Salvations - Book I Influences

This photo is looking down Fullerton Ave. The baby
is me. On the right is Schobert's Drugstore and we
lived in that building in the apartment above the drug
store. So that is where my life began.
The photo on the right shows my mother and me. I
was probably about three or four months old,
Summer 1942.
How old am I here, 8 or 9 months maybe?

This is a memoir. It consists of my memories,
fallible as they may be. Some of the people who
appear in it would have seen things in a totally
different way, that's OK. Life is many- faceted.

Mostly I remember still life flashes or short videos
with gaps that have to be filled in to make sense and
so I do that trying to recapture the feelings I had at
that time - not always possible; and wondering what
the consequences were. I suppose I shouldn't wonder
too much, because the result is the me that is sitting
here writing this.
What I thought today was, I wonder why we
all have children, knowing how harsh things are sure
to be. But it's not the logic that determines this, it's
the DNA demanding to survive until the sun goes out,
or whatever other catastrophe ends us all. Thus, it is
that I see my dad's mouth talking when it's actually
me, or my grandmother in her gingham dress, sort of
laughing when I look in the mirror. I see me as I
remember myself in my granddaughters and my dad's
mouth or eyes, my mom's hair, a look that reminds
me of one of my aunts. It keeps coming up in those
kids, at least sometimes, even my cousins appear in
my children, or in Rudi or Rudi's brother
reinterpreting the world through my grandchildren.
DNA is OK with taking circuitous routes, I guess.
But what about the rest: the thoughts, the events, the
embeddedness?

house for all the friends and relatives who wanted to
congratulate the happy parents and bring their gifts.
And of course, they peered for a moment at the tiny
baby who was fast asleep and did not let the fuss
disturb her at all.
A few days later my mother wrote down the
names of everyone who had been there and the gifts
they brought in a pink satin covered baby book which
her sister Jean had brought for her to write down all
the important things in the baby’s life.

Grandpa and my mother Grace in our apartment. It
was December, 1941 and Mom was pregnant with
me.
1942 dad talks about my birth
On December 7, 1941 the Japanese attacked
Pearl Harbor and the USA entered the war. In
Chicago, my mother, Grace, was pregnant with her
first child. When she heard the news about the
bombs blowing up ships in Pearl Harbor, she hoped it
was so far away that it would not mean anything for
her life, but I'm sure she was frightened. The USA
declared war on Japan and Germany. Young men
My parents named me Gretchen. Aunt
Dorothy didn't like it. In fact, she offered Grace and were being drafted. Uncle Jim, my mother’s brother
Bud money if they would change the name. But they was drafted. He was sent off to India. Uncle Erwin,
had already rejected their other two choices, Abigail my father’s brother, went into the navy. My father,
Bud, was working at Schobert’s Drugstore as a
and Jennifer. It was going to be Gretchen. Almost
pharmacist. My mother surely thought, how am I
two weeks after my birth my parents had an open
going to survive, if he gets drafted or even killed.

She had never been on her own. As the youngest of
five children, she had been hopelessly spoiled by her
father and there were three big sisters around to
handle her every need. She left home to marry Bud,
and he took care of her, but she also took care of him.
He was not much more experienced in running a
household than she. However, her fears were
unjustified, he was not drafted, because as a
pharmacist, he was exempt. He would not be leaving
her to bear this child alone.
But this story is not about my mother, but
about the child that she bore. It was a girl - me. One
day decades later I said to my father, “tell me about
when I was born. Were you at the hospital?” “Yes,”
he was there waiting in the waiting room where other
fathers were waiting. But there weren’t as many
fathers as there should have been. Some had already
gone off to war and their children were being born
and they didn’t know it, or maybe they were already
dead and those children grew up without fathers.
“How long did you have to wait,” I asked.
“I didn’t have to wait long.” he said. But he
was wrong. He had forgotten how long it had taken.
He had brought my mother to the hospital in the
afternoon. She was there all night. But it wasn’t until
one in the afternoon that my mother emitted the
loudest scream of her life and as the pain eased, the
girl child finally appeared, out from darkness to
hospital lights. My mother didn’t notice the odd
bump on the baby’s head at that moment. Then the
baby was taken away so my mother could sleep and
Bud was given a chance to see me through a glass
window. Perhaps my mother noticed the odd bump
on the left side of my head the second time I was
brought in to nurse. It was red, it stuck out and was
squishy. But she didn’t touch it. “What is that?” she
asked.
“It is a birthmark,” the nurse said. “It isn’t
dangerous, don’t worry about it.”
“I remember the first Sunday we brought you
home,” my father said. “We had an open house that
day. All the people from the church came over to see
you. After church lots of people came over all
afternoon including people from the store.”
“Did I behave?” I asked.
“Oh yeah,” said my dad.
1944
But how far back can I myself actually
remember? When I was two my mother was about to
have another baby. She wanted me to be toilet
trained by the time the new baby was born. I don't

