly on a commercial airplane commissioned by the military so Misty couldn't accompany us. I took her to the Albuquerque airport for her Delta flight. A nice ticket agent offered to put her on another airline giving her a more direct flight so she'd spend less time travelling. Art was planning to pick her up in Frankfurt so, figuring all airports were about the size of Albuquerque’s, I didn't see a problem. I sent her off and received a very nasty call from Art in Ramstein at about 3:00 AM. In essence, he said: “Where's the damn dog?!?” As planned, he drove from Ramstein to Frankfurt (about 95 miles—one way) to retrieve her from Delta Airlines. Of course, she was nowhere to be found. I assumed he would just see her and I hadn't called because I didn't realize it would be a problem. I gave him the new information after which he made his second trip to Frankfurt. He found her after she spent double the amount of time in her cage than originally planned for the Delta flight. He said the poor dog peed for five minutes after her let her out of the cage plus she stunk to
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high heaven. He took to her to our new German home and let her outside to play. I didn't learn until months later that our next-door German neighbor left cakes cooling on her patio and guess who ate both of them on her first day in Germany?
Art found a rental house for us in Germany and asked us to come in time to spend Christmas together so we left as soon as Christmas break began. I packed a trunk (there didn't use to be luggage restrictions on planes) to get us through a few days in Kansas City and then to Dover, Delaware. Visiting my parents was so sad since I knew we wouldn't see them for a long time. We spent a night in the Visiting Officer Quarters at Dover AFB with a connecting room joined by the bath. I told the girls if they had to get up at night they should lock the bathroom door and unlock it when they left. Of course, one of them forgot and I heard the officer in the next room knocking heavily on the door at about three in the morning! We spent the next day at the terminal awaiting our 9:00 AM flight that didn't take off until 3:00 PM. It seemed like there were hundreds of servicemen, wives, and children in this little waiting room where we all suffered all day. We finally left for our new adventure. I had only flown once in my life and was now flying halfway across the world!
Gina with Misty (1969)
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Ramstein Air Force Base (Schrollbach, West Germany): 1974-1979
The girls and I arrived in Frankfurt, Germany on December 24, 1974. I was astounded at the size of the airport and could easily understand why Art couldn't locate Misty. We cleared customs with our trunk, six suitcases, and all kinds of carry-ons to find Art waiting for us in the main terminal. He was more delighted to see us than I was to see him; after the move, trip to Kansas City, and long, tiring flight, I wasn't anxious to see anyone! He loaded us, literally sitting on our luggage, into the used (but only about 3-years-old) Volkswagen station wagon he bought after arriving in Germany. The girls slept all the way to our new hometown—Schrollbach. I was in a fog. Our brand-new house, a rental, was in a small German village about ten slow, curvy, town-laden miles from Ramstein Air Force Base. It was so new that the outside was still settling. We lived off-base because base housing was full at the time and simply not an option. Our furniture from the States hadn't arrived, but Art furnished the essential rooms with base furniture. He even put up a live Christmas tree in the living room and did his best to decorate so we would feel welcome. He put us to bed and the next morning we enjoyed our first meager Christmas in Germany. We even had an invitation for Christmas dinner with an American family, Sue and Al Stipe along with their three children, two dogs, and a cat, who lived in a very quaint, old farmhouse nearby. We formed a quick friendship that strengthened over the years.
Our two-level house was modern by both German and American standards. The large kitchen (according to German standards) had a nice white tile that never needed waxing, no overhead cabinets, three lower cabinets with counter tops, an electric stove, and a small German refrigerator. There was a single sink with no disposal or dishwasher. We ran all our electrical appliances through transformers (we had about six transformers throughout the house).
The kitchen and living room doors opened into a gigantic hallway with an elaborate marble staircase and red and black wallpaper that actually appeared to move when you looked at it closely. Next to the kitchen was a very small bathroom with only a commode and sink. The kitchen was on the second level of the house sitting above the garage and boiler room. It had an open doorway leading into a combination living-dining room area. The living-dining area had an ugly gray indoor-outdoor rug and two doors that completely closed it from the rest of the house. This area had three radiators so was the warmest part of the house. Most German homes used this technique of segmenting sections of homes so they
Arrival in Frankfurt
Christmas in Germany (1974)
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The Front of the House
Gina, Misty, and Christy with Our Wallpaper in the Background
The Backyard and Cornfield
The Bathroom Gina and Christy Shared
could turn off the heat at night to conserve oil. We were not knowledgeable enough or warm enough to do that. Another door led from the living room to a large patio and yard with, sadly, a view of a cornfield. Farmers fertilized the field with manure several times a year and a shepherd paraded his sheep through our backyard on a regular basis. As a result, the flies and smell were awful in the spring and summer. Misty was great at finding and bringing home mice and rats from the surrounding farmland and would harass the sheep until the shepherd let me know in very verbal German. The shepherd was not one of Misty's fans.
The house design accommodated two families (common in German homes) so all hallways were large open spaces making it easier for the families to keep separate. In addition to the kitchen and living-dining area, the upstairs had a very small room we used as a craft area and it had Gina's and Christy's rooms. Gina’s was the second-floor master bedroom so she had plenty of room despite her mass of furniture. In fact, she had two beds so she could have her friends stay over and we could have more guests stay in the house. She also had several stand-alone wardrobes so we could store extra clothes.
Christy’s room was smaller than Gina's, but still larger than the craft room. A full bathroom with a tub and shower sat between their rooms at the end of the hallway. The upstairs also offered access to an attic where we stuffed off-season clothes and camping gear. We were told that closets counted as rooms for tax purposes in Germany so builders avoided them. None of our bedrooms or baths had closets or cabinets so we used the attic for out-of-season clothes and we used base-furnished wardrobes (like the ones in Gina's room) for our daily needs. We had ten wardrobes throughout the house.
The front door was downstairs and would automatically lock when closed. We could unlock it from different parts of the house using buttons. We kept several chests next to it in the hallway for winter gloves, scarves, shoes, and more. We used the boiler room mostly for storage and a laundry area (that's where we kept our washer and dryer). The downstairs also had the bedroom Art and I used, a bath with a shower, commode, and sink, and a huge living area we converted into a playroom/guest room. The room had a mini kitchenette making the downstairs a perfect living area for a second family. We put a hide-a-bed, dining room set, three wardrobes, two chests, and our extra large refrigerator/freezer from the States into the large room. It was perfect for overnight guests. Our German neighbors loved seeing what they considered to be a huge refrigerator in our downstairs room. Like our other appliances, it operated through a transformer. Our connected garage was quite small and full with just our VW station wagon. All in all, the house was one of the nicer ones we saw in Germany. Our part of Germany was cold and damp and accrued 101 days with no sunlight during that first year. I loved our house, but couldn't get warm the first winter we lived there.
Art had leave time and the girls wouldn't return to school until January 3rd so we decided to go skiing in Scheffau, Austria. Germans welcomed dogs in restaurants and hotels so Misty joined us. We stopped on the autobahn at an American forces service station and Christy walked the dog as Art filled the tank. A military man who thought Misty was cute came up and asked me if I had the needed
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papers to take Misty into Austria. I thought I was lucky to have our passports—much less something for Misty! He let us know that border patrol would not let her into Austria without current documentation from a veterinarian. Not knowing what to do, we did the next best thing. We covered Misty with a blanket on the car floor and had Christy feed her crackers (all that was available) as we illegally drove her into Austria.
By the time we arrived in Germany, all four of us could ski. Art and Gina were very good, I was mediocre, and Christy was just learning. It was a wonderful trip and Scheffau (where we skied many times after that Christmas) was ideal for both beginners and experts. We followed the same dog-handling procedure on our return trip, and, again met with success.
When we returned to Schrollbach, Al asked how I enjoyed Munich and I responded by saying I didn't see Munich. He indicated I couldn't have missed it since we drove directly through it. It wasn't until that moment that I realized Munich was the Americanized version of München. Cities in Europe were not called what I always thought they were.
Art returned to work and the girls to school leaving me behind in a small village where I hardly knew anyone, even Americans. I couldn't drive until I passed a driving test based on German regulations, but administered by the U.S. military. I disappointedly failed the test when Art took me the first time and had to wait two weeks before trying again. Fortunately, I passed the second time. We purchased a VW bug for me, but I was petrified to get on German roads by myself. All I could think was that something would happen to the car and I wouldn't have any way to communicate with anyone. It took awhile, but I eventually conquered my fear. To complicate matters, installing phones cost $90 along with a $35 per month charge so we did not get one until two years later when Art made lieutenant colonel and needed to be in constant contact with the base. The phone was also warranted because Gina sometimes babysat Christy (for pay) and I felt more comfortable with her having phone access in case she needed us. To offset the cost, our landlord dropped our rent from 700 to 650 Deutsch marks ($20 American dollars) when we acquired the phone.
Gina and Christy went to Ramstein Elementary School on base. It was a huge school with approximately 2,200 students and it spread across a major street with older grades on one side of the street and younger ones on the other. Gina immediately enjoyed her 5th grade class, but her teacher, Miss Hogeal, didn't measure up to Mr. Perry in Albuquerque. She also had a male teacher whom she loved, Mr. Brim, for a few classes. Christy said her teacher was nice, but Christy cried twice on her first day. She couldn't find the restroom, two children hit her, and she couldn't do any of the work. Not doing the work continued for about two weeks until I asked Art to meet with her teacher, Miss Olsen. When he did, the teacher expressed concern that Christy might have some mentally handicapped condition. Art remarked that Christy was in the top reading and math groups in Albuquerque so they asked Christy what the problem was. She responded by saying that the new school was using different books: “I want the ones I used to have.” She miraculously learned to read and do math with the new books overnight after we assured her she was stuck with the new materials. Christy went from being identified
62
Painting My Classroom in K-Town
My Yearbook Page (K-Town)
as potentially handicapped in first grade to qualifying for the gifted class in third grade. Her third grade teacher was Helen Harkins who became a good friend to the entire family. Christy's handwriting skills always left a lot to be desired.
A German bus picked up the girls around 7:30 each morning along with about ten other American children in grades kindergarten through twelve. When it arrived at the base gate, airmen boarded the bus with drug sniffing dogs—quite an experience for a first grader! Christy heard new words, not exactly appropriate for school, and saw a lot of cuddling couples. Gina had a group of friends from the village that rode together on the bus. Sometimes the bus was late and a German family that operated a dairy next to the bus stop would let the children stay inside where it was warm. Gina and Christy enjoyed watching them milk the cows and they even saw butchering sometimes.
Ramstein Elementary didn't have a cafeteria so children living on base had to go home while those living off-base ate wherever they wanted and without adult supervision. The Base Exchange, two blocks from the school, served a "nutritious" hamburger, French fries, and Coke for 75¢ or just French fries or a candy bar for 20¢ between eleven and twelve each day. All students in all grades (K-8) ate at the same time without access to the playground or play equipment. This created a volatile hour resulting in fights and injuries. School ended at 2:15 PM with busses leaving promptly at 2:30. The trip to Schrollbach took about 30 minutes getting them home by 3:00 PM each day. Drivers didn't take head counts so children had to hurry. We were lucky that Christy’s teacher walked her students to their busses daily. Gina never missed the bus.
I felt so deserted when the girls were at school. I couldn't drive nor really talk to any of my neighbors who all, but one, spoke German exclusively. I did more housecleaning than ever in my life because there was nothing else to do. Our television eventually arrived, but we only received the American military station that didn't even start broadcasting each day until 4:00
PM (except on weekends). One Saturday morning, Christy started pounding on our bedroom door when Art and I were sleeping. Art told her to go away... until she started yelling: "Fire!" That got him out of bed immediately. Sure enough, the television transformer was on fire. Luckily, the only damage was that it scared us to death!
I applied to the Department of Defense (DOD) schools for a teaching position right after we arrived, but didn't even receive an acknowledgement from them for several weeks. I would be a local hire (cheaper than stateside hires) and knew they were short of teachers so was beyond discouraged that they kept putting me off. It is amazing what military men could accomplish that mere wives couldn't so Art finally went with me to the DOD education office. We discovered I needed confirmation of my five years of experience and a letter from my undergraduate school ensuring I did practice teaching (essential to them despite the fact I had actual teaching experience). It took weeks to resolve, but they eventually permitted me to substitute until a job came available. I frequently subbed in Gina’s class (which she hated) and next door to Christy’s classroom. Christy loved having me there to eat lunch with her.
I received a language arts position the following year at Kaiserslautern Junior High School, 15 miles from Schrollbach. My first year was terrible! I was a roving teacher (every one of my classes was in a different room) teaching 8th graders (which I soon learned I didn't care for). If the teacher in whose classroom I was working found one chair or book out of place, the teacher made sure I knew it. Plus, the final teacher of the day in each classroom had to make sure the room was as clean as possible. My students and I spent the time cleaning up everyone else's messes! I debated about returning the following year, but chose to stay when offered a 7th grade language arts position in my own classroom—a Quonset hut. I painted it before the first day of school to make the room more inviting; the room was mine! Apparently, I paid my dues because they moved me into the regular building with a huge classroom for my third year. I really enjoyed my DOD teaching experience and, despite the 8th graders, never had a major behavioral problem.
I made some observations about Germans from communicating with my few neighbors. They were formal (they even called neighbors they'd known for years by their last names), reserved, and family-oriented. Due to close family relationships and limited building/living space, two families (often related) generally lived in one home. Most of the houses on our block (excepting ours and that of another American family) housed multiple families. Germans wondered what we did with all the room! Most German families had two or three children. Mothers, few of whom worked outside the home, took care of the house (cooking and cleaning) while grandmothers raised children with a tight rein. German children, who lacked freedom common to American teenagers, were very close to their families, but were typically spoiled and ill mannered.
Americans are the politest people in the world compared to Germans. As evidenced on the road and in ski lift lines, Germans never waited patiently in line or took turns. Instead, they forced their ways to the front of lines using elbows and, literally, stepping on others. I
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perceived them as practicing such conformity and orderliness that it was shocking to see how aggressive they could be in certain situations. I figured shoving strangers around was a way to release their hostilities, and was surprised that they did it to each other as well as foreigners.
The Germans were not unfriendly overall. They greeted everyone with a “Guten tag,” but never said more. They were difficult to get to know, but remained friends forever after becoming friends and were always very generous to their friends—never visiting without a gift. One Christmas, I made small boxes of cookies for all my neighbors and had Christy and Misty deliver them with a little red wagon. I expected Christy to be gone for only a few minutes, but she didn't return for more than an hour. It was after dark. She had more items in the wagon when she returned than when she left! Our meager cookies resulted in bottles of wine, cakes, and even money. I was so embarrassed!
You could always tell Americans by their clothes. German women, especially those who were older, seldom wore slacks. They even dressed to go to the meat market. The women all wore hats (usually fur ones), drab, colorless clothes, and little makeup. Still, they always looked nice with their hair perfectly placed. And, German women never wore hair curlers outside! Regardless of the weather, everyone walked on Sunday afternoons either around his or her neighborhood or on Volksmarches. Women walked in tailored suits, sturdy shoes, and fur hats; men wore dark business suits. The young women were beautiful, but tended to gain weight after marrying. I was told a German woman’s weight indicated how prosperous her husband was. If that was true, Germany was a very prosperous nation—most women were heavy. Men were also well fed, but tended to be closer to 45 before "blimping out." There were some very good-looking German men.
Most German women shopped daily by bicycle or walking. They carried bags or baskets to several different stores including a butcher shop, bakery, and general market.
The small stores were open from 9:00 AM to noon and reopened from 2:00 to 6:00 PM. Fortunately, most had someone who understood English.
I never saw a trash pickup in a German village. American husbands, hilariously, hauled big black trash bags to the base garbage dump almost daily. I sometimes wondered if the Germans were just leaving their trash at our house so Art could haul it away.
I could never clean a house like a German frau. They cleaned windows constantly, shaming me into doing the same. I found it hard because the windows were so different than those in the U.S. Every German room had big windows that opened, but none had separated panels or screens. They also aired their houses daily, opening their windows widely, and (when not raining) hanging mattresses, pillows, and eiderdown blankets from window ledges. They didn't shame me into that—it was too cold! Instead, I closed all the windows. I even closed the Rolladens (drawn shutters easily opened and closed from the inside) since they preserved heat. We, like the Germans, also closed our Rolladens in the evenings because it provided a great deal of privacy. Peeping Toms would be out of business in Germany. Women washed outside steps, sidewalks, and even the street in front of their houses using pails of water and sponges every day and must have thought I was a filthy American housekeeper since I skipped those areas. Again, I was too cold!
All outside windows had sills with flowerpots and our landlord, his wife, daughter, and son-in law brought us a beautiful plant. I suspect the gift was a ploy to check-up on my housekeeping—a test I surely flunked. I definitely witnessed Germans being thorough home cleaners both inside and out. Someone told me that Germans kept their homes and cars cleaner than their bodies.
Germans drove small cars; Mercedes' typically being the largest. Regardless of the car's size, all Germans drove fast—even the little old ladies! Another major difference between American and German cars was the presence of seat belts. They were a fairly new invention and few American cars had them. Police enforced their use in Germany so we quickly became well acquainted with and supportive of them. In addition to safety, Art hit upon another benefit of seatbelts. The girls drove us crazy on family trips with their fighting, asking when we would get there, and constantly removing their seat belts so he purchased two $5.00 rolls of quarters for each trip for each girl. Every time they did one of the above things, they had to give Dad a quarter. They got the idea after losing a few quarters. I also started reading books out loud in the car (usually children's classics Art hadn't read). They all loved it and didn't want to leave the car until stories finished.
Art, Gina, and I were quite inhibited when it came to meeting our German neighbors, but Christy wanted playmates and no one was a stranger to Misty. Christy seemed to understand the children while I was frustrated not knowing the language. Even after countless German lessons, my neighbors could always speak better English than I could German. Christy met a German girl around 8 years old who lived across the street, spoke no English, and regularly took Misty into her home. Christy also met an 11-year-old girl who spoke beautiful English. We called her Micky because her name was difficult to
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pronounce. Micky's father, Franz Schupp, was in the German military and worked at Ramstein. Our families became very close over the years. Christy described the 8-year-old as German and said Micky "did not come from Albuquerque, but a different part of America." I explained that both girls were German, but Christy insisted Micky must be part-American since she spoke English so well.
Christy would invite her friends (who always removed their shoes when they entered a home) to play at our house. Micky reciprocated by inviting both girls to her house, but Gina was too busy watching TV to be bothered. Upon Christy's return, we played 20-Questions to find out about a German home. Christy was no help; she could not remember anything except getting a piece of candy and playing a game. Gina eventually went to Micky’s house for dinner and described the food as "not good." They ate bratwurst, brown bread, hot mustard, sauerkraut, and cheese—certainly none of her favorite foods; and, the Schupp family was "different"—they spoke in German! We invited Micky for dinner; she arrived with a bottle of wine for Art and me (at least I thought she intended it for us rather than the whole family). I served burritos (I don't think Micky liked our Mexican food either) and dessert. Germans seldom eat dessert with their meals; she really seemed to enjoy ice cream with chocolate sauce and cookies. I imagine she probably went home and said our family was really different—we spoke English.
Micky’s mother, Frau (Margrit) Schupp, came for tea one afternoon dressed very formally and bearing a gift of Kirsch candies. I found her immensely interesting and extremely informative. I confided that I felt safer in Germany than the U.S., and she assured me that was only because I could not read the newspaper or understand the television. She invited me to visit her home shortly thereafter and we later visited her beautiful ancestral home in Heidelberg where we met her mother. Fortunately, we visited when my parents were in Germany so they could also enjoy the experience. It was a huge home in a very nice area with an interesting war history. Eisenhower considered using the home as a command post after the war, but chose against it for
security reasons because it bordered a remote area. Margrit told me that when she stood outside her gate awaiting her school bus, American servicemen offered her candy, but her mother wouldn't let her to accept it. This was probably because Margrit's father was a military doctor killed on the Russian front—certainly affecting Margrit's mother's perception of the Allied Forces. Germans didn't welcome Americans with open arms immediately following the war, but we were welcomed very warmly decades later. Our status, though, may have been enhanced by the fact that Art had a doctorate. This gained him particular respectability among Germans, particularly with those of the wealthy classes.
Margrit’s family owned a building before the war where businesses rented space and the Schupp family operated a jewelry store. Aware that war was imminent, her family chose to bury the jewelry in their yard. Hiding it consequently enabled them to re-open their shop after the war. Interestingly, the American forces helped rebuild Germany including Margrit's family's jewelry store and building.
Margrit's home was evidence of a bourgeoisie lifestyle. The house was huge from the outside, but seemed smaller inside. When we arrived, Margrit took us on a tour of three of the rooms that each housed museum-quality items. One room held historic toys and enthralled the girls. Another small room was filled with Russian icons, jeweled religious paintings on wooden blocks. They were worth so much money that the family had security for just that room. Her mother, who spoke English, even gave us a copy of a book that itemized all the icons, but asked us to never share it for security reasons. I cannot recall what was in the third room. All of the items in these rooms were earmarked for museum donations following Margrit's mother's death.
Their Czechoslovakian maid served us lunch on china and with sterling silver in their beautiful formal dining room. She and Daddy enjoyed monopolizing our lunch discussions with information about Daddy's homeland. After lunch, we toured their fountain-splendored gardens and ended the delightful day with a Margrit-led tour of the historic Heidelberg Castle and its surrounding grounds.
Art and I became good, lifelong friends with Margrit and Franz Schupp. They visited us in Las Vegas twice and we stayed with them in Heidelberg twice (where they moved following Franz's retirement). We exchanged letters and e-mails over the years and gifts at Christmas (they always sent us a German calendar).
We were also friendly with other German neighbors in Schrollbach. They frequently invited us for kuchen in their homes and we always included them in our annual big Fourth of July party. Germans and Americans alike enjoyed the dazzling party replete with American flag, fireworks, and homemade ice cream. Everyone looked forward to the celebration and the Germans asked if we could include them in other American holidays as well. Some of them joined us for Thanksgiving and Memorial Day parties.
When the cold abated in the spring, Art and I took long, nightly walks through the village. One night, Art walked us to the village cemetery where we saw a memorial (including names and pictures) to the 28 Schrollbach soldiers lost during World War II. It really hit home how
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much the war affected this small village, especially since the town was probably about half of its current size between 1941 and 1945. Losing 28 men even in 1975 would cripple the town. I felt guilty as an American until Art reminded me who started the war. Older women maintained the beautiful cemetery daily.
We did a lot of skiing because it was easily accessible and more reasonably priced than in the States. We skied in Scheffau, Katzenberg, and St. Johann, Austria and also frequently in Garmisch, nestled in Germany's Black Forest. An American hotel in Garmisch offered military personnel a reasonable rate so we visited there often. Our ski trips always took us to nice hotels with included breakfasts and inexpensively priced dinners. We usually took lessons during the day with Gina and I paired in the same class. Gina quickly began to outclass me and moved to more advanced levels making me feel like a klutz... and proud mom. We really enjoyed skiing the scenic Swiss Alps and travelled there occasionally with the Stipes. When skiing in Switzerland, a train delivered us to the top of the mountain where the world would open and lifts speckled the mountaintop.
My most interesting ski trip was with Gina’s class to Scheffau, Austria. DOD middle schools, including my school in Kaiserslautern and the girls' in Ramstein, would usually close for a week each winter to take students on a ski trip. Most students took advantage of the optional trip while an alternative program occurred on the school campus for those who opted out. The trips were inexpensive and the only opportunity for some students to see Austria and learn to ski. It amazed me how many students never left the base and, consequently, saw little of Europe. The schools did their best to expose students to German culture through regular field trips and language classes.
Gina's trip began with about 50 sixth-grade students on the noisiest bus ride of my life! Despite the noise, the students were good. Ski area personnel fitted everyone with equipment during a stop at the ski area and then we proceeded to our rustic hotel. The girls slept in what had once been a barn (and still retained some of its fragrance) and shared community showers and commodes and we all ate authentic German food, always including wine and schnapps for the chaperones and teachers with dinner. We skied from 10 AM to 12 PM and again from 1:30 PM to 3:30 PM daily and returned to the hotel by 5 PM where the students did nightly schoolwork, ate dinner, and went to bed exhausted from the full days. Gina and I were in the same ski class that week and both qualified for advancement to an intermediate ranking (she beat me by five seconds in the races). The students participated in a snow sculpture contest, souvenir shopping, and an awards ceremony on the final day.
A major accident clouded the trip when one of Gina's classmates broke his leg. I was the first to arrive on the scene. Though I don't remember much about the incident, it definitely affected me and made me realize how dangerous skiing could be. One of Gina's teachers was fluent in German so accompanied the injured boy to the hospital where doctors determined he would need surgery. His parents conferred with the doctors and decided to stabilize him and have him return to Ramstein on our bus.
Our part of Germany offered a wealth of activities for us to enjoy. We saw different castles and churches about every weekend and always took our houseguests on castle tours. This resulted in the girls' constant recitation: “If you've seen one castle/church you've seen them all!” Art and I didn't agree—particularly regarding the castles we saw in Ulm, Frankfurt, and Heidelberg; each was one of a kind! One of our favorite drives was along the Neckar River where it seemed there was a castle every few feet. Every little village had something of interest to see.
Our other favorite weekend pastime was going on volksmarches, walks through the woods that ended with bratwurst, beer, and decorative medals. Local towns and villages sponsored the walks and charged only a few Deutsch marks to participate. Misty joined us and loved the walks; Germans loved her equally—so much, in fact, that they constantly fed her bratwurst. One of the first German phrases I learned was: “Please do not feed my dog.” Art always threatened to go around saying "Woof! Woof!" to see if the Germans would feed him free food. Art framed the twenty (or so) medals we earned over the course of our time in Germany and told everyone he received them for his military prowess. In fact, we all (including Misty) earned them.
Another favorite weekend activity was shopping. I started saving all my money as soon as I knew we were moving to Germany so I could purchase German items while there. Our first purchase was a grandfather clock, followed shortly thereafter by a cuckoo clock. Both, eventually, drove us crazy, but we kept that grandfather clock in our home for the rest of our lives. We also bought a crystal chandelier for our dining room and our landlord generously offered to help Art
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install it. They were just putting it into the ceiling when Christy came in and flipped on the light. I was, fortunately, right next to her and turned it off immediately before electrocuting our landlord. Our biggest purchase was a Belgian shrunk (an elegant wall cabinet with storage areas). It, too, stayed with us throughout our lives and required we consider home purchases based on whether they offered a wall large enough to fit the shrunk.
German vendors sold their wares at bazaars on base every weekend. I bought around one hundred Christmas ornaments while stationed in Ramstein. Between our purchases at bazaars and those from our travels, we left Germany with five oil paintings, one China set, and a multitude of Lladrós, Hummels, decorative wall plates, beer steins, and crystal items. I think we decided to return Stateside because we finally owned one of everything.
Art worked in an integrated NATO (North Atlantic Treaty Organization) unit merging British, Dutch, German, and American personnel so it didn't take long to meet others from different countries. The Brits, the most sociable people I ever met, lived in high-rise apartments. Those stationed abroad received stipends to send children over the age of eight to private schools in England. Because of this, many British personnel didn't have children at home so the wives had plenty of time to socialize. Their weekend parties were rowdy, smoky, and filled with alcohol. The Dutch and Germans (not half the fun!) were more laid back.
Along with Al and Sue Stipe, Desi and Dee Arnaiz, Floyd and Fairlyn Dillon, and Ron and Mary Smetek, Art and I formed a wine tasting club that rotated monthly between our homes. The host couple selected a region or country for wine tasting and we all brought wines from that location. The hosts served crackers, bread, and cheese. We learned a lot about various wines, but retained little. Our club also participated in tastings in many German wine cellars. We particularly enjoyed the wines in the Trier area. During one of our get-togethers when we were all happily inebriated, someone offered me a cigarette. It was the first time I ever directly smoked in front of Art. Fortunately, he was so out of it, I don't think he even noticed. I thought it tasted terrible and never smoked another cigarette.
Most of the couples in our wine club also joined a gourmet cooking class. Michelle Zimmerman, a French woman whose Swiss husband was in the USAF, was our teacher so we met at her house each month. She planned the menus and wines and purchased the ingredients; we all cooked and ate dinner together. The men were supposed to be learning French cooking along with the women, but Art and his buddies preferred sampling the wines. My family profited over the years from what I learned during those cooking lessons, but because French food is loaded with butter, it became too rich for us to eat as we grew older. Michelle also sold copper cooking pots and I bought several.
To share what I was learning, I tried to include unique European food items in Christmas packages I sent home and had to purchase
Grandfather Clock Purchased in 1975
Desi and Dee Arnaiz
Ron and Mary Smetek
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Rothenberg during Daytime
many of the items at the French commissary. One year, I sent Janice an expensive can of champagne-infused snails. She apologized in her thank you note saying she gave her neighbor my snails—when you have as many slugs in your backyard as she did in Oregon, she just couldn't bring herself to eat snails.
I really missed my family so it was fortunate we had lots of visitors. My parents, who always dreamed of visiting a foreign country, enjoyed every minute of their eight-week stay. I took a week off from school so we could travel around Germany, but the trip was in jeopardy when our Volkswagen station wagon caught fire right in front of the girls' school the week before our trip. Art had a fire extinguisher handy and put out the fire before fire trucks arrived, but it was still very exciting. In fact, he attracted half the school campus! With the car out of commission, Art told me there was no way we would be able to take the trip. I refused to take "No" for an answer and realized that if we left Gina and Misty behind with the Stipes, Mother, Daddy, Art, Christy, and I could pile into our VW Bug. Of course, we were each limited to the equivalent of one milk carton for clothes. Art's one stipulation was that he would never ride in the back seat.
We travelled from Rothenberg to Linderhof to Nuremberg in Germany and then onto Austria. Upon returning, Art told everyone that he could be out of the car, see the sight, and be ready to leave before the rest of us even exited the car. It was definitely tight, but a truly wonderful experience to share with my parents. Art’s parents arrived six weeks later in the spring of 1975 at which point we repeated the trip with the bigger car. Having our parents visit was the greatest gift we received while in Europe.
Some of our other visitors included: Jerry Noser (Art’s fraternity brother) and his family, Marilyn Beiter (my college sorority sister) and her family, Millie Dew (my college friend from Albuquerque), Bob and Carman Enlich (Albuquerque neighbor), and Bob and Betty Dalrymple from Little Rock who were on their way to a military assignment in Israel. Bud (who served in the army and attended Texas A & M with Art) and Sherry Goeble visited from Stuttgart and we later visited them in their German home. Art’s sister and brother-in-law, Carol and Jerry Pope, also visited when Jerry was on a business trip. It was fantastic
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seeing people from home.
Our goal while in Europe was to see as much as possible. Our first trip was to Paris. I was so impressed with what was the most beautiful city I'd ever seen. We began our trip with a drive down the Champs-Elysées to find the American embassy. We stayed in an embassy apartment with a kitchen, two bedrooms, and a TV (in French, of course). Art’s former boss, Col. Hork Dimon (stationed as an Air Force attaché in Paris) arranged the accommodations. The embassy was beautiful and had a small commissary where we could buy food for lunches and dinners, but the $52 nightly fee was expensive. Trading German for French gas coupons with Col. Dimon, eating in, and walking everywhere reduced the trip's cost, but we knew it would be prohibitively expensive for us to continue travelling in this style.
We spent the morning of the first day visiting the Eiffel Tower, French Military Academy, Les Invalides, and Petit Palais. We walked and walked until the girls rebelled out of exhaustion—Christy fell asleep near Napoleon’s Military Museum. We returned the girls to the apartment, fed them, and left them alone. Art I went window-shopping and found everything to be expensive.
Our trip coincided with Easter so we spent the second morning at Notre Dame attending high mass. Art and I were duly impressed despite the language difference, but Gina and Christy were not. We walked in a rain-sleet mix to Conciergerie following the service where we took a tour in French and understood absolutely nothing. From there, we walked to the Louvre where we saw the Mona Lisa up close (which is no longer possible); it was definitely one of the trip's highlights. We continued walking along many city streets until finally giving the girls a rest before we met the Dimon family for dinner. Col. Dimon, his wife, and kids took us to an African restaurant that evening. I liked the food, but the rest of the family would surely have preferred hamburgers and French fries. Again, we walked and walked, even seeing the Arc de Triomphe at night, until Christy fell asleep at Napoleon's grave.
The next morning, we drove to Versailles and spent the day touring the magnificent palace and grounds before returning to Germany. Once again, the German map baffled us because it identified French towns by German (not American) names. After about three unscheduled detours, we found our way across the border. That first trip was a tremendous success (though the girls would certainly have preferred playing at home).
Misty couldn't come with us everywhere and we found it more difficult to find a dog sitter than a sitter for the girls. Fortunately, the Stipes willingly traded dogs and kids. They were our favorite sitters and all worked well for a couple of years until the Stipes' reassignment to elsewhere in Germany. We were glad to find a sergeant, who also had a schnauzer, in Art’s office who offered to watch Misty. We left her with them when we went to Paris. Assuming all went well, we happily agreed to watch the sergeant's dog several weeks later. Had I any idea what we were getting ourselves into, we would have never left Misty with that crazy dog! She was afraid of everyone and everything!
While watching their dog, Gina had a group of girls spending the night. One accidentally left the front door open in the morning and the dog darted out and took off. Art, the girls, and I chased her through the village creating quite a sight and entertaining our German neighbors who had a ball watching the commotion. Art finally caught her in a creek that ran through the village where she bit him. He kept hold of her until I drove the car over at which point he THREW her in the car. The next evening, Christy let loose of her leash and she bolted again. Fortunately, we stepped on the leash in time to keep her close. I told Misty she had to get better friends. We never traded dogs again!
Buddy, Rhonda, Marilyn Beiter
Apartment in Paris
Christy in the French Riviera
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Misty was a wonderful dog, but notorious for getting herself into trouble. She loved to eat everything so visited our neighbors' homes regularly hoping for handouts. The neighbors loved her so she was often successful in her pursuits. One year, I prepared a Christmas box containing rich Droste Chocolates for my parents. I left it in our craft room over night only to find an empty box on the floor the following morning. The box was closed, but everything inside was gone! I blamed Christy and Gina for eating the candy only later discovering the true culprit—Misty. It was a wonder that a two-pound box of Dutch chocolate didn't kill her!
On another occasion, I covered and placed a baked, decorated rabbit-shaped cake for Christy's birthday on the dining room table. Gina had a friend spending the night and I told Gina that if she awoke to use the commode in the night she must make sure to close the hall door so Misty could not get in the living room. The next morning the Easter Bunny was gone! I was so upset with Gina for not following my directions. While reading her the riot act, her friend, Linda Hoss, said: "I'm sorry; I got up and forgot to shut the door." I had to tone myself down, apologize to both girls, and make another cake.
On yet another day, I left a flank steak marinating on the kitchen counter during the day and found only a very clean pan on the floor when I returned. I figured one of the girls had left the pan on the floor and only realized my flank steak was gone when I began to prepare dinner. Misty ate all the meat and marinade and even cleaned the pan to perfection! That dog, also known for dragging dead birds, mice, and rats home from the field behind our house, had an iron stomach! We loved her dearly despite everything. She brought us a lot of pleasure and helped us meet many people.
After returning from Paris, we knew we would have to find a less expensive way to see Europe. We drove to the major air force base exchange (BX) in Wiesbaden where we purchased a family-sized tent. The $249, 12' X 12' monstrosity had two bedrooms as well as a main room with two windows. We also bought a portable table with chairs (European campgrounds do not have picnic tables), a camp stove, four sleeping bags, and a blow-up mattress for Art and me. We were finally equipped to see Europe. During the four years we lived in Germany, we spent 101 nights in that tent. The campgrounds were great because Europeans often spent a full month in a single campground. They couldn't believe we set-up a tent for only a few days. Restroom facilities were often co-ed so, one day, Art was able to enjoy shaving while watching a beautiful woman shower.
Setting up our tent was always a comedy of errors. Art painstakingly painted each tent pole with fingernail polish so we could simply match the colors (e.g., white would go with white). Nonetheless, it seemed that each time we put the tent up was a new experience for us—a problem Art attributed to working with women. He would become so frustrated that we taught Christy to make a "seven-and-seven" (seven-up and bourbon) to give to him immediately upon completion. We put up that tent in rain, snow, wind, and even a flood. When we were returning to the States, Art asked if I wanted to take it home. I responded: “I never want to see the tent again! I was made for the Ritz-Carlton!”