remember this, but my mother had written it down in

I was one month old in this photo and it looks like I'm
yelling.
the pink baby book so I could read it. It said I was
toilet trained by the time I was 21 months old and I
was two years and one month old when John was
born, so the toilet training obviously was successful.

My first birthday. It looks like Mom definitely did not
want my hands in the cake.

John's presence must have created a
disturbance for me, but I repressed it. Trying to
remember is like a game. Maybe there is a memory
stuck back there that is pivotal. And if I could just
grasp it, I’d understand who I was, why I am the way
I am. The trouble is the memories I have of my
childhood are mostly the ones I’ve always
remembered, as long as I can remember. Like sitting
in the buggy with John. I couldn’t have been very
old then, because John probably wasn’t toted around
in a buggy much after he was a couple years old.

the city, take the babies out for a walk, get fresh air,
relax in nature. I’m sure I liked it too, except that I
had to walk. John was in the buggy and got royal

I don’t remember being in the buggy myself, but here
is proof – me.
treatment, but I was the relegated peon who had to
work. My legs soon were very tired and I began to
whine as a two-year-old will do. I'm sure this was
disturbing, so finally after several fruitless attempts
to distract me and get me quiet, I was lifted up and
plunked down at the back end of the buggy. Now I
could happily watch the trees pass by. John didn’t
seem to mind my presence and my feeling of being
supplanted, which I suspect had haunted me ever
since he was born and got all the attention, while I
suddenly was given responsibilities I didn’t want,
was replaced by a pleasurable feeling of adequate
pampering.
If I weigh the advantages and disadvantages
of having a little brother, I suppose the advantages
win out. When things got boring there was someone
to play with. But playing sometimes turned into
fighting. I am not sure what we fought about any
more. I do remember though that we fought a lot. I
suspect it had something to do with getting our
Mom wrote this in a scrap book she made for me. I
parents attention and feeling either loved by them or
only have a couple pages now. The rest is gone.
not loved by them, being favored or not. Probably I
When I was two
was punished if I pushed John when he got in my
I do remember John as a baby, so I was two
way or if he cried because I'd grab my things away
years old. I guess that’s as far back as my memories from him which he, not yet possessed of the notion of
go. I don’t know what was so important about being private property, had taken. He was too young to be
in the buggy with John. However, I do remember my punished. I was not, so it was always my fault and
feelings. We were walking along Thatcher Avenue
my mother would spank me. Yet I am sure he did
by the woods. That was before we lived in River
something to provoke me, because even though I
Forest, so my parents must have taken the buggy on
don’t remember what the fights were about, I do
the bus, because the woods are in River Forest. We
remember the dreams. In fact, maybe the dreams are
went to the woods there as far back as I can
more real than whatever actually happened. In the
remember, so it must have been something my
dream he would hit me and run. I would get angry at
parents liked to do on my father’s day off. Get out of him and run after him so I could retaliate – an eye for