Our first trip with the tent was to Holland. I enjoyed the trip as much as our trip to Paris even though we became lost in Amsterdam trying to find the campground. Our campground was similar to a KOA and cost only $4 per night; plus, it enabled us to meet people from all over Europe. We arrived on a Friday, set-up the tent, drove into Amsterdam, and took a canal boat tour. The canals were beautiful at night. Afterward, we walked along the streets, accidentally stumbling upon the Red Light District where "ladies of the night" displayed themselves in windows. It was a little too much for the girls, but we had to follow the flow of people. Fortunately, Christy was busy looking for ice cream, but Gina was busy taking it all in while I was busy trying to get us off the street. Too busy enjoying himself, Art didn't offer any help.
We drove the windmill route on Saturday seeing Alkmaar, Volendam, Edam, and Purmerend and taking a windmill tour along the way. Disappointingly, we were just a little too late to see the vast fields of tulips—they were cut and still lying in the fields. We returned to Amsterdam that afternoon to tour the Rembrandt Museum and Anne Frank’s house. On Sunday, we headed to Keukenhof, a massive garden where flower growers exhibit their yields to large buyers. It is only open six weeks out of the year so taking pictures was an absolute delight. Before returning to Amsterdam, we headed to Den Haag and toured Madurodam, a miniature village that the girls enjoyed most of all. Back in town, we toured the Old Palace and Rembrandt’s house. The Van Gogh Museum was closed, unfortunately, but I was able to visit it several years later. About the time we finished with Rembrandt's house, the girls spied a McDonald’s. That was it for them—no more touring! We broke camp the next morning and, despite two flat tires that marred the return, our first tenting experience was definitely worth the effort.
Camping in Oberammergau
The Back of the Tent with Our Station Wagon
The Tent
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Our first successful camping trip led to many others. We took the tent to the French Riviera, Switzerland, Belgium, Vienna, Salzburg, and Italy. Art had TDY’s in Oberammergau during two summers so we spent those weeks in the tent, busily covering that part of Germany with its grandiose castles. He also had a six-week TDY in England at the U.S. Embassy. We joined him in England where we spent weekdays in a hotel and weekends camping around the country. Our farthest British excursion was to York. The girls still remember the hotel's unchanging included breakfast menu—eggs (anyway you like them except scrambled—the only way we liked them), fried tomatoes, toast with jam, and bacon. Art worked each weekday while the girls and I thoroughly toured and enjoyed London. We went somewhere different every day with the exception of the national museum because it was so big and the girls liked it so much.
I brought picnic food with us each day (to save money) and we would stop wherever we were to eat. Most often, we ate cured ham from jars while sitting on benches in Hyde Park. We became so sick of the breakfasts and canned meat that we decided to make popcorn one weekend. Without any better alternative (the hotel refused to let us bring any food into the hotel), we popped popcorn on a camp stove in parking lot of Windsor Palace, certainly attracting a lot of onlookers. We popped until we filled a huge black garbage bag and proceeded to eat from that bag for the rest of our trip.
The England trip included a few mishaps. First, the wooden cover of the box Art built for storage on top of the car blew off while we were driving along the highway... fortunately not hurting anyone. Art also drove the wrong direction on a roundabout (our left-side American steering wheel led him astray) giving many English drivers heart attacks and nearly killing us!
Traveling to Italy was also quite an experience. Our German neighbors couldn't believe we were driving to Italy for a two-week vacation since they thought it was so far away. We saw it as closer than driving from Albuquerque to Kansas City so didn't see a problem at all. Along the way to Italy, we camped in one of the most beautiful places we saw in Europe—Grindelwald, Switzerland at the base of the Eiger Mountain. The distance ended up being the least of our problems. They began when we had to assemble the tent in a fierce wind, electrical storm, and flood—none of which contributed to making setting-up camp much fun. Fortunately, it didn't blow away and Art had chosen a site in Venice that was one of the few not flooded.
Gina was recovering from strep throat before we left for Italy. Her doctor said she was good-to-go, but the strep returned along the route necessitating many trips to Army base hospitals. Her case was so bad that it manifested itself into scarlatina. She, needless to say, was not enjoying the trip and was definitely out of the sightseeing mood by the time we reached Rome. The four of us arrived at the Vatican and both girls (literally sick and tired of touring) refused to go inside. Incredulous, I left them sitting on the steps and went inside to view a most awesome sight. I returned and told them they had to come in and see this place. Gina got up and went inside, but Christy argued. She spent the rest of her life telling everyone that her mother punished her by making her stand in front of the Pieta for five full minutes. It was a good thing because she saw (and remembered) it before it was placed behind
Popping Corn at Buckingham Palace
Florence (1975)
Michelangelo's "La Pieta"
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Gina's First Place Cake
Gina Soloing with "The Messengers"
protective glass.
In addition to Gina's illness, we encountered several scary experiences in Italy. I was driving when a group of military men directed us to stop. One placed his rifle inside the car window and started saying something that none of us understood. I thought they wanted identification papers so started dragging out passports, the car registration, and our military ID’s. Finally, the soldier became so irritated that he just directed me to drive forward. It only dawned on us later that he probably wanted a bribe, but we were so scared and stupid that we never offered him one.
Our second scary encounter occurred in Florence. Art accidentally drove us onto a street where a communist demonstration was in progress. We were blocked in the street, and, once the crowd discovered our license plate said "Armed Forces in Europe," they began to rock the car. Art stepped on the gas and, fortunately, people moved out of our way. I didn't truly appreciate the magnitude of the situation until I visited Italy later in my life. Italy was definitely a scary place in 1977.
I left the rest of the family behind and travelled with the Officer's Wives Club a few times visiting Bonn, Denmark, and Prague. Prague, though still under communist power (so our husbands couldn't join us), was wonderful. It was so meaningful to see my grandparents' homeland and where my roots began. I took lots of pictures to share with my dad, only to find later that I put the film into the camera incorrectly leaving me with no pictures to share. I also took daylong shopping trips with the OWC. We visited factories in Strasbourg, Soufflenheim, and Würzburg—all offering me irresistible treasures to haul home.
Art and I left the girls with the Stipes twice so we could go by ourselves to England (which we always enjoyed) and Greece. We took Air Force planes on stand-by both times so the flights didn't cost us anything. Greece was truly magical; we fell in love with it I always remember it as the first place we ever ate calamari—a dish that would please our palettes throughout our lifetimes.
Air Force Hop to Madrid, Spain
We also took the whole family on a trip to Spain on one of the Air Force transport planes. Very cold and noisy, the flights were far from fancy. We flew into Madrid and spent several days sightseeing. We reserved a hotel downtown that we learned couldn't put the girls' room next to ours. Men constantly walked up and down the halls smoking and the hotel looked like a firetrap. I didn't want to stay more than one night (I simply couldn't leave the girls alone) so we found a motel with a pool the next night. The pool delighted the girls during the hot Madrid summer. Observing Spanish custom of siestas, everything closed from noon until five so dinner was never available until eight at night—definitely not conducive to traveling with hungry, tired girls who would much rather stay at the pool. One night, we ate in a restaurant Ernest Hemmingway made famous and we were the only people there at 8:00 PM. We rented a car for several days during the trip so we could visit Seville and Toledo in addition to Madrid. I'm glad we went to Spain, but it wasn't my favorite place. It was hot, everything was closed during the day, and we simply couldn't trust some of the people.
Sword Purchase in Spain
Christy Cheering for "The Bengals"
Gina Cheering during Basketball Season
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Gina's Scout Troop (1975)
Christy at Lachenwald Scout Camp
Gina Cheering during Basketball Season
Christy Cheering for "The Bengals"
Christy Cheering for "The Jazz"
Gina Kayaking in Bastogne
Christy Cheering for "The Bengals"
Gina at Lachenwald Scout Camp
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Gina and Christy were active on base. Both were American Youth Association (AYA) cheerleaders for football and basketball teams, they played softball, and were in scouts. Gina also participated in the rifle club and became a budding cake decorator who even won first prize in the Base Bicentennial Celebration for one of her cakes. Gina sang with the Messengers—a group of 50 teenagers affiliated with the base chapel—whose aim was to bring a musical Christian message to military installations throughout Europe. At school, she was in the National Junior Honor Society and on every committee she could join. Gina, a teenager sporting a full mouth of braces, had an exhausting schedule (especially for me!).
Gina was in girl scouts before we moved to Germany, but became really involved while there. As a result, she urged me to become a scout leader, and, of course, I acquiesced. Christy joined the brownies whose activities were, fortunately, not as demanding on me as Gina’s. She and I had some exciting adventures during our four years with the scouts. I chaperoned Gina’s troop to Belgium one weekend, stopping along the way in Bastogne and arriving at the Dinant campground mid-afternoon. It was a good thing that we had pleasant weather when we arrived, because everything else went wrong. Before the trip, Gina told me we had paid her kayaking fees in advance, but it ended up we hadn't. We barely had enough Belgian francs to meet the expense. Lacking money, Christy couldn't join Gina on the kayaking adventure and was furious! The kayaking started out great, but soon the day turned miserably wet and cold. The girls returned looking like drowned rats. When Christy saw them, she was happy she missed out.
Following kayaking, we had dinner in the pouring rain. Everything was furnished except utensils that, of course, we forgot to bring. That night, our Coleman lantern broke and Art’s air mattress went flat. To complete the comedy of errors, I didn't bring anything for breakfast. One would have thought we had never camped before. Apparently, Gina's instructions were lacking! Art, Gina, Christy, and I made a later visit to Belgium to visit an American family we met while skiing. We had a wonderful time with them and saw Brussels and many other beautiful parts of Belgium.
Gina was 1 of 16 accepted to the Scout Backpacking Camp, a special camp for experienced scouts. She attended the event even though she was recovering from scarlatina. Despite looking like death warmed over upon her return, she had a great time. Before this special camp, Gina attended Lachenwald, the regular Girl Scout summer camp, every year. Being younger, Christy was only able to attend Lachenwald one time. Gina advanced through the scout ranks to eventually bridge to cadet scout.
Girl Scouts offered many social affairs including a father-daughter banquet. Art was returning from TDY with his plane due at 5:45 one evening and the banquet starting at 6:00. He also had to give a final exam to his University of Maryland class that evening. I gave the final, and he made it to the banquet. The girl scouts also scheduled many events for the American Bicentennial. We had a mother-daughter tea, pioneer fashion show, and made food from the 1700s.
Gina’s scout troop traveled to Berlin. It was quite a trip since many military men, including Art, could not travel into Berlin for security reasons. I couldn't go because I was teaching and would have to miss a day. Her troop left after school on a Friday and slept on the train. They toured West Berlin the next morning and had a briefing on West and East Berlin. Next, they toured East Berlin, visited the West Berlin zoo, and saw a play. They returned to Checkpoint Charlie the following day for a presentation and returned home via train to Frankfurt and bus to Ramstein. Gina was the only one in our family to see Berlin during our time in Europe. Art and I couldn't visit until many years later, after the Berlin Wall fell.
The girls (especially Gina—the strongest advocate) and I began wanting to move onto Ramstein AFB base in 1976 and pressured Art to move. Gina was in seventh grade and involved in everything the school and base had to offer. I spent all my time either driving back and forth to the base or waiting while the girls did their various activities. To pass the time, I graded papers at the base library and played racket ball at the base gym. Traveling and waiting was wearing me out! Simultaneously, most of our American and NATO friends from Schrollbach had been reassigned. Christy had one friend in the village who lived about four houses away, Kristen Ruskewitz, but our families weren't that close. Plus, Christy needed to be around some more friends. Art had no desire to move, but the girls and I were relentless and Art gave in finally and reluctantly. We moved into base housing in 1976 where we were assigned building 846, apartment C1.
We graduated from a large home to a 900 square foot apartment that had three small bedrooms, one bath, a combination living/dining room, and a tiny kitchen. The building also had a storage room in the basement where we could put all that wouldn't fit in the apartment. Officers resided in the apartments at each end of the building and enlisted personnel lived in the middle. The buildings had 24 apartments each and were filled with families with plenty of children and dogs (the dogs were actually noisier than the children!). Misty was not fond of her new home because she could wander at will around Schrollbach; we had to walk her on a leash while on base.
The worst part of the whole move was that Art, a lieutenant colonel, was the ranking officer in the apartment complex so was responsible for the entire complex. The responsibility offered no benefits and was replete with problems that made for a no-win situation. For example, Art had the major headache of having to schedule laundry times that would please 24 women. He became so frustrated that scheduling ultimately fell on me. He was also responsible for reporting the inevitable problems that occur when 24 families live in close contact. Some of the problems he reported included a little girl setting a fire in the basement, spousal abuse, and child abuse. We felt like we were living on top of each other even in our own
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Ramstein Base Housing
Gina's Friends Decorating the Car for Homecoming (in front of our apartment)
apartment. Gina and I were happy to be on base, but we definitely sacrificed a lot when we moved. None of us had any regrets about leaving the apartment when we returned stateside.
I was lonesome for the USA when school came to a close in 1977 so talked Art into taking his three-week summer leave in the States. We decided to take a space-available Air Force flight, but full colonels and generals bumped us for three full days of waiting. I told Art I wanted to go NOW so we drove to Frankfurt. We were on a plane to New York within hours. It was a joy to fly on a "real plane" instead of military transport; it felt like first class! We arrived in New York around 10:00 PM and immediately caught a flight to Orlando, Florida where we were going to stay with Art’s folks for a week. Grandpa Geldbach met us around 3:00 AM. As we stepped out of the airport, we walked into the most humid air I had ever breathed.
I was not impressed with the humidity and bugs in Florida, but we still really enjoyed our short visit. Eleanor and Len lived in a mobile home in a senior community in St. Cloud. The place was small, but the trailer and area fascinated the girls. They loved Disneyworld and playing in the pool at Aunt Carol's house (Art's sister) where Gina got along well with Michelle, Carol’s oldest daughter.
From Florida, the four of us flew to Kansas City. Art only stayed about four days because he was exhausting his leave time and wanted to check on the Albuquerque cabin before returning to Europe. The girls and I stayed in Kansas City for about six weeks until we had to return for school in August. Mother and Daddy lived in a large, new house at 11608 East 58th Street in Raytown, Missouri with plenty of room for all of us. They planned activities for every day of our visit: we saw all our relatives; ate many picnics at Loose Park; toured every kid-oriented activity they could find in Kansas City; and, spent a week at Bella Vista in a rental house where they girls spent hours in the community pool. We also made a long-weekend trip to Osceola so Grandma could show her granddaughters her roots followed by a few nights in Branson, Missouri where we saw the play Shepherd of the Hills. We even made time to shop for school clothes since we were mostly limited to ordering from catalogs when abroad. Mother shipped the clothes directly to Germany. Christy even had her ears pierced. Mother and Daddy spoiled us rotten and we loved every minute! It was so difficult to leave my parents after such a great summer.
My only disappointment was that I didn't get to see Janice who, by this time, had Gretchen (born in 1972) and Andrew (born in 1976). I'd never even seen Andrew. They lived in a house they purchased in Tigard, Oregon where Dr. Jim was teaching at Portland State University. It was simply too difficult for her to make the long trip to Kansas City for only a few days. I'm certain she wanted to see all five of us, but Daddy was retired and Mother was planning to retire from her baking job at Southeast Middle School the following year. The two of them were going to move to Oregon to be nearer Janice’s family so would see them regularly once they moved.
We had a nice commercial flight back to Germany, and happily met Art who was anxious about our return and definitely tired of being a bachelor. He surprised me for our anniversary and my birthday with my first diamond bracelet, a treasure he purchased in Kansas City. I was delighted with my gift and wore it every day for the rest of my life.
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Len and Eleanor by St. Cloud Mobile Home
Mother and Herb at Buena Vista
Disneyworld (1976)
With the bracelet, he started a lifelong tradition of showering me with gifts of beautiful jewelry.
We made it back to Germany in time for our busy school year. Art was especially busy. He taught night mathematics classes for the University of Maryland every semester except for one year when he filled-in for a professor from the University of Utah. A group of officers were studying for their masters' degrees and needed someone with a doctorate to teach several of their classes. Without Art's help, they would not be able to complete their degrees. The undergraduate and graduate class offerings meant Art had to teach four nights a week—two nights at one base and two at another. Plus, he taught a Saturday tutorial at our house. He simultaneously had an extremely demanding job in the NATO Division that required frequent traveling. When the Air Force reassigned him from NATO (an international organization) in 1978 to Headquarters United States Allied Air Forces Central Europe (HQAAFCE) as an interim commanding officer, a US-based organization, he entered an equally stressful position. As the wife of a commanding officer, I also had additional responsibilities. I was expected to attend all parties and activities held by members of his unit. It was really fun until the permanent commanding officer arrived and his wife took that role.
Art began to feel an urge to return stateside because his job and other responsibilities were wearing him down. I was enjoying my teaching and would have been more than happy to remain in my middle school where I was very successful and selected “Teacher of the Year.” Gina, in ninth grade, was thriving in high school and wanted to stay until she graduated. Christy was willing to go either way. After many discussions, we decided Art should submit his name for reassignment.
I thoroughly enjoyed our time in Germany, but never considered it home, nor was I ever proficient in the language. I'd bought everything I wanted and seen most of Western Europe so it seemed time to go home permanently. Art requested three bases: Albuquerque, San Antonio, and Las Vegas (only including Las Vegas because it was as close as we could get to my parents in Oregon). As is always the case in the Air Force, he received his third choice. He flew to Las Vegas over spring break to house hunt. Judy and Ted Allen, also stationed at Nellis AFB in Las Vegas, met his plane, let him stay in their home, and helped him locate a house—all within five days! He returned to Germany with several pictures of the house. It had a pool for the girls, four bedrooms, three bathrooms (he swore to never have only one bathroom in a home again), a family room with a fireplace and bar, a large kitchen including all appliances, and a huge living/dining room that would house our shrunk. The $92,000 house sat in a cul-de-sac and was in one of the better areas of the school district. We were delighted.
The girls and I would leave immediately after the school year ended so spent between April and June preparing to move. When assigned to Germany, we were told it was an 18-month assignment so we were only authorized to ship 12,000 pounds of personnel belongings. Fortunately, his promotion to lieutenant colonel enabled us to return with 15,000 pounds with a $1.00 charge for every pound over the limit. It seemed like a lot, until we packed. We, including the girls, did a lot of soul searching and make hard decisions while deciding which items to discard, sell, and take to our new home. Hold baggage (items needed daily) and furniture left Ramstein by May so we'd have them quickly. This left us with very little until the girls, Misty, and I would depart on June 15th. We lived off paper plates, borrowed kitchenware, and camping equipment until then. Art would remain in Ramstein until the end of August, spending the summer with a friend whose wife also returned stateside before him. Germany had been an opportunity of a lifetime for our family, but we were Americans and ready to go home.
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Art as a Lieutenant Colonel
Christmas in Kitzbuhel (1977)
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Nellis Air Force Base (Las Vegas, Nevada): 1979-1982
We flew from Frankfurt to Dallas on a Delta flight with Misty accompanying us in the luggage hold. Gina, who had a new pair of contacts, dropped one on the floor. Since we barely had enough room for our legs, Christy crawled around on the floor in search. It paid to have a small person with us because she found it after an hour. We made it to Dallas, but because of our luggage and dog we were the last people through customs. There was absolutely no one except one customs officer left in the customs area even though I had a paper ensuring a cart would meet us and take Misty. He, of course, knew nothing about a cart. It took a frantic call to Delta on a wall phone for the cart to arrive which left us only one hour from takeoff to Las Vegas.
At least 100 people were in line at the gate by the time we arrived. Delta had a series of recent accidents on their DC 4’s so grounded all those flights. Everyone was trying to get a flight; it was like a mob taking over the airport! I held up my ticket announcing I already had a ticket as I passed about 50 people in the line before finally making it to the harried ticket agent. I told him I still had Misty, even though Delta told us they would take care of placing her on the flight. He told me to get on the plane immediately (it was less than 30 minutes from takeoff) at which point I angrily implored: “What do I do with my dog?” He told me leave her at the gate and board the plane. We found our seats and I told the girls that if they ever prayed they should pray now that Misty made the flight. I didn't have any idea how I would get her if she didn't make it. About this time, I heard: “Will passenger Geldbach please come to the front of the plane.” I thought that was nice that they were going to tell me Misty was on the plane. Instead, a Delta representative, security officer, and mother of a bloody-fingered three-year-old girl whom Misty bit after she placed her finger through the cage met me and asked about Misty's papers. I blew a fuse! I said I had enough documentation to paper the whole plane and it was them who left a scared dog (who had seen us and then been separated) who was tired, hungry, and surely needed to pee! I got the paperwork, and told the Delta representative I would sue them if the girl's family sued me. He calmed me down and indicated no one would sue anyone so I returned to our seats and told the girls to keep praying. Otherwise, we had a nice flight to Vegas. When we arrived at baggage retrieval in Vegas, Misty was going around on the carousel next to ours in her cage. Our luggage hadn't even arrived. I think they put her on an earlier flight to get her out of Dallas as soon as possible!
Ted and Judy Allen, whom I hadn't seen for ten years, met us at the airport. I prepared them via a letter saying they should look for a slightly overweight, middle-aged woman, dragging a protesting 11-year-old, followed by a know-it-all/I-told-you-so teenager, towing mountains of luggage and a dirty, smelly dog. They still came to welcome us. They took us to our new home and loaned us sleeping bags and air mattresses until our things arrived.
We reached at our new home at 3733 Riano Circle only to discover the electricity and the water were not on. The house had to be 110° inside—so hot that glass had fallen and broken from the bar and bath mirrors. The pool was an absolute mess and tumbleweed carpeted the yard. Between the long flight, dog incident, and house, I fell apart. Ted graciously took us to their home, fed us, and put us to bed. The Allen’s also loaned us their daughter Laurie’s non-air conditioned car (during what would be recorded as one of
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We began receiving shipments from Germany within ten days. The first to arrive was our hold baggage with essential household items; it was followed a few days later with the big furniture shipment from Ramstein. It took all day for the movers to just get everything into the house then I stayed up all night emptying boxes and finding places for their contents. A few days after the Ramstein furniture came we received a shipment from North Carolina that contained new furniture only purchasable by those returning stateside. With all the unpacking, banking disasters, child counseling, and unpacking, I also had to complete paperwork on all damaged items. Finally, the stored items from Albuquerque arrived. I was so tired of boxes that I gave almost everything to Goodwill. I figured that if we hadn't needed it for five years, it was probably either replaced or outgrown. That may not have been entirely accurate because when Art arrived and saw what was left, he said: “I use to have a lot of garage tools.” I owned up to my mistake... all the time thinking that someone from Goodwill was blessed with his tools. Our final shipment contained Art’s hold baggage. Our new neighbors couldn't believe how many trucks visited our cul-de-sac and probably felt very sorry for me. One bright light was my parents drove from Oregon in July and stayed until Art arrived. I wouldn't have survived the summer without them.
Not only was I dealing with luggage-on-top-of-luggage and money issues, but the girls were very bored and unhappy without friends—we didn't have any children in our immediate neighborhood their ages. Grandma and Grandpa tried to keep them entertained with outings. Mostly, they spent the summer swimming and Gina read about 100 books. Gina reminded me
Las Vegas' hottest summers). The next day was a flurry of cleaning house and attempting to acquire utilities. When Art bought the house in April, he arranged to connect the utilities by June 15th, but they weren't on yet. I quickly discovered I couldn't do anything to change the order because the companies would only let Art sign for services. And, of course, I couldn't contact him until 3:00 AM. Art took care of it, but it still took a couple of stressful days. In the interim, Ted showed us how to clean the pool (the girls quickly realized the difficulties in maintaining pools) and Gina and I bagged and bagged tumbleweed.
Problems ensued. I couldn't write checks at the local bank because we didn't yet have an account and they wouldn't accept my name—accounts had to be in husbands' names at that time. Instead, we had to drive to Nellis AFB almost every day (about twenty miles away) to cash $100 checks—the limit per day. It was a pain in the neck! Another bank hardship resulted from a cashier’s check Art gave me from the sale of the Grants cabin. As soon as I deposited it in the bank, I was to go to the credit union and open an account and transfer the check. I did exactly what Art told me only to receive a concerned call from the bank. Apparently, it was illegal to deposit the check at the credit union because the base bank put a 30-day hold on all cashier’s checks. I poured out my sob story and the base bank, probably used to wives' horror stories, felt sorry enough for me that they took care of it. I thought the Albuquerque-to-Germany move had been bad, but this was a nightmare!
daily about how much she missed her friends and her fear of not knowing whom she would sit with at lunch on the first day of school.
When we went to Clark High School to register Gina for her sophomore year, I regaled the assistant principal with the excellent grades on her report cards. Without test scores, he said, he couldn't determine which class levels would be appropriate. He thought she should be in regular classes. Gina was happy to take classes she thought wouldn't require much work. I went along with her except for mathematics where I insisted she take advanced geometry. Not surprisingly, at open house six weeks into the school year her biology, English, and world history teachers told us she was beyond their classes academically. We moved her to advanced biology and world history classes immediately, but the English teacher begged us to let her stay until the end of the semester. He said she was the only one in the class who read, completed the assignments, and interacted with him. We relented and waited to move her to advanced English until the beginning of the second semester.
The system really handicapped new students. For example, Gina was nominated to participate in the National Honor Society while in Germany, but had to wait a whole year at her new school before she could be accepted into the Society at Clark High School. Plus, committees, clubs, cheering squads, and other groups chose their members at the end of the previous year so new students didn't have opportunities to try out for anything. She was so active in Ramstein; it was sad and unfair that she couldn't participate.
It was Gina’s first experience in a regular school environment. Military brats were in the minority at Clark so it was interesting that nearly every friend she made in high school was the child of either an active or retired military father. They flocked together so she was able to find friends with whom she could eat lunch and socialize. She survived her
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Christy Sporting Solo and Ensemble Medals with Her Clarinet
Cheerleader Christy at Kenny Guinn Junior High School
sophomore year, became involved in school activities over the next few years, and even wore an honors sash at her 1982 graduation. I had to give her credit... she was a survivor!
Christy had known no other school than Ramstein and arrived in Las Vegas at a very unique time. Due to racial integration issues, the district created sixth grade centers—schools in North Las Vegas (a bad part of town) that every sixth grader attended regardless of where they lived in Clark County. Students took busses to schools that were locked, gated, and guarded. Parents were even discouraged from visiting the schools due to potential unrest around some of the centers. This wasn't a problem for Christy who had been riding a bus since first grade, and it worked to her benefit because everyone was new to the school. She met everyone in our area who rode the sixth grade bus and made quick friends because there were no established cliques. Her friends carried over to Kenny Guinn Junior High School and, later, Clark High School.
We seldom saw Christy during middle and high school because she was so involved in activities. This started when we enrolled Christy in sixth grade and she had to choose an elective. With Gina’s encouragement (she assured Christy band provided an instant social group), Christy chose band and decided to play the clarinet. It was a great decision. She continued with the clarinet throughout her schooling. Band provided her with a great group of friends and many honors over the years. Between her accomplishments in band, her grades, her volunteer work, and her other activities, the Review-Journal (the local newspaper) named Christy one of 1986's outstanding seniors in Clark County.
One reason we returned early in the summer from Germany was to give me an opportunity to apply for a teaching position. Clark County School District wasn't accepting applications from people living outside the community because of the overflow of available teachers in the valley. I applied and didn't hear anything until a few days before new teachers were to report to work. They didn't seem overly excited to hire me despite my self-acclaimed importance. They told me I would teach beginning English at Basic High School in Henderson, Nevada and I looked forward to it until the day before I was to arrive at the school. The personnel office called again, this time at night, and said not to go to Basic. Wait, and they would call me later. I figured they decided not to hire me, but received a call later in evening telling me to report to Woodbury Middle School the next day. I didn't even know what I was going to teach!
I met my principal the next morning, Francis Courtney, to find the district promoted his special education resource room teacher to a district-level position creating an opening on his staff. He was very upset to lose her and indicated I had been thrust upon him. He also expressed he had little respect for special education and thought most special education teachers were not much brighter than their students. It was a real blow to my ego! First, I was coming from being teacher-of-the-year in Kaiserslautern in regular education, and even though I had a master's degree in special education, I had never utilized it. I had no idea how to actually teach special students, but, despite going home depressed, I returned the next day and did two things that saved my sanity. First, I taught my classes with the same expectations (although my students didn't always meet them) as I had in regular education; and, I enrolled at UNLV to broaden my special education expertise. The UNLV work met a dual purpose: I improved my teaching and received a $5,000 annual raise for the rest of my teaching career (available to those with 32
graduate credits above a master's degree). I decided to not just take any courses, but to work toward a certificate in administration and a Ph.D. in special education.
Art returned from Germany before September, definitely leaving our Germany experience behind us, to start work with the joint studies group (composed of army, navy, and air force personnel) at Nellis. Living 20-minutes from the base gate changed our lives immensely—none of us became actively involved in military life. We made some close military friends via the neighborhood, my work, and church—Darrell Basom, Peter Mikelis, and Janell and Larry Sabourin—but not as many friends as in previous assignments.
Ironically, Nellis dissolved Art's joint studies group reassigning all of its officers within a year of our arrival. His new transfer would be to Langley, Virginia and came with a slim, but not guaranteed, chance of promotion to full colonel. If he received the promotion, it would be three years before he pinned on the eagle, and another three-year commitment after that. Christy would not be affected much, but Gina and I definitely did not want to leave. Plus, I was in a position to participate in a retirement system for my first time. Moving, for me, would mean finding another job, starting over, foregoing the years I put into the CCSD retirement system, and missing another opportunity to complete an advanced degree. Art added up the numbers and
Art Designed this Jacuzzi Room for Our Home
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decided it was not to our benefit to remain in the Air Force. Obtaining his Ph.D. with financial support through the military obliged Art to pay back three years of military service for every year he was in school. Adding four more years so he could earn retirement pay seemed like a no-brainer; continuing at this stage just didn't make sense. He submitted his retirement papers and was transferred to the range group for his final year at Nellis. Art retired from the US Air Force in 1982, the same year Gina graduated from high school.
I was delighted when he accepted a position with EG&G Company because, with a house payment and daughter heading to college, we could use the military retirement in addition to the money he'd receive from the highest paying job he'd ever had. The job did, though, come with drawbacks. First, his workdays started at 4:00 AM at the airport where he caught a flight to a highly classified area and they extended until he returned to the airport around 3:00 PM. Also, he felt like he was doing exactly what he had done for the past 20 years despite the fact he wanted to change directions. Within six months, he decided he was through with the job and wanted to open a financial advising business (an idea he entertained while still at Nellis). I had major apprehensions about him being self-employed, but history proved me wrong. He was a success from the very beginning.
It was great to be back in the states where we could easily see our families. The senior Geldbach’s and the Sejnost’s both spent Christmas with us the first year and even arrived in time to attend Christy’s Christmas concert at the sixth grade center. I requested Mr. Courtney let me take the morning off to join everyone at the concert, but he couldn't grant it because as a first-year teacher I didn't receive personal days. It had been a really hard school year and I had done a decent job with a tough group of kids. I blew up! I told him that if I could not spend even a half-day at my daughter’s Christmas concert with parents we had not seen for five years, than I would quit my job. He was so taken back that he offered to substitute in my classroom so I could attend. It was a turning point in our relationship—I learned to appreciate him as an outstanding principal and he appreciated me as a teacher. I really enjoyed Woodbury, especially when my good friend, Judy Allen, did her practicum teaching in my classroom. She was a natural teacher, and I thoroughly enjoyed the semester we spent together. She later earned her Ph.D. and became the superintendent over the Department of Defense system in Korea. I'm honored I could play such an important role on her journey to that status.
When the district transferred Mr. Courtney to Cashman Junior High School two years later, I didn't want to stay at Woodbury because it was such a long drive from home. I interviewed with the principal at Christy’s school (Kenny Guinn Junior High School) for a regular language arts position, but Mr. Courtney begged me to be his special education department head at Cashman with a promise to move me into a regular language arts position the following year. I relented—Cashman was nearer our home, provided me with a larger classroom, and I had a wider and older variety of students—but I was not destined to stay long. Instead, I applied early in the school year for a district position as a secondary special education consultant. Aldene Miley, the teacher I replaced at Woodbury, liked what I did at Woodbury and thought my skills and unique background could benefit teachers throughout the district. She encouraged me to apply and we ultimately became very close friends. It was a tragedy when she died from cancer at the young age of 55, just six years after we met.
I applied and received a call from the district's special education department requesting an interview for 10:00 AM on a Friday. I told the secretary I was sorry, but I couldn't make that time because I had classes. I could, however, go early in the morning or after school. About an hour later, Mr. Courtney arrived at my classroom door announcing that I was giving him gray hair. Apparently, the district thought he was forbidding me from interviewing and they chastised him as such. Again, he graciously substituted for me... this time so I could interview for a position that would result in me leaving him. I was so surprised when I received the job and felt conflicted about leaving the classroom forever. I was especially concerned about the fate of my current students, but after a week of working alongside the teacher replacing me (also a military wife with lots of experience) I knew they were in good hands. I learned a lot from Mr. Courtney and found him to be a wonderful mentor as I advanced through my career.
We only attended the base chapel in Germany and I missed belonging to a denominational church. On the first Sunday the girls and I had access to a car, we visited the First Christian Church of Las Vegas. I enjoyed the church, and was pleased they had a strong youth program
Christmas (1979)
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Art Hiking the Grand Canyon
Misty
Tent Trailer at 3733 Riano
Gina's Senior Prom (with Bob)
Gina Hiking the Grand Canyon
where Gina was comfortable and Christy's Sunday school teacher, Clara Brooks, thought the world of her. Gina became actively involved in Koinonia, the high school group, where she made many friends including her first boyfriend, Bob Watson. The group had social activities every weekend during the school year, and attended church camps in Big Bear and Catalina Island during summers. When Christy participated in Koinonia, she attended the same camps.
Both Geldbach and Sejnost grandparents joined us for Easter of 1979, our first Easter back in the states. The girls were baptized that Easter, but my dad did not correctly follow the directions to the church, and all four grandparents missed the entire ceremony. Over the years I participated as an adult Sunday school teacher, Christian's Women's Fellowship (CWF) president, deacon, board member, and elder. Art also became active in the church and both girls were eventually married in it.
We spent our second Christmas in Tigard, Oregon with Mother, Daddy, and Janice’s family. It was the first time I met my nephew, Andrew, and the holiday was wonderful. As we drove into the cul-de-sac returning from the trip, Lonni, our neighbor who babysat Misty, met us at the car. Her little boys made tree ornaments by pinning marshmallows and sequins onto Styrofoam balls and Misty ate most of them! Lonni had taken her to the vet where Misty eliminated many of the pins, but 17 remained in her body. The vet told us to feed Misty cotton balls doused in gravy and recommended daily X-rays. Art said: "Why pay for that? They'll either come out or not!" Believe it or not, they all came out (we counted) and she seemed perfectly fine.
Though not much better than a tent (albeit easier to set up), we upgraded from a tent to a tent camper when Art retired from the military. We vacationed in Sequoia and Yosemite during our first summer in the states. I decided the tent camper wasn't safe when a bear began to nose around us at Sequoia. We later purchased a travel trailer that finally met my needs.
Sadly, it was around this time that we sold our New Mexico cabin—the one we were never really able to enjoy. Art and the girls really wanted a cabin so Art and Gina drove to Duck Creek near Cedar City, Utah one Saturday to cabin-hunt. They returned as owners of a three-bedroom cabin that included a kitchen, living room, huge fireplace, and coveted water and electricity. We spent many enjoyable weekends and summers there. We also purchased our first snowmobiles during the first winter in our new cabin—quickly finding a sport the whole family enjoyed. The cabin's only drawback was the distance to Brian Head, the
Gina and Bob Snowmobiling
Christy's Fish from Duck Creek
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The Front of the Ute Drive Cabin
Christy Adorning the Cabin's Interior Fireplace
Christy and a Friend Practicing Clarinets while I Held Music
With Misty at the Cabin in the Winter
Christy and a Friend Skiing on Ute Drive
Skiing in Brian Head
nearby ski area (all the way down the mountain through Cedar City and Parowan then back up the mountain). Plus, we had to rent a condo when we wanted to ski.
In addition to our other travels, Art took Gina on a quite strenuous father-daughter adventure in the Grand Canyon. They hiked down the canyon, spent the night at Phantom Ranch, and returned to the top the next day. Christy always regretted she couldn't join them (she was too young at the time) and has since hiked the Canyon four times—twice by herself in one day! Christy enjoyed hiking so much (perhaps because she'd been doing it since we'd carried her on our backs in Colorado) that she later climbed Mount Whitney, the tallest peak in the Continental United States—also in one day. Gina also continued with the physical pursuits she began in Germany. She continued to excel at skiing, even competing while in college, took up weight lifting, and even raised over $2,000 to support "Team in Training" (a fundraising organization for the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society) by riding her bicycle 100 miles!
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Gina's Senior Picture
Family Portrait (1982)
Len and El at Gina's Graduation
Gina on Graduation Day
Life after the Air Force (Las Vegas, Nevada): 1983—1986
Art officially retired as a lieutenant colonel from the United States Air Force in January of 1982. He was glad to retire and would eventually spend more time in his second career than he had in the military, but he always felt the air force was good to him. One fantastic benefit of adding those four years and retiring as a career officer (as oppose to just completing his required service following his doctorate) was the Tri Care for Life medical program; it played a significant role in our later lives.
Our lives were hectic following Art's retirement as he was busy starting a business and teaching night school at UNLV while my career was continuing to blossom. Art initially taught college mathematics, but later moved to the continuing education department where he taught personal financial planning classes. His financial planning courses were well received and UNLV continued offering them for over 20 years. He also provided seminars for school district personnel and businesses throughout the Las Vegas valley. These seminars established his reputation and business soared. I continued working as a special education consultant while completing the administrative requirements that would enable me to apply for the district’s administrative process. For over four years, we were like two ships passing in the night.
Gina was completing high school. With her driver’s license and a car, life was good. She was a soccer bunny, member of the National Honor Society, in the ski club, and in love—the latter of which was very time consuming. Wanting to earn extra money, she also worked part-time at McDonald's until she moved into a hostess position at a popular restaurant. On top of all that, she was so bored with high school that we encouraged her to enroll in the early studies program at UNLV. By the time she headed to college in the fall of 1982. She had four college credits under her belt. After graduation, she worked at a summer playground program for the county. Gina chose to attend the University of Nevada, Reno and was delighted to leave home and be on her own. She loved the college atmosphere, pledged a sorority, and continued to be in love with Bob Watson. She assured me they were anticipating a long engagement. Bob spent a lot of time in our home while Gina was in high school and we really liked this good-looking and smart young man.
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Meanwhile, Christy completed middle school. She was equally active through her activities including varsity band, all-city band, cheerleading, and National Junior Honor Society. She moved into high school as Gina left. Christy continued playing clarinet in the high school band and ultimately won several medals in solo and ensemble competitions. She was even selected to participate in the state honor band. Christy babysat during summers and logged hours as a junior volunteer (formerly called "candy stripers") at a hospital. She enjoyed band and church camps every summer.
Art and I returned to Cape Girardeau for our twentieth reunion. We were both honored with invitations to speak to a few of the undergraduate classes; I spoke in three different special education classes and Art addressed one math seminar. It was quite rewarding. While we were gone, Mother and Daddy stayed with the girls so before and after our trip Mother and I decided we would let the girls sample some of my childhood meals. Mother fixed liver and onions one night—only Art and Daddy ate it. The next night, Mother fried rabbit—the girls were upset that we even considered cooking a rabbit! The following night she fried sweetbreads. Once the girls learned what they were (i.e., scrambled brains), they wouldn't even remain in the kitchen! Our final menu contained fried catfish—which I loved. Nonetheless, we gave up after four main meals and Mother substituted her time exercising her fantastic baking skills. She could make the best dinner rolls and pecan buns! I imagine the girls lived on bread that week. Our reunion ended sadly on a Sunday when we returned home to hear that Aunt Gladys died unexpectantly from a heart attack. The news was devastating to Mother who was very close to Gladys so we immediately purchased tickets for Mother and Daddy to fly to Kansas City.
We continued enjoying our Duck Creek cabin, but wanted more access to skiing. Art purchased property in Brian Head from one of his clients and we began having a cabin built on the land. It had five bedrooms, three baths, a large open living, dining, and kitchen area, a huge deck overlooking the ski area, and a large basement garage. We spent many winters and summers enjoying the mountains and eventually retrofitted the basement garage into a living area that created a separate living space downstairs. We also built a separate, outside garage to hold all our toys (including our growing collection of snowmobiles). The cabin had electricity, but no access to a water line so we installed two large tanks requiring us to use water cautiously. We conserved so well that we never ran out of water in all the years we used the cabin. Gina remodeled the cabin two decades later by replacing and updating furniture, rugs, and flooring and completely overhauling the kitchen making it into a beautiful home. Along with extended family and friends, we enjoyed the cabin for many, many years.
Still in love and wanting to marry Bob Watson, Gina decided not to return to Reno after her first year. Bob wanted to go to medical school, but without family support he was working toward his undergraduate degree one class at a time. It was rough for me because I wanted Gina to complete college before marrying; I remembered how difficult it was to finish school while married. I wanted her life to be easier than mine, but that wasn't what she wanted. Gina and I tersely discussed her impending marriage, and I didn't support her until she promised she would complete college.
Christy in National Honor Society
Christy and Misty in Brian Head
The Cabin's Basement
Curt, Gladys, and Herb (1979)
Mother and Daddy at the Cabin
The Finished Brian Head Cabin
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Gina's UNLV Graduation
Art and I with Gina (UNLV Graduation)
Gina's Delta Zeta Founder's Day Dance
Art and Gina on Her Wedding Day
Gina and Bob with Grandparents
Gina, a beautiful bride, married Bob in our church on January 21, 1984. My folks, sister, niece, nephew, and Art’s parents attended and all wished them well. Unfortunately, pressures of school, money, and youth beat them down until they divorced 13 months later. Gina and her rescued German shepherd moved back home with us. She loved that dog, but it wasn't friendly to Misty and refused to let Art in the house. We suspect the dog had a bad history with men. Gina was devastated when we told her she would have to take her dog back to the pound. It was a terribly difficult time for her. She called the pound daily to see if someone adopted her and didn't stop until I told her to stop torturing herself.
Gina studied marketing and advertising at UNLV, pledged Delta Zeta and became their president, and even graduated with her original 1986 class. I cannot begin to say how proud we were of how she handled herself through this difficult time. Bob eventually completed medical school and became a well-respected doctor in the Reno area.
Christy moved easily through high school. She was involved in everything she could join including the French club, track team, and ski club and was honored with selection into the state honor band and National Honor Society. She represented Las Vegas as a youth delegate to Jimmy Carter's first environmental summit providing her an all-expense-paid trip Washington, D.C., represented her school as a delegate at Girls' State in Reno, participated in the Sun Youth Forum, and served as an ambassador for the Jaycee State Fair. She even had her first job—Christmas help in a jewelry store at a local shopping mall. Christy spent her summers at church camp in Big Bear and Catalina and spent weeks at a music camp in
Gina and Bob with Wedding Party
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Christy's as a High School Senior (1986)
Modelling Turquoise
the Nevada mountains. Both girls were so busy that I seldom saw them.
Art began having health problems including a blood clot that put him in the hospital for a week. The doctors learned he suffered from a heredity gene called Factor V (pronounced "factor five") that causes frequent clotting, a condition related to hemophilia that plagued him for the rest of his life. Acting upon the recommendation that the girls be tested, we learned that Gina, fortunately, does not carry the gene, but Christy does. This requires constant awareness of how susceptible she can be to blood clots, particularly when involved in traumatic events like when she broke her leg skiing at age 45.
I transferred to another semi-administrative position to become the administrative assistant in the district’s alternative program
where I remained for four years. There, I ran the ninth grade attendance program throughout the district and worked in the district's "Opportunity Program" consisting of three "opportunity" schools. They enrolled students with disciplinary difficulties—mostly boys who were in "time out" from their home schools. I acted as dean of students at the high school and was in charge of the other two campuses when their assistant principals were out of the building. Bob Dungan, my supervisor, was fantastic and I learned a great deal from him. I spent two years on the Jefferson campus (10th – 12th grades) and two on the Washington campus (6th and 7th graders).
Of the five administrators between the three schools, I was the self-proclaimed "token female" until the district hired a female as principal at Washington—a disappointment because I really wanted the position. I immediately moved to Gina White's campus so I could gain from her expertise while working with middle school students. She was an outstanding educator who came to the US from Cuba at the age of ten and was gifted at working with minority students at our school. She taught me to say: “Not my 'ob”—a very helpful phrase when I moved to Pupil Personnel Services two years later. Gina and I got along fabulously and remained friends over the years.
Art and I travelled little and usually headed only to Brian Head since the girls were so busy, he was starting a business, and I was in a new position. My parents visited regularly, one of the best things about returning to the states, and we even took them on an Easter trip to the Grand Canyon along with their 13-year-old poodle, Alfie (a sibling to our now-deceased Beau). It was quite crowded in our recently purchased travel trailer. Alfie's bark rivaled Beau's in shrillness so would wake everyone in the campground at the crack of dawn as Daddy yelled: “Alfie, be quiet!” during their morning walks. All the campers agreed with him!
Art decided to build a new home in 1985 in an area that did not appeal to me. I was fine with having a new home, but preferred to either purchase a pre-built home or build our own in a new, gated community called Spanish Trails. Art prevailed and we started construction on a Spanish-style house at 2791 South Buffalo Drive. Buffalo was a dirt road just at the western edge of Las Vegas, but became a major travel artery for the city by the time we moved a decade later. The two-story, three-car garage, 4,400 square foot house was beautiful! The first floor had a living/family room, a second small living room, a huge kitchen with an eating area, a formal dining room, and a second family room spanning the length of the house that sported a wet bar and inside Jacuzzi. Downstairs also had a master bedroom with an adobe fireplace, large bath, and walk-in closet as well as two more bathrooms, a home office, and an extra bedroom. That extra bedroom served many purposes over the years including gym, guestroom, gift-wrapping room, and extra closet for my growing clothes collection. Upstairs revealed a loft housing a TV and large sofa as well as a master bedroom with a walk-in closet and connecting bath to another large bedroom. It also had a wrap-around balcony with a fabulous view of the city. When still living on Riano, Art had a friend add a redwood room with a Jacuzzi to which he had an artist, specializing in stained glass, design a mermaid scene. We took the window with us and added several more
Special Education Administrative Staff
Christy at Graduation with My Parents
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The 5,000 Brick Buffalo Fireplace
unique touches to the Buffalo house including additional stained-glass windows, an artificial outdoor forest scene with a stream, trees, and a bear, river otter, red fox, and pheasant (all prepared using taxidermy), and a 5,000+ brick fireplace. In addition to the house, our half-acre lot included a brickwork entryway with a fountain and statue, pool with a fountain, an area to park the travel trailer, a decorative outdoor barbeque area, and amazing landscaping—including fruit trees Art planted. It was quite an interesting house. We loved to entertain and did so often; all our friends wanted to see and visit the house. Christy completed her senior year at Clark High School (she needed a zone variance to stay at her school) in 1986 while living in the new house.
We celebrated Gina's college and Christy's high school graduations with our first trip to Hawaii (except for Art who had a temporary duty assignment there in the 1970s). We had a great time, but Gina was pretty sick for several days and also injured her foot. We stayed in a timeshare on the grounds of a hotel so we could access to the hotel's amenities. Christy spent a lot of time at the beach, and we spent a lot of time driving around Maui discovering its beauty.
Gina took emergency medical training when in college and became an EMT with a local ambulance service, an interest that would lead her to her ultimate career choice. There, she started dating Brent Hall, a paramedic and graduate of the University of Ohio with a degree in natural sciences. Brent's desire was to be a forest ranger in the west, but without available jobs, he ended up wandering to Las Vegas with hopes of working with the Clark County Fire Department. Gina followed his lead and, lo and behold, the fire department hired her as one of their first four female fire fighters. I never imagined our daughter would be a firefighter!
Art and I had some tough years around this time that resulted in a struggling marriage. The girls were gone and Art and I were each so busy that we barely connected. I worked from 7 AM to 5 PM daily and was working toward my educational specialist degree UNLV at night. The newly successful business kept Art at work for long week and weekend days because he met with clients whenever they were available and he continued teaching night classes at UNLV and weekend seminars for various organizations. Simultaneously, Art hit a midlife crisis. We attended a helpful Marriage Encounter program sponsored by the Catholic Church while in Germany; couples repeated their wedding vows in a ceremony at the end of the weekend. It meant a lot to Art because of his Catholic heritage. Seeking something similar, we learned that our Las Vegas church developed a Marriage Encounter support group. We attended regularly and, along with counseling and a lot of difficult work exploring feelings and actions, it proved beneficial to establishing a better relationship. After over fifty years of marriage to Art, I thank God we honored our original commitment to each other and remained married.
Christy was off to the University in Redlands, a small liberal arts college with an excellent academic reputation that she chose after visiting several alternatives. The
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Gina, Art, and Christy in Hawaii
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school boasted only 1,300 students with 99% of them living on campus, a stark contrast to her high school with its 2,600 students. Redlands was much more expensive than Reno, but Christy earned three scholarships, received the Nevada Scholar and Presidential Awards for academic achievement, graduated with high honors, and was named to Who’s Who in High Schools. She loved college, but suffered from homesickness resulting in us suffering through high telephone bills and many emotional nights. She immediately became involved in campus activities and even pledged a local sorority during her sophomore year.
Gina and Christy celebrated our first "empty nest" Christmas with us, then both girls immediately departed from our lives. Gina celebrated her graduation on a ski trip with friends in Colorado, and Christy visited a friend, Scott, at Clemson University in South Carolina. Art and I decided it was time for us to have some fun, and planned our first of many cruises.
A Bird's Eye View of the Buffalo House
A Typical Geldbach Christmas
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The Empty Nest: 1987—1990
Art and I experimented with our first cruise in 1987 on Holland America Lines. We visited Ocho Rios, Grand Cayman Islands, and Cozumel and enjoyed the cruise but were not impressed with the ship. I liked the idea of travelling on a ship that supplied all our meals, entertainment, and tour activities without us needing to pack and unpack suitcases daily. Because of this, we planned to take another cruise in the future.
In fact, we began travelling a lot including frequently visiting one of our favorite places, the Hotel del Coronado in the San Diego area—always staying in our preferred room in the older section of the hotel (Room 1305). We drove to Banff, Canada one summer where we stayed in a condo and a moose visited us every evening! I also attended an alternative school convention in Port Townsend, Washington with other opportunity school administrators.
During this time, Gina competed with 2000 other candidates for 1 of 25 positions available with Clark County Fire Department and received notification that she received the job in January. She completed rookie school in May and began her journey as an official firefighter. She also finished her college degree and came to own a home, a big dog, and a brand new car.
Christy was having a great college experience. She was elected as a senator for the university's student council, active behind the scenes in the theater, invited to join a sophomore women’s honorary service organization, and pledged a local sorority—Alpha Sigma Pi. Her biggest accomplishment was being selected outstanding freshman of the year. She called to ask if we could visit her saying that she was
The Caribbean 1987
Gina Visits Christy in Redlands
Gina in Her Turnouts
Gina Modeling Her Turnouts
Our First Cruise
Christy's Alpha Sigma Pi Initiation
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With Mary and Ron Smetek
receiving some type of award. I had an important meeting scheduled and did not think I could abandon it so Art went alone. I had no idea what an honor she was receiving, nor did she, and I still regret that I wasn't there.
Christy was also very involved in politics at this point in her life. She volunteered with Nevada’s United States Congresswoman Barbara Vucanovich during her senior year in high school and was chosen to be a summer intern for Representative Vucanovich following her freshman year in college. Gina and I visited Christy there, staying at the Marriott Hotel near the White House. She was able to get us into our Representative’s office, the White House, and areas of the Capitol few ever see. We also had dinner with friends including Dee and Desi Arnaiz, the Smeteks, and Kay Smith. Bill Adams, a member of our church and a lobbyist in D.C., also treated us to dinner. The three of us had a great time seeing all the historical sites (though the girls fought like cats and dogs!).
Christy lived in a dorm at George Washington University so I walked her home each evening before returning to the hotel. I could not believe she'd been walking through these streets alone. As I returned to the hotel each night, I saw rats running out of restaurants and strange people milling around. God definitely looks over handicapped people and college students. Also while in D.C., I decided to have my hair styled so asked the concierge to recommend a shop. Upon his recommendation, I went to the shop in the large shopping center adjacent to the hotel. I entered and a young black woman asked me how she could help. I said I would like a shampoo and curl and she indicated they could take me immediately. We walked through a door, and I saw I was the only white woman in the shop—quite an uncomfortable feeling. The girl who did my hair was really nice and gave me a good wash, but was going to put hot oil on my hair until I told her I have absolutely no curl and the last thing I needed was to straighten my hair. She was not quite sure what to do next so called over several other operators to help. None had ever experienced hair like mine. Ultimately, she styled it, I paid for it, and I proceeded back to my hotel room where I redid my hair. It was a humbling experience. Later in the day we visited one of the Smithsonian museums that chronicled American blacks through US history. I saw one of the old water fountains like I'd seen in Oklahoma, and shared my memories of integration with the girls.
About this time, Art’s parents had been living in St. Cloud, Florida for ten years. Their health was deteriorating due to significant breathing problems. Eleanor called Art one day to say they were thinking about relocating and wondered if Las Vegas might be an option. He and I visited a new, gated community called Los Prados the next day and were impressed with one of the available villas. Art reserved it and called his folks to say a house was available. They bought the house sight unseen and moved to Las Vegas.
It was a good move for them; they loved their villa. Len and Eleanor's health improved and they made many friends. It provided a great opportunity for our girls to become closer to their other set of grandparents as well as gave them a chance to see Art’s sisters and brother more often (since they were visiting their parents in Las Vegas). Len and El benefitted from the move—enjoying another ten years of good living in a city they liked that truly improved their health. They had a pool across the street, a great golf course, and a community center.
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Life with the Special Ed Crew
Brent and Gina on Their Wedding Day
Misty died at 13 years old. She worshipped us so life felt empty without her. We couldn't stand it so by Christmas we purchased our second schnauzer puppy, Holly Berry. Holly quickly managed to capture our hearts despite chewing tile and an oak door in the laundry room. We kept and loved her despite her faults.
Gina and Brent married on February 12, 1988 in our church. We didn't want to go overboard with another wedding for Gina, but this was Brent's first marriage so we felt he deserved a special day. Gina was pretty as a second-time bride. She kept the expenses to a minimum by buying a dress on sale, having Christy as her only attendant, cooking most of the food for the reception with Brent, having the reception in our Buffalo house, having one of my friends bake the cake and another take pictures (I regret not having a professional take pictures). My mother (Daddy was not well enough to make the flight), Aunt Lou, and Aunt Nelle attended, as did Brent’s parents and sister from Ohio. It was a fantastic party! Gina and Brent were the last to leave and headed to Lee Canyon Lodge on Mt. Charleston for the night. They drove to Brian Head the next day for their “honeymoon”—crashing the vacation of Mom, Dad, and Grandma. It was a nice way to celebrate their new lives together.
Brent, finally hired as a firefighter/paramedic with Clark County, had to attend a ten-week rookie school while Gina was completing her second year with the department. Working together was a good deal for the newly married couple because they had the same schedule and worked only ten days per month (albeit 24 hour shifts). They really enjoyed their new lives together and Gina was enjoying her job while
learning the men’s lingo. Christy left for interim study in Salzburg, Austria right after the Hall wedding. She spent three weeks at a program provided by the University of Redlands. Little did she know she was there with her future husband! Mike Keeler also attended the school session. He and a friend wanted to travel into Yugoslavia and though I am not sure whether they invited themselves or Christy invited herself, the three ended up experiencing a comedy of errors in the then-communist country. Christy exercised her leadership talents and the guys felt compelled to follow her lead. According to Mike, her lead was not always in their best interest. By the time they returned to Salzburg, Mike was glad he would never see this girl again!
I finally received a promotion to a real administrative position. A call arrived early one day inviting our family to an evening meeting where the Board would announce my promotion. Instead, we hit a snafu. Art and I attended and were shocked when one of my contemporaries requested the board not to honor any of the promotions because there were no Jewish candidates receiving promotions. The board decided to freeze all promotions, including mine, which left me without a job (my job at opportunity school job was already filled). Bob Dungan assured me he would find a teaching position in the opportunity program for me, but this would strip my chance to be a real administrator and place me back in a classroom. Fortunately the promotions officially materialized just before school started and I received my appointment to be the coordinator of special programs in the district's special education division. My office was in the central administrative building on Flamingo and placed me in charge of the K-8 academically talented programs, K-12 special self-contained programs (those for the mentally, emotionally, and learning disabled), a special school for students with severe emotional problems, early childhood education (addressing needs of 3-to-5 year-olds with disabilities), and transportation for special needs students. CCSD was the 18th largest school district in the nation at the time and grew to be the 5th largest during my tenure in administration. It bussed students over 32,000 miles per day and taught over 13,000 students needing special education services.
Gina, Art, and Christy at Gina's Wedding
Holly Berry
Work Buddies
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Christy after Study in Salzburg
Christy with Russian Friends in Leningrad
Initially overwhelmed in my new 12-month position, I was fortunate to have wonderful people working for me that I could easily depend on for their expertise. One of my fantastic employees and a good lifelong friend was Dr. Janice Stromberg. She became "the brains" that created the district's first early childhood special education program. We worked closely together and traveled frequently looking at programs throughout the country. We even took a trip to Hong Kong! We covered the bill since it wasn't district-authorized, but did visit Chinese preschools when we weren't sightseeing and shopping. I'm really proud of the program we developed.
I returned to UNLV to complete my education specialist degree (Ed.S.) in special education. UNLV had a moratorium on the Ph.D. so I could only receive an Ed.S. (equivalent to a modern-day Ed.D.)—a degree requiring the same amount of class work as those in the Ph.D. program, but not requiring original research for the dissertation. Despite this, I wrote a treatise titled "Meeting the Needs of Preschool Children in the Least Restrictive Environment" that traced the development and philosophy of early childhood education in Clark County schools. I defended my paper in 1994, but never received the title "Doctor Geldbach." I did, however, receive the abysmal $500 annual pay increase given to Ph.D. recipients.
Christy returned to Washington, D.C. to work in the office of Nevada Senator Chic Hecht following her sophomore year. This time, she roomed at Georgetown University and had another amazing expeience. Art visited her that time; I don't think she enjoyed it as much as when Gina and I visited the previous year. She headed to London in the fall to spend her junior year abroad at the University of London, Queen Mary’s College. She was so excited about going; I wasn't as excited since she would be on her own in the days before cell phones, e-mail, and texting. Besides regular snail mail and costly of long-distance telephone calls, we were only able to contact her about once a month.
We purchased $2,000 worth of travelers' checks in preparation for her adventure. She placed it along with all the paperwork she needed to take on the floor by her bed so she wouldn't forget it. Much to our consternation, Holly Berry found the checks during the night, chewed every one of them into nearly microscopic pieces, and deposited the remnants throughout the backyard. We spent the morning collecting shreds of traveler's checks into a box so we could return them to the bank. The bank personnel found it funny, but weren't helpful—they told us we would need to tape every piece back together if we wanted them replaced. It took all day (and Holly Berry didn't help!). Fortunately, Christy’s passport and plane ticket escaped Holly Berry's chewing frenzy.
Christy had an interesting year. She enjoyed the first semester, but the second was long and lonely time. We wanted her to come home for Christmas, but she requested to use the money for a spring break study in the Soviet Union instead. Plus, she had a boyfriend she met in D.C. that would be visiting London at Christmas; she was hoping to see him and his family over the holiday. We permitted her to stay over the break and since Christy was not around for the holidays, we spent Thanksgiving in Oregon with my sister’s family and parents and Christmas with Gina and Brent and the senior Geldbach’s who flew out to celebrate with us. Christy called on Christmas day.
Christy in Moscow over Spring Break
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Bored and wanting to make money for her USSR trip so obtained a job at the Orpheus Theatre where Vanessa Redgrave was starring. She enjoyed the work, spent time learning Russian from some of her Polish friends, and was promoted to the coat candy counter where she could receive tips. Despite enjoying the work, she ran into resentment from her coworkers. This was their fulltime employment and felt an American girl receiving accolades from the management was intruding on their turf. She didn't work there very long.
One afternoon in the rain, Christy was trying to catch a bus when she slipped off the back and fell into traffic. The cars behind the bus, fortunately, stopped, but the accident momentarily knocked her out. Despite the head injury, she didn't go to a hospital—a decision I think haunted her later. She was more concerned with the possibility of missing her USSR trip (scheduled to leave one week later). Christy made it to Russia and its surrounding republics in April and received college credit for the travel. Because the USSR was still a communist country, Intourist (the sole organization responsible for international travelers in the country) carefully monitored the students. I warned Christy to not even attempt to buy money on the black market or do anything else that could get her into trouble because there would be no way for us to get her out of the country. Despite ignoring my sage advice, Christy survived, kept out of prison, enjoyed her experience, and returned to London to finish the academic year. It is nearly impossible to believe how much luggage she dragged off the plane when we (including Holly Berry) met her at McCarran Airport. I don't even know how she got it all to the airport and am absolutely baffled that they let her take that much on the plane.
Unfortunately, the British university system was more difficult than anticipated. She took mathematical statistics so she could remain on track for her math minor, a subject that provided a great support system in Redlands where she did quite well. London, however, required students to learn differently and without a lot of assistance. All of her grades were good except for that class where she received a "D." Redlands would not accept any grade lower than a "C" so she had to repeat statistics in summer school at UNLV to stay on track. This time she did pass.
While Christy was gone, Art planned a surprise “Promoted to Administrator” party for me that my sister, mother, school district colleagues, neighbors, and church friends attended. It was totally unexpected and I thoroughly enjoyed it. Unfortunately, Daddy's health was in no condition to travel so I surprised him after my celebration by flying
Christy on the Alaskan Cruise (1990)
Gina and Joe
Joe (4 months old)
Joe at Birth
94
Mother at Daddy's Grave
Daddy at the Cabin
Article from Mother and Daddy's Accident
to Oregon to spend their 50th wedding anniversary (March 5th, 1988) weekend with them. Janice and I planned the visit and they didn't expect me since Mother had just been to Las Vegas. Janice and I bought Mother an orchid corsage, had a bakery anniversary cake, and took them out for a very nice dinner. They were so pleased with the occasion and I am so glad we did it; it was the last time I saw Daddy who died three months later at age 79.
Daddy and Mother demolished their car in a serious automobile accident in 1981 when driving from Las Vegas to King City, Oregon. Neither of them appeared to have serious injures, but Daddy never seemed the same afterward. We surmise that a series of strokes caused the accident leaving him permanently incapacitated. Janice called in June of 1989 when his death was imminent and I booked a flight for the next day. I still regret I wasn't there when he died. Not paying attention to my flight arrangements, I just got on the plane. We landed in San Jose, California and when no announcements were made, I remained on the plane. The plane ended up in Eugene, Oregon rather than Portland. I was totally confused when everyone, but me, departed the plane. The flight attendant asked where I thought I was going since this was the end of the route. I told her I thought the flight went to Portland and started crying while telling her my father had died.
She was very nice and they put me on the next flight to Portland—departing only 30 minutes later. I met a livid Janice. She and Mother already had my luggage (it made it to Portland on my actual flight). Janice pronounced: “If we didn't already have a funeral to plan, there would be another one!” I messed up their timeline when there was so much to do before the rest of the family flew in the following day.
We stayed at Mother’s King City house where the streets were very narrow and as I pulled out of her driveway on the way to the funeral, I ran into a neighbor's parked car. The neighbors kindly understood. I gave the eulogy at Tigard Christian Church and told the many congregated friends how great Daddy was to loan me his car every time I returned home—and here I thanked him by wrecking his car at his memorial service! It was a beautiful service followed by a reception at Janice's house. Following the reception, we visited and toured the nearby, newly opened Mormon temple before Mother took us all out for dinner on Daddy’s money. He was a great man and a wonderful father and grandfather.
We visited the cabin frequently the summer Daddy died and Christy returned from London. Christy and a friend were mountain biking on one of those trips when she fell, was knocked unconscious again, and hurt her shoulder. Fortunately, she was wearing a helmet. The young man flagged down a sheepherder who brought her back to the cabin. By that time, she was conscious so Art drove her to the emergency room in Cedar City where they couldn't find anything seriously wrong, but placed her arm in a sling. We found her short-term memory was gone when she returned to the cabin; it didn't return for about 48 hours. In fact, when talking with her, I mentioned Daddy's recent death and she started wailing saying: "Grandpa is dead?"
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Christy seemingly improved so we didn't follow up with a doctor in Las Vegas for an MRI or CAT scan. She made it through the summer, but had serious personality and anger management problems develop when she returned to Redlands in the fall. She wasn't even able to continue functioning in her resident assistant dorm job so had to move into her sorority house until she graduated in December. We were very fortunate Redlands allowed her to graduate early (she had enough credits), especially with her double majors (political science and religion) and minor (mathematics). After such a previously terrific college experience, she didn't even attend graduation in June.
We had no idea what was wrong when Christy returned home in January; I feared she had schizophrenia or was bipolar. Fortunately, the diagnosis at the time was not one of those conditions, but it didn't seem much better. She was a totally different person when she returned home; I couldn't even get her out of her room until we found her a very good psychiatrist who stabilized her with Prozac. We told her she had to get out of her bedroom and do something constructive so she went to work for Art and started taking graduate classes at UNLV. 1990 was a horrendous year for us; Christy had to quit work and school to spend 17-days in one of Las Vegas' mental hospitals in April. Art and I planned to take our first cruise on Princess Lines to Alaska in June, but realized we couldn't leave her alone. Plus, my mother was in no condition to ensure Christy's safety and medication schedule while we were gone so we decided to make the cruise her graduation celebration. She did well on the cruise and it was a nice reprieve.
Some fantastic news uplifted us despite Christy's breakdown and my dad's death—Gina and Brent were pregnant and decided to buy a new home. Gina couldn't wait to begin looking so invited Art and I to go house hunting with her one afternoon when Brent was in class. Her plan to "just look" ended two hours later when she called Brent out of class to announce she found the perfect house in The Lakes area not far from our house. He was not too amused, but folded to her will after many minutes of Gina's adept persuasion. Brent assured her this would be all his presents to her for many years to come! They bought the 2100 square foot, four bedroom, three bath, and three-car garage house in May with plans to move in September. They were able to sell their other house almost immediately, leaving them homeless from June to September—too short a time to lease an apartment. The obvious answer was for them to move in with us. They were easy roommates because they were either at work on 24-hour shifts or vacationing during their 6-days off.
A November ultrasound showed all was going well, but it wasn't able to identify the baby's gender. Gina and Brent could not wait for the baby; Art and I were equally overjoyed for our first grandchild. Joseph Eugene Hall entered our lives on Easter Sunday, April 15th while Christy was still in the hospital. Art and I didn't actually attend the birth, but we anxiously awaited Joe's arrival at the Women’s Hospital and saw him as soon as he reached the nursery. Our first grandson, weighed 7 lbs. 15 oz. and was 19 ½ inches long. Sadly, he wasn't completely healthy. Joe was born with a strep infection, probably caught when Gina was sick, necessitating an operation when he was only four days old. Doctors transferred him to the neonatal unit at Sunrise Hospital where they placed a catheter into his heart enabling direct administration of medication. Gina and Brent were basket cases, but it all worked out in the end. He still has a small scar on his neck as a result of the surgery. Gina and Brent shared Joe generously once he was feeling better so Art and I could become the most sickening grandparents while Christy became a doting aunt. We thought everything Joe did was wonderful. He brought us endless amounts of joy.
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A Snowy Winter in the Duck Creek Cabin
Joe Hiding in the Loft
The Brian Head Cabin in Winter
Misty, ???, and Gina Lounging
Cedar Breaks: Angelina and Sandy Pillig
Larry Sabourin and Art Play Horseshoes
Christy, Joe, Shana Baker, & David Oneto
A Hike with Christy and the Little Boys
Art, Angelina, and Dylan Join the Hike
Vicky and Ernest Lott
Larry & Janelle Sabourin & Mary Ryan
Overlooking Cedar Breaks
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Dylan at Birth
Baby Dylan
Joe's Christian Dedication Service with Grandmas Sejnost, Hall, and Geldbach, Dad and Mom, and Grandpas Geldbach and Hall
Grandparenting: 1990—1995
In addition to being a new mom, Gina challenged the fire department with a gender discrimination suit relating to the lack of written procedures for pregnancy/maternity leave. She won a minor victory; they developed procedures as a direct result of her efforts. I was very proud that my daughter took on a male-dominated administration and won! She did her research, kept documentation, and changed a department's approach—all without an attorney. It was an extremely stressful time for her, but victory was sweet.
Brent was advancing through the fire department as a certified emergency medical service instructor who taught EMTs and paramedics; he would eventually become the EMS supervisor for the entire county. Brent also served on the county’s high angle search and rescue team and became certified in swift-water rescue. When not working, he and his dad, Gary Hall, built all Joe’s baby furniture. It was much nicer than what they could buy.
While pregnant and on "light duty," Gina served as the fire department's construction coordinator. Designing and decorating two new fire stations led her to a new niche in life; she was a born decorator who beautifully decorated her own homes and helped others with their interior designs. Her pièce-de-résistance was redecorating the cabin and making it absolutely gorgeous, worthy of being a Sunset Magazine centerfold!
Our home and the cabin became baby-proof when Joe, busy and into everything, started crawling. He even walked and was almost potty-trained by his first birthday. Proud grandparents, Art and I thought everything he did was wonderful (even those behaviors Gina and Brent didn't appreciate like dropping food on the floor from his high chair). Brent continually asked us avoid spoiling Joe, but we, equally continually, ignored him.
It wasn't long until Joe's competition arrived in the form of a new hunk-of-a-brother. Gina let me be in the labor and delivery room so someone could videotape the birth. That was probably a mistake; I was so excited that I did a terrible job (Gina says the video has quite a few X-rated
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Joe
Dylan
Performance for Grandma/Grandpa Hall
parts). It was one of my life's highlights to be present during the birth of my grandson. Art and Christy arrived just as Dylan was making his entrance into the world. Born October 15, 1991, Gina and Brent named the 8 pound 8 ounce, 20 inch long bundle Dylan Williams Robert Hall, a name honoring his two grandfathers. He was 15 months younger than Joe and did little more than eat and sleep—very heavy on the eating part.
Gina and Brent generously shared their precious boys by letting us dote on them most Friday and Saturday nights. After raising two daughters, it was quite an experience to have two little boys who were downright bundles of joy. They, and their cousins Ryan and Spencer, are still the best things that ever happened in my life.
Mother spent a lot of time in Las Vegas after Daddy died and though Joe was in nursery school, Dylan needed home care while the rest of us worked. His great grandmother took on the task, pronouncing him to be such a good baby. She loved Joe equally, but especially adored Dylan because they spent so much time together.
Art and I slid into the rest of the 1990’s. Christy was able to return to school to earn her master's degree in special education. She also picked up classes certifying her to teach high school social studies, math, and computers. With Christy healthier and a certified teacher, the girls were both starting their independent lives and my motherly responsibilities declined. I was there to listen if they wanted to talk and turned my remaining energies into being a grandmother. Grandparenting was definitely one of the greatest joys of my life. God was so good to us! After giving us two wonderful daughters, He filled our lives with four little boys. My only regret is that I wasn't blessed with at least one granddaughter to adore. When Mike and Christy were still in the baby-making business, I asked Mike if they wanted to try one more time for a girl. He told me he would be glad to oblige if Art and I would guarantee we would raise and finance her life. We decided to stick with boys.
We spent a lot of time at the cabin. It was a convenient drive from Las Vegas, fun in the winter for skiing and snowmobiling, and gorgeous in the summer for hiking, watching movies, reading, and resting. At one time or another, we had all our relatives and friends visit us there. Even Daddy visited when he was not functioning well. All our dogs, including Gina’s and Christy’s loved the cabin. We let the dogs out on their own to explore and they always returned without trauma—with a few exceptions. Holly Berry and Gina’s dog, Cody, had major run-ins with porcupines. The dogs returned to the cabin with quills in their mouths, noses, and ears. Holly's were terrible because her hair was the same color as the quills; Cody's were terrible because the porcupine did a thorough job of encouraging her to leave him alone. Bob Dungan and his family were visiting for the weekend when the dogs arrived home with quills. He told us we could cut off the tips and the quills would slide right out. Art held Holly Berry and Bob clipped. It worked, but Cody was a Doberman and had no intention of standing still while someone cut at her face. Gina and Brent had to take her to a vet to extract them. Holly Berry stayed away from porcupines thereafter; Cody didn't learn her lesson.
One weekend when Art and I had just arrived at the cabin, Gina and Brent left to go skiing while Art and I watched Joe—walking, but still quite unstable. We heated the cabin with an
Dylan (age 3)
Grandma Sejnost Babysitting Dylan
Dylan (4 months old)
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airtight wood stove and when Art asked if Joe had gone near it, they assured us he hadn't. Within five minutes of their departure, Joe waddled toward the stove. Art yelled while Joe lunged forward hitting the surface of the hot stove with both hands. Art picked him up immediately, but it was already too late; he'd burned his hands severely. I took Joe while Art rushed to the ski area to find Gina and Brent (there were no cell phones in that day). With Art gone, Joe and I sat on the divan and cried. I had no idea what to do and was afraid to put anything on his hands because the burn was so serious. Art found his mom and dad within 30 minutes. They quickly returned to the cabin and drove Joe to Cedar City for medical assistance. Doctors prescribed a new, three-month burn treatment requiring Gina and Brent soak Joe's hands in a solution. It worked and he never even had scars! Art and I, never wanting our grandchildren to have a similar experience, installed an iron fence around the fireplace. We are glad to say we never encountered another burn accident.