an eye. It seemed fair enough. I had no inclination
to be a peacemaker. I was older and stronger and
faster than he was, so I’d soon catch up to him. I’d
try to corner him and draw my fist back to land a
solid punch on his back. But just as my punch was
about to slam into him, I’d wake up. The foiling of
my retaliative attempt made me far angrier than his
original provocation. Why was I not getting the
relief of revenge? I was so furious that I began to cry
in sheer frustration. This would wake my dad who’d
come stumbling into my room rubbing the sleep out
of his eyes to see what was wrong. “It’s all right,”
he’d say in a soothing voice.
“No,” I said, “it’s not all right.”
“Is something the matter? Does something
hurt?”
“No,” I said.
“A bad dream?”
“Yes.”
“Well, it’s over now. You can go back to
sleep.” He’d stroke his hand over my forehead and
hair and pull the covers up to my chin. “Good
night,” he said. “Sleep tight.” By that time the
dream had faded, the anger at not being able to hit
my brother in the dream was fading, for the time
being any way.
Once John was big enough to fight back, he
did. And then the fighting pretty much stopped
completely.

This is a photo from a photographer, probably
Bunnygraf. Mom took us to the studio a number of
times and I remember at least a couple of them.
Michigan
Another memory from that time was going to
Michigan on the train to visit Helen Jane who had
been my mother’s best friend all through school and
they were still close after they got married and had

children, their first child in the same year. So Helen
Jane’s daughter Mary was close to my age.
The trip on the train was exciting, probably

Mary is on the left. My dad holds us both.
the first one for me. But before we got to Michigan I
got thirsty. It was summer and hot and there was no
air-conditioning. There was no potable water on the
train, in fact the only drink they had that you could
buy was ice tea. I’d never had it before and I’m sure
my mother never would have given it to me if I
hadn’t been on the verge of tears because of thirst
and being very crotchety and annoying. So, my
mother put some sugar in it thinking it would make it
more palatable and I drank it. It tasted awful, really
awful, but I was so thirsty that I downed it. Within
minutes a terrible feeling of nausea overcame me and
I could not keep it down. The whole mess came up
onto the floor of the train, on my clothes and the
suitcase. I burst into tears and my mother had to
clean it up. It was a terrible disaster. The strangest
thing though is that tea with sugar in it never ceased
making me feel nauseated when I drink it, to this day.
Of course, most of the time I avoid it, however, there
was time when I couldn’t which I’ll tell about later.
But something else happened that year which is even
more indelibly imprinted in my mind.
Living with Gramma and grandpa
The earliest memories ought to be meaningful
somehow, but I don’t know if I can discern what the
meaning is. Maybe they aren’t supposed to be
meaningful, maybe life is not meant to be
meaningful. It’s just us wanting always to find

meaning. I wonder why.

so directly, because my Dad was an orphan and his
brother worked in a factory. He would have liked to
own his own pharmacy, but he needed to get the
money for a down payment. He was not earning
enough at Schobert’s to do that and he did not have
any family money. However, my Aunt Dorothy,
Mom’s sister did have money, in fact, aside from
grandpa whose level of wealth was unknown, Aunt
Dorothy was surely the richest person in the family.
She’d worked for the President of the Northwestern
Railroad, had a good pension and had invested her
money in the stock market with success. She offered
to help my Dad if he found the right pharmacy, so he
immediately started looking. I don’t think it took very
long. It was as if God was dropping the object of his
quest right into his lap. It wasn’t cheap, but it was
about as good as you could get.

In front of the house on Waveland with Dad, John the
baby and Mom. We lived there at that time.
The first place I remember living at was
Gramma and Grandpa’s house. However, that wasn’t
my first home. Dad worked as a pharmacist in
Schobert’s Drugstore. We lived right there in that
very same building above the drugstore on Fullerton
Ave. before we moved to Gramma and Grandpa’s.
But I don’t remember Fullerton Avenue at all. It was
only when I thought back and tried to make sense of
it all that I began to ask myself why we moved in
with Gramma and Grandpa. I was two years old and
my little brother had just been born. My father was
still working for Schobert. He was earning enough to
pay the lights and feed us, but he was not getting
ahead. In my mother’s family, there were any
number of small shopkeepers and grandpa had even
owned a bank once before the crash of 1929, at
This is one of few photos where I am with my
grandfather. He's of course the man on the right and
I'm in his arms. The other people are my cousins
Jimmy, Bobby, Dickie, Gramma holding John.
It was located in River Forest, a nice middle
and upper middle-class suburb of Chicago and Grace,
my mother, thought it would be the ideal place to
bring up her children. This was the kind of
opportunity the people of their generation were
looking for and my parents felt blessed indeed that
they could realize their dreams. This is what many
people thought after the war. You establish a family
and provide for it, you become a part of middle-class
This is Gramma and Grandpa’s house. They owned
America and that meant move to the suburbs. So
the whole building but lived in the apartment on the
Aunt Dorothy and grandpa lent my dad the money
right first floor.
and he bought that pharmacy in the suburbs. They all
which time his bank went bankrupt. In my father’s
trusted in his diligence and they weren't disappointed.
family there were lots of shopkeepers as well, but not