We thoroughly enjoyed our mountain house and were saddened when, due to health, I could no longer visit. Its 9,200-foot altitude is definitely not conducive to entertaining those with breathing problems.
Dylan had a charming personality from the beginning. He would do something wrong, flash a smile, and wrap you around his little finger as you were disciplining him. Joe, the more rambunctious of the two, and he were inseparable. Together, they could find a dozen things to do to cause trouble. For example, our indoor Jacuzzi fascinated the boys and it thrilled Joe to throw things into it. Art told him 100 times to not throw anything in, but Joe was incorrigible. One evening, Art, after warning Joe two times, told him he would spank him if he did it again. Of course, Joe made it to three. Joe wasn't wearing a diaper so just a tap on his bottom stung. Joe never threw another item into the Jacuzzi. Dylan learned from his brother’s actions, but he definitely had a mind of his own. When babysitting him one night, I tried to dress him in a pair of Lion King pajamas his Grandmother Hall sent. Unfortunately, they were pink. This little 13-month-old refused to put them on and told me in no uncertain terms: “I no wear pink!”
Both boys were early talkers. Joe started out with sentences and had a terrific vocabulary. It was difficult to discipline a two-year-old who was having an understandable conversation with you. Joe also had fantastic hand-eye coordination and could easily catch a ball by age three. Dylan was more laid back and a bit clumsier. He looked like a gooney bird while maneuvering around rooms. He smiled continuously and spent his life watching his brother. Some of Dylan's first words were “no way,” “go away,” “spank Joe,” and “shut up Joe.” You could definitely tell who influenced Dylan's life most. We named the boys "the demolition team," a fitting name for many years. For example, the boys received a radio-controlled car for Christmas one year and wanted to play with it outside immediately. Brent told them to be careful and to not leave the cul-de-sac. They rushed back into the house within five minutes to excitedly announce the car was “dead.” Brent's investigation found them to be correct; they drove the toy onto Buffalo (the major street adjacent to the cul-de-sac) where a big car hit it. At least the boys were smart enough to send the toy into a busy street instead of going into it themselves! The Christmas gift lasted less than 30 minutes, but the story's lasted a lifetime.
Joe began kindergarten in a school where I knew the principal. When he visited his class one morning, Joe told him he knew his grandmother. When he asked Joe what my name was, Joe thought a minute and answered: “Grandma.” The principal laughed and asked him, “What’s her last name?” Joe immediately answered: "Grandma, Grandma.” This left us all chuckling for years.
Joe's High School Graduation with Neva and Carl Liebe
Even with all my special education training, I didn't identify Joe as learning disabled. His speech was fantastic, his coordination above his age group, and he could even read. We learned later that he wasn't actually reading, he just memorized everything we read to him. As he progressed through elementary school, teachers identified troubles with academics. It was a surprise to all of us, but Gina was quick to get the special help he needed to excel.
As Joe and Dylan grew older, they began having health issues. Dylan had to have tubes placed in his ears due to frequent ear infections and Joe had his tonsils and adenoids removed by one of our neighbors (a doctor) due to frequent colds. Joe was also quite allergic to dogs. Their family always had a dog; they just tried to distance Joe from the dog as much as possible. Gina and Christy always loved dogs, perhaps because there was always a dog in the house when they were children.
Gina needed help with childcare since she and I were working fulltime. Her best friend in high school, Wendy, suggested her mother, Neva Liebe, watch them. She raised five children of her own, was a super mom, and was willing to watch the boys—even overnight (essential because Gina and Brent worked 24-hour shifts). Neva was much more than a babysitter; she was another grandmother. Honestly, I was often jealous of the terrific job she did and how much the boys responded to her, but smart enough to keep my mouth shut. I knew she was just what those little boys needed in their lives. Neva continued to watch them until they both
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graduated from high school. Her influence helped form them into the incredible men they are today.
I moved into a new position in the district when my former boss, Bob Dungan, by then a secondary area superintendent, visited my office one afternoon to ask if I was interested in applying for a new position. I would be the administrative assistant to the associate superintendent of secondary education. I didn't think I wanted to leave special education because there was an assistant director position available in the department that I'd been led to believe I might receive. The promotion didn't materialize leaving me feeling a bit betrayed. I did an outstanding job for the special education department, but was told I didn't qualify because I hadn't served as a principal. I promptly let Bob know I was interested in the secondary position where I would be able to work with another good friend, Billy Rayburn. My boss, Ray Morgan, was the assistant superintendent of secondary education making him the 2nd most powerful administrator in the district. He was a fantastic leader who taught me a great deal while paving the way to my final district position. As his assistant, I received a lot of exposure to the superintendent of CCSD (Brian Cram), district board members, community leaders, and all secondary principals. I was a glorified gofer in a very envied position equating to the chief of staff for the president. Where the president went (or in this case assistant superintendent) his staff went.
I was lucky when moving from special to secondary education that I was able to bring my extremely talented secretary, Sandy D’Ambrosia, with me. We became good friends over the years; it was a terrible loss when she died of a brain tumor shortly after my retirement. Between the two of us, we designed impressive graphics including a poster placed in every secondary classroom that warned students about expellable offenses. This became necessary after a student shot and killed another student on the 1st day of school at Eldorado High School. To address the problem, my office developed posters, brochures, pamphlets, contracts, and anything else we could to help students and parents keep safe in our schools. The job was fascinating with something different everyday.
Christy’s health improved enough that she was able to work as a permanent substitute for one quarter in a high school American literature class. She didn't seem sold on teaching, but recognized the value of certification so completed the requirements for a master’s degree in special education. We didn't graduate from UNLV at the same time (it took longer for me to complete my Ed.S.), and neither of us attended our graduation ceremonies. Instead, Art and I took Christy on a wine-tasting weekend in Napa Valley where we stayed in a delightful bed and breakfast.
Ray Morgan retired, but made sure I had a good position with the district before he left. I was promoted to director of pupil personnel services where I dealt with student placement into alternative programs when there were behavioral concerns. This took most of my time since my staff and I processed about 380 behavioral referrals each school year. I also managed all aspects of student expulsions. I had two bosses, Dr. Sid Franklin, assistant superintendent of alternative education, and Dr. Don McHenry, director of alternative
Ed.S. Diploma
Enjoying Gina White and Ronan Matthews
Sandy and Don McHenry Visiting the Cabin
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education, and was one of the few administrators who worked across three divisions—special education, secondary administration, and alternative education. Because of this, I was blessed to work with some of my favorite former co-workers: Gina White, Ronan Matthew (we taught together at Woodbury), and Bob Strnard. We made a great team and other administrators respected my knowledge across areas.
Christy completed her student teaching by working eight weeks in a high school in the areas of computers, math, and world history and eight weeks in an elementary resource room. She was now very employable given her multiple and K-12 certifications, but the district had a hiring freeze in 1992. Nonetheless, she was one of the first candidates selected when the freeze ended in January of 1993, midway through the school year. Christy taught as a resource room teacher at Red Rock Elementary School for the remainder of the school year and came to hate special education. She was the last of many teachers and substitutes in that classroom that year; a room filled with students with severe emotional handicaps, severe learning disabilities, and even some children with mental handicaps. Some said the first teacher left because she had a breakdown; we never doubted it. To complicate matters, Christy wasn't prepared to deal with the discipline problems she encountered (typical of first-year teachers, but multiplied due to the severity of her students' disabilities) and the administration was not supportive of her needs and the overall special education program at their site. Fortunately, she was hired for a dream job starting the following school year. She would be teaching geography, computer explorations, an advisory class, and an elective of her choice at a brand new school, Becker Middle School. Over the years, her electives included the Holocaust, careers, leadership, and journalism. She was gainfully employed, financially stable, and living in her first apartment. She dated, but no special man dropped into her life. Not excited about apartment living and with Art’s encouragement and our financial support, she bought a small, new home. She made it darling. Christy wanted a man to go with it, but a dog sufficed for the time being. Art did his yearly good deed and, unbeknownst to all of us, bought her a miniature schnauzer puppy that she named Chelsea. She was ecstatic until two days later when we received a frantic call. She said something was wrong with Chelsea so Art immediately drove to her house and took them to the vet. Sadly, the diagnosis was parvovirus and the treatment was euthanasia. Christy was devastated! The vet also told Christy not to have another dog in her house for at least six months because the germs would remain in the rugs. Christy promptly cleaned all her new rugs with bleach resulting in an interesting floor color and pattern.
We waited until Christmas and surprised her with another miniature schnauzer that she also named Chelsea (sometimes referred to as Chelsea 2). Still unsafe for a puppy in the house, Christy had Chelsea stay with us until it was safe to go home. She was a great dog who lived a long time; it was heartbreaking for Christy to lose her well over a decade later. She died one morning when Christy and the boys were driving Art and I to the airport for a flight to Chile for an Antarctica cruise. They arrived at about 6 AM and Christy was crying so much that I couldn't understand her. I thought she and Mike were getting a divorce or something similar until I realized she had little Chelsea in her lap where her long-time "daughter" had died just moments before. Christy knew Chelsea wasn't doing well that morning so brought her along on the drive. Christy asked to have someone else drive us, but it was 6 AM and I didn't think we had many friends good enough to rush us to the airport so early. Art drove while Christy and the boys cried. I felt terrible and worried all day
Cruising in Alaska
Hotel Del Coronado
Joe and Donald
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Joe Spends Winter at the Cabin
Glacier National Park
Joe and Dylan Pose by Cedar Breaks
about them reaching home safely. I called Christy as soon as we landed in Atlanta to learn she was recuperating well (quicker than I was) and everything was all right. They had another dog, Zoee, in their family that was the same age as Ryan so relied on her for comfort.
1993 was blessed because Art and I celebrated our 35th wedding anniversary at our favorite place—the Hotel Del Coronado—and travelled a lot that year. We celebrated Thanksgiving that year by taking the senior Halls, junior Halls, and the boys to Disneyland. We'd heard it wasn't usually busy at Thanksgiving, but the park offered a great promotion that year so 65,000 visitors took them up on it. It was a zoo and we were the animals! It was Joe and Dylan's first trip to Disney and Joe was afraid of many rides including “It’s a Small World" so I'm not sure they were impressed. That said, our hotel was beautiful with its Christmas decorations (I always loved Christmas decorations!). We also went to Amelia Island in Florida, Waco, Texas (to visit his sister’s family), Alaska on another cruise (we really enjoyed Alaska the first time), Glacier National Park in Montana, and La Costa Health and Spa in California. It was important to me that the boys knew their great grandmother so I took Gina and her boys to visit my sister and mother in Portland. I was in a 12-month position with the district and all my travels left my boss saying: "No wonder you don't want to retire!" Chuckling, he informed me that I didn't let my job interfere with my travel schedule. I wasn't taking advantage of the situation, but he definitely tired of signing my vacation requests. I'd acquired over a year of vacation time after being in a 12-month job for 4 years without taking many vacation days and was doing good work in my present position.
A highlight of that year occurred when Art and I hosted a family reunion in honor of Art’s parents’ 57th wedding anniversary. Twenty-one Geldbach relatives descended on Las Vegas at Easter, surprising Len and El because they had no idea anyone was coming. To say they were surprised and overjoyed would be an understatement. Everyone had a wonderful time during what would be the last time the whole Geldbach clan came together. It always makes me smile to remember we could do this for Art’s parents and that our last time together was a celebration, not a memorial service.
Joe and Dylan were growing like weeds and extremely active in sports. I assured Gina that her adorable little ones were not hyperactive, just “very active"—very, very active! We had a party one evening when the Hall’s were living with us so put the boys in the master bedroom to quietly watch TV. When I went to check on them, they were playing with a diamond ring Art just gave me. I assured them it was not a play toy, but instead of putting it in a safer place, I left it on the dresser. The Halls started driving to Ohio the next morning and I didn't realize the ring was missing until a few days later. Art and I searched high and low. We contacted Gina on a night they were staying in St. Louis and asked her to ask the boys if they knew where the ring might be. In their efforts to be helpful, the boys offered possible locations including "on the roof" and "buried in the ground." We never found the ring and I learned to be cautious about everything preschoolers say. We moved about two years later, hoping the ring would materialize during the move, but it didn't. The boys
Dylan Goes Sledding
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always liked playing with one of our trash baskets because the top would swing back and forth; I suspect that is where the ring disappeared. Hopefully, someone in trash management is enjoying the found treasure.
Amidst the boys' non-stop movement, Gina was studying frantically for her engineer’s exam. It paid off because she scored 14th out of 100 applicants placing her high enough to be in a good position for promotion. She simultaneously had knee surgery requiring she spend three weeks on crutches and four months in physical therapy and hoped it wouldn't impede her ability to ski.
As if that wasn't enough, Gina and Brent were also in the process of building a house. They'd sold their other home never anticipating it would take so long to finish the new one so temporarily moved in with us. I really enjoyed having them because I saw the boys all the time and Brent was an excellent cook who did most of the cooking for all of us. However, having two families under the same roof, even in a large house, was not easy for Gina’s family. They moved to a very small rental house nearer their new home and close to Joe’s elementary school after about six months. It was better for the boys to be in their own place, and it made it convenient for Gina and Brent to manage the building of their new home.
Tired of dealing with the responsibilities of a big home on a big lot, we decided to sell our Buffalo house in 1995 and build a home in Sun City Summerlin. The home was in a beautiful location with a dynamic view and sat directly across from a golf course. The 3,200-foot home was much smaller, but provided ample room and (because it was in a retirement community) a means of ensuring the girls didn't move back with us. The house sported a kitchen and family room, a small den, a combination living-dining area, two bedrooms, two-and-a-half baths, a room large enough for a big screen TV, and an ideal spot for our Belgian shrunk. The house was only one level and left us without a pool or large yard to maintain. It also had a two-car garage as well as space for Art’s golf cart. He was really liking and improving at golf and even made two hole-in-ones. We framed those two balls.
Selling the Buffalo house wasn't easy. The rush of Californians purchasing homes in Vegas slowed when ours went on the market; no one was buying. The Sun City house was complete, but our realtor felt the Buffalo house would sell better if occupied so we took advantage of the time to upgrade everything in the new house. One of Art's friends became our foreman and managed the remodeling. We put in granite counters, built a bookcase, added pillars, upgraded the carpet (donating the original unused carpet to the church), added terracotta slate on most of the floors, built a media-viewing room, sectioned off a computer room, and more. Our niece, Michelle Rossman, was an interior decorator living in Atlanta who wanted to visit her grandmother so we invited her to stay in the house and paint while she was in Vegas. She did an outstanding job finishing the house to perfection. Since the Buffalo house wasn't selling, we decided to start moving some items such as our stained glass windows, nicer overhead lights, and fans to our new home. We replaced them with the mediocre items Del Webb put in the new house. We also moved a handmade bar that was probably too big for the new house, but we liked it anyway. We stayed in the Buffalo house
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for almost a year until it sold at a loss. I took pleasure in telling Art it wouldn't be a loss if he'd listened to me and moved to Spanish Trails in the first place. We finally moved in May to 2220 Sierra Heights—our retirement home—and began adding beautiful artwork and handmade furniture that made our new home comfortable and unique.
Even with the move, grandkids, and more-than-fulltime work, we never stopped travelling. Art and I returned to Europe for the first time during that summer on a Princess cruise stopping in Copenhagen, Stockholm, Helsinki, St. Petersburg, Berlin (I finally saw Berlin!), Amsterdam, and Bologna. We rented a car after the cruise and spent a week traveling through Germany where we saw the Schupp family in Heidelberg (that's where they settled after Franz retired) and toured Rothenburg, Füssen, and the Black Forest area. It was unbelievably hot in Germany. We suffered without air conditioning in both the car and hotel rooms; Art removed the eiderdown blankets in our rooms every night so we could sleep. Before leaving Europe, we went to London to retrace our old stomping grounds. It was truly nostalgic. We also travelled to Cancun, Mexico where I learned to prefer Cancun above other Mexican destinations.
We lost Art’s Dad, Len, in September. He wasn't ill long and enjoyed a full life until his final days. He once told us: “You can plant me when my driving privileges go.” Little did we know, he meant it! He relinquished his keys to Art on a Monday after some close calls and died the following Monday. Hopefully, he has a car in heaven. The Geldbach clan returned for a beautiful memorial service at our church and while they were in Vegas, we moved Art’s mother to a retirement center with included meals, transportation, and cleaning. She never returned to their Los Prados home, but was able to adjust to the center and make friends. It's difficult to be by yourself after 59 years of marriage.
Christy cheerfully survived a difficult teaching schedule while challenging the minds of eighth graders. Her school went on double sessions due to overcrowding so she would arrive at six in the morning, teach her regular schedule including selling out her prep period, and then teach more classes when the second school day started. She was also active in and on the boards of many professional groups for which she did service work and was constantly taking classes to improve her craft. Christy never finished work before night arrived. It was demanding, but financially and mentally lucrative. She earned nearly double pay for her extra classes, plus since she'd completed her 32 hours above a master's degree, she received an annual bonus of $5,000. She was rolling in money by her standards.
Meanwhile, Mike Keeler (who was working in Eugene, Oregon as a software engineer) reentered her life when they met at a party a friend hosted on New Year's Eve. He was apparently more impressed with her this time. She spent their first summer together in Eugene where she attended the University of Oregon to work toward her administration certificate. I'd visited the university when Gina was college-hunting and thought it would be nice for her to be near her grandparents. Gina had a different opinion... she took one look and said she didn't want to attend any college where they called themselves “Ducks”! Fortunately, it didn't bother Christy who loved the university. She and Mike alternated trips between Las Vegas and Eugene in the fall and he gave her an engagement ring at Christmas. We were delighted! Mike was a really nice man. We spent the time after Christmas at the cabin with Christy, Mike, Mike’s parents (Gretchen and Bruce), and all our dogs.
We ended 1995 with Joe in kindergarten and Dylan in preschool; both looked so little and cute in T-ball. Gina and Brent kept Joe involved in many sports to help channel his abundant energy—he progressed through the ranks in karate, boxed, played basketball and football, and tried anything else he could find. Dylan on the other hand was actively involved in avoiding getting beat up by his big brother making his sports pursuits a secondary chore. As the years progressed, both boys aspired to be professional baseball players. Dylan did quite well in the sport until he broke his nose. Gina asked him if he planned to play the year after the break and he responded: "No! Not maybe, but NO!” He was definitely through with baseball so turned his energies to basketball. Joe switched his dreams from professional
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baseball to professional skateboarding. I took him to a skate park one time and sat down to read. He was quite good, but some of the other skateboarders were not friendly and were too aggressive so he returned in a few minutes and we left.
The Halls continued living in the rental house until their new, huge home reached completion. It had a lovely backyard and would prove to be a wonderful place to raise a family. Each of the Halls had their own space and Gina and Brent worked hard to make each of those places special. For example, Brent built a loft in Joe’s bedroom with steep stairs so dogs couldn't bother him at night.
Denise, John, Eleanor, Len, Carol, and Denny
Mike, and His Son, Eleanor, Len, Greta, and Lundy Landrum
Remembering Len Geldbach
John, Art, Len, El, Carol, and Greta (The Siblings)
With Christy, Dylan, Art, Eleanor, Len, Gina, Joe, and Brent
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Christy and Michael Bruce Keeler married on June 15, 1996 in our church. It was a beautiful event, but the planning was truly nerve racking. With Christy actively teaching, taking graduate courses, involved in educational professional development organizations, and flying to Eugene monthly, nailing her down was difficult. In addition to planning the wedding (frankly, I did it all), she had to pack her house and classroom, sell her house, complete her graduate coursework, prepare for a teacher exchange trip to Russia in July, resign from her current teaching position, and look for a job in Eugene. I wasn't sure we'd all live through her stress!
A relief from planning occurred when Christy, Art, and I flew to Northridge, California in May for a backyard barbeque shower planned by her mother-in-laws’ friends. I wrapped a crystal and sterling silver wedding cake knife we could also use for the shower and placed it in my carry-on bag. Unsurprisingly, airport security stopped me; surprisingly, they made me unwrap it at the airport, chuckled, and let me carry it on the plane! Things certainly changed after 9/11!
Despite the harried preparations, Christy and Mike were able to relax enough to celebrate the entire weekend of their wedding. Mother, Janice, Gretchen, Andrew, and two of his hippie friends arrived on Friday and stayed at our house while John Geldbach and his family stayed at Gina’s. The senior Keelers hosted a fantastic rehearsal dinner at the recently completed Stratosphere Tower to which they invited everyone traveling from out of town. On the 107th floor, we had a breathtaking panorama of the entire city. Alcohol flowed freely and it was an absolute blast!
The day of the wedding finally arrived and Christy was as beautiful a bride as her sister had been. Christy planned quite a unique wedding ceremony that began with Gretchen, Mike's mother, playing the harp accompanied by her flutist friend while ushers (cousins Denny Geldbach and Andrew Hein) seated guests. Gina was the matron of honor, and the girls' cousins, Gretchen Hein and Denise Quello, and Christy's future sister-in-law, Krista Keeler, were bridesmaids. Joe and Dylan served as ring bearers and Amanda Signorelli (Janice Stromberg’s daughter) was the flower girl. Mike's best man was his friend of many years, Ken
Father-Daughter Dance
The Ringbearers (Joe and Dylan)
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Davis, and Mike had three other friends serve as groomsmen. It seemed that everyone Christy and Mike knew had a part in the ceremony! Four of Christy's eighth-grade students delivered musical and dramatic performances, a sorority sister read First Corinthians 13, and we had two ministers, our Las Vegas minister and Mike’s youth pastor from California, preside. Fortunately, both of Christy's grandmothers were able to be present. Grandma Geldbach wasn't doing well so John and Carol Geldbach brought her in a wheelchair—she wore a night robe, but she was there. A touching part of the ceremony occurred at the end when Christy and Mike presented each mother and grandmother with a single red rose. The minister told the new couple that whenever they went through tough times, they should give each other a single red rose to remember the love the shared at just that moment.
The reception followed immediately at the Green Valley Country Club. Our original plan was for 200 guests, partially because Mike's mom didn't think many family and friends would travel to the wedding in Las Vegas. As the date approached, however, she requested more invitations. Everyone wanted to come to Vegas! We supplied the invitations, but I almost had a heart attack. The club only allowed 225 people and it was looking like we might need to accommodate almost 300! I made Art go to the wedding coordinator and beg for more tables. He told the coordinator we didn't care if we sat guests on the 18th hole, but we wanted everyone there. She wasn't happy, but made tables available on the outdoor terrace, not a pleasant place to sit during a June night in the desert.
Christy and Mike chose to serve canapés while the wedding party took pictures followed by a buffet dinner. Mike ordered microbrews from the Pacific Northwest, and Christy elected to also have a champagne fountain and margarita machine. Everyone felt great! Charlotte Overmiller, a friend from church, decorated a beautiful layered cake with a fountain in the middle and several differently flavored cakes encircling the large main cake, and the special education class at Rancho High School furnished the flowers for the church and reception. Charlotte and the kids did a remarkable job. A teacher, friend, and professional photographer, Roy Lindsey, took the pictures and we had a videographer. We also placed disposable cameras on each of the tables at the reception for guests to take pictures. Dylan, at five-years-old, took some interesting pictures in the men's room (fortunately, they were all Mike’s relatives). He also photographed quite a few women, but due to his height most of the pictures featured their bosoms. We deduced that professional photography was not in his future.
The party was the most fun reception I ever attended. We planned for the DJ and bar to close at midnight, but Mike's dad agreed to pay for another hour for the DJ, bar, and limousine so the party could continue. We certainly got our money's worth out of the limousine—we'd already used it to deliver the boys, Grandma, Janice, Gretchen, and the wedding gifts home.
When the party ended at one AM, the huge bottom layer of the cake remained uncut because we planned to serve it at Sunday's brunch. Brent dutifully offered to carry it to Art’s car, but his inebriated state affected the outcome; he dropped it. Brent tried to pick it up and
Christy, Mike, and Chelsea Leaving Las Vegas
A Tribute to Eleanor
place it in the car, covering himself in what he claims was excellent chocolate mousse cake, while Art, also inebriated, busily worked to keep it out of the car. The club was not too happy about the line of chocolate mousse covering their driveway, adorning their walkways, leading to the men's restroom, and covering their bathroom fixtures. It was a huge cake and was everywhere! The result? We didn't serve wedding cake the next day. Everyone agreed it was one of the most entertaining weddings and receptions they ever attended. We enjoyed brunch on Sunday watching Christy and Mike open gifts; then, on Monday morning a U-Haul truck packed to the brim shepherded the young Keelers along with Christy's car and Chelsea to their home in Eugene, Oregon. It was a full and delightful weekend leaving Art and I as empty nesters.
Art’s mother passed away on the first of November and although we'd expected it and she was ready to go, it was still difficult. Carol Ann was able to spend Eleanor's last week with her, but I was the only one with her when she passed. Carol and Art decided to take a much-needed break from the stressful week and were playing golf when it happened. I contacted the golf course (this was before cell phones) and they returned to the care center.
Eleanor had few remaining friends in Las Vegas, but all her children and many grandchildren visited during her last days so we chose not to do a service. We cremated Len and Eleanor and buried their ashes on our property in Brian Head (we weren't sure it was legal, but figured it was our property). Their headstone is a decorative rock reading: “Love never ends.” I became Eleanor’s executor because Art
Tossing the Garter
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didn't want to be in a position that might create problems with his siblings. His parents didn't have much money, but left something for everyone. To honor his mother who told Art that he needed to do something special for me for all the hours I spent with her, he spent his small share (less than the others) on a reconditioned Rolex that I wore daily in her memory for the rest of my life.
Gina, after finding success as an engineer, qualified to be a captain. She was the highest woman on the list following testing so was assured to be the first female captain in the Clark County Fire Department. It took awhile for the promotion to occur, but eventual victory was a well-deserved honor. Gina was a celebrity for a few days after her promotion on June 6, 1996 and even had a local TV crew follow and feature her. Being a captain would not prove easy.
Because Joe did not appear to be meeting his potential, his school tested him at the beginning of third grade. They identified visual perception problems and with Gina and Brent's approval placed him in a special education resource room for 40% of the school day. It looked as if it would be a good plan, but ultimately could not meet his needs. Gina made the decision to move Joe to New Horizons Academy, a school designed for learning disabled children with normal to high IQ’s, for his fourth grade year. It was a perfect move for Joe. He stayed with the same amazing teacher for three years until he was in eighth grade and working at grade level. From there, he was able to pass the exam required to enter Faith Lutheran Junior/Senior High School. We were so proud of his efforts and delighted that he qualified to attend Faith.
Fortunately, Dylan didn't have learning problems; he enjoyed sailing through elementary school and was well liked by his peers. Gina moved Dylan from the elementary school near their house to Bryan Elementary near my house during his third grade year so she could have the boys on the same yearly schedule. [Eisenberg, his home school, was year-round at the time meaning that when one boy was in school, the other might be on vacation.] I became Dylan's after school chauffeur while Neva took him in the mornings. I'm glad I did because he and I developed a close relationship through those years.
About this time, Art developed a number of financial lectures he marketed to a company that sponsored guest speakers on cruise ships. They invited him to deliver his lectures, allowing us to cruise at minimal charge (albeit in lesser level accommodations than we were accustomed by that time). Our first experience doing this was on a Princess Cruise through the Panama Canal where our portal was a little round window just above the water line. We slept in bunk beds and had only a small shower. It was fun to cruise, but I was not crazy over the rooms. Despite the accommodations, Art thoroughly enjoyed lecturing.
Art and I also traveled to many of his business conferences and often took family along. Mother had never seen Hawaii so joined us on an unforgettable trip, then joined us again at a conference in Colorado Springs where we stayed at the Broadmoor Hotel in a lovely cabana suite. Following the conference, she and I flew to Kansas City so she could revisit her roots one last time. We met with friends and relatives including two of her oldp0- high school friends and a few cousins, visited every place she could remember living, and even drove to Osceola. It was probably the best gift I ever gave Mother; I just wish Janice could have joined us.
Joining Art as he traveled on his many business trips left my colleagues joking about whether I was in or out on a daily basis. We went to San Diego, Boston, New York City, New Orleans, and Laguna Beach—just during the month of September. We flew to Boston one weekend in October and went to New York City the following weekend. We saw beautiful fall foliage and two Broadway plays and were loving it, but this much jet setting was a bit more than our aging bodies could handle.
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In addition to my travels with Art and because Mother was encouraging Janice and me to strengthen our relationship (Mother knew her years were numbered and felt we would need each other to depend upon), my sister and I began traveling together. Mother said Janice and I were the only ones that would ever truly understand Mother and Daddy like we did. She said there would be a day when we were the only two that shared our family history, the only two that shared our family's common memories of joys and sadness. She was right—we kept our parents alive through our memories while forming a beautiful relationship. Janice is my best friend. I would love for that to happen with Gina and Christy.
Janice and I took our first trip to London and Paris in January of 1998. Apprehensive since this was our first trip together, she took her daughter, Gretchen, and I invited Gina. It was a wonderful trip excepting a few minor catastrophes. For example, I went to curl my hair in our London hotel after Gina attached the transformer and said it was good to go. I smelled burning after I started to curl a huge hunk of bangs, learning immediately that the transformer was installed incorrectly. I will always remember the pain and smell! A cleaning lady outside our room thought we'd started a fire so we assured her that I was the only one on fire. At least my hair was easy to manage for the rest of the trip since the entire front was singed! I quickly recovered and we proceeded to have a terrific time investigating London. We next took the Chunnel train to Paris where, upon arrival, I was distraught to find I'd lost all my travel checks. Gina, lacking empathy, couldn't understand why I was so upset; she said I could just get money from an ATM and American Express would reimburse our traveler's checks. I didn't quite understand how ATMs functioned, but, nonetheless, followed her advice. As I continued to worry, Gina, who can be described as "sometimes bossy," warned me not to say another word. When I returned to the US, American Express refunded part of my money within three months and the remaining money a few weeks later. I learned to never leave home without American Express! A highlight of the trip was when Gina and I went to the top of the Eiffel Tower. I'd seen it many times, but never from the top.
A few weeks after the trip, Art received a request to provide financial lectures on the Island Princess. Even though I'd hardly returned to work, we felt we couldn't miss an opportunity to cruise from Singapore to Bombay (now called Mumbai) so we packed and didn't look back. As if that wasn't enough, we added five more days to the trip so we could spend more time in Singapore and India. We spent the two nights before boarding the ship in Singapore's Regent Hotel, and after those accommodations were glad to find we had a reasonably sized room on-board. It was no suite, but it was sure beat our Panama Canal dungeon.
We stopped in Kuala Lumpur, Penang, Maldives Islands, and Phuket, Thailand (Phuket offered the best shopping) then entered India in what I found to be the run-down, dirty city of Madras. We next visited Cochin, followed by Goa. I had a scare in Cochin during one of our tours. Art took pictures while I wandered around. When we were to meet at the bus, Art wasn't there. Our guide waited ten minutes in the heat while everyone became irritated until I told the driver to leave without him. He was a big boy and could find his own way home. I was so upset with him and decided then and there that if he didn't make the boat (scheduled to sail in only 30 minutes), I would kill him! He made it. Art claims that he wasn't listening (certainly within his character) when the driver announced the bus would leave from a different location than the drop-off area. He claims he returned at the correct time, but didn't see our bus so found a later bus returning to the ship. They let him on their bus, but he had to sit at the very front and it was, in his opinion, a harrowing return ride. I guess I was fortunate to get him back.
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Goa was a beautiful city designed for tourists and the wealthy. While there, we saw the Church of St. Francis Xavier where St. Francis' remains are encased in glass and silver. His body never decomposed leaving him a leathery corpse—quite a sight to see. The Vatican severed one of his arms post-mortem to display in Rome and another of his arm bones is on display in Macau.
Sita, the guide who arranged for our extra five days in India, met us in Bombay. We shopped a little then flew to New Delhi on Jet Airways where another guide took us to the gorgeous Taj Palace Hotel where we rested and then went exploring. Words cannot begin to describe the magnificent Taj Mahal; it was the most beautiful place I saw in my entire life. We spent almost a whole day there and didn't return to Bombay until five days later.
If it hadn't been for our guide, we may have never returned from Bombay because of the pure chaos at the airport. I didn't think we would make our plane, but our guide successfully worked the system. One aspect of India that I never forgot was the driving. It requires excellent brakes and a horn. There are no seatbelts and when I asked about them, our guide looked at me like I was crazy and said: "In a country of 900 million, a person’s life is worth nothing.” I guess driving is a population control method. I also learned that Indians have a special gift for salesmanship; they don't give up until Americans buy something! Beggars abounded everywhere—seeing children with gross deformities was heartbreaking. I witnessed poverty like never before and was overwhelmed by the military violence inflicted on those they considered lower classes. I was definitely a naïve American. It was a trip I would never forget, but, oh, was it good to get home! Staying at home, though, wouldn't last.
We went all-out and purchased our final travel trailer, a Holiday Rambler. It was super-big and nice. We joined the Sun City RV Club and took some great trips with the club, but, unfortunately, didn't use the trailer as much as we wanted. One of our first trips was taking Joe and Dylan to Disneyland and our first stop was in Barstow for gas and food. The boys and I went in and ordered at IHOP, our food came, we almost finished eating, and Art still hadn't arrived. I sent Joe to check on Grandpa and he returned saying: “He's not there. Do you think he left without us?” I assured Joe that if that happened there would be a dead grandpa! I directed the boys to stay in the restaurant while I went out to check. Sure enough, I found him. Art was behind the gas station, standing near a beat-up truck, and talking to two men. Art had backed into their truck and they were trying to settle on a price Art would pay them for damages. I'm not sure how they defined damage—it was damaged everywhere before Art hit it. Art gave them $100 and we left town as soon as possible.
The excitement continued when we reached the campground near Knott’s Berry Farm where we'd reserved a spot. Art dropped me off so I could ask where we should park, he turned a corner, and ran directly into the campground sign. Apparently, this had happened before so the campground personnel were nice and didn't make us pay for the sign. The boys really enjoyed Disney this time as well as
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Knott’s Berry Farm. We met the Noser’s at the famous Knott’s Berry Farm chicken restaurant and talked all evening while the boys played with toys on the floor. Even years later Mary Jo Noser commented on how good our grandsons were that evening. Those boys could really impress you when they wanted.
We also took Gina and her boys to San Diego one time in the travel trailer. One night after using the campground restroom, I walked into another trailer just like ours wearing my robe. I was so embarrassed, but the people just laughed and offered me a drink. Our next RV trip was scenic, chilly, and fun. We went to Utah and Colorado with Keith and Jackie Howie and found the 4-wheeling delightful. We loved taking the trailer out and always wondered why we waited so long between trips. I guess we were just too busy with all our other travels.
I submitted retirement papers in September 1998 after 19 years with the district. I'd pre-bought five extra years of retirement after my first year in the district based on my previous teaching positions so my benefits were based on 24 years of service in Las Vegas. I always regretted not working one more year to make it a full 20. District personnel received beautiful pins after surviving 20 years, but Art said it wasn't worth it and told me he would buy me a pin that would be nicer than what the district provided.
In my final evaluation, Sid Franklin (my boss and an assistant superintendent) wrote:
"Overall, Connie Geldbach has been an excellent administrator, role model, resource, and leader in her position as Director of Pupil Personnel Services. The Clark County School District is losing a valuable employee. I commend Connie and wish her the very best in her retirement."
I left with mixed feelings. Despite taxing work and long hours (often from 7 AM to 10 PM on evenings when there were board meetings), I really enjoyed my job. I spent my time mediating with principals who were unhappy with troublesome students, yet still found the job incredibly rewarding. I was honored with a retirement party at Horizon East High School attended by people from around the district. I was also recognized with a plaque from the special education department thanking me for my support of their students. I received personal letters from the superintendent (Dr. Cram), the board president, and Lois Tarkanian (a board member whose husband was UNLV's famous basketball coach). It was a true honor to receive appreciation for my contributions to education. Christy always described me as the woman who would expel someone's kid and receive a thank you note from the parent a few weeks later. I suppose I was pretty good at mediating.
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I felt a little sorry for myself after retirement. I'd framed my ego around my position and had really enjoyed the paycheck. Christy reminded me that I might not make as much money, but I would receive a monthly check the rest of my life for doing nothing. That definitely proved true; I earned more money in retirement than I had while working. I remember attending a year-end luncheon with my former colleagues the spring after I retired. They rushed in, grabbed something to eat, look burned out, and dreaded their next meeting. That's when I told Art: "Am I ever glad I'm out of that grueling schedule!" Retirement was good.
In August Gina and Christy's families surprised us with a huge party at Gina’s house to celebrate my retirement, our 40th wedding anniversary, and Art’s 60th birthday. It was a fantastic! Art’s brother’s family arrived from St. Louis, my mother came from Oregon, and many of our long-time friends traveled from out of town. Plus, we had friends from the church, neighborhood, and school district at the party. Those who couldn't come sent cards, pictures, and letters documenting shared memories; Christy collected these as well as party pictures and memorabilia into a beautiful scrapbook. Over 100 people attended making it one of the most special nights of our lives. We always appreciated the work the girls did to make it a night to remember.
I needed to keep busy the first few months of retirement to help with the transition so I flew from Las Vegas, Gretchen Keeler flew from Northridge, and Christy and Mother flew from Portland to Anchorage on Labor Day. There, we caught a train heading for an Alaskan cruise. This was Mother's first cruise and Gretchen's first time in Alaska. Christy was six months pregnant so couldn't travel far; Gretchen was her roommate. We had a wonderful time (though Christy was bossy) on what was one of the last cruises of the season. I forewarned Mother to dress warmly, but quickly realized she'd not packed anything appropriate. We shared every warm clothing item we brought with her and bought her sweatshirts in every port.
This was my first realization that Mother was losing mental ground. She could never find our room so we couldn't leave her alone. Blessedly, there were three of us to assist her. Gretchen proved indispensable because she'd been through this with her parents; she was always fantastic with elderly and infirmed people. I was in denial—insisting Mother must understand everything. Upon returning home, Janice and I talked about Mother's deterioration and decided to dispense with our attempts to ignore the problem. We talked Mother into selling her home and moving into a nice assisted living complex where many of her friends lived.
1998 brought us a special Christmas gift—our third grandson, Ryan Michael Keeler—weighing in on December 18 at 6 pounds and 6 ounces. He must have wanted to celebrate Christmas since Mike and Christy expected him in January. Art and I planned to be in Eugene when Ryan was born, but couldn't arrive immediately given the early birth. Christy and Mike, like Gina and Brent, wanted just the two of them to experience Ryan’s birth so it was a good thing we hadn't arrived. We left right after Christmas and drove to Eugene to meet our cute little grandson. Christy and Mike were absolutely thrilled. Art could only stay a few days, but I stayed through January to give a helping hand. Christy was a busy University of Oregon doctoral student in educational technology and working as a graduate assistant. Ryan slowed her studies a bit, but Spencer put them on a temporary hold a year-and-a-half later. Even with a new husband and the babies, she stuck it through to the end and earned the right to be called "doctor."
With Janice, Mother, Gina, and Dylan
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Greece
The Kissing Camel
Istanbul
Ephesus with Brent
While I was still in Eugene after Ryan's arrival, the local Alpha Delta Kappa chapter, an educational sorority to which Christy and I belonged, had a baby shower for her and had me present a program on alternative schools in Las Vegas. It was a great meeting attended by several of her nice friends. I had a great time with Mike, Christy, and Ryan that was only improved when Janice, Jim, and Mother came to meet him. Mother planned to return to Las Vegas with me for a month-long stay (she couldn't travel alone at that point) and I remember spending hours looking for her purse at the Keeler house. She was constantly hiding it in different places and then having no idea where she left it.
Mother and I took the long, cold drive to Las Vegas stopping only one night just past Reno to eat, gamble a bit, and fall asleep. I spent the next morning hunting for Mother’s purse and cursing how many places there are in hotel rooms to hide small objects. She spent the month of February with us during which time Art and I spent the entire month hunting for her purse and medications. I'm sure I hurt her feelings when I would get so upset with her and tell her to always put everything in one place. Every morning she would write down everyone’s name and study it. It was heartbreaking to watch her deteriorate.
Her sister Nelle was still alive and living in a Salvation Army high-rise apartment so Gina and I drove Mother to Phoenix so they could visit. This would be about Mother's fourth trip to see Nelle and would be her last. She was delighted to see her sister and impressed with Nelle’s high-rise living conditions even though it was in the worst part of the city, enclosed with a high metal fence, and designed for indigent senior citizens. Mother thought she'd like to live there, but Janice and I told her over and over that they'd not even accept her. We never imagined Mother had half-a-million dollars in the bank, but we knew she had more than the Salvation Army would allow for their residents. I guess the grass always looks greener on the other side. The trip was difficult on Mother and left us worried about getting her back to Oregon. The airlines (again, pre-9/11) allowed me to take her in a wheelchair right to her seat on the flight; Janice picked her up on the other side. Janice was really upset with me when Mother returned to Portland and was ill. Janice put her to bed immediately and even worried Mother wouldn't make it through the night, but Mother rallied and was able to move to the assisted living facility. This was the last time Mother visited Las Vegas. It may be selfish, but I am so happy I had that last month with her in my home.
Mother's new living arrangement continued to suit her needs for about six months at which point the complex's coordinator called Janice to let her know that Mother's condition was deteriorating rapidly. They could no longer care for her properly. Janice found a great foster care program where Mother had her own room and bath. It was a regular house with 24-hour in-home group nursing support. Her caretakers would even take her to a senior center for Alzheimer care weekly while Mother was still able.
She lived with four other patients who she began to think were her brothers and sisters. In fact, she forgot that Janice and I were her daughters insisting instead that we were her sisters. Janice and I got a kick out of that. Mother had one angelic sister and another who was quite a handful. Sometimes when we visited, Janice would be the good sister and I would be the bad. The next time, it reversed. We teased each other mercilessly about which of us would be the bad one each time. Mother, still very articulate, also convinced the staff that she'd been married four times and she told Janice and I that she had a son. She was so convincing that Janice and I questioned if we really had a brother out there somewhere. It was so difficult to watch dementia engulf Mother. We wanted her back so much, but her mind had already left us. We had to accept that the Mother we'd known was gone; we had to love and appreciate her as she was. That is definitely easier to say than to do. I wanted my Mother back.
The Pyramids
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Myrtle Beach with Carol and Jerry Pope
Holly Berry
Tahitian Dinner with the Kistler's
I felt guilty for not helping Janice who'd taken on all the responsibility and care for Mother. Art made me feel a bit better when he told me that Janice had the best years of Mother and Daddy’s lives, too. They'd lived by each other since in 1979 so my parents were able to watch Janice's children grow. Mother also helped when Janice was working. I still appreciate all that Janice did for our parents and now regret that I didn't have that time with them. They were lucky to have each other.
Since Christy lived in Eugene during the time of Mother's ailing health, she visited her a great deal and would even take meals for Mother's freezer. One time, Christy took her a quiche and on the next visit, Mother told her how much she'd enjoyed the pie... with ice cream a la mode! Well, she did always love desserts. In fact, we started ordering her pie when we would go out to dinner because that's what she really wanted anyway. I flew to Portland every six weeks, and when convenient brought Joe, Dylan, and Gina. Mother's family was her life and her family surrounded her during her last days. She passed away on August 29, 2002 at the age of 86. She was an incredible mother, grandmother, and great-grandmother.
I will always miss my parents and look back on my life realizing how fortunate I was. Babies can't select their parents; some of us just get lucky. I was one of the lucky ones. Did my parents have faults? Of course, but those were far outweighed by their unending love, kindness, and support. I'd never have accomplished what I did in life without their support. I remember the day I actually grew up. All my life I knew there would never be anything too big or too bad that my Daddy couldn't fix—he could fix everything. I grew up the day I realized Daddy could no longer protect me. I was on my own; my generation was in charge. This didn't happen when I was 20; it happened when I was 50 years old.
Mother and Daddy always saved money. Every Friday evening Daddy would cash his check and put a certain amount into savings and investments. It wasn't much, but he never missed a week. I'm not sure, but part of their motivation may have been the free gifts offered by their bank (I think every one of our appliances came from the bank). Also, Mother and Daddy were never extravagant and always lived as if they were poor. They were products of the depression and afraid to even spend pennies. That's why it surprised Janice and me to discover Mother died with $500,000. I'm sure she never understood how well off she was—she didn't even think she could afford new curtains! Janice and I enjoyed growing as friends while using the inheritance. We called it our travel money and used it for our trips together. I shared some of my money with Gina and Christy. Gina used hers to finish her backyard and Christy bought a piano to remember her grandmother and saved the rest for the future. We all profited from mother’s frugality.
Art and I took Gina and Brent on a cruise to Istanbul and Greece right after the Alaskan cruise (Christy's family couldn't go because she was pregnant with my third grandson). The Halls flew to Ohio where Grandma Hall watched the boys while they were on track break from school. Barbara later admitted, as do most grandparents, that the kids were much better behaved when their parents weren't around. Art and I flew to Istanbul from San Diego where we'd been at a conference. While he was paying for the taxi in Istanbul I
Skiing with Gina and Brent
With Janice at the Magic Kingdom
Rome
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I Saw Penguins!
The Atlantis Hotel with Janice in Nassau
Hawaii with the Keeler's
started to check in at the hotel. The front desk person searched and searched and I realized something must be wrong when he called the manager. Apparently, the hotel was full and our travel agent booked our stay starting the next night. Exhausted after the long flight, I asked if we could just sleep on the lobby sofas; the manager said that wouldn't be necessary. He found us a room the size of a broom closet (quite the contrast to the suite we booked for the ship). The manager told us they would move our luggage to our assigned room the next day. We just needed to pack it, leave it in the room, and go sightseeing during the day. When we returned to the Inter-Continental Hotel that evening, we could not believe our room! It was on the concierge floor in a huge suite with chocolates, fruit, flowers, and champagne. It was definitely worth the wait in the broom closet.
Gina and Brent arrived on the correct date and were placed in what we were sure was our broom closet. Due to our premature arrival, Art and I spent three (instead of two) days touring the city. It was perfect because we all found Istanbul to be fabulous. One night we even crossed between Asia and Europe via the Bosphorus Bridge. Art and Brent loved the attention of the belly dancers and Gina and I reveled in buying "junk" at the Grand Bazaar. Gina bought a belly dancer costume, but I didn't think buying one would fit my personality. The hotel delivered our luggage to the ship on the third day while we spent most of the day walking and buying at the spice market. I bought enough saffron for ten years!
A taxi delivered us to the port, but wasn't able to drive us all the way to the ship so we had to walk about a half mile carrying our treasures. That was the end of our struggles until the end of the cruise. We were on the Marco Polo, a small ship accommodating only 300 passengers, and staying in the most beautiful suite we ever saw on a cruise. It had a full bedroom and bath with a large living room including two sofas, four chairs, and a bar. We did lots of entertaining in that huge room and each time guests arrived, a butler served canapés and a bartender served drinks at no additional cost. We thought we were big stuff! Gina and Brent had a regular room, but spent lots of time with us.
Our first port was Kusadasi, the entry point for Ephesus. There are no words to describe the impressiveness of Ephesus, Turkey's major archeological site. We next visited Rhodes, Greece on a trip designed to see multiple archeological sites. We traveled down the Greek coastline to Santorini, Oeta, and Delos. Next, we took a bus to Delphi from Mykonos, spent the night in a ski lodge, and then drove to Napulia where we stayed in a hotel near a beautiful cathedral that lit the city at night. From there, we visited Mycenia, a 4000-year-old civilization, and travelled to Athens where we stayed in the Hilton Hotel nicely situated by all the cultural sites where Gina and I did our usual pastime, shopping. Of course, the first place we saw in Athens was the Acropolis. We spent our final fun-filled night with the Halls at Sissifos Taverna located in the Plaka area—eating, drinking, and even trying our hands at Greek dancing. Gina and Brent left the next day to retrieve their boys while Art and I headed to Egypt. We sent our souvenirs home with Gina and Brent, making them look like packhorses as they boarded the plane. It was a wonderful trip.
Art and I left Athens on Egyptian Air and arrived late in the day in Cairo. Sita World Tours arranged the trip and had a guide and driver meet us at the airport. They took us right to our hotel, the Mecca House Oberoi Hotel; it stands right at the foot of the Giza Pyramids and once was a palace to King Farouk. Our guide spent the next few days shuttling us all over Cairo. One of the most interesting tours was to the national museum exhibiting treasures from King Tut’s tomb. Another memorable experience was watching Art ride a camel at the pyramids; I declined the privilege because camels are a nuisance and they like to spit. We returned to the pyramids one evening to view a dynamic light and sound show. From Cairo, we flew to Luxor where we stayed in a beautiful hotel, The Winter Palace.
There was a terrorist attack on a group of German tourists visiting the pyramids six months before our trip and, sadly, our Cairo guide had lost two friends in it. To ensure safety, soldiers patrolled every street corner in Luxor and all the tombs in the Valley of the Kings. We had to empty our pockets, take off shoes, and be frisked to get into our hotel. We also always
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had to leave our room key at the front desk when we went out. I sure felt safe in Egypt! We visited many tombs (with many pictures to prove it), but didn't see Queen Nefertiti's tomb. We didn't know that visiting her required permission, a process taking three weeks. Other than that, my only disappointment was that we didn't take a boat ride down the Nile River; there just wasn't enough time. We left Egypt impressed with everything except the unbelievable smog and flew to Rome.
No guide met us in Rome, stranding us at the airport because of a major transportation strike. We finally found a man who would take a van of people into Rome (quite a distance) for a price. He probably earned his yearly wage during that strike! We stayed in the Hotel Barocco located at the Palazzo Barberini. It was a great location with easy metro access. Plus, the hotel served the best European breakfasts ever. We saw Rome through different eyes this time since we weren't dragging around children. Art and I loved it, but he said I almost killed him when I made him walk from the Vatican to the Colosseum (I always loved walking). Our trip was finally ending. We'd enjoyed every place we visited and were so happy to have seen Istanbul, Greece, Egypt, and Rome on what was truly a trip of a lifetime.
Our busy travel schedule continued with a cruise to the beautiful and impressive Tahiti with Len and Joan Kristler. Plus, we visited Art’s sister in Myrtle Beach, a tradition we repeated every spring because Art loved their golf courses. We also went to a conference on the Big Island in Hawaii joined by Christy, Mike, and little Ryan. We had a wonderful time and when Art strolled across the stage carrying Ryan when receiving his award, everyone got a big kick out of Grandpa and baby!
We lost Holly Berry that year and I pined for another female schnauzer. We found a puppy who looked a lot like our previous schnauzers and had her join our two-person family in Sun City. Art said it cost him $2000 to install a fence, purchase the dog, and buy all the other dog paraphernalia so he named her 2-K. I called her Tokay.
My travels didn't stop. Janice always loved Disney so talked me into going with her. We stayed in the Disneyland Hotel (far too expensive for what it is) and did everything. She was so adventuresome risking Space Mountain and the Matterhorn several times. She talked me onto the ride that takes you up and drops you instantly—definitely a one-time thing for me. Two old ladies can really enjoy that place!
Next, we joined the Halls in Park City for a ski trip; her boys loved to ski and snowboard. Art and Gina, as usual, went timeshare hunting and Art ended up purchasing a timeshare from the very hotel where we were staying. It was an ideal apartment with two bedrooms, a living room with a pullout bed, two baths, and a nice kitchen and eating area—certainly adequate for six people. The indoor pool delighted the boys who were swimming like fish by that time and the accommodations even included a continental breakfast each morning, underground parking, and buses to the ski areas. Art and I joined them there during several winters, and the Halls spent much time in the area.
Gretchen, Janice, Andrew, and Gina
Iguazu Falls, Brazil/Argentina
Riding with Sled Dogs in Lake Louise
118
Art and I flew to Santiago, Chile the first day of January 2000. Everyone thought we were crazy to fly that day because TV channels claimed the country would fall prey to a programming glitch, called Y2K, bringing all computers to a halt that day. We had no trouble, but the people flying over the next few days had lots of delays. We toured Santiago a few days before our 17-day cruise and ultimately saw a lot of Chile, rounded the Cape of Magellan, visited many parts of Argentina, Falkland Islands, and Paraguay, and ended in Buenos Aires. It was interesting to experience weather vacillating from very warm to very cold in a matter of days. The cruise was fantastic, especially the penguins, and I was in my element—a suite on a cruise ship.
Christy and Mike blessed us with our fourth grandson, Spencer Geldbach Keeler, who arrived on May 29, 2000 and weighed in at 6 pounds, 8 ounces. I loved watching him grow from an absolute doll to handsome young man. Christy wanted me to come to Eugene a month before the baby was born to help babysit Ryan, but I only made it a week before his birth... just in time to witness his entry into the world. It was as exciting and precious as watching Dylan’s birth. I am so grateful my daughters let me participate in those boys' births; seeing them born was amazing beyond imagination. I had an added treat because Christy and Mike had been anxiously awaiting Ryan's first steps. He would stand, but not walk. The first night I had him by myself, he took those steps. I think Christy and Mike were disappointed they didn't see it, but Ryan knew a good deal and decided to walk for Grandma.
Art hadn't seen his newest grandson so he and I drove the trailer to Eugene a few months later. In addition to acquainting Grandpa with Spencer, we helped Mike and Christy paint and decorate their lovely new house. The suburban home was in a brand new neighborhood. It had three bedrooms, a huge upstairs game room, a living/dining room area, den, and nice-sized kitchen downstairs, and a huge backyard (big enough to build another house). Our trip back to Las Vegas found us driving down the beautiful Oregon coastline to Mendocino, California during gorgeous weather. It was no surprise Christy loved living in that area. The driving was challenging, but Art handled it without incident.
A few weeks after returning by trailer, Joe and I flew to Oregon. Christy and Mike had a tent trailer and took us camping in a remote area known for its hot springs. We hiked to the springs only to find most of the women were topless. I felt terrible taking Joe there, but he loved the warm water and didn't seem to mind. I conveniently didn't tell his mother where we went.
Art and I next flew to Calgary, Canada and drove to Lake Louise for a week. We skied beautiful slopes and took a dogsled ride through unbelievable scenery. From Canada, we flew to Utah and joined the Halls in Park City. Grandma could not keep up with her grandsons anymore when it came to skiing; they only found me when they were hungry. I'm proud of their ability to ski, and am sad they transferred their skiing prowess to snowboarding. One evening we took a horse-drawn sleigh ride with the Halls to a western restaurant in the mountains. Despite the fact it was freezing, we had a great time.
We continued to travel to Myrtle Beach to golf, fish, and eat succulent seafood with Art's sister and brother-in-law. We even went deep-sea fishing, but the fish won. Jerry was quite a cook and regaled us with amazing fried fish on those nights we didn't eat at seafood restaurants. Several alligators frequented the lakes on the golf course, apparently because their human friends fed them marshmallows. We were likely to lose a hand if we went after our balls in the water so I kept my distance from those lakes!
We visited Nassau again and stayed in the famous Atlantis Hotel on Paradise Island—one of nicest hotels in the world in my opinion. I loved it and didn't even have to leave the grounds to enjoy myself.
Adventure continued when we spent the Thanksgiving holiday in Oregon with Christy’s family. The six of us drove to Tigard to spend Thanksgiving Day with Mother and Janice’s family, but we didn't see much of Mother who was in the hospital with a broken hip. A benefit of her dementia was that she couldn't remember breaking her hip so was up right away. Mother loved my visits because she thought I was her older sister (the good one, of course).
Janice and I decided to try another trip with our daughters so headed to Bavaria for two weeks. Again, Christy couldn't join us because of the new baby. Gina, an exceptionally good autobahn driver (perhaps because she was used to driving fast fire trucks), was our official driver and Gretchen was the map-reader. It was before GPS and Gina and Gretchen fought like cats and dogs when it came to navigating European roads. We did, however, do a good job locating hotels, famous sights, restaurants, and shopping.
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While in Germany, we had an overnight visit with the Schupp’s in their lovely home. Then, we drove the Romantic Road stopping in Rothenberg, Füssen, all the castles and churches along the way, and Salzburg. We even stopped in Ramstein on our way to Frankfurt (that's where Gina would catch her plane home). We visited our Schrollbach neighborhood and couldn't believe what they'd done to the house! Someone painted a desert scene on the garage door—certainly out of German character. We also went on base where we saw our old apartment and Gina’s school; plus, we shopped at the BX (base exchange). It was a highlight for Gina to see her old stomping grounds.
Gina flew home and Janice, Gretchen, and I continued by train to Paris where Andrew was living in an old, unique part of city. We stuffed the four of us (including Andy) into that tiny apartment. He took us on a walk around town one evening with plans to take the metro back, but we walked until after the metro stopped for the night. Andy wore us out taking us on what felt like the Bataan Death March back to his apartment, probably 10 miles! Fortunately, we left Paris the next day. The good news was that we saw some interesting parts of the city that few tourists have the dubious pleasure of ever seeing.
Back at home, Gina was involved again in legally challenging the fire department. It was not easy being a woman in a man’s world and definitely not easy being the poster child for what some felt was forced change. Her EEOC (U.S. Equal Employment Opportunity Commission) case advanced to the Department of Justice in Washington D.C. for investigation where she hoped the federal government would pursue the case as an example of widespread discrimination instead of focusing on her department's issues. Unfortunately, her 1996 case eventually took over twelve years to settle. She documented her struggles in “Firegal... Rising from the Ashes,” a book depicting the injustices, lawsuit, and what it took to find empowerment and success despite the disparate treatment.
Top Left: Visiting Machu Picchu
Top Right: Scenery of Antarctica
Bottom Left: Cover of Gina's Book
Bottom Center: Our Cruise Ship in Norway
Bottom Right: Egypt with the Sphinx
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Top (London): High Tea at Harrod's, Tower Bridge
Bottom: Rickshaw Ride in Beijing; Hong Kong Pagoda
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Life Continues after Retirement: 2001 - 2005
Terrorists shook the United States on September 11, 2001 when they flew airplanes into the Twin Towers of New York City, the Pentagon in Washington, D.C., and a field in Stonycreek Township, Pennsylvania. Art and I stayed in the Marriott Hotel attached between the two towers just a month before that shocking act of terror. We'd even been to a cocktail party on the 81st floor of the South Tower, the first to collapse. At the time of the attack, we were in a Chicago hotel witnessing the second plane hit the tower on television in real time. It was such a shock, barely comprehensible. Scheduled to leave Chicago that day, we checked out of our hotel and headed to the financial meeting Art was attending. Of course, everyone was speechless and wanted to return home to their families, but all U.S. flights were grounded. Additionally, all high-profile cities and military locations in the country, including Chicago, Las Vegas, and Nellis AFB, were on high alert, fully expecting more attacks. The company sponsoring Art's conference loaned a group of men from California a car so they could start driving home immediately. Our hotel let us extend our stay, but we were unlikely to catch a flight for quite some time. Fortunately, the conference organizers were also able to locate a rental car for us (they were quite difficult to find because so many people were stranded) so we could leave Chicago the next day for our four-day drive home. With all the emotional devastation in the country, it was a relief to see God’s beauty in Aspen—Colorado's high country. Every American remembers what they were doing on 9/11 just like those who were living during the assassinations of John and Robert Kennedy and Martin Luther King, the return of our Vietnam American prisoners, the moon landing, and the tragic Challenger flight. This just seemed much worse because it affected and threatened everyone in the country. Everyone knew someone who lost a loved one. Las Vegas lost a high school teacher and a pilot on that day. It is a tragic part of our history, and one no one will ever forget. In 2014 while visiting New York City, Gina, Christy, and I were able to visit the monument built to memorialize those who died on that terrible day.
The Three Gorges Dam under Construction
Walking on the Great Wall of China
Art and I were scheduled to leave on a 27-day trip to Southeast Asia on October 11, 2001, a trip planned long before September of that year. We took the trip despite international concern and were so glad we did—it was a trip of a lifetime! We treated ourselves by flying first-class on China Air to Beijing where we met our Grand Circle Travel group and stayed at the Jing Guang Hotel. We saw Tiananmen Square, the Forbidden City, and, of course, the Great Wall before flying to Shanghai. It was during the APEC (Asia-Pacific Economic Cooperation) conference and though we didn't see President George Bush, we were staying in the Shanghai Hilton Hotel with Colin Powell and the British and Australian Prime Ministers. What a nuisance! Guards searched us every time we entered the hotel and every time we stepped in an elevator. It didn't stop us from enjoying Shanghai, but it was a pain in the neck.
From there, we boarded a small riverboat for a five-day trip down the Yangtze River (they were building the Three Gorges Dam) and then took a land trip to
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Our next stop was Hong Kong, a thriving city with lots of western similarities. It felt like returning to the States. When Janice Stromberg and I visited Hong Kong in 1989, the country was still under British rule. Many worried that when its sovereignty transferred to China in 1997, the country would rapidly decline. Just the opposite... Hong Kong was more modern than ever. We stayed in the Hong Kong Hotel and feasted on our first American meal with our fellow travelers at the Hard Rock Café. I'd never tasted a better hamburger! We spent our time sightseeing and shopping. Art was happy to find a tailor who could make him a suit and several shirts all in one day.
The Hilton International Hotel in Bangkok was the first place we encountered anti-American sentiment. The hotel displayed a flower arrangement featuring 9/11 with a message saying the attack was well deserved. None of the Americans said anything, but a British woman became upset and made hotel personnel remove it. I thought the area was primarily Buddhist, not realizing Bangkok had such a high Muslim population. We also witnessed anti-American feelings throughout other parts of Thailand including their bazaars. This was quite different from our experiences in China and Hong Kong where many natives approached us to say how sorry they were about the attacks. Despite its prejudices, I liked Bangkok—a fascinating city with absolutely beautiful temples and buildings.
We gave ourselves a treat one night after one of our travel companions recommended we eat at the renowned Le Normandie, a French restaurant in the Oriental Hotel. The cost made our eyes water, but the ambience and food quality were fabulous. We also traveled along the fascinating Floating Market where boats sell everything from food to clothes. That's where Art and I bought a handmade cabinet directly from its carpenter (who shipped it home for us). That day ended with an elephant ride—definitely better than riding a camel—leaving us on a high. We'd bought out China, Hong Kong, and Bangkok (probably because the items were unavailable in the U.S.) purchasing and shipping home handmade clothes, exquisite jewelry, artistic silk rugs, the gorgeous cabinet, and a beautiful Chinese screen. I always thought our last trip would be our best, but China was right up there at the top of the list. What a wonderful experience.
2001 brought a major change to our family dynamics. Mike was forced into a career change when his computer company met the dot-bomb era leaving him without a job. He'd expressed
At the Floating Market
Art with the Yang Kefa, Founder of the Terra Cotta Soldiers
Dinner at La Normandie
Chongqing where I absolutely loved watching panda bears entertain us. Our trip continued to Xian, the Royal Garden Hotel, and the Terracotta Soldiers. I thought it was a rather long day, but Art was in his element as evidenced by his 1,000 pictures. He even took his picture with a farmer who claimed to have discovered the soldiers. Guilin, absolutely breathtaking (and now in my element), was next on the itinerary. We spent a full day on the Li River, the setting of many beautiful Chinese paintings.
All our meals were included in the tour package. Art didn't especially like Chinese food, but I devoured it all (especially the rice). On a day visit along the Li River, Art went to the restroom and returned to the table warning me to quit eating immediately—they were dumping sewage into the same river where they were washing dishes! I believe some of my subsequent health problems may be the result of those Chinese meals. The Chinese served meals on large lazy Susans centered on round tables. Each person was supposed to just take a little of each item, but Americans tended to prefer only specific items. Unfortunately, restaurants wouldn't replace dishes when they were gone so Art learned to sit right where his preferred foods were located. He was one of those tourists who took more than his fair share. One night on the ship during cocktail hour, I brought trail mix with M&M’s to share with our American friends. They were like locusts; devouring them instantly. Art was adamant—I was not to bring out another bag—it was his horde! Fortunately, he didn't starve to death.
Buying Our Cabinet
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Mike was Art's proverbial indentured servant for about eight years while learning how to manage and run a successful business. Art may not have always been the easiest person to work with, but Mike prevailed through the arduous process and went on to become successful on his own. He even became one of the first financial planners in Nevada to earn his Certified Financial Planner certification. Art retired in 2009 and sold the business and office to Mike and Christy. Mike continued to do well, earning his way into the High Producers Club each year and took home the Office of the Year Award in 2011. A great benefit of Mike being in the business was that we could travel to conferences together (like when Christy's family joined Art and I at conference in Maui). While Art and Mike attended meetings, Christy relaxed in the sun and I watched the boys—perfect for everyone.
Christy and Mike purchased a new home about six years after moving to Las Vegas, a move that made a tremendous difference. Chaos was the weekend norm in their previous 1,800 square foot house. Even with four bedrooms, Christy never had personal space because the boys wanted to be where she was. Their new 4,700 square foot home had a huge family area downstairs, large playroom upstairs, and a much bigger yard for the dogs. Christy and Mike each had their own home offices and there was a gigantic master bedroom on the first floor. Everyone had room to stretch and keep their toys so the new home decreased weekend pressures considerably.
Around this time, Joe, still attending New Horizons Academy, invited me to join him on his class field trip to Washington, D.C. Gina, Brent, and I were chaperones and Dylan came along for the ride. We had so much fun doing and seeing everything and the kids were terrific so they didn't really need me as a chaperone. The cherry blossoms were in full bloom and the area was beautiful, especially during our evening boat tour on the Potomac River where Dylan was my dance partner. New Horizons was a great school for Joe. His academics improved remarkably, he learned to love school, and he made very good friends. One of his friends invited him on lots of excursions, including hanging out in their private luxury suite/box at the Las Vegas Speedway.
Joe's sport interest transferred to motorcycles where he found as much talent as he had on skateboards, snowmobiles, and snowboards. His outstanding coordination always made him quite the athlete. Joe demonstrated his motorcycle expertise at one of Ryan’s birthday parties entertaining the many spell-struck boys.
My Elephant Adventure
Maui 2003
Joe at New Horizons Academy
Dancing with Dylan in D.C.
interest in financial planning when talking with Art over the years (Mike was an economics major in college and his father was also a financial planner) so Art, who was in the process of selling the business, decided to hold off on the pending sale and invite Mike to join GFS & Associates. Mike liked the idea so Art suggested Mike, Christy, and the boys remain in Eugene while Christy tried to finish as much of her Ph.D. as possible and Mike studied for and took the exams the business required. It worked well because Christy was a great taskmaster when it came to helping him study and they were able to enjoy a bit more time in their newly-built home in a city they loved.
Art and I, as usual, went house hunting and found something we thought would be perfect for them. It was similar to their Eugene home in square footage, but not quite as family-friendly. Plus, the new yard was like a patio compared to the one in Oregon. Mike and Christy took a virtual tour of the house, but basically purchased it sight-unseen. They relocated to Las Vegas in the spring, just before Spencer's first birthday. I was delighted to have Christy, Mike, and my youngest grandsons in Las Vegas. Christy and Mike were not as crazy over the change, especially the heat of the summer. Christy loved Eugene and the scenery of Oregon and hated leaving her friends, new house, and the university to return to a city she never really liked.
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Dylan changed schools under interesting circumstances. Gina read a memo at work that invited firefighters and police personnel to have their children apply for a scholarship to Alexander Dawson Prep School, an exclusive elementary school costing the exorbitant tuition of $12,000 per year. The scholarship was the school’s way of honoring firefighters and police personnel for their involvement in 9/11. Gina submitted Dylan’s name and after testing and interviews he met their qualifications earning him a fully paid four-year scholarship. Sadly, Gina said few parents applied; we're certainly glad she submitted Dylan’s name because it proved to be one of the best schools in the nation and perfect for him. Neva, the boys' regular sitter, described the school as a small liberal arts college. Dylan went from struggling to write one paragraph to, amazingly, enjoying writing five page papers. The school exposed him to so much. Dawson offered small classes, fantastic teachers, a complete athletic program, and classmates with famous parents (e.g., Jerry Lewis’ daughter). One of his friends invited him to spend a holiday with him and his parents in San Diego. Gina kept after Dylan to get the information she needed to schedule his flight, but Dylan said there was no need; they were flying on his friends' parents’ private jet and would be sailing the Pacific on their yacht. Dylan later attended Faith Lutheran with his brother where, though he was bored with the academics, he learned study habits that paid-off in college.
Art and I decided to take another Alaskan cruise, this time with the Halls and Brent’s parents—Barbara and Gary. We planned to fly with Gina's family to Vancouver through Seattle, but computers were down when we reached Seattle and the airline had no idea when we might catch our connecting flight. We had to reach Vancouver before the 4 PM sailing time so rented a van for what became quite the road trip. Brent, whose ambulance-driving skills came in handy, drove us (sitting on piles of luggage) to the Vancouver airport where a limousine delivered us to the ship. We arrived at 3:30 PM! The boys were duly impressed and the adults overjoyed. Barbara and Gary had worried they would be taking the cruise alone. I'm glad they didn't; it was a wonderful trip. A highlight was a side excursion that flew us over glaciers in a small plane to a tiny island. During our salmon bake at a picnic area on the island, a wild bear moseyed up to us (he must like salmon).
We made our first of many trips to beautiful Sedona, Arizona with Bonnie and Tim Wusz. We stayed in a bed and breakfast, took a train into the mountains, and visited Montezuma’s Castle. Art liked the Castle so much that he commissioned Rusty Galetak (a young stone carver we met at a craft show in Brian Head who stuffed sleeping bags in St. George, Utah for his day job) to create a replica of Montezuma's Castle for our backyard. Rusty located a huge rock in St. George, brought it to Las Vegas, and hired a crane to lift it over our house into our backyard. It was quite an ordeal; Brent brought the boys over to watch the rock travel over our house. Fortunately, we didn't lose our roof in the process! It took Rusty three weekends to carve
Joe Posing for and with His Bronze
A Shakespearean Dylan with Ryan
Dylan at Dawson
Heading to the Salmon Bake
Alaskan Cruise with the Halls
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the rock. He did such a fantastic job that people familiar with Montezuma's Castle actually recognize its likeness. It is truly a work of art that my Art named: “The BFR” (I'll leave the initials to your imagination).
I'd not participated in my college sorority since becoming an alumna (mainly because we travelled too much and there were seldom local groups in my area), but my college friend, Marilyn Beiter, encouraged me to attend one of their national conferences. We met in Tampa, Florida where we thoroughly enjoyed meeting many former Beta Xi members. I followed her to another of their conferences three years later in sweltering Scottsdale, Arizona and became an active member of the alumnae association. I was so proud when Marilyn visited me in Las Vegas to honor me with the Golden Violet Award, a pin signifying service contributions of 50 years or more. Art and I were both featured in the Golden Glimpses that recognized special alumni. I was also excited when UNLV accepted Tri Sigma as a new sorority on campus ensuring an active alumnae chapter in the area.
We continued to under-utilize the trailer, but took it on one trip to Reno with the RV Club to help judge the National Chili Cook-Off Contest. I'm not sure I was the best judge; I thought they all either tasted the same or were far too hot. Janice flew to Reno to join us as we toured Lake Tahoe and its surrounding areas. We also took the trailer out with Joe and Dylan when we drove Joe to a summer snowboard camp at Timberline Lodge in Oregon. We stopped along the way to enjoy Crater Lake (for about five minutes) and ran into Barbara and Sheldon Rosenberg in their motorhome. Sheldon, a CPA in Art’s office, and Barbara, with whom I'd worked in the district, witnessed the boys’ negative interactions and those interactions continued onto our next campground. Joe irritatingly and incessantly teased Dylan and hit him on the arm during the entire trip north. Art warned Joe that if he hit his brother on the arm again, Art would hit Joe on his arm. Of course, Joe (not known for considering consequences in advance) proceeded to pound his brother. Art followed through. He stepped out of the car and hit Joe in the arm. Joe demanded we call his mother on our cell phone instantly. He talked with Gina then asked Grandpa to talk with Gina. She told Art to do whatever it took to keep Joe in line. Joe got the message and refrained from hitting Dylan for the remainder of the trip. He did, however, continue to tease Dylan. It was nice to leave Joe at camp.
With Joe at camp, Art and I took Dylan on a five-day trip around Oregon and Washington, stopping at Mount St. Helens, the Columbia Gorge, and Portland. We met Janice, Jim, and Mother in a parking lot near Costco in Tigard, ate lunch with them in the trailer, and then retrieved Joe from camp. Joe, one of the youngest campers, thoroughly enjoyed snowboarding and the
Golden Violet Ceremony with Marilyn and Emma
Sedona with Tim and Bonnie Wusz
Sigma Sigma Sigma Convention 2001 (Saddlebrook Resort)
The BFR with Artist Rusty Galetak
With Dylan and Joe in Alaska
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45th High School Reunion
Patty, Sheila, and Judy at the Reunion
50th High School Reunion
Beaches of Australia
Enjoying Fiji
New Zealand Puddle Jumper
New Zealand's Mountains
Crater Lake with Dylan
By the Sydney Opera House
Quebec with the Frontenac in the Back
Dylan and Joe on the Trip Home
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camp. My focus, though, was a desperate search to find something that would reduce the teasing and fighting on the return trip. That's when I had the brilliant idea to purchase an audiobook of Paul Zindel's "Rats." The boys became so involved in listening that we never heard a word from either of them! I'd found the answer and learned to always travel with audiobooks they would enjoy. Gina and Christy followed my lead and all my grandsons are well read as a result.