It’s not hard to guess here. I'm two. And I'm tasting
the frosting on the cake.
Perhaps living with Gramma and Grandpa
was a way of saving money. My parents didn’t have
to pay rent for a while and after buying the pharmacy
they were highly in debt. That is probably the point
where my own memories begin even before the
buggy and Michigan. In fact, I remember quite
vividly living in my grandparent’s house. I liked it
there. It was not a large apartment. There were two
bedrooms and I guess my grandparents slept in one
of them and my parents in the other. My little baby
brother John and I slept on the sun porch. I had the
studio couch to sleep on and John was in the crib
across the room from me. The room itself was very
light as there were windows on three sides. They
were covered with eggshell colored crocheted
curtains and shades that shed a yellow light over us
when they were pulled down for our afternoon nap.
There was a living room with a brick fireplace and
shelves built into the brick wall with glass doors that
had pink and green colored glass insets in art deco
style.
My Aunt E and Uncle Bob lived in the
apartment upstairs that had the same plan as this one.
What I remember most about that place was
breakfast. Everyone ate breakfast together: Gramma
and grandpa, mom, dad, and me, but also my aunt,
uncle and cousin Bobby when he was there. But
Bobby was 15 years older than I and already in
college. My little brother wasn’t old enough to sit at

the table. Gramma had a huge oak table in the dining
room and we all had our places around it. Gramma
made a huge pot of oatmeal and we ate it with a pat
of butter, honey and milk. It was the best breakfast I
ever had, perhaps because it became commingled
with a primal memory of wholeness; a whole family,
integration, completeness, surrounded by people who
loved you. I would watch the clear golden strands of
honey sink into the porridge, I stirred and then
plopped a spoonful into my mouth and thought it was
blissful. The dining room with the big oak table
remains vivid in my memory, not only because of the
oatmeal breakfasts, but also for the plethora of
relatives that sat around it at every holiday. Everyone
was nearby except for Aunt Dorothy who had moved
to California. All the women would be in the kitchen
making a turkey or a goose with all the trimmings.
There’d be corn and turnips and peas and potatoes
and stuffing with
gravy and cranberry sauce. The turnips were always
a mystery to me, because they tasted horrible and we
never ate them at any other time, probably because
no one liked them. But they had to be there for
Thanksgiving and Christmas. Gramma made
heavenly pudding for dessert. It was made of bread I
think or maybe something like zwieback, in any case
it was crunchy and very sweet and had some kind of
fruit in it and had whipped cream slathered over the
top. I thought it was good. But my cousin Bobby
always made fun of Gramma’s deserts. Everyone ate
them though. There was no alcohol. That would
have been sinful.
We did not stay there terribly long and when
an apartment became available above the pharmacy
in River Forest where my father already was
working, we moved there. It wasn’t directly over the
pharmacy, but the entrance was next to the pharmacy
and we were on the second floor over Lois
Littlejohn’s, which was a beauty parlor. WWII had
just ended. The dream of middle-class America, the
move to the suburbs was beginning, the spread of
wealth to create a new middle class began. It didn’t
reach everyone, but it did reach us.
Digression: Schobert
When I was young, I had no idea why we
made that move to Gramma’s house. It didn’t matter
in any case, because for me it was a good place to
live. But there were some problems that led us to
move out of the Fullerton Ave. apartment which I
learned about many years later. Schobert owned it.