Art and I also travelled to Québec City, Canada in 2002. I'd been to Montréal on a school district trip, but this was my first visit to beautiful Québec and its legendary Fairmont Le Château Frontenac Hotel. We fell in love with the city, people, food, and many tourist sites.
Our big trip that year was a 23-day escorted Grand Circle tour that took us to Australia and New Zealand. We took in the Great Barrier Reef and even added a stop in Fiji. It was a long plane ride to Sydney followed by another flight to Palm Cove where we stayed at the Marriott Courtyard Hotel. We visited the rainforest zoo where I saw my first wallaby and kangaroos and fell in love with koala bears. We next visited Cairns and took a rough ride on a catamaran to see the magnificent Great Barrier Reef that left many of us nauseous. I didn't even put my big toe into the water when we arrived, but Art raved about the snorkeling. Instead, I took a tour in a glass-bottomed boat and took a helicopter ride. I think I saw as much as he did.
Our next stops were Cairns and Sydney. We stayed in Le Meridien Hotel downtown and could see the Opera House and Harbour Bridge from our room. We toured the Opera House and were fortunate enough to see a play there. We also shopped at the Queen Victoria Building where they house the Royal Clock, decorative and absolutely beautiful. We saw the park, went on a city tour, visited Bondi Beach, and toured the harbor by boat. Sydney was impressive, but I had no desire to return.
We left Australia for the impressive Christ Church, New Zealand. If I ever decided to live outside the United States, I think I'd choose New Zealand (it reminds me a lot of Colorado). We covered the whole country, including flying over the glaciers. Our tour included a night in a local host's home with another American couple. We had the greatest evening with a New Zealand couple that operated the Runnymede B & B in Queenstown. The home visit was the trip's highlight. From there, we took a bus to Auckland, seeing many sites along the way. We stayed in a hotel near Stamford Plaza, toured the town, and (my biggest thrill) steered the America’s Cup sailboat in the harbor (even if it was only for two minutes). We ended our trip in Fiji at the Warwick Hotel. I wasn't impressed with Fiji. Maybe it was because I was tired, but Fiji just seemed to lack the beauty of New Zealand, a place I would happily revisit. Joe always wanted to go to Australia so we motivated him by saying we would send him there for his college graduation trip.
We took our annual Park City ski trip with the Hall family. Art tried to keep up with them, but I crawled at a snail’s pace down the slopes as they flew far beyond my skiing expertise. Not surprisingly, the boys never had a problem finding me when it was time to eat. We spent fun evenings at the condo playing board games or at the pool.
Art and I both celebrated our 50th high school reunions in 2002. Art’s was in St. Louis, Missouri where we had a delightful dinner and evening with one of our groomsmen and his wife. Art’s Beaumont track coach was there to reminisce and we were able to tour the high school with a former Beaumont teacher. Art said the high school looked better now than when he attended it. Reunions are fun if they're yours, but I pretty much sat in the corner while he touched base with his former classmates.
I let Art off the hook when my reunion arrived and took Janice instead. We visited our roots one last time stopping at our old elementary school, church, and other memorable places. Our Montgall house was gone (replaced by a freeway), but we were able to see Mother and Daddy’s Raytown home. We also visited Carolyn Derosset, a friend of Janice's from kindergarten through high school, and Carolyn's mother (who was in a nursing home). I remembered her because she found me my first job. Janice and I visited cousins still living in the Kansas City area, knowing that we would probably never see them again. The trip was truly nostalgic.
The reunion was in Shawnee Mission, Kansas. Janice had known many of my friends so enjoyed the reunion and visiting our old high school as much as I did. My school hadn't fared as well as Art’s and was converted into a district training building, but evidence of knights and ladies remained. We even saw parts of the school we never saw as students. Janice and I hung out with Judy Graham and Patti Cranor Morris with whom I'd taken an Alaskan cruise. I reconnected with my best high school friend, Sheila Mitchell Lipsey, who'd recently and unexpectantly lost her husband, Wayman. She had a difficult time attending the reunion; I'm glad Janice and I were there to support her. Sheila and I reestablished our friendship and she visited Las Vegas several times over the following years. It was also good that I saw Judy during the reunion because she had a severe stroke a few years later and never quite recuperated. The reunion was a perfect girls’ weekend and a great opportunity to connect with my past.
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My Pastime
Enjoying Time at ALLV
Retirement, Mother’s death, and Christy’s relocation to Vegas, left me searching for things to occupy my time. I decided to join the Assistance League of Las Vegas (ALLV), a philanthropic organization that operated a thrift shop. The shop provided low-cost clothing and other items to those living in the surrounding area and raised funds to support the organization's many programs. One of their programs, Operation School Bell, clothed needy children throughout the school district. Every ALLV member volunteers to work at School Bell or the Thrift Shop for at least 16 four-hour shifts per year and all members must also belong to at least two committees.
In addition to service opportunities, the organization provides social activities for its members. Over the years, I participated in the book club, bunko group, and bridge group and made many friends that carried over into other parts of my life. For example, I
played bridge every other Tuesday for over ten years with eight women I met through ALLV. Art and I also became good friends with three couples whose wives were in ALLV—Ken and Elaine German, Ardie and Bill Beeler, and Sharon and Everett Merz. We frequently played bridge, went out to dinner, and traveled together. The husbands became Art's weekly golf buddies. I was so pleased when Gina decided to become a member of ALLV after her retirement and hoped Christy would also join someday. I became a lifetime member in May 2014, an honor allowing me to belong to the group without having to put in service hours.
My other pastimes included boy sitting (I couldn't call it babysitting for long), shopping, meeting friends for lunch, reading books (including listening to books during the otherwise unbearable hours spent driving around Vegas), and seeing all the latest movies. I saw practically every kid’s movie over the years when the boys were young and all the action movies, as they grew older. I even played golf (poorly), and shocked everyone when I achieved a hole-in-one.
My time was in high demand for boy sitting until Joe and Dylan learned to drive. At that point, they put me on the "call when desperate" list. Joe called me one time from his assistant principal’s office and asked me to come over. As the good grandma I was, I drove over immediately to learn the school confiscated his cell phone because he'd used it inappropriately during class time; they would only return it to an adult. They gave it to me and I asked him: "Why didn’t your mother come?” He said he didn't bother calling her because he knew she wouldn't come since he got himself in trouble. Grandma was a sure thing! On another day, I picked up Dylan later than expected. He was waiting out front and denounced me by saying a drive-by shooter could have killed him while he was waiting (a drive-by occurred recently at a local high school). I assured Dylan that the likelihood of a drive-by shooting at Faith Lutheran was highly unlikely. I always had fun interacting with the boys on our drives to and from school, but, alas, good things come to an end. Their need for me ended when they obtained their driver’s licenses. Christy tapped me to drive Ryan and Spencer sometimes, but since she didn't work fulltime, she didn't need me often.
Another of my pastimes was a bad habit—gambling—and Las Vegas is not the place to live for those with gambling addictions. I monitored myself monetarily and knew I'd have much more money if I quit, but gambling just seemed to be in my blood. Mother and Janice both enjoyed it, but both could do it moderately. Gambling enabled me to completely disconnect myself from everything and not think about anything. It was hypnotic; all my troubles and concerns simply disappeared. It wasn't until I needed my lung transplant that I successfully limited my time in the smoky casinos that were not conducive to healthy breathing. Though I curtailed my playing, I knew local grocery stores didn't allow smoking so I continued to dabble a bit. About a year after my transplant, I quit gambling altogether and couldn't believe how much more money I had each month! Art never gambled, professing it to be terrible, but accepted my addiction (more or less) as long as I used my own money.
Bridge at Ardie's House
Italy with Janice
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Greta and Lundy in Mesa, Arizona
About this time, Janice and I realized that traveling without our daughters would save us money, mean we didn't need to wait on anyone, and be easier overall so we packed for Italy... just the two of us. We used Go Ahead Travel—reasonably priced, but not housing us in the best hotels (the one in Rome was a long way from tourist areas). While there, we climbed the challenging and scary stairs to the top of the Vatican dome where the view of Italy was spectacular. On the way back down, we had to stop to physically help a girl down the stairs who was claustrophobic. The beauty of Venice, Florence, and Rome left me overwhelmed, again.
The only disagreement Janice and I ever had was during this trip. Janice, who I consider much smarter than me, usually knows exactly where we are going. But if I've been somewhere before, I can always remember my way back. Janice didn't believe I could get us to the hotel until after we were hopelessly lost. When she let me do it my way, we finally arrived. She now lets me navigate walking tours and lets me shop occasionally; I go to all of her museums in return.
Christmas found us on our first major family vacation—all ten of us went on the Disney Cruise to the Caribbean. Christy’s family, Art, and I left on Christmas Day; Gina’s family left early and spent Christmas seeing the parks with Brent’s Florida relatives. When we met the Hall's on board, they were tired and Joe's asthma reared its ugly head. He got to know the ship’s doctor and though he recovered quickly, there were some negative consequences for the holiday. Joe (13) and Dylan (12) were in two different age groups in the onboard youth program (children versus teens) so they could not hang together in the group areas. Joe missed all the introductory activities for the teens
Character Dinner at Walt Disney World
Joe on the Disney Cruise
The Geldbachs, Halls, and Keelers on the Disney Cruise
so did not form quick friendships. Plus, despite seemingly constant fighting, he and Dylan were unwilling to be split while on the ship. As such, they missed many of the great activities for kids. Spencer enjoyed all the activities available to children, but Ryan's social difficulties meant Mike, Christy, or I needed to be with him constantly. It was still a fun trip; especially for Christy who received a break from constant childcare at home. She and Gina spent much of their time at the adults-only "rainforest" spa. Gina’s family headed back to Vegas after the cruise while Christy’s family, Art, and I went for a four-night stay at the Animal Kingdom Lodge in Disneyworld. We all loved seeing live animals wandering the enclosed grounds all day, eating the African food, and playing in the parks.
Art and I continued feeding our travel bug with a fun vacation in the trailer (we only did this once during the year) in Tucson with the Sun City RV Club. We toured a Titan Two missile site while there, bringing back memories from our Little Rock days. We stopped in Mesa, Arizona on our return trip to visit Art’s sister, Greta, and her husband, Lundy whom we hadn't seen since Art’s parents died. They'd recently lost their oldest son, Steven, to diabetes. The side trip turned out to be one of the best things we ever did because it brought us closer to them. We were only able to temporarily enjoy that closeness with Greta because she died two years later following a motorcycle accident. She and Lundy were skilled bikers, but on a rare day everything went wrong and they crashed. Lundy survived; Greta died about a month-and-half later. We attended her funeral in Mesa beside Carol Ann and Jerry. Art delivered the eulogy. The unexpected tragedy was very difficult on Art, Carol, Lundy, and her two sons, Greg and Mike. Lundy, older than Greta, was so sure she would outlive him. Of the Geldbach siblings, Greta was the first to go.
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We took a trip to Peru after the funeral with a goal of seeing Machu Picchu. I'd hardly heard of the place, but it was on Art's bucket list. It was a pleasant surprise while being different from our other trips. Our fantastic guide from Overseas Adventure Travel Safari (OATS) took us everywhere including Machu Picchu—which was awesome! I couldn't believe it was still there and so well preserved. Art actually hiked some of the difficult Inca Trail to the Sun Gate; I chose to walk a less challenging trail.
Next, Art and I took a Black Sea (someplace we'd never been) riverboat tour with Sheldon and Barbara Rosenberg using the Grand Circle Tour Company. We were looking forward to time in our suite on the ship, but were notified in Prague that the Danube River was too low to travel to the Black Sea. We were very disappointed and would have rescheduled the trip if we'd known of the change before we left the states. That was our last trip with Grand Circle. The tour company relegated us to busses from which we saw Budapest, Croatia, Belgrade, Bucharest, and Vienna. It was a miserable trip because, thinking we'd be on the boat, they hadn't arranged anything in advance. Consequently, we ended up staying in substandard hotels, eating at poor restaurants, and sometimes finding ourselves with only one restroom for three buses during comfort breaks.
Prague was the best part of the trip. It'd really changed since my 1976 visit when it was still under Communist rule—now it was a thriving and beautiful city. I also liked Budapest and Vienna, but the other countries were not anything to brag about. The day we reached the Black Sea by bus was miserable. We jumped out of the bus and immediately returned because it was windy, cold, and wet. Had we spent more than 54 hours on the riverboat, it would surely have been a fantastic trip. I guess if you travel enough, you're bound to suffer through a bad ordeal once in awhile.
Janice and I took off again using Go Ahead Travel. This time we went to rainy and cold Ireland in November, definitely the wrong time of the year. Fog was so dense that we couldn't even see many of the sites. Nonetheless, I'd always heard of the Blarney Stone and was bound and determined to kiss it. You have to lie on your back and stretch out toward the stone with someone holding your legs. I kissed it, but Janice decided hanging precariously over a ledge to kiss a germ-ridden rock while suspended by a complete stranger was not her cup of tea.
I was devastated when learning that Christy had to defend her dissertation while we were on our pre-planned Ireland trip. Her Ph.D. was in educational technology from the Department of Educational Leadership, Technology, and Administration at the University of Oregon and her dissertation focused on online education. Art, Gina, and Gretchen Keeler supported her on the day of the event, but I had to be notified by e-mail when she officially became Dr. Christy Keeler. I was on pins and needles until I heard! It took her seven years (albeit birthing two boys and undergoing major life changes including a move from Eugene to Las Vegas during that time), but she prevailed. Art, Mike, her boys, and I cheered for her at her first collegiate graduation ceremony (she'd
Art's Lifetime Achievement Award
Christy's Doctoral Graduation
Modeling Tea Party Hats wirh Christy
Gossip at the Tea Party
Joe's Faith Lutheran Football Pose
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Dinner at Tavern on the Green
Tokay and the RV in Flagstaff
After Hiking to Machu Picchu
With Janice in Scotland
Eastern Europe with the Rosenbergs
Our 54 Hour Riverboat
Along the Black Sea
Dylan and Joe Hamming It Up
skipped her undergraduate and master's ceremonies). We were so proud of her.
The girls surprised me with a tea party for my 50th birthday. They invited all my girlfriends to a local teahouse. Gina picked me up and said she was taking me for a birthday lunch. I had absolutely no idea they were planning a party and was shocked when I walked in and saw Christy and ten of my closest friends. It was such a fun afternoon. The girls invited everyone with a beautiful invitation, they took lots of pictures during the party, and they made me a scrapbook filled with memories. I am blessed to have such talented and thoughtful daughters.
Gina, Christy, and I took a weeklong girls' vacation to New York City where we stayed in the Doubletree Hotel on Times Square and hit all the touristy sites. It was in February so we ran into cold and rainy weather, but it didn't stop us from visiting all the famous landmarks including having dinner at Tavern on the Green. I always wanted to eat there and am so glad I did before it closed. It was important to Gina to visit Ground Zero where so many firefighters lost their lives on 9/11. We saw where the new towers would eventually rise again—sobering for all three of us. Christy and I spent an afternoon at a museum while Gina went shopping. We left her alone for an afternoon and she bought a fur coat from Macy’s! It was absolutely beautiful, but not practical for our desert climate. The trip was such a good time that I wanted to make it an annual event; unfortunately, life interfered and we didn't do it again. I mostly traveled with Gina and Christy separately after that. The three of us were together on a cruise to the British Isles on my 50th wedding anniversary with all the Halls and Keelers and we took two other girl's trips (to Boston and the U.S./Canadian East Coast) with my sister.
All four grandsons were busy at school. Joe was surviving academics and thriving as an athlete at Faith Lutheran. He was even voted most valuable football defensive player for two of his four years on the team. Dylan also played on the football team for three of his four years. Ryan and Spencer attended Seton Academy Preschool and Kindergarten. Ryan said he sometimes liked kindergarten, but also claimed it was too much work. I couldn't believe the homework they gave those little ones during what I thought should be
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United Nations Bigwigs!
Celebrating Gina's Promotion to Battalion Chief
playtime. All my grandsons were growing up.
It was so sad when Brent's father, Gary Hall, died unexpectedly from a heart attack. We'd spent time each year with the Halls; Gary was a terrific man and he and Brent were very close. His passing was a great loss to Brent, Barbara Hall, and all the Geldbachs.
Art received a Lifetime Achievement Award from Sentra in 2003; all the adults in the family travelled to support him as he received his well-earned honor. Sentra contracted videographers to create a movie featuring Art. They came to our Sierra Heights home for interviews then took "candid" pictures of Art doing things like driving his flashy sports car (a Lexus SC430) along the Las Vegas Strip with the top down. Art was so emotional at the ceremony that he couldn't even deliver his short speech; I had to come to the podium to read it. I managed to get through it even without my glasses. Everyone was duly impressed.
We traveled twice more with the RV Club. The first trip was to the spectacular Albuquerque Balloon Festival (I'd never seen so many unique balloons in one place). Being a Lobo (graduate of the University of New Mexico) I loved revisiting the area for those two days. I would have enjoyed living there permanently if the Air Force had stationed us back in Albuquerque instead of Las Vegas. Our second outing took us to Page, Arizona and Lake Powell where we golfed and took a stunning river rafting trip. It was the last trip we took with the group before selling the trailer.
Janice and I spent the next year traveling. I was acting nanny for Ryan and Spencer while their mother attended a conference in San Diego so talked Janice into coming along to help. We saw that town—Sea World, the San Diego Zoo, the Wild Animal Park, Legoland, and the downtown area! We had to work fulltime to handle a three and five year old and were more exhausted than the boys. We'd sleep in the evenings while the boys watched movies.
The next trip with Janice, again with Go Ahead Travel and again during the off-season (so we could take advantage of the best deals), was to Eastern Europe. This time we were visiting Europe during the chill of November. Our flights took us through New York City where we took advantage of a layover so we could spend a few days with Janice’s son, Andrew, and his future wife, Claire. We stayed in a cheap hotel near their apartment that was so small that one of us had to lie on the bed while the other moved around the room. Andy was working at the United Nations so took us on a grand tour allowing us to see areas inaccessible to most tourists. It was definitely a fun stop before our long journey to Berlin.
Planning ahead for the cold trip, I bought sweaters from the ALLV thrift shop so I could leave them there instead of hauling them back to the desert (while secretly making room for my purchases). We visited Berlin (I saw all of it this time), Warsaw, Krakow, Prague, Budapest, and Vienna. Many of the sites were repeats for me, but I still enjoyed the trip. A highlight, though sad, was visiting the dark and lonely Auschwitz Nazi Death Camp at night. We'd travelled in snow, rain, and wild winds—conditions those prisoners dealt with daily. Janice and I were on separate flights from Europe to the U.S. and though I left on a later flight than Janice, I beat her home because her flight was delayed due to weather. She didn't arrive home until late Thanksgiving Day and the airline even lost one of her suitcases.
This was an exciting time for Gina who became the second woman in Nevada promoted to the rank of battalion chief—truly a woman to be reckoned with! Her induction ceremony was impressive and left us infinitely proud. Who would have ever thought she would progress this far in the fire department! Christy was working at UNLV as a dynamic adjunct and then visiting professor adored by her students. She taught computers to prospective education majors and social studies methods to upperclassmen; ultimately, she taught instructional design for history classrooms to practicing teachers. She developed a stellar reputation as a knowledgeable and talented teacher, but did not work well with her peers. She sought a teaching career at UNLV, but refused to continue in adjunct and visiting roles, instead seeking a tenure-track position. Christy and Mike eventually decided the boys needed her more at home than they needed her to work so she quit. Christy distinguished herself as a prolific researcher and author and a national expert in distant education while teaching at the university.
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Journaling in Africa
With June in Our Tent
With My African Tour Guide
Janice had never seen Hawaii so Art and I talked her into meeting us at a conference on the Big Island. I wanted to surprise her with a lei, but discovered my billfold was missing when I went to buy it at the airport. Of course, I panicked. We immediately cancelled all my credit cards (I had quite a few), contacted Honolulu Airport Security to see if they'd found it (we had a layover in Oahu), and let our hotel personnel know it was missing. Surprisingly, we received a call the following day from Honolulu Airport Security; maintenance workers found my wallet in a trashcan in one of the ladies restrooms. Fortunately, the credit cards, driver’s license, military ID, and social security cards were all there; unfortunately, the $800 in cash was missing. Janice and I spent the week sightseeing on a shoestring budget while Art attended meetings and played golf. It was fun despite my loss.
June Newmark, a friend from ALLV, was a widow and travel fan so she and I began dreaming about where we'd like to go. I mentioned an African safari and she loved the idea! We eventually became very close friends, but hardly knew each other when we booked our trip to the Serengeti. I wanted Art to go, but he had no desire. He said he could drive us to the airport, drive to San Diego, visit the zoo and wild animal park, drive back to Vegas, and be in bed asleep before we arrived in Tanzania. He was right (it was a long flight), but our efforts were well rewarded. We saw giraffes and zebras the first day and took picture after picture after picture. I'll never forget viewing animals right outside our tree house lodge and rustic campsite.
Photographing Africa's Wildlife
Overseas Adventure Travel Safari (OATS), our tour company, always included school visits in their itineraries (we'd visited a school high in the Peruvian mountains on our previous trip with them). This time, OATS took us to a deprived African school where children shared seats in a room with few supplies and books, dirt floors, and no windowpanes. Even with the hardships, the children were so enthusiastic about their school—serving as its caretakers by washing walls and cleaning restrooms and general areas. June and I shared our pictures and experiences with various groups after our return home. Those presentations resulted in us being able to mail 15 shoeboxes filled with needed school supplies to Tanzania. I mailed the boxes at great expense to our guide in Africa who responded by email about three months later that he'd received five of the boxes (it's likely the others were stolen). I felt so badly they didn't receive all the supplies because they were so desperately needed at the school.
June and I didn't purchase many souvenirs in Africa. I wanted a Tanzanite ring, but they were so expensive that I decided against it. June bought some expensive loose stones to fashion into jewelry in the U.S., but her stateside jeweler determined they weren't authentic; fortunately, she was able to stop her credit card payment. I'm glad I didn't buy any jewelry for this reason, but also because Art surprised me at Christmas with a gorgeous Tanzanite necklace and ring. He couldn't help saying: “See, I didn't even have to go to Africa.” I assured him he still missed the trip of a lifetime. Seeing Africa's wild animals was one of my most unforgettable thrills. My only regret from the trip is that we didn't visit Cape Town and Victoria Falls (the extension would make the trip much longer and more expensive).
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Cruising in Norway
The Waiting: 2006—2011
Health issues eventually catch up with us. Mine began with a daily and continuous morning cough after we returned from China. I would go to Joe and Dylan's house before school to drive them from home to school and would sit in their living room coughing until it was time for us to leave. Brent strongly advised me to see a doctor, but I kept putting it off. I finally broke down and saw my long-time physician, Dr. Theresa Steckler, who couldn't identify a cause. Thinking it might be acid reflex, she gave me the usual pills, but to no avail. That was November. She checked me again in January with a breathing machine that didn't reveal anything new. By June, she heard crackling sounds in both of my lungs so ordered an x-ray and referred me to Dr. George Tu, a pulmonologist in Las Vegas.
Art and I took a Crystal Cruise to the Norway fjords following the test so I wuoldn't hear the results until August. The fjords were beautiful! We had perfect weather to enjoy the natural beauty and smooth seas. I loved the cruise, but I was not overly impressed with the Crystal Cruise Line for its additional cost. Surprisingly, I found hiking Norwegian mountain trails at altitude quite difficult so I saw Dr. Tu right after our return. He believed I might have an uncommon and incurable disease called idiopathic pulmonary fibrosis (IPF). He explained my problem using the simile of a lung as a beehive. As the bees fill the hive with honey, the outside crystalizes and is no longer pliable. When lungs aren't pliable, they can't function properly. The survival rate for IPF patients was three to five years. The disease itself seldom kills its victims (though some patients do suffocate); instead, patients die of pneumonia or a heart attack because their lungs become incapable of clearing themselves resulting in a failed immune system. Dr. Tu said nothing could be done for me in Las Vegas so referred me to UCLA. We were absolutely stunned! I had always been so healthy.
UCLA had one of the world’s most renowned pulmonary centers in the United States and was on the cutting edge of pulmonary research. Plus, it was one of the few medical facilities performing lung transplants on patients between the ages of 65 and 73. I was very fortunate to have Dr. Tu refer me.
Art and I made our first visit to UCLA in September. Dr. David Ziesman, a down-to-earth, informative, and supportive pulmonary specialist, made doubly sure I had IPF by scheduling a lung biopsy in October. I had the surgery and returned to Las Vegas on Halloween. The surgery confirmed the diagnosis.
IPF didn't impact my life significantly at first. Knowing there was no cure, the doctors experimented with medications to slow the disease's progression and met with me at UCLA every three months for extensive breathing tests and blood work. Art and I became intimately familiar with the roads between Las Vegas and LA! Dr. Ziesman would meet with us each time and tell us to go back to Las Vegas and enjoy life. Eventually, he prescribed oxygen. It was only at night at first, but it gradually began to dominate all hours of my life. Art and I didn't let it control us; we bought an oxygen concentrator so I could travel on planes, ships, cars, and anywhere around town. There were many times I felt sorry for myself, asking “Why me?,” but I tried to never let IPF get me down and to continue with my usual lifestyle. Mostly, I insisted we continue traveling as much as possible for as long as possible. I always loved traveling.
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Unfortunately, trips to Brian Head at its over 9,000-foot elevation had to cease. Cruising was better suited to my condition (it occurs at sea level) so we took a wonderful Mediterranan cruise with Gina’s family. We stopped in Florence, Monte Carlo, Barcelona, Malta, Tunisia, Pisa, Sicily, Naples, Pompeii, and Rome. I fell in love with Malta, one of the most beautiful medieval cities I'd ever seen. Art and I left the Halls to experience Rome alone; we'd been there several times and walking was a problem.
We next took the Keelers on a Celebrity cruise to Mexico over Christmas. Everything was decorated and Santa Claus even visited the boys at our cabin. I really liked traveling during the holidays when everything was decorated so ornately. Ryan and Spencer were older and able to participate more fully in the ship's children's programs and they thoroughly enjoyed the pool. Spencer never lived down an anecdote that happened on that cruise. He'd forgotten his flip-flop shoes so Grandpa bought him some when we stopped in Catalina. When re-boarding the ship, one of Spencer’s new shoes fell through the stairs directly into the ocean. He started to go after it until Art, Christy, and three crewmembers frantically grabbed him. He was off to retrieve that new shoe and cried incessantly when we refused to let him go after it! Despite that excitement, everyone had a fun and relaxing time.
I continued traveling with Janice—this time on a Go Ahead trip to beautiful Scotland lugging my dreaded oxygen. The concentrator needed a transformer that broke. I panicked until one of our nice travel companions loaned me hers. Janice and I'd chosen a better time of year to travel and found the weather to be delightful. Unfortunately, the Loch Ness Monster didn't appear for us, but we did visit his museum.
Art and I took a trip with the Beelers and Germans to Scottsdale, Arizona to attend a golf school. On a scale of 1 to 10, I was about a 1½. I tried hard, but the ball never cooperated. Art said I got the most bang for my buck! He'd loved golfing ever since we'd lived in Texas and planned to golf every day of retirement—little did he know that his aging body wouldn't want to golf daily. He still gave it a good try.
I was not the only one with health problems. Art developed hip problems that resulted in two hip replacements. Following his first surgery, I was on the last day of an Alaskan cruise with my sister when Christy contacted me with news that Art was in the hospital. Blood clots in his leg had advanced into pulmonary embolisms affecting both lungs. Though his second hip surgery was originally scheduled for only five days later, he had to wait in pain for several weeks until the clots were under control.
We took a second trip to Nassau to attend an AIG top producers' conference with Janice in tow. She babysat me while Art attended meetings. We followed that fun adventure at the Atlantis Hotel with a Caribbean Princess Cruise through the Panama Canal. We took it with Art’s sister and husband and, as always, loved traveling with the Popes. We could even see the canal from our suite! Art and I were always compatible with Carol and Jerry so cruised with them several times.
Christy was still working at UNLV and trying to publish and present as many papers as she could at academic conferences. While she suffered through meetings, I was the nanny for the boys. We went to Chicago (twice), the top of the St. Louis Arch, and Atlanta. Even though I'd been to Atlanta several times to visit Carol and Jerry, I'd never been downtown. We stayed in a hotel in the heart of the city where the boys and I did something child-oriented every day. It was a marvelous trip; I always loved "nanny time" and missed it as the boys grew older.
Art and I returned to Atlanta at Thanksgiving when Carol and Jerry renewed their wedding vows on their 40th anniversary. Art was honored to walk his sister down the aisle during
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their very special ceremony. He was still recovering from hip surgery so basically limped down the aisle, but the two of them still looked good. It was great to spend Thanksgiving with the Pope family.
After one of our monthly visits to UCLA, we were able to attend our niece’s (Gretchen Hein) impressive graduation from medical school. As I sat in the audience watching her mother and dad place her banner on her robe, I felt a presence near me and knew it was Mother and Daddy. They would have been proud to have a granddaughter become a medical doctor. Gretchen became a board certified psychiatrist in Vancouver, Washington with Kaiser Hospital Centers and soon after became the mother of twins—a boy and a girl. Janice and I were thrilled; I hope my lineage will someday produce a medical doctor.
Everyone except the little boys took one of the best trips of our lives when my nephew, Andrew Hein, married Claire in her family home in Brittany, France. They'd officially married in the NYC City Hall at Christmas with both sets of parents witnessing, but had to wait for the French wedding because of work and school. Art and my brother-in-law, Jim, wondered why we all had to travel to France since they were already married—we just ignored those two. Gina’s family, Art, and I went four days early to sightsee in Paris. Our hotel was in a perfect location right by the arch on des Champs-Elysees and near a metro station and bus stop. Despite the uncooperative weather, we toured everything including the underground sewers. We even went to the Folies Bergère where we each
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(including Joe and Dylan) received a small bottle of champagne. It was a wild evening! Gretchen Hein joined us on our final day in Paris.
We planned to travel to Saint-Malo, the location of the wedding, the following day, but I screwed up the train tickets. I'd ordered them stateside, and couldn't read the departure time on the ticket because it was in French. We missed our train by a half hour! Fortunately, we were able to catch another train an hour later, but I had to repay full price for all the tickets... an expensive mistake. We finally arrived at Claire’s family home, a 500-year-old rustic mansion built by pirates near the Brittany coast. Her parents were remodeling it into its current state as a bed and breakfast. Janice and Jim hosted the rehearsal dinner at a beautiful restaurant right on the ocean. We had a scrumptious luncheon with all types of seafood. Unfortunately, Janice doesn't even eat fish so we ate her share, appreciating her generosity even if she didn't enjoy her meal.
Andy and Claire married in a quaint little church. The Europeans dressed nicely, every one of them sporting a hat. Not one American woman wore a hat. Agnes and Claude, Claire's parents, hosted the wedding reception on the massive, exquisitely landscaped grounds surrounding their home. Art and I ate our delicious dinner next to the episcopal priest who married Andy and Claire. When he heard about my IPF, he removed a medal from around his neck that had been blessed in Lourdes and requested I wear it for future good health. It was such a touching gift. I wore it every day until I received my lung transplant. At that point, I gave it to Claire who was returning to France for the baptism of their first son, Jules. She returned it to the priest so he might pass it on to another person in need. The wedding evening ended in a fun reception that went on into the wee hours of the morning. I ended my participation around midnight, but Brent, Joe, Dylan, and Mike didn't put the party to bed until around 4:00 AM.
The Halls and Keelers left almost immediately after the wedding, but Art and I stayed a few extra days. Jim, Janice, and Gretchen explored Europe for several of those days while Art and I stayed with the bride’s parents who welcomed us like family. They took us sightseeing all around the area and even to Mont St. Michel (Janice was with us that day). What a wedding!
Art and I next took a fall foliage cruise heading south from Quebec City with hopes of seeing
The Garden of the Francois Home
The Halls by the Arc de Triomphe
Dinner in Paris
With Mike, Christy, Brent, Art, Joe, Gina, and Dylan in Saint-Malo, France
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spectacular trees. Warm weather hindered the changing colors that year, but we found places like Nova Scotia and Maine to be beautiful regardless. Our trip ended in NYC where we spent two evenings with Andy and Claire enjoying dinner and a Broadway show.
Janice and I took our annual cruise along the western Mexican coast that year enjoying Cabo San Lucas the most. We followed that trip with a Hawaiian cruise departing from Long Beach, California. June Newmark joined us so we stayed in a family suite that was nestled at the back of the ship. As such, we felt all those rough seas during the Pacific crossing! Hawaii was beautiful and visiting Pearl Harbor was a highlight.
Art had another high producers’ conference that summer, this one at a hotel right on the shores of Lake Coeur d’Alene in Idaho. We hadn't been to that beautiful city and thoroughly enjoyed our long walks amidst the area's vegetation. A cool feature of the town is that its golf course has a floating green; Art really enjoyed golfing at that hole. A few years later Christy would do two IRONMAN races in Coeur d’Alene. She wasn't able to finish the first one (she'd broken her leg less than six months before the race and timed-out at mile 91), but finished the second one in 16 hours and 25 minutes. I was so excited for her!
Christy was still working at UNLV at this time and doing quite well. Phi Delta Kappa selected her as an "Emerging Leader" in the field of education and printed her picture and a brief biography in the Kappan magazine. She also received of the Wedemeyer Award for Outstanding Scholarship in Distance Education. Christy was becoming a prolific writer who was frequently asked to contribute book chapters and journal articles.
After not having many visitors since Mother passed away, they arrived en masse. My friend from Santa Fe, New Mexico, Millie Dew, came to visit twice as did Sheila Lipsey. Zulya, Art’s contact for Russian art, also visited twice from St. Petersburg, Russia. Art’s brother and wife made a few visits to Las Vegas, as did his sister and her husband. Jerry’s daughter, Daphne, and her husband, TJ Jordan, received orders to Nellis AFB so we were able to form a close relationship with them; it was great to have more family in town. With Daphne and TJ in town, Carol and Jerry began visiting on a regular basis (but stayed with Daphne instead of us).
We travelled with the Keelers to the Moon Palace Resort in Cancun over Christmas where Mike and Christy had a membership. It was one of the most enjoyable trips I have experienced. We had a beautiful room loaded with amenities. The resort offered all kinds of activities and many pools. All of our meals where included and they were delicious! Drinks, ice cream, and snacks were available all day, tours were free, we each received either a round of golf or a massage, and all the adults received a free manicure and pedicure. The boys had daily activities... including a whipping cream fight! It was the only trip we'd ever taken that ended
Coeur d'Alene's Floating Green
Chichen Itza
The Keelers at the Moon Palace
Hawaii with Janice and June
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without us owing one cent. Cruises always left us owing extra for gratuities, tours, drinks, and more. We enjoyed it so much that we spent a second Christmas at the Moon Palace and a third at Aventura resort on the Riviera Maya.
I continued to visit UCLA regularly even though I was doing relatively well—deterioration occurred slowly. Having made it three years with the bad lungs was a good sign—statistically, I would make it a few more. I needed to increase my oxygen intake regularly and continued my reliance on countless pills, but chose to focus on the future while enjoying the present.
Janice never lost her love of Disneyland so we decided to take a Disney cruise to Mexico. It seemed a little ridiculous for two old ladies to take it alone so we invited Dr. Gretchen Hein, Dr. Christy Keeler, and Ryan and Spencer to join us. Janice and I had a good time, but the boys were now old enough to appreciate the children’s activities and were in their element (the boys had access to computer games onboard). We only saw the boys at dinnertime and, even then, usually had to pull them away from some fun activity they wanted to do. Christy and I shared the room with the boys. They were so involved we would be asleep when they returned from the children’s area; it was a desperately needed opportunity for Christy to relax. Gretchen hadn't been on a cruise and thoroughly enjoyed the non-stressful trip. Janice and I probably didn't get as much out of it as the rest of the group, but we always enjoyed cruising.
Art and I watched as our older grandsons grew. Joe worked in Art's office part-time during high school and we were so proud when he graduated and started attending the College of Southern Nevada. He earned his emergency medical technician certification and worked two summers as a forest firefighter. Joe did well in college, working as an EMT at Medic West while finishing his associates' degree in science and paramedicine. He transferred to UNLV and was on his way to becoming our fourth family member to graduate from there when something wonderful interfered—Las Vegas Fire and Rescue hired him. He excelled at the strenuous training to become a full-fledged firefighter like his parents and great-great grandfather. Dylan graduated from high school two years after his brother at the same time as his girlfriend, Cailin Benton. Both also graduated together from Northern Arizona University in 2014—Dylan majoring in psychology and Cailin in marketing.
Art, the Halls, the Keelers, and I celebrated our 50th wedding anniversary in a big way—a 14-day cruise of the British Isles. Art and I flew business class on New Zealand Air to London while we relegated the rest of the family to the back of the plane. A private bus delivered us to our conveniently located hotel (it was right next to a Tube stop). We headed to the Tower of London the first day and then our families separated to do their own things (Christy had lived there and Brent, Mike, and the boys were seeing London for the first time). We saw everything we could, walking so much that Spencer fell asleep on his dinner plate one evening. The bigger boys put beer glasses around his plate and took a picture of him looking as if he had way too much to drink. One of my favorite memories of our trip to London was when Art, Gina, Christy, and I celebrated afternoon tea at Harrods. I'd always wanted to do that, and it was a wonderful experience with three people I really love. All ten of us enjoyed London and, fortunately, the little boys were even old enough to remember it.
We returned to the airport and took a bus to catch our two-week British Isles cruise. It was the greatest cruise ever! We all roomed near each other—I was ecstatic having my whole family together—and, believe it or not, we all got along. Christy put up posters on all of our doors that said: "I remember when..." and gave us each a unique colored pen. We would use our pens to write our memories about each person on their paper. By the end of the trip, my page was overflowing with incredible memories from my lifetime. Plus, the crew treated us special every evening due to Art’s, Mike’s, and my birthdays and our anniversary celebration. Art and I also ate at an absolutely incredible chef’s dinner.
The family surprised us by having the captain remarry us. Gina and Christy stood up for us and we took dozens of pictures. When the captain said he hoped to have the privilege to marry us again in the future, Ryan told him that wouldn't happen because we were too old. Out of mouths of babes come real jewels.
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We visited Ireland, Scotland, and several ports in England and France. A highlight was a tour of Normandy (though Gina, Christy, and the little boys opted not to go). The vast number of white crosses in the cemetery humbled us, especially Joe and Dylan. The guide said each cross represented a young man between the ages of 18 and 23. It graphically illustrated a grim truth.
Art and I were tired and it was rainy and cold so we opted to not take the side trip to Stonehenge with the rest of the family. They were all very glad they went. Heading back to the U.S., Gina was able to acquire the last four business class seats, leaving only the Keeler family to economy. It was a fabulous way to celebrate our 50th anniversary. Christy compiled a CD including all our pictures set to music... a beautiful memory of a wonderful trip.
Art and I decided we wanted to do something special just for ourselves to celebrate 50 years so we followed the cruise with a serendipitous six-week road trip (5,023 miles) through many of the US and Canadian national parks. We just took off without making any reservations, but everywhere we went was stunningly beautiful and awash with great accommodations. One of the best places we stayed was the Prince Edward Hotel in Canada where we enjoyed afternoon tea and saw our first bears. We ended the trip in Vancouver, Canada where Carol and Jerry met us to head out on the last Alaskan cruise of the season. The waters were rough so it wasn't an easy cruise and I had to spend a whole day in bed. Nevertheless, we sailed as far as the Kodiak region and still had a great time.
I took hundreds of pictures while in the U.S. and Canada, and, fortunately, found a Costco in Vancouver where I had them processed into pictures (these were the days of film). I continued taking pictures on the cruise, but Art and Jerry had the bright idea to do something to my camera that resulted in losing them all! The result was having very few pictures from Alaska. Sometimes men think they are smarter than they actually are.
I had two problems with my oxygen during the trip. First, the batteries died toward the end of our Canadian drive. We contacted the oxygen service (we couldn't fix it ourselves), and a new concentrator met us at our hotel in Vancouver. Second, Art and I both thought the other had picked up my oxygen when we were leaving the ship; neither of us had. Upon realizing our mistake, I very anxiously returned to the terminal. They refused to let me reenter the baggage area until I started crying and told them my life depended on that bag. Someone eventually found it and brought it to me. Of course, in typical fashion, I received a lecture from Art to be more careful in the future. I never let that concentrator out of my sight again.
Giant's Causeway
Grand Teton National Park
Normandy Cemetery
Canada Trip
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We drove to Victoria, Canada from Vancouver where we'd booked a bed and breakfast in a lovely part of town. It was across from the President’s Garden; we could walk to the downtown area so were able to visit all the tourist sites. The trip continued to Washington where we stayed in Olympic National Park. It was a bit of a disappointment because the park was not old-people-friendly. Cars weren't allowed in many areas; you could only hike into the park's interior. What we saw was beautiful, but we didn't get to see much of it.
Portland was next on the itinerary. We spent one night with Janice and Jim; ultimately, it was not a good decision because Jim was suffering from shingles. The doctor told Janice it wasn't contagious, but even though I stayed away from Jim as much as I could, I still developed shingles on my face near my eyes after we returned to Las Vegas. My doctor immediately sent me to see an eye doctor who cured them after I saw him three times a week for three weeks. The shingles never returned. Despite the concentrator problems and shingles, it was yet another trip of a lifetime.
I developed quite a close relationship with Dr. Ziesman since I was traveling to UCLA every three months. He'd managed to keep me alive while allowing me to live a normal life. I continued to travel and do everything I wanted to do at home. I could tolerate my breathing difficulties though I knew my lungs were deteriorating. It was devastating when Dr. Ziesman told us he was leaving UCLA to become director of another teaching program. He'd been my lifeline. He assured me I'd be in very capable hands with the head of the department, Dr. John Lynch—the guru of the pulmonary division. He also said he was submitting my name to the lung transplant committee for consideration. I knew I would be in good hands, but when we left Dr. Ziesman’s office, I just broke down in tears. He had been my friend and coach for over three years.
Unwilling to let my disease hinder me, I took my final cruise before surgery with Dylan, Gina, and Janice (Joe's replacement—his summer job was too good to give up). We took a red-eye flight to New York and (despite all the complaints) made it onto our Princess cruise to the Caribbean. Our plane was the last to land in New York due to heavy fog so many people missed the ship. We couldn't even see the NYC skyline or Statue of Liberty as we left the port. When we returned through the same port on a clear day, we couldn't believe how close we'd been to everything.
We remained in NYC an additional four days after the cruise to sightsee, staying in my favorite hotel—Doubletree in Times Square. I awoke early every morning and saw the impressive Robin Roberts and Diane Sawyer taping Good Morning America. We took the tourist bus around the city and saw many things I hadn't seen before, went to Chinatown where we bought purses, glasses, and watches illegally, visited the usual sights like the Empire State Building, and saw two plays. Andy also took us on another of his Bataan Death
With Jerry and Carol Ann in Alaska
Dylan, Gina, Janice, and Andrew in NYC (2009)
Beautiful Olympic National Park
High Tea at Prince Edward Hotel
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Marches. I excused myself after one mile (that much walking was not conducive to my survival) and returned to the hotel while they finished the torturous hike. They were in pain when they returned. One sad thing from that trip was that I really wanted to take a horse-drawn carriage ride through Central Park, but it rained every evening so I had to forego it. Janice stayed with Andy and Claire in Brooklyn for the first three days, but spent the final night with us. Excepting the carriage ride, we had our usual good time. I think Dylan will long remember the experience.
We lost Tokay, our schnauzer, while on a trip to Carlsbad, California. She was too young to die. The golf course was having problems with rats so put out poison. Tokay probably ate a poisoned rat after escaping through the front door before we left for a movie. We found her sitting at the front door when we returned. We didn't know she was sick so left the next day for a stay in a condo. Val Bruna, my wonderful dog sitter, called in tears to say Tokay was in the animal hospital. Christy, Ryan, Spencer, and I were touring Legoland when the vet contacted me and said Tokay was not going to make it. She could do an autopsy after death to see what had caused Tokay to go downhill so rapidly, but I said: "No. Just put her out of her misery." Val had been dog-sitting for us for years, watching Holly Berry and Tokay, and she was devastated. Val died several years later.
We tried to go without a dog for a while, but I desperately missed the company. Art wanted to try a different breed so we decided on a west highland terrier. We found and brought home one that we liked, naming her Chancie because we considered this our last chance to have a dog. Sadly, she presented with a serious lung problem within three days. Our vet
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said the condition would last an entire lifetime and be very expensive to manage so we returned the dog to the breeder. The breeder kept her for about two weeks. The puppy appeared to improve, but our vet still thought we were taking a big risk.
The breeder happened to also have Chancie's sister available so we adopted her and named her Chancie 2. A very cute, excitable puppy came into our lives that certainly had more energy than we did. She became the alpha dog in our house—we just followed her around—until we finally enrolled her (or rather ourselves) in a program called “Sit Means Sit.” It was an excellent training facility that taught us how to work with her. Simultaneously, we socialized her through ongoing visits to a Sun City dog park. Chancie (2) developed into a wonderful dog over the years. Westies are quite different from schnauzers. This one, at least, was a very picky eater who didn't get into every trashcan. Also, she seldom met us at the door when we returned home... something our schnauzers always did. Chancie responded to our return home by continuing to lie on the sofa, look up, and seem to say: “Oh, you people decided to come home.” Then, Art gave me quite a gift (presumably because of my illness). He'd always refused to “sleep with dogs,” but gave in to Chancie who slept with us nightly.
I took another cruise—this time a three-week trip on Holland America to Antarctica, a destination Art always wanted to see. We flew again to Santiago, Chile, but went straight to the ship where we were in a beautiful room on the concierge’s floor. Lovely weather enabled Art to take professional-looking pictures. Art and I took a side trip in Buenos Aries that went on to Iguazu Falls in Brazil. The falls were spectacular and definitely worth the two-hour plane ride despite it being very hot. I was happy to return to the ship. These falls took the place of my missing Victoria Falls in Africa. We ended up in Rio where we walked along the beaches; Art is sure he spotted the "Girl from Ipanema"!
We lost some very good Air Force friends during these years including Ted Allen who we'd known for over 50 years. He died of cancer at age 71. Even when we were not stationed together, we visited them regularly. Ted visited us often in Las Vegas because they kept their Vegas house—he frequently checked on it. We never stopped missing him. We also lost Betty Dalrymple to cancer and John Blanton to a heart attack.
I also lost Lavetta Starlin, the first person I met in Las Vegas. She attended First Christian Church and we clicked from the very beginning. We had so much in common. She'd lived in Emporia, Kansas where we'd both attended First Christian Church. She graduated from Emporia State College where I attended school as a child; she and I were both teachers and military wives that had lived overseas (she was in France); she had two children (but hers were a boy and a girl) and four grandchildren. As we grew older, we both even lived in Sun City at the same time. We just matched. And, it impressed me that her father, Dr. Derfelt, was one of the first education professors at UNLV and had buildings all over town named after him. Additionally, she belonged to Alpha Delta Kappa (an educational sorority) and Phi Delta Kappa and became my sponsor for both organizations.
Lavetta and I hadn't spent much time together while we were still working, but we did after we retired (we both retired in the same year). Within a year of retirement, her husband, Bob Starlin, shockingly passed away while still very young. His death brought Lavetta and I closer. She was always a joiner, and started getting me involved in everything she could find. I always liked to drive so I chauffered her to our many meetings and events. We spent so many good times together and had so many great conversations throughout our friendship. She developed a melanoma in 2008 that couldn't be contained leading to her death the next August. Her loving and devoted family was with her when she passed and though I was in the hospital, I wasn't in the room while her family supported her on her last journey. They asked me to deliver her eulogy; it was one of the most difficult things I ever did (besides delivering Daddy's eulogy). I would miss her as much as her family.
Lavetta left me with a wonderful gift. She was close to all her grandchildren, but she had an extra special relationship with her granddaughter, Starlyn Thomas. Starlyn was entering her senior year in high school, and, like me, really missed her grandmother. We forged a special relationship over the years; I became a godmother to her. She became the granddaughter I would have loved to have had. She invited me into her life and shared all her joys and sorrows. It was a delight to watch her mature into a beautiful and loving young woman. We had lunch frequently and baked cookies and candies together at Christmas and she dog-sat Chancie whenever Dylan wasn't available. It meant a lot to me when Starlyn and her mother, Robin (who is also a very special lady), visited me in Dana Point after my surgery. Starlyn's family, including her dad, Pat, brother, Pate, and uncle and aunt, Herb and Lisa Starlin, accepted me as part of their family. At Christmas Eve services a few years ago, the family asked me to join in lighting the Christmas candle as part of their family unit. I became a surrogate grandmother and loved it.
My illness was catching up with me. Dr. Lynch submitted my name to the lung transplant committee, a process involving much more than we anticipated. I had to take every imaginable test including an x-ray, MRI, and breathing and walking test. I also went through extensive blood work, a heart cauterization, and interviews with a dermatologist
146
(skin cancers are prevalent with transplant recipients), psychiatrist, surgeon (who told me I needed to lose 20 pounds), and social worker. I was never quite sure why I had to see the social worker, but we thought it was a check to see if we had insurance to cover the cost of surgery and to ensure I had a competent caretaker. When Art said he would be my caretaker, she responded: "Who else do you have in mind?" He responded: “What am I? Chopped liver?” She laughed, but told us we had no idea what would be expected of him. Being the caretaker is probably a harder job than being the patient; her statement was definitely accurate. To qualify for the transplant, every part of my body (other than the lungs) had to be healthy.
I qualified for a lung transplant in September of 2009, but was not very high on the list as evidenced by my LAS (lung assessment score); initially it was a 33. The basis for the score is need, not the length of time a patient is on the list (except for children under age 12—they are given priority). I could only accept a lung from someone between a height of 4’9” and 5’5”, my donor had to have A+ blood type, and since I was over 65, I could only receive one lung. Because there was a spot on my left lung, that is the one they would replace.
And so the waiting began with the stipulations that I always remain within a four-hour driving range of UCLA and they could always contact me. We could travel so Janice met Art and I in San Diego for the Girard Conference. We enjoyed the area, as usual, and saw a few docked cruise ships that, unfortunately, I couldn't take. We lost another good friend during this time, Kaye Woltman, who was one of the co-founders and leaders of SENTRA Broker/Dealer Company (the predecessor of Girard). We'd spent quality time with Kaye and her husband, Dick, at many conferences over the years. Kaye, along with another friend, Bonnie Wusz, even shamed Art into buying me a beautiful diamond wedding ring for our 40th wedding anniversary. They thought I needed one, and I certainly appreciated their intervention.
Limited to destinations near UCLA, Art and I decided to live out one of his dreams... playing golf in Pebble Beach. We spent a quiet Christmas there. We also visited Sue and Al Stipe at their rental home in Palm Desert.
I learned a lot during this time. The first human lung transplant in the U.S. occurred in 1963 (the patient lived 18 days) and the first successful long-term single lung transplant occurred in 1983. It was only after the invention of the heart-lung machine coupled with the development of immunosuppressive drugs that transplant recipients routinely survived. I would be a recipient of all that research. I also learned more about IPF. It is a scarring (or thickening) of the lungs without a known cause and no known cure and it generally occurs between the ages of 50 and 70. At the time of my diagnosis, about 128,000 patients suffered from IPF in the United States. As a newly diagnosed disease, not much government or private research existed about the malady. UCLA was one of the few medical schools on the cutting edge of developing an approach to dealing with the disease. They knew lung transplants could increase the life span of some IPF patients.
After doing so well for so long, my body began to deteriorate so my LAS increased to 62.2—placing me first on the list for a left lung. I was on oxygen full time with a tank in every room in the house. I couldn't go from the bed to the bathroom without dragging oxygen behind me. My quality of life was rapidly deteriorating. We were nervous when we received our first call from UCLA on February 5, 2011 at 9:30 pm. Art was recovering from a second hip surgery so we knew if I were called it would be difficult for him to travel with me to UCLA. It was impossible for us to drive there in only four hours so we'd arranged for a medevac plane to take me to UCLA when the call came. With Art incapacitated, the lung coordinator told us to stay put until they were assured it was a viable lung. Finally, we received the news at 2:45 am that it was a no-go. My sister was staying with us during this time. It was a very stress-filled week and I really needed her encouragement and support.
We received the second call on Sunday, February 20th and were directed to fly to UCLA immediately. I was already on the surgical table when they determined the lung wasn't viable. Upon hearing this, I had a major breakdown. I was warned this could happen, but never really expected it would. Many families were affected that night because none of the donated organs were viable. We later learned that the donor was a 27-year-old man who had committed suicide by shooting himself in the mouth. His teeth splintered and some went into the major organs. I became very depressed, and the only thing I can think is that those two calls were dress rehearsals for what would come next. Now we had to go home and wait again.
Christy had driven our car to UCLA when we received the call; we would need a car post-surgery. She arrived just in time to take us back home. An uplifting and needed gift greeted me the morning after my planned transplant—I opened my computer to find e-mails from friends around the country. Marilyn Beiter had sent an e-mail to collegiate and alumnae chapters around the U.S.; there were e-mails filled with prayers and blessings from Tri Sigmas everywhere. They weren't the only messages—I had so many people supporting me with prayers, thoughts, and cards! Art subscribed me to a website called "Caring Bridge" that enabled us to send messages to our friends all at once (http://caringbridge.org/visit/conniegeldbach) and maintained it before and after my transplant. It provided day-to-day updates of our journey. It also provided a place for people to
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reply with comments. Caring Bridge became my link to the world, my grounding, and my emotional lifeline. I read the entries daily, appreciating every thought my friends took to write. For Christmas one year, Cailin prepared the meaningful gift of placing many of the entries into a scrapbook. My friends were definitely there for me, and I really appreciated all they did.
Over 55,000 people in the U.S. were waiting for organs while only 55 transplants occurred each day (UCLA was performing an average of five lung or heart transplants monthly). Ten people on the waiting list died each day. The odds of being one of the lucky ones to receive an organ was not a likely possibility. Despair was finally upon me and I was fully accepting I would probably not live long enough to get a lung. My LAS reached 66.2; people rarely reach 70.
The waiting began once more. Art and I rented a house in Dana Point (near UCLA) by the ocean where the humidity and the lower elevation helped. It was a beautiful home, with four bedrooms (each with a bath), a large kitchen, two family rooms, and a formal living room. There was an outside deck that had a magnificent view of the ocean. We fully expected it would be my last summer and many family members and friends could stay with us. On June 10, 2011 before we left for summer vacation, the needed call arrived. This time we were told it was a viable lung and to get to UCLA immediately. As life has a way of altering some plans, it happened there was no plane available. Art decided we would just drive as fast as possible. Fortuitously, flight personnel called us just we were approaching the last exit out of Las Vegas (the location of the airport), to tell us a plane from Portland, Oregon was due to land in an hour and immediately leave to deliver a patient to the LA area. Did we want to take it? Of course! We were in the air within 45 minutes and the UCLA team took me directly to the surgical area upon our arrival. Art sat on a chair with tears rolling down his face as I signed paper after paper. I was so prepared that I said, "If I make it, we will deal with the outcome; and, if I don’t, I will never know what happened.” I was ready to go; my life had deteriorated to the point that I had no choice. Mike took Christy to the airport to retrieve our car and drive it to UCLA then took Chancie to their house for dog sitting. Christy started calling people while she was on the road. Gina was in Atlanta, Georgia attending Art’s sister’s granddaughter’s wedding. I wanted Art to attend, but he refused; there was no way he would risk the trip. His
refusal disappointed me because we'd attended our nephew's out-of-this-world bar mitzvah in Atlanta and I was looking very forward to attending his sister's wedding. Gina represented our family instead. With a three-hour time difference, we decided not to notify Gina until the next morning. She was livid that we didn't call her immediately. We should have, but had too many things on our minds. Christy didn't arrive in time for my surgery, and Gina was not able to return from Georgia until a few days later.
Art had to go it alone. The surgical team said it would take six to eight hours, but within two hours they called him in the waiting room and told him my lung was out. He was speechless and wondered when they would be inserting the new lung. It was within the next three hours. The lung was the gift from a 25-year-old San Diego man. His gracious family consented to the transplant. He is my angel in Heaven!
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Life after Surgery: 2011—
The gift arrived on June 11, 2011—my new birthdate because this was the day life would begin again (according to one nurse). I can't say I remember much from the days immediately following my successful transplant, but know I spent four days in the ICU with my family present in person and by phone. Christy put all the grandsons on speakerphone immediately after the surgery to help me awaken into my new life, but I can't remember the calls. Art says my surgeon, Dr. Abbas Ardeholi, visited me every day in the ICU, but I don't remember seeing him, either. Art, Gina, and Christy stayed for days and the girls were in-and-out for weeks to come. I do remember Paul and Marilyn Marsh stopping by to give us items Art would need as a caretaker. We'd met Paul, who'd received a lung two years before my surgery, through the transplant clinic years earlier. He became an ongoing supporter since he understood perfectly what I was experiencing.
I began to emerge from the fog around my third day post-surgery. At one point that day, Art left me seated in a recliner while he went to get lunch; I was bored so decided to return to bed, falling as I tried to get out of the chair. You can't imagine all the bells, whistles, and people that responded immediately. A doctor checked me instantly and said, in no uncertain terms, I was to never try to stand on my own again! I was in real trouble. Of course, I blamed it on Art’s because he had to eat lunch.
My doctors finally downgraded me from the ICU and moved me to the critical care ward designated for heart and lung patients. I had a lovely private room with a sofa for visitors and a private bathroom. Before my surgery, the hospital coordinator had encouraged me to make my hospital room homey and reflective of my family. Christy brought framed family pictures to place on the dresser (including our "fun" picture from the British Isles cruise) and the hospital staff remarked how fantastic my family looked. I couldn't receive flowers, but Gerry and Diane Metz (friends from Arizona) sent a huge balloon arrangement.
We'd befriended Gerry and Diane after purchasing one of Gerry’s western paintings—he is one of the foremost western artists in the U.S. We eventually purchased several of his
Balloon Decorations
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paintings a bronze statue, and book of his work that included five of our paintings. He also designed two bronze statues—one of Dylan playing baseball at age six and the other of Joe on his skateboard at age eight—for our backyard that we placed on the sides of the big rock (BFR). We planned to have two more made, but the prices increased so dramatically that we never bronzed the little boys.
One of my biggest and most special surprises was my sister showing up unexpectedly at the hospital. She left a house full of company in Oregon because she said she would always regret not being with me if she'd not come. She'd been there during the long wait for the lung, but to actually see me and witness what I was going through was important to her. I certainly appreciated her visit and loved her even more for taking the time to come. She stayed about four days and probably interacted with Art more than me—he needed someone to talk with, and I was asleep most of the time. Janice accompanied me on my three daily walks around the hospital corridors. People got used to seeing my caregivers and me dragging all my equipment in a very unsexy hospital gown. One afternoon a man stopped us and said: “How nice that your daughter can walk you around the halls.” She got a kick out of that! I didn't think I looked that bad. Janice and I watched a lot of Art's favorites—golf and Bill O’Reilly—while sitting around the room. I slept through most of it, but she had to suffer. Art was in seventh heaven, watching whatever he wanted.
My next visitors were Ryan and Spencer. They were staying with their Keeler grandparents while Christy attended a conference. Bruce and Gretchen drove two hours round trip from Northridge for our 30 minute visit. It meant so much to me. Everyone who visited my room had to wear a mask and I had to wear a mask whenever I left the room. As Gretchen and I started on my three-times-a-day walk down the hospital corridor, Spencer went running out with his mask announcing: “I'm a terrorist!” Gretchen and I both jumped all over him. It wasn't a wise thing to say in that day and age. Despite this faux pas, I had a terrific time with the boys and they could see I was improving.
Dr. David Ross became my new pulmonary specialist and would stop by the room at least twice a day (sometimes three times). I think our family impressed him with our positive outlook. At one point, he asked Art and I to visit one of his patients awaiting two lungs; she was in such bad condition that she needed hospitalization. We went to meet her, Janice in tow, to find a beautiful 26-year-old woman, recently married (only six months) to a wonderful young husband. We met her father (a minister) and mother. Their family was so appreciative that we took the time to visit. I probably looked almost as bad as she did, but I was walking the halls. We were impressed with their strong family. They also had a Caring Bridge site so we stayed in contact after I left the hospital. It was devastating to learn she died before lungs came available. I wondered why I received the gift of life as old as I was while a beautiful young woman with a whole life to live died. This is a question I will ask God when my time is up.
Dr. Lynch came by one day with an entourage of medical students and residents. He introduced me saying I was the latest lung
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transplant patient and told the group he hadn't expected me to live long enough to obtain a lung. I told him he'd never said that to me before and he answered: “We don’t tell you everything.” I also had a dermatologist, Dr. Teresa Soriano, who kept a constant eye on my skin because CellCept, one of "big three" medications, notoriously causes skin cancer. A delightful doctor specializing in infectious diseases also visited frequently—I called him my infectious doctor. He would come in, sit on the floor, and just talk to us. He'd biopsied my removed lung and asked if I'd lived on a farm in the Midwest. Yes, I'd lived in Missouri, but, no, I hadn't lived on or near a farm. But, I visited the farming town of Osceola every summer from birth to 13-years-old. Amazed by his questions, he told us his biopsy of my lung identified Missouri Valley Fever. Evidently, the black spot they saw on my lung, the result of Missouri Valley Fever, had been there since I was a toddler. The fever usually remains dormant, but something triggered mine and caused IPF. I will always think the trigger had something to do with our trip to China.
I tried going to the restroom on my own one day and fell face forward. Gina and Art were in the room and helped me immediately, but the nursing staff gave me another lecture. In fact, a note on the door read: “Watch her—she falls frequently.” My equilibrium was really affected. I'd planned to read, watch TV, and talk on the cell phone after the surgery, but was anemic and couldn't focus on anything. It was about eight weeks before my attention span returned.
The food was good even though they put me on a diabetic diet (a side effect of the medication is diabetes), but I didn't enjoy eating much because my iron pills left a horrible metallic taste in my mouth. Art enjoyed most of my lunches and dinners. I was told I'd spend about ten days in the hospital, but stayed 17 days as a result of a bronchoscopy. I'd been doing well six days after the transplant so they scheduled minor surgery to ensure there was no evidence of rejection. They took me from my nice room and delivered me to outpatient surgery.
While under, my heart went into ventricular fibrillation requiring them to defibrillate me putting my heart back in a stable rhythm. My heart went back into ventricular fibrillation two more times, once in the elevator. Each time I was defibrillated successfully. Had this happened anywhere but a hospital, I may have died. It scared the hell out of the surgical staff, Art, and Gina (Christy wasn't there). Art said I looked like death warmed over when I re-entered the ICU. I awoke with a ventilator—a terrible piece of equipment—in my throat. I couldn't swallow or talk. Gina handed me a pencil and paper and I wrote: "Why did you two cause this to happen?” I was fine before the simple surgery; now was back at first base. Fortunately, hospital staff removed the ventilator in about an hour so I could talk in a raspy voice, but I sure wasn't a happy trouper being back in the ICU. Fortunately, I wasn't there long; they returned me to the critical care unit the next day. I had a different room and set of nurses, but the room was just as nice and the staff paid a lot of attention to me. They monitored my heart and everything else on the critical care ward. The heart problem never recurred; the doctors were at a loss as to why it happened in the first place. Transplant patients generally have bronchoscopies every few months—they decided I didn't need
them anymore! Another problem appeared when fluid appeared around the lung prohibiting the new lung from filling the previous lung's cavity. They had to drain it continuously (an unpleasant mess). This draining along with the heart problem were the reasons behind my extended hospital stay.
Hospitals are not conducive to getting quality sleep. I would just be drifting off and the X-ray technician would arrive for my nightly 11:30 PM X-ray. I had three X-rays each day—one at night, another at 6:00 AM, and a more complete X-ray in radiology every afternoon at 3:00 PM. I knew the X-ray technicians well. I also received pills regularly—six times a day! It seemed that every time I opened my mouth, a pill went inside. Hospital staff also monitored my oxygen levels constantly. After years of resisting the stuff, when Dr. Ross told me I didn't have to continue using oxygen, I was afraid to let it go. He decreased my intake slowly each day until finally saying: “That’s it.” I was afraid to breathe on my own, but I did. He was right.
Finally, the big day arrived—my doctors released me to live my new life. We said our goodbyes and left the safety of the hospital where every five patients had their own nurse and care provider who would fully explain everything, interact socially with patients, and respond instantly when we pressed our call buttons. Now Art and I were on our own to deal with all types of medical equipment and more pills than I'd seen in my life. I had to return to the clinic on a weekly basis for six weeks and since we'd already rented the home at Dana Point, we were all set. Art and I hired Dylan and Cailin to be our chief cooks and bottle washers so they stayed with us for six weeks doing a wonderful job. Art and I didn't have to
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worry about anything but my health; the kids took care of everything from laundry to food shopping. It was a real bonding experience.
The term "caretaker" took on a whole new dimension when we were on our own. I wasn't capable of making any decisions or helping in anyway leaving Art to organize the 53 pills I took daily into six separately timed groups—quite an undertaking. With help from Dylan and Gina, he created an Excel spreadsheet outlining all the information, a spreadsheet we continued to use even when my daily pill regimen decreased to 31 per day. The method of tracking medications, times, doctors, pharmacies, and pill purposes was perfect. He shared his flow chart with other transplant patients—none had a system as complete as Art's. Art became my Doctor of Pill Administration (DPA) and was responsible for recording my daily blood pressure, diabetes test results (he liked pricking my finger), temperature, and weight. A home nurse visited weekly to draw blood and give injections. Being a care provider was even more than Art anticipated. Without Dylan’s attention to cooking, cleaning, and other household chores (like bathing Chancie) and help from others who visited, I think he would've ended up in the hospital!
Dana Point was the perfect place for me to recuperate. It was beautiful, conveniently located near Las Vegas and UCLA (a highway was close enabling quick hospital commutes between Dana Point and LA), and the whole family could visit. In addition to everyone in the family coming for one or several days, Elaine and Ken German, Gerry and Diane Metz, Ardie and Bill Beeler, Carol and Jerry Pope, Janice and Gretchen Hein, Robin and Starlyn Thomas, AnnaMarie (our official travel agent) and Carl Smith, Janet Benton, and friends of the older grandsons visited for overnight stays. We entertained overnight guests every night except our last. I loved the company and though it seems like a lot, it didn't feel that way and did wonders for my recovery. I was never alone. I also received daily phone calls from my Red Hats group, Bible study class, Through the Fire group (a group of seriously-ill members of the church who met weekly), and other friends from around the country. Best of all, Christy brought Chancie. We'd really missed her while she was having a ball with the Keeler dogs. Plus, we celebrated many holidays and vacations. I'd never experienced as much attention as I did during that stay.
Art was not only the "General of the Pills," but he also had me on an exercise regimen that forced me to walk several times each day. I started out with a walker, but he soon took it away. He also lengthened my walks each day as my strength and speed improved. It did wonders for my body while my grumbling probably didn't do much for him. I contribute my recovery to Art; he made my progress possible. Art came up to bat and hit a homerun!
The problem of fluid around the lung continued, requiring minor surgery. I was apprehensive, but it wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. They finally drained all the excess fluid and everything improved. I was doing well so my doctor let me return to Las Vegas in August; I'd return to UCLA monthly for tests and doctor's appointments.
Art and I drove to UCLA once a month for the next six months and then about every three months. We would leave home on a Sunday morning, drive to California, and stay at the Tiverton House (a hotel on campus for use by hospital patients). Over the years, the Tiverton staff really got to know us. After arriving at the hotel, AnnaMarie and Carl would pick us up, take us sightseeing, and then out to eat at some interesting place. Most of the places were off-the-beaten-track. We certainly appreciated their support.
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I would arrive on Monday mornings in the X-ray area for pictures then head to the pulmonary breathing area for extensive tests. After that, we met with Dr. Ross. He was always willing to spend all the time we needed to help us understand my condition and what we should expect next. The appointments were often quite long. From there, I had several blood tests to determine how my medications were interacting with my body; and, finally, we would meet Dr. Teresa Soriano who frequently burned off or cut out skin cancers. A cancer on my left middle finger required surgery and skin grafting.
We always stopped in Victorville to eat lunch with Paul and Marilyn Marsh on our way home. Paul kept one step ahead of me, telling me what to expect next. Unfortunately, his high-powered medications led to his death from cancer in 2013—five years after his transplant. Realizing I would probably meet his same fate hit me pretty hard. We never stopped meeting Marilyn for lunch on our regular UCLA trips, trips that would continue for my entire life.
Max Delivers a Biofusion Treatment
Marilyn told me her only regret was they didn't do some of the things he really wanted to do. She told me to do everything I wanted to do in life so I started working on it right away with the goal of leaving my family with many good memories. The UCLA tests never changed over the years, but I eventually started seeing Dr. Soriano more than Dr. Ross.
Organ rejection was always a possibility threatening transplant recipients so UCLA required blood tests every four to six weeks to monitor medication. I also needed monthly Biofusion injections that helped limit problems resulting from a suppressed immune system. Fortunately, both procedures could happen at my house. A home nurse, Max, monitored the injections. The procedure took about two hours so I came to know Max, a fascinating person, quite well. He was an ear, nose, and throat physician in the Philippines who would have to redo his residency, a goal he was working toward, if he wanted to practice medicine in the States. This was to my advantage because he could answer questions and alleviate my concerns better than a regular nurse. In addition to these procedures, I saw my doctor in Las Vegas each week for regular blood tests.
I had no problems for the first three months after the transplant, but then some setbacks arose. First, I had severe and extremely painful mouth sores; one was so painful that I couldn't even eat. My doctors in Vegas couldn't find anything to help so Art—out of desperation—sent a picture of my tongue to Dr. Ross at UCLA. They provided immediate attention by changing my medications, prescribing a strong antibiotic, and scheduling a biopsy to ensure it wasn't cancerous. The biopsy was very painful, but offered great news—it wasn't cancerous. Though my tongue improved, it never stopped bothering me.
Next, I developed an illness (probably from my donor) called CMV or cytomegalovirus—a relative of the herpes virus and common in the general population. The virus is common in transplant patients because of their suppressed immune systems. I knew something was wrong because it felt as if I had the flu; I was weak and ached all over, my cough returned, and I was having enough breathing problems that I had to resort to using my oxygen concentrator. Again, tweaking my medications helped. Through weekly blood tests, my UCLA doctors eventually determined they'd contained the virus, but there was no cure.
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Another nagging problem was CellCept. I needed the drug to keep from rejecting the lung, but it never agreed with my system (it's possible my body was unable to absorb the drug). Dr. Ross removed CellCept from my regimen to see if it might slow the rate of skin cancer growth. I saw improvements when they removed it from my pill regimen. Some of the other setbacks I faced included a sore on my left hand middle finger that wouldn't heal. It became cancerous and had to be treated with a skin graft. Skin cancer, a side affect of my medications, would continue to plague me for the rest of my life.
Art always had to be on his toes because my medications changed constantly. He would mail order drugs in three-month supplies, and when my doctors stopped a certain medication, the pharmacy discouraged us from cancelling the prescription because it was difficult and time consuming for them to process individual drugs. That said, the medications were exorbitantly expensive! One, Valycte, cost about $1,800 a month (a common cost point for many of my medications). We had Valycte and CellCept running out our ears because they kept arriving in the mail even when I wasn't taking them so asked Dr. Ross’ assistant if they had any use for the extra pills. Clearly, other patients on limited means could really use this medicine.
I was so excited when reaching my six-month lung transplant birthdate that Art and I planned a "Celebration of Life and Thank You" party at the Paiute Golf Course to honor my donor. We invited everyone who supported me through the Caring Bridge site, cards, calls, visits, and prayers. We invited long-time friends, almost all our church members, ALLV members, school district colleagues, neighbors, and friends from the various clubs and organizations to which I belonged. My sister, Carol and Jerry, Sheila Lipsey, Sandy Pillig (a long-time friend from my Woodbury days), Pam and Greg Lane (Girard friends), and AnnaMarie and Carl came from out of town. We selected the Saturday evening after Thanksgiving because that was the only time the whole family was available (Dylan and Cailin could only be in Vegas over their Thanksgiving holiday from NAU). We didn't think many people would be available over the holiday weekend, but over 155 guests attended.
The party was a tremendous success. Gina designed the invitation and organized the affair with the golf club coordinator. She also decorated the tables with angels (representing everyone who supported me) and stars (representing my donor in Heaven) and placed little decorative sacks of M&M’s on the tables that said: “Bless my donor.” Everyone took home an angel and star. Christy and Mike made a video montage showing my progress through the transplant process and she made a beautiful cake (though excess frosting made it lean to the side). We served heavy hors d'oeuvres, wine, beer, and soft drinks. I gave a speech about my case and asked my guests to encourage everyone they knew to be a donor and save a life. The speech went over well; several people (including a few doctors) came up afterward and told me how much they appreciated it. Gina had more Longaberger baskets than she knew what to do with so offered them for a silent auction. Christy and I filled the baskets with all types of items then she, her neighbor, and Carol Ann wrapped them for display. They were beautiful. Those who purchased the baskets could decide if they wanted the money to go to Caring Bridge or to UCLA for Lung and Heart Research. The silent auction was much more successful than I'd expected; my friends were generously
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supportive of future transplants. As the saying goes: "It takes a village to raise a child." Well, it takes thousands of prayers to obtain a lung.