In fact, Schobert owned the whole apartment building

My dad probably around 13 years old
with all the small businesses on the ground floor
including of course, his drugstore. I always knew
that my dad had worked for Schobert, even though I
couldn’t remember it. But I didn’t know the story
behind it until the day my dad, by then a very old
man, related this story to me. Because my dad was
old and there was still a lot I didn’t know about him
or even about my own life when I was very young, I
wanted to talk to him.

I knew a few things already. My dad whose
name was Julius but nicknamed Bud was orphaned
by his early teens. His father died when he was one
year old and his mother got tuberculosis when he was
13 and died a couple years later. There was no
money and he needed to work. So I asked him,
“How did you begin working at Schobert’s?”
“I used to go shopping for the neighborhood
people,” he said. “First for Mrs. Pfeiffer who lived
next door to my grandfather’s house. I went to the
store for her.” She was pleased at his trustworthiness
and promptness and she told the neighbors. “Then I
went to the store for Aunt Molly and anybody in the
neighborhood. One day when I went into Schobert’s
pharmacy to shop for them, Schobert was listening
while I told him all the things I had on my list for
each of those people. It was a long list and I had it
all in my head. Schobert started to laugh. “You know
a lot of people around here, don’t you?”
Dad said, “Yes, I know quite a few people.”
“And you take their orders and deliver their
purchases.”
“Yes,” said my dad.
“I need someone to do that for me,” said
Schobert. “Someone who knows everyone, knows
the neighborhood, can bring them their prescriptions
and whatever else they need. A good delivery boy.
Will you work for me?”
“Yes,” said my Dad. So he started working for
Schobert.”
“How old were you?” I asked.
“Thirteen, I was in eighth grade. I went to
work after school.” It was a good situation and the
pharmacy became like a second home to him. “Heini
worked there too. His name was really Henry, but
they were all Germans so they called him Heini all
the time.” Schobert exhibited a kind and fatherly
attitude toward the boy who in return admired him
and did his bidding, whatever it may have been. And
it wasn’t always exactly squeaky clean and
completely within the law. But Bud was thirteen and
for him Schobert’s obvious concern for him and his
fatherliness, the father ersatz that Bud needed, was
more important than laws which didn‘t really have
any relationship to his needs. It was almost as if
Schobert were the law.
“Schobert came over to America after World
War II, and he bought the store, because the woman
he married, his wife’s father was a doctor and he had
a little money. He wanted Schobert and his daughter
to make a good living,” said my dad.

“It must have been World War I,” I said.
“Yeah,” said my dad. “It was World War I.
He came over after World War I and he bought the
store from a guy by the name of Miller.” Schobert
was successful with the pharmacy and he soon had a
lot of money. But it wasn’t enough. He wanted to be
rich. So, he engaged in activities, which were not
necessarily legal in order to get more money. Dad’s
mother Anna Maria had by then gone to Wisconsin
because of her deteriorating health, so there was no
one else Bud could talk to and he sensed that if he
wanted to keep his job, he sometimes had to keep his
mouth shut. And sometimes it was necessary to be
part of the plot. He did what his boss asked of him.
By the time Bud was sixteen Anna Maria was
dead. In spite of all the care her family gave her in
Wisconsin, in spite of the fresh air and rest, her body
did not have the resources to keep fighting and after
three years of getting weaker and weaker one night
she went to sleep and did not wake up. Bud, Erwin
and Mildred were orphans. Life had to go on. Bud
was in High School and still had two years until
graduation. He was working after school and this
was his lifeline. He couldn’t move away to distant
relatives. So, he moved in with his aunt Molly and
his cousin Doris who lived in the same house he’d
always lived in. It had three apartments. Erwin was
already living on his own. Little sister Mildred
moved in with her grandmother. But Schobert took
some of the responsibility too, encouraging Bud to
keep on, making sure he did not even think of
quitting high school.
Schobert had developed a scheme for
winning at the racetrack. One of his friends would
go to the races and as soon as the race was over, he’d
take a mirror that he had for that purpose and use it to
signal the winner, one of those renowned and timehonored tricks that always work in the movies.
According to my father, and I have no proof,
it also worked for Schobert, who would have time to
make a last bet, knowing which horse had won. Dad
did not participate in this. He didn’t go to the races at
all. There was no time for it and his religious mother,
whom he loved and honored, would have been very
unhappy.
But what happened at the drugstore, well, that
was something else, it was above morality, I guess.
Dad had his job there and he was contributing to the
survival of the family, his mother while she lived and
his little sister. It was during the depression and
anyone who had a job at all was pretty lucky. This