In October that year, the Keelers, Art, and I attended the Girard Conference in San Diego where the company surprised and honored me by publically recognizing me for my courage through the ordeal. They invited me to the podium to receive a generous donation for organ research to Ronald Regan Hospital. I delivered the following speech:
“Thanks for the donation made in my name to UCLA for lung transplant research. My family and I thank Girard for this generous donation. As a recent recipient of their expertise, I truly appreciate your generosity. I would not be here this evening if it had not been for the ongoing support and prayers I received from everyone we know. We were overwhelmed with the support we received from Mike and Art’s clients, the wholesalers that have visited the office over the years, companies such as Wells, and many of you here tonight who have followed our journey on the Caring Bridge site.
I have been truly blessed with a wonderful, caring family. Some are here with me this evening. I have the most outstanding caretaker in the world, Art! These past few months Art has truly earned stars in his crown. He has worked harder than I have. My debt of gratitude also extends to my donor and his family. He was 25 years old and from the San Diego area. He is truly an angel.
I still have a long and probably difficult road to travel, but I thank God for every day even if it ends up limited. My youngest grandson, Spencer, informed me that I have to attend his high school graduation in 2018. I told him I would definitely place the date on my calendar. Now I have a goal to work towards.
Thank you, again, for this donation, but more importantly your support for transplant surgery. Christy recently gave me a t-shirt that says it all: 'Don’t take your organs to Heaven—Heaven knows we need them here!'”
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I received a standing ovation! Many told me afterwards that they'd never met a transplant recipient. Many also said they would ensure their drivers’ licenses indicated they were donors. It was such an honor and a great evening.
Art decided to try our first real trip a week before Christmas of 2011 since the Keelers were in Mexico, Gina was in Phoenix, and Brent and the boys were in Ohio. We planned to visit the Grand Canyon and Sedona, but had to return early because of my tongue and the necessity for blood work. We shortened our time at the Grand Canyon, but enjoyed every minute in our lovely Sedona bed and breakfast (even though it was cold). We celebrated a family Christmas after everyone returned to Las Vegas. Returning to normal life was a real pleasure.
I planned to take Joe and Dylan on a cruise, but Dr. Ross was never in favor of cruising and Dr. Steckler was even more negative. She said I would be on a ship with 4,000 people—1,000 of whom would be germ-carrying children. She said I would have to wear gloves constantly, make sure I always wore a mask, and use wipes on everything I touched. She warned that the nightly shows would be the worst place for me because germs would be floating everywhere. If I had to cruise, she wanted me to go on a smaller ship at a time when children were in school.
Dr. Steckler made a good argument, but I still wanted to do something special. God always seemed to know when I needed support, and He delivered. As Art and I were debating over travel alternatives, we received a call from the owner of the Dana Point house. When she'd contacted us in January about renting her home, the price was significantly higher than the previous year so we'd decided not to go. This time, she said the people who were to rent it in July and August backed-out. She wondered if we might still be interested and even lowered the price from the previous year. We jumped at the opportunity. The family loved the location and this time I could enjoy the area because I could walk and travel. Chancie joined us (a big plus!) and Dylan and Cailin returned as our butlers. Christy and Gina's families visited as well as Janice and some close friends. I even went to Disneyland with my sister!
We took Gina, Mike Johnson, Joe, Kelli, Dylan, Cailin, Mike, Christy, Ryan, and Spencer to the Hard Rock Riviera Maya over Christmas where we ate, drank, and went sightseeing. It was so meaningful for me to have everyone together.
We stayed pretty close to home until visiting Al and Sue Stipe in Palm Desert in the spring (for the third time). During our times together, Sue and I became dedicated watchers of "Dancing with the Stars" and began planning our visits to coincide with the show's seasons. What an amazing friendship; it began in Germany and spanned the rest of my life.
Then, after a four-year hiatus, Janice and I took another Princess cruise—this time through the Panama Canal. The trip was great, but I had some serious side effects with my mecations that landed me in Summerlin Hospital immediately upon my return. Four doctors cared for me (including a hematologist and one specializing in kidneys) during my
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With Al and Sue (Dinner in Palm Desert)
Denny, Carol, John, and Denise (St. Louis)
Chancie Poses
Eating through the Panama Canal
Dylan and Cailin Entertaining Me
Hard Rock Riviera Maya over Christmas
Art and Gina in Dana Point
eight-day stay. They let me leave the hospital, but I was still very ill and had difficulty eating. Art blamed Janice for returning me to his care in worse shape than he sent me to her. He also worried because I lacked the energy to do anything. Chancie and I just sat in a recliner day after day. I still insisted we attend the Girard conference on the big island of Hawaii with Janice and Christy’s family. I had a great time, but was still pretty sick. I eventually recovered, but never to 100%. Art and I celebrated our 55th wedding anniversary by relaxing and recuperating in the Embassy Suites Hotel in San Diego, a regular haunt for us.
Shortly afterward, we received sad news. John, Art’s brother, hadn't been well for several years and passed away on August 6, 2013. Fortunately, we'd seen him and his family when we were in St. Louis attending the Beiter’s 50th anniversary. Losing two of his three siblings was very difficult on Art. A year later, Carol Geldbach (John's wife), passed away from cancer.
We decided to continue to take Marilyn’s words to heart: "Do everything you want to do in life while you have time!" so took a 27-day cruise on Oceania to celebrate our 55th anniversary. It started in Barcelona and ended in Dubai with the highlight being three days in Israel, one of the places I'd always dreamed of visiting. We really enjoyed Jordan, not a destination I originally thought I'd like. Our only problem was the 40-hour flight home due to an in-flight emergency that, fortunately, wasn't mine!
We followed the Oceania cruise with our seemingly annual trip to Hawaii with Janice—this time to Maui. Next, Art and I travelled the California coast following one of my many UCLA appointments and then Christy’s family accompanied us on another trip to San Luis Obispo where we stayed in the famous Madonna Inn. I built even more memories when Janice, Gina, and Christy joined me on a fall foliage cruise from New York City (where we saw Andy, Claire, and their boys) to Quebec (where we stayed, again, in Le Château Frontenac).
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Tea Time in Dubai
Marilyn on Her 50th Anniversary
Hawaii with Janice and the Keelers
Finally on GMA!
Camels, Again... (Petra, Jordan)
Grandsons at the Madonna Inn
The Gum Wall (San Luis Obispo)
New Orleans (2015)
Visiting Turkey in 2014
Petra, Jordan
The Wailing Wall
Seeing Barcelona
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Another major setback occurred when I passed out in the bathtub in January of 2015. Art (along with the help of Brent and an ambulance) rescued me. I spent ten days in intensive care, during five of which I was nearly comatose. My doctors never identified the cause, but know it involved pneumonia and a urinary tract infection. I survived, but not without loss; in addition to my continued back pain, I lost some cognitive processing ability. My family was wonderful! Gina was out of town, but called daily; Art and Christy were there everyday; and, Gina and Christy organized all our friends so I was never either all alone or too overwhelmed with visitors.
Janice and I traveled quite of bit of the world, but in 2015 we decided to try something different. Janice needed some downtime from Gretchen's new twins, Moira and Josh—grandkids added to Andy's three sons living in New York City. She went from no grandchildren in Oregon to an entire houseful! Janice, Art, and I took a riverboat cruise from New Orleans to St. Louis. We arrived in New Orleans a few days early to visit the city and Janice and Art rolled me all over the place in a wheelchair. We celebrated the Fourth of July onboard, enjoying a magnificent view of fireworks over the city. We cruised up the Mississippi River visiting beautiful southern plantations and cities. We even saw ducks walking in Memphis. Unfortunately, the river was so high that we had to substitute some of the planned ports. A riverboat cruise offered a true change from oversea travel and the huge ships we normally took. Janice could return to Oregon well rested to play with her newest grandchildren.
Health problems never stopped haunting me, the most troublesome being a sciatic nerve impingement that caused severe pain and hampered my ability to walk. Anti-rejection medications destroyed my spine. Art figured I'd taken over 50,000 pills in just the first three years following my transplant. No wonder my body had problems!
Time between trips began to lengthen, but I never intended to stop. I even planned a cruise from Amsterdam to the Norway fjords during the summer of my fifth lung-birthday and always kept Spencer's high school graduation on my calendar. Recovering was a true miracle!
Josh and Moira at Janice's House with Gretchen
Back in the ICU (2015)
Entertainment at My Expense
Jules, Andy, Marin, Louie, and Claire Hein in New York
Recovering from ICU with Chancie
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The Letter
The gift of my lung necessitated a thank you letter to my donor’s family. There are very strict guidelines to follow when writing the family. Donor coordinators suggest not writing before the one-year transplant birthday because it gives the donor's family time to adjust and ensures the organ transplant was a success. Recipients are allowed to mention their first names, but not their last names and can tell the donor's family which state they live in, but not which city (of course, it's not difficult to determine the city when you live in Nevada). The letter can tell about the recipient's family, but can't mention anything religious or tell how sorry they are for the loss of the family member. Once written, the letter is sent to a clearinghouse where coordinators read it and determine if it is appropriate to send. Once it meets their expectations, they notify the family that a letter is available and give them the option to either accept or deny receiving it. The donor’s family is then given the opportunity to engage in further contact with the recipient. If the family wants to communicate with the donor, a coordinator facilitates the connection.
"Dear Donor family,
This is the most important and heartfelt letter I have ever had the privilege to write. My name is Connie, I live in Nevada, and I was blessed June 11, 2011 when I received new life in the form of your son’s left lung. Knowing that the gift came at the cost of your incredible loss, it is with deepest sorrow that I accept the new life his lung provided.
I cannot begin to tell you how much the call meant to my family and me. It was, and still is, the best and most important call and gift I have ever received. It truly changed my life and that of my friends and family by allowing me to remain in their lives, fully participating in the world around. Today, I live a normal and active life.
My family will never forget your son; nor will we forget you. I hope you will accept our sincere gratitude on both my behalf and those with whom I associate daily. Your son has enriched our lives beyond measure.
With a grateful heart,
Thank you"
Few UCLA transplant patients received a return letter from the family, but I met one gentleman who did... three years post-transplant. Paul Marsh said it took him over a year to write his letter because is was so difficult; he'd received his lung from a pregnant 30-year-old woman. Both she and the baby died. He just couldn't bring himself to say he was over 70 and he was alive and she wasn't. Regardless of the amount of appreciation recipients have for their donors, it's difficult to write a family whose 25-year-old son benefitted a 71-year-old woman. I told my donor's family about my teaching career and how the new lung impacted my life, and I told them that I know life is difficult to understand at times, but I'm forever grateful that one family supported organ donation. I didn't hear back from the donor’s family. My letter, in part, follows:
Stained Glass we Commissioned for
First Christian Church
(Disciples of Christ)
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Fully Alive with a New Lung: The Girls on the Fall Foliage Cruise (2014)
Reflecting on My Family
I'm ending my book with my feelings regarding each member of my family—where I see them today and what I hope will happen in their futures. My family is now and always has been the most important part of my existence. We all have ups and downs, but we love each other deeply and have been there when we needed each other. The support I received from my many friends and relatives made an incredible difference, but my immediate family lived life with me daily. I cannot thank Art, Gina, Christy, Brent, Mike, Joe, Dylan, Ryan, and Spencer enough for being there when I really needed them.
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Gina
Gina is an outstanding woman. She went where few women choose to go by taking on a man’s world and making it to the top. It was no picnic-in-the-park. She did what she had to do and did it well. I knew Gina was a force to be reckoned with from the beginning. We were at each other’s throats constantly during her teen years; I'm not even sure why. I just think I wanted her to do things my way and she had other ideas.
Gina is very independent and talented. She calls a spade a spade and sometimes that is more than a person wants to hear. I respect her for the courage it took to take on the fire department. It was not without a cost. She paid heavily in the areas of health and relationships.
Gina and Brent raised two exceptionally nice men. It was not always easy, but she did the right things for them. She also spent many hours improving her own life and working to better understand her inner self and then put that knowledge to work to help others. She dresses like a model, decorates like an interior designer, organizes groups in minutes, is an author, and developed her own graphic arts company. She is so busy that I seldom see her and am glad she joined ALLV because it gave us closer contact.
Gina recently developed a permanent relationship with an extremely kind man, Mike Johnson. They bought a nice home in a Las Vegas retirement area. It’s my hope that their relationship continues to blossom and grow over the years. My wish for Gina is to find happiness and to build stronger bonds with her Dad. He will need her someday. I would also hope she and Christy eventually forge a relationship as close as the one I share with my sister. As my mother said to Janice and me: "You are the only two to truly remember your parents." I am more than proud to be a part of your life!
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Christy
Christy is almost five years younger than Gina. I know having had a sister eight years younger that as children and young people we really didn't have much in common. There was a decided difference in our family's quality of life between Gina and Christy. Gina was with us in the Air Force to the end. We were certainly not poor, but we had to watch our pennies. Christy had the advantage of her dad’s creation of a very lucrative financial business allowing us to afford a nice car for her and more expensive college experience. I am sure this had some bearing on sisterly relationships. Christy lived mostly in two environments—Ramstein and Clark County School District—and we moved at a good time in her school years. This enabled her to have a smooth transition between her elementary, middle, and high school experiences and to be involved in many school activities. After nine years in Department of Defense Schools, Gina was thrust into a public school in tenth grade—cliques were well formed and she was the outsider. Within military circles, newcomers are warmly welcomed; in Las Vegas, they were ignored.
Christy was always a stay-at-home child who appeared to really enjoy being around Art and me. If we wanted to go on a trip to the cabin or just downtown, she was ready to go. Christy followed all the rules, even the unnecessary ones. If a teacher or dentist said to do even one little thing (that probably was not that important and no one else would actually do), Christy did it.
She is a talented author and quite artistic with special projects. In high school, she was cute, energetic, loved to be involved, and received many honors. She was very successful in college until something came crashing down during her the senior year and she fell apart. It took great effort on all our parts (her, Art, Gina, Grandma
Sejnost, and me) to help her become functional again. She is a strong person and made it to the other side. Nonetheless, Christy continued to struggle with depression (and ultimately received a bipolar diagnosis). I think she inherited a gene that she triggered through multiple head injuries experienced during college.
Christy has her dad’s personality—she is a hard worker and perfectionist, but has difficulty working with others who have trouble meeting her standards. Art had the advantage of the military to keep him in line, but he never flourished until he was his own boss. Christy had problems blooming because she chose a career requiring her to work with other people. Christy is smart and talented like her sister and she earned a Ph.D. when all odds were against her. I regret that she didn't utilize her doctorate as much as I think she deserves.
Christy is a great mother who devotes her whole life to her family and is a Christian woman who believes deeply in her faith.
I wish for Christy to survive raising her boys—they will do well—and I hope she remembers there is a lot of life left after the boys leave the home. She appears to have found something she enjoys—competing in triathlons and challenging herself athletically. I also hope she continues to try to connect with her dad and sister. I cannot begin to tell her how much I appreciate all she did for me while I dealt with IPF. I am so fortunate to have such beautiful and loving daughters.
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Joe
Joe is our number one grandson and has been a joy to me all his life. He could be a handful in his younger days, but he's become a truly loving, nice young man. At one point, I wasn't sure how Joe would turn out because he wasn't interested in school, but I trusted that he was going to one of the best schools in town. We worried he might not even graduate because he was having problems passing the Nevada math proficiency exam. He finally buckled down, passed it, and graduated from high school. Now he's taken calculus in college and even enjoyed it!
Joe didn't know what he wanted to do when he left high school so decided to attend the College of Southern Nevada. His grades suffered his first year because he lacked interest in his studies. The next year, though, he began taking EMT classes and found his niche. He not only completed the program, but also went on to earn his paramedic credentials and work for a local ambulance company. Joe transferred to UNLV to complete his college degree, but was hired by the Las Vegas Fire and Rescue Department before finishing so put college on hold. I have no doubt that he will complete his educational pursuits... it will just take him a little longer. We told Joe we would send him to Australia for a graduation trip. He dreams of going there.
Joe is following a tradition in the family. His great-great grandfather, John William Bartold, was a fireman in St. Louis who died while on a call at the age of 57. His mother, Gina Geldbach-Hall, was also a firefighter and she became the first woman to be promoted to captain in the Clark County Fire Department and ultimately retired as a battalion chief. Joe's father, Brent Hall, is also a paramedic firefighter and he held several positions in Clark County Fire Department: firefighter, paramedic, paramedic supervisor, and aircraft rescue firefighter. Before Brent began his career with the Clark Country Fire Department, he even worked several seasons as a wild land firefighter on hotshot and heli-tack crews. Joe has big boots to fill!
With his drive and ambition, I'm sure Joe will be very successful as a paramedic firefighter. He is good looking and has met a nice woman, Kelli Flynn. Kelli is not only pretty, but is friendly and smart. She has a master’s degree in speech pathology (just like me!) from Reno. We knew some young woman would be lucky to get Joe someday. Joe will be a good husband and father. He is a true joy in my life.
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Dylan
Dylan is number two grandson. He is similar, yet very different, from his brother. Joe was always adventuresome and Dylan more laid back. He would review situations where Joe found himself in trouble and decide to make different choices. Dylan was fortunate to receive the education he did; it changed his life and made him the student and man he is today. He breezed through high school after attending Dawson for elementary and middle school and Faith put him ahead of the curve at Northern Arizona University.
Art and I spent a lot of time with Dylan over the years. I would take him to or pick him up from school when Neva wasn't available and it helped us form a special bond. He is an athlete, but wasn't as committed to individual sports for the long-term as was Joe. He tended to enjoy a sport, become injured, and then dislike it. From there, he would move to a new sport. As I was trying to interest him in playing football his senior year, he told me: "Grandma, we live in Las Vegas and the artificial grass on the field is over a 110 degrees. I feel on fire every time I fall; plus, I have several injuries and the coach doesn't appreciate me.” As an adult, Dylan enjoys playing sports with his fraternity brothers and former high school friends.
Dylan started dating a really cute cheerleader, Cailin Benton, during their sophomore years in high school. The relationship flourished, continued into their joint studies at NAU, and flowed into their professional lives. Art and I became close to Cailin over the many years we spent together, and particularly close when she and Dylan spent two summers working as our personal valets in Dana Point. They did everything that Art and I either weren't capable of doing or didn't want to do while I was recovering from the transplant. Their assistance was invaluable.
A special memory I have of Dylan is that whenever I dropped him off at school and told him I loved him, he answered: “Grandma, I love you, too.” I look forward to watching Dylan and Cailin meet their goals in life. I hope Dylan will find something he loves to do as a profession (perhaps a medical degree since he successfully completed his MCAT and is showing interest in the field) and hope he will always remain close to Art and me. I think it's assured because they adopted a cute dog, Mayva, who became Chancie's best friend. Plus, Dylan and Cailin were probably the only teenagers that ever double-dated regularly with grandparents; and, they're still doing it! We tend to foot the bill for them and always have a great time together. I also pray Art, Joe, Dylan, and I can take one more special vacation together before they fly the coop or I'm not around.
166
Ryan
Ryan is number three grandson. We were on a roll with three boys! He is an intelligent young man who's read and listened to more books than I have in a lifetime. His computer skills are exceptional—even at five years old he could tell me how to find things on the computer. And, when he was younger, he was active in boy scouts and church.
Ryan's school life was never easy. He dealt with behavior problems that seriously impacted his school performance. I think he may have inherited a gene that caused him to have to deal with life in different ways than other young boys. Christy was on Prozac while pregnant with both boys, and I often wonder if that had something to do with Ryan’s behavioral concerns. He was diagnosed with pervasive developmental disorder at Stanford University, but the diagnosis later changed to autism-spectrum disorder. Ryan sees a psychiatrist and psychologist regularly. He's improved remarkably, but still has some rough days. Art and I took care of Ryan on many occasions when his parents were out of town during which I had few problems with him (his parents say it's because we let him do whatever he wants, but we have done that with all our grandsons).
Ryan enjoys talking with me and is my most loving grandchild. He always gives me a hug and tells me he loves me when he enters and leaves our home. I've been his nanny on several trips and a couple of times we had a problem, but nothing that I couldn't handle. I've been to more movies than I can count with Ryan and we've travelled together frequently. He was the first grandchild I told about IPF and how it was affecting me—he's an excellent listener and has always been protective of me. He's the one I call when I want someone to push me around in my wheelchair at the mall or at an ALLV Christmas bazaar. I'm so proud to have him as my number one grandchild in the Keeler family.
As Ryan grew older, I became able to depend on him for help. He greeted anything I asked of him readily and enthusiastically. Once when Art went out of town, I asked Ryan to stay with me because being alone was becoming difficult. He's a great and conscientious driver and I always feel safe and comfortable when he's around. Our time together was fun and rewarding; it strengthened our bond and was characteristic of the love we share. I always look forward to spending time with him.
My wish for Ryan is that he can graduate from the Advanced Technology Academy where he is doing so well. I hope, too, that he will learn to function comfortably in all situations he encounters. I have no doubt he will graduate from college—he is too smart not to finish! I think he'll be a rich computer nerd or an author in his future. He is one of my blessings.
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Spencer
Our youngest grandchild is Spencer—a small, wiry, encyclopedically bright young man. He knows a little bit about everything! Like their parents, neither Ryan nor Spencer will ever be tall like their cousins. In fact, Christy and Mike could've donated a lung to me because of their heights and Christy even offered. Spencer is filled with energy and constantly on the move like the energizer bunny. He is also exceptionally bright and talented and won more awards and prizes in elementary school than he has room to hang. Spencer's personality is wonderful and I wish he shared it with me as much as Ryan shares his. When Spencer is at our house, he never leaves the computer (I think he knows how to play every computer game his mom will let him play). He has terrible handwriting like his brother, and is fortunate to have access to computers (I doubt teachers could read his writing without the computer).
Spencer's transfer to middle school from elementary wasn't smooth. In his stubborn nature, he decided homework was definitely not in his best interest, he was in a constant state of movement, and he had trouble following two- and three-step directions. Christy and Mike tried everything to help him and were pulling their hair out when testing confirmed his lack of focus is due to attention deficit hyperactivity disorder. ADHD medication immediately helped him focus, calm down, make more friends, and find more joy. His grades improved markedly in seventh grade and he earned honor roll status every quarter. He still, though, struggles with his attention and hyperactivity. Christy drives him to school daily and always asks him if he has his book bag, jacket, and shoes. One day they arrived at school with the book bag and jacket, but no shoes. The trumpet sometimes misses the Keeler bus, too.
Spencer was involved in boy scouts in elementary and participates in church activities to this day. He takes annual mission trips with his high school church group to help a church in Mexico, and he joins Mike, Christy, and Ryan to build houses in Mexico every year. He also attends the Christian Outdoor Leadership School (COLS) every summer.
Spencer's true love is running. He began running on the Faith cross-country team in sixth grade and also ran fun races (like the Color Run) with his mom. Christy even convinced him to try triathlon. He loved it and ultimately joined the Faith swim team when he reached high school. He's quite good at sports and enjoys teamwork, training, and racing. Ryan has no interest in sports, but walked the Turkey Trot with Gina, Gretchen Keeler, and me on Thanksgiving of 2012 while Spencer and his mom ran. Spencer also loves band. He plays the trumpet (like his father and Grandpa Keeler) and has a great time in marching and pep band while his skills improve each year. His academic talent is computers. One would think he would pursue a career in computers, but I think he'll look toward a more social profession.
Spencer and I both love red vine licorice and I miss traveling as his nanny and going to the movies as much as we used to go. I also miss having him stay overnight. I sometimes get to pick him up from his sports practice, take him for dinner (he prefers In 'n Out Burger or all day breakfast at McDonalds), and return him to school for his evening activities (like band practice). Spencer can now handle a very busy schedule while even taking and doing well in advance courses.
Spencer puts a sparkle in our eyes. He is a dear grandson. I wish for Spencer to continue to do well at Faith Lutheran and hope that as he grows, his organization skills and ability to focus will improve. He is so smart that he will be a success one day. I hope to attend his high school graduation in 2018.
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Brent
I haven't really mentioned son-in-laws, but we hit the jackpot when our girls married. Even though Gina and Brent are no longer together, Brent has been one of our strongest supporters—he was always there when we needed him. He and Gina raised Joe and Dylan into the incredible men they are and even though Brent and Gina have gone their separate ways, Brent will always be the father of my grandchildren. We are forever grateful for all he has done.
Mike
We were lucky when Christy fell in love with Mike. Mike didn't always have an easy time dealing with the Geldbach family. I know it was a challenge for him to work with Art for so many years, but the result was well worth it. Art was Mike's teacher and mentor and Mike became a top-notch financial advisor. He distinguished himself as a financial advisor and has become a prized member of the Girard broker/dealer organization. Mike continues to provide the same top-notch services to his clients that Art provided for over 30 years while demonstrating the highest level of dedication and ethical standards in dealing with every client. He is one of the top advisors in his field.
It's also not been easy dealing with Christy's psychological problems. Mike handled them, supported her, and thrived alongside her. Additionally, Ryan and Spencer's individual needs often caused chaos in their family and he rose to help at every occasion.
Mike is a modern husband who's been very supportive of Christy and the boys. He is available when she needs him
and limits his workday so he can spend more time with them. Mike puts his family first. He's also the kind of guy that lets Christy spend a lot of time with us and supports us when we need him to pick up our dog and let Christy drive our car to UCLA at a moment's notice. The girls did a great job choosing spouses
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Art
Art and I married when I was 18 so we spent nearly 60 years together—a true lifetime. I'd like to say all those years were wonderful and rosy, but there were hard patches along the way. We handled those patches, always persevering through the trials. I was drawn to Art because he was cute, but knew he was also smart and assertive—he had potential. Daddy wasn't an aggressive man and though Mother could be a pistol at home, she was quite timid in public. I was like her so thought I needed a man who would fight the battles I couldn't or didn't want to face (like calling Sears and telling them they sold us an inoperative appliance). I internally knew the kind of man I needed when I was young. Neither of my daughters would ever hesitate to call Sears and tell them what they think.
Occasionally, I got more than I needed from Art. I wanted him to fight my battles, but stay out of my way most of the rest of the time. It didn't always work that way, mainly due to differences we
experienced as children. Mother and Daddy devoted their entire lives to Janice and me. Art’s parents were good people, but just didn't parent that way. For example, Art was the only one of four children to graduate from high school and he certainly wasn't encouraged to go to college. It just wasn't a priority in their family; their goal was to get the children out of the house as soon as possible. This difference became apparent when we had children of our own. I wanted to be involved in everything the girls did, and he wanted his space. His demanding jobs limited the time he had to interact with his children, but he was still always there for us (especially during our Air Force years when we didn't have extended family nearby). In every crisis, Art helped set things straight.
I made sure we did everything from skiing to traveling as a family. I exposed the girls to every activity they wanted to join as well as had them participate in travel that only a few children ever experience (even if they didn't want to experience it). Despite our time together, father and daughters are not as close as I think we would all like them to be. Art isn't a touchy, feely person and says what he thinks whether you agree with it or not. The result is that we raised two very strong, independent women. Not surprisingly, these strong personalities mean trouble when they don't want to listen to Art in the way he thinks they should.
Art comes from a generation that believes the man of the family knows the right way. I'm also from that generation, but have trouble accepting the traditional roles men and women are to play. The girls reject those roles even more. I repeatedly told Art that some of the time the girls just want him to listen and don't really want to hear his opinion. Nonetheless, he seldom resisted the urge to tell them what they should do. This created constraints within their relationships that I hope will decrease as they grow older and can see and appreciate the sacrifices he made on their behalf. They've never had to worry that he wouldn't be there if they needed him.
Art's always been generous (although he sometimes reminds you of his generosity) and never complained about the time I spent with our grandchildren. He's also thoroughly enjoyed traveling with all of us (and paying for it) and was quite lavish with his financial support of private schools and college tuition. My parents supported us through college so we wanted to make sure our grandsons had the best education possible. We felt that funding private school educations for our grandsons was a lifetime gift we could give.
I cannot begin to say how much Art supported me through my IPF years. He attended all my doctor’s appointments, asked questions that I couldn't or didn't ask, and followed through with all the chores of a conscientious caregiver. He certainly knows more about my medications and overall health than I do. I was really proud of him when he volunteered to give a talk on what it means to be a caregiver. He spoke to 225 attendees at UCLA's 2015 annual program for transplant patients. His speech was well received and is available on YouTube by searching “Master Caretaker Geldbach.”
I put on a good front to family and friends, but in the privacy of our home, I often fell apart. Art cried right beside me as we lived behind the scenes. While I'm the one facing a terminal illness, he's the one that has to be there when I'm gone, and then he'll need to continue living alone into the future. Art frequently tells me he will suffer "the big one” (a heart attack) before I go, but his lineage lives long—a grandparent lived to be 99! I believe Art will live several years without me.
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The men of Art's generation knew nothing about or even felt it was their responsibility to help a wife in the house or care for children. That simply wasn't their purpose. Men were to work, work, and do more work. Today’s husbands are involved as much in the home and childcare as their wives. I was in the first generation of women that worked fulltime, ran the house, and cared for the children while the man worked all day and then read the paper and watched TV in the evening. We accepted our roles so I can't complain. There was one area where we delineated the work line: I did the inside chores and he did all the outside work (including dealing with the cars). I have no interest in gardening or washing cars, and he has no interest in cooking or washing clothes. We do have a compromise—a housekeeper. I resented having to spend all weekend cleaning after teaching all week and decided a housekeeper was the answer. We starting having someone clean our house when we lived in Germany and never gave up the luxury. Art says he does the cleaning because he pays the salary. That's all right with me; I'll take a housekeeper any way I can!
Art loved his financial planning business and probably would've continued working until he died, but maintaining the business while managing my deteriorating health wasn't prudent. He had to be a fulltime caretaker. In some ways, Mike profited from my IPF because Art stepped away from the business around the time I made the transplant list. It was the best decision Art ever made. It was time for him to retire, and it was a time for us. We really didn't know what the summer of 2011 would bring; I honestly didn't think I'd survive to my birthday. Art dedicated himself to making me as comfortable as possible in a beautiful place. God intervened, and Art received an even harder job—being the caretaker of an organ recipient. He never stopped working at being the best caregiver he could be for me.
My wish for Art is that he builds strong relationships with his daughters and grandsons—he'll need them when I'm gone. He will get old, too, and need their support. I wish for him to make good choices as he goes on with his life and it wouldn't hurt him to seek his daughters’ input and support. I wish Gina and Christy could see how much he loves them and their children and know he will always be there for them. I hope they also include him in their families. As he grows older, I think he' ll deliver fewer lectures to them. I want Art to be happy and remember the love and fun times we shared for over 57 years. I hope he will have no regrets regarding his life. He did the best he could do for all of us. I am so grateful that I chose to marry this uncut diamond of a man. He did us all well.
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In the End
Writing about the events of my life made me realize how swiftly life progresses while you're in the midst of living. Children can't wait to be teenagers, college students, working adults, married with children, and middle aged. Finally, the end of life looms in the distance and you wonder if you've been accountable.
I have few regrets. I wish I'd made better grades in high school, supported Gina more as she fought legal battles with the fire department, not placed Christy in Monte Vista Hospital when I travelled to Canada on school business, been with each of my parents when they passed away, and had crafty talents like Janice, Gina, and Christy (who could do anything!)—the craft gene skipped me so I had to make money instead... or at least that's what I told Janice. I wish I were nicer to my parents, but I was kid and acted like one and didn't realize until I was older how fortunate I was to have the parents I did. I wish my sister and I were closer at an earlier age, but we seemed so different when we were younger. Fortunately, we developed a very loving friendship as the years moved forward. I could've been a better spouse, but married before I even knew what marriage meant so often created my own problems. I selected Art as a partner for the very reasons I often criticized him—I wanted him to fight my battles, keep me secure, and provide us a good life. He met all those needs and more.
I also wish I'd been a better mother. I remember someone saying: “We do the best we can at the time we do it.” My mother always thought I should be a stay-at-home mom, but I felt I could work to contribute financially to our family while also being a mother. Had I stayed home, I surely would have spent my time socializing, the same amount of time I spent at work. Reading the letters my mother saved over the years made me see that Gina and Christy had a closer relationship when they were young. I'm not sure when that bond broke, but I think I played a role. We all learn to parent by modeling our parents and I learned from my Mother to rule a house through guilt. I remember her telling me I had to act perfectly in high school so I wouldn't endanger my sister’s reputation. It took a minute before I realized Janice wouldn't be in high school for another eight years! I know I made an equal number of ridiculous statements to my girls.
Ambition (I wanted to be an administrator and obtain an Ed.S.) also took me away from the family when they probably needed me most. I would've loved to be "Neva" to all our grandsons, but was too busy working before I retired and too busy playing afterward. My life was enriched by both the good and the bad. For instance, my health problems helped me feel the presence of friends in my times of need. I saw how many people cared for me before I was the featured person at my own funeral—not many of us get that opportunity. The people surrounding us make us who we are. I spent my life surrounded by a wonderful family and collection of friends. So many people left such nice comments on my Caring Bridge site like this one:
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Bridge with Sheila, Elaine, and Carol
Making Pumpkin Pies with Joe and Kelli
New Orleans with My Sister
In My Favorite Chair
"By Daphne Jordan—Dec 12, 2010 2:21pm
Connie,
TJ and I are praying you will be at UCLA with that new lung very, very soon. You have endured this journey for so long and with such grace and patience. You are truly the most loving, kind, and generous woman I have ever had the privilege to know. Your love for your husband, children, grandchildren, family, and friends shines through as the love of Christ in everything you do. Art is the luckiest man on the earth to have captured your heart and all who know you are blessed.
Love and Blessings,
Daphne"
Despite my regrets, I would repeat much of my life if I were to do it again. I would still give myself the gift of an education (it's the best gift I ever gave myself); I would still marry Art and create a lifetime of memories with him (we understand each other and our differences); and, I would give my life for the two women we produced that contributed to society. Plus, I thank God every day for my wonderful grandsons and goddaughters: Cailin, Kelli, and Starlyn. Gina, Christy, and four wonderful grandsons are my legacy. Watching them grow and learn was the most significant thing I did in my life.
I lived a truly blessed life that provided me the privilege of travelling (often with members of my family) extensively around the world, and am a prouder and better American as a result. I am forever grateful that my grandparents made the difficult decision to relocate to the United States from Prague; it was the greatest gift they could give our family. I also received the most amazing gift possible—new life. From that, I am eternally grateful to my donor and his family and have incredibly positive feelings for UCLA's Ronald Reagan Hospital where I found the best nurses and doctors who treat patients better than imaginable! They were fantastic and I contribute my active post-transplant years to them.
I never stopped living my life as closely to my pre-transplant style as possible... playing bridge with friends, travelling, going to the movies with Dylan and Cailin on Friday nights, attending church on Sundays and church group on Mondays, making pumpkin bread in the fall (and even teaching Joe and Kelli how to make pumpkin pie), eating lunch at my favorite restaurants with friends and pseudo-granddaughters like Starlyn, reading popular fiction, shopping for clothes (especially with Gina and Cailin), making peanut butter cookies topped with Hershey's Kisses for Spencer, rewarding Ryan for his school success, eating delectable desserts, and picking up and dropping off my grandsons at school. The extra years were a precious gift.
Art and I saw a popular movie called "The Bucket List" that followed the lives of two elderly men facing death. They each developed a “bucket list” of activities they wanted to accomplish before they died. I liked the idea and created my own list after the transplant, beginning to tick off each item while Christy edited this book. My list grew smaller by the day and I can proudly say I've almost competed my bucket list. Unfortunately, my deteriorating health will make some of my goals impossible. Even if I never empty my bucket list,
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I've enjoyed being almost normal by participating in most of the activities I love and even doing simple things like driving and making the bed by myself. God and church truly supported me through life and are continuing to be a strong force in my twilight years.
What is in store for my future? To be honest, I don't know or really care. I'm just keeping busy enjoying each day. When you've been near death, each minute is a gift. I know I'll probably face more health problems—nearly every transplant patient encounters bumps in the road. Nonetheless, I've had a wonderful life and fully love and appreciate my family. One of the best things in my life was witnessing the love my family extended to me. I thank you from the bottom of my heart. God was always so good to our family. No matter what I face in the future, I am one of the most fortunate people in the world. Every day is a gift!
Joe's Birthday at the Bellagio
The Boys with Their Girlfriends
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