job even had the prospect of being permanent and
offering a future, so there was no one who would
have suggested he endanger his job and no one ever
asked if he might be getting into compromising
situations there. But did he have qualms? My father
was a moral man. I think everyone would have
agreed to that. As a young boy he may have been
mischievous, but he was not bad. He was a nicelooking man with lots of curly brown hair that
flopped down over his brow. He had brown eyes,
clear skin, and a winning smile. He was not terribly
tall, but he was fast, athletic and adroit. His only
blemish if you could call it that was that he had
buckteeth, and when he was not thinking about it his
lips would part revealing his teeth that were healthy
and white. There was a space between his two front
teeth. But this was not the kind of flaw that
distracted from his basic charm.
“They used to play cards down in the
basement at the drugstore,” my dad told me. “Well,
that was gambling. It wasn’t legal. But I had drilled
a hole in the floor and I used to run ammonia water
down the hole.”
I said, “Why did you do that?”
“To scare the people out of their wits and
make them leave. It would hit them on the head.
Schobert didn’t know I put the hole there.”
“Wow,” I said, “you put it there on purpose so
it hit the people while they were playing cards?
Didn’t he know where the ammonia was coming
from?
“He thought it came from one of his
refrigerators that was leaking,” said my dad.
“So how often did you do that? It wasn’t too
nice. It must have hurt their eyes.”
Dad grinned, his ancient sunken face that
mostly looked infinitely sad, his sagging jowls,
which had lost their tautness revealing his total lack
of any movement, suddenly took on a peculiar
animation. There was still a little life left. At least
the life of remembering what life once was, what a
prankster he had been. Even I remembered him
when he was younger, a man who could tell
hysterically funny stories and could get everyone
rolling on the floor laughing their heads off.
He said, “It would happen every time they
came to play cards. They’d be ready to collect the
money and then the ammonia would burn their eyes
and they’d run out of there and I’d collect the
money.”
“They’d just leave the money sitting there? I

said and then added in astonishment, “what did you
do with the money?”
“I put it in a box and kept it for them. They
couldn’t figure out why the refrigeration was
breaking down all the time.” At that we were both
laughing. I suddenly felt an amazing nearness to my
father. Just for a moment. It quickly turned into a
vast sadness, sadness for the relation that never came
into existence between us because something had
been in the way. Maybe it was my wild life, but well,
his hadn’t been angelic. Maybe it was something
else. I didn’t know.
“What did they do with the money when you
gave it to them?”
“They just played some more. They used to
play all night.”
“Did they ever discover where the ammonia
was coming from really?
“Finally, at the end they discovered it.”
“And Schobert didn’t fire you?” I asked in
amazement.
“No. His wife used to come down Sunday
morning. Well, they’d been playing since Saturday
night and she came Sunday morning and Schobert
would say, ‘look at the money I won last night.’ She
said, ‘let’s see it,’ and she’d take it and say, ‘this goes
in the offering this morning, in the church offering.’
He got mad, and he’d say, ‘Johanna that don’t
go in the offering, that goes in my pocket.’
She said, ‘no that goes in the offering. That’s
gambling money, that goes in the offering.’ And
she’d walk out with the money and put it in the
offering. He’d sit there and watch it go with a very
grumpy look on his face.
When I was finally finished gasping for air
from all the laughing, I said. “What else happened at
Schobert’s?”
“It was prohibition time,” my dad said. “And
there was no legal liquor to be had. But anyone who
wanted it could get it at a price. Schobert had a still,
so there was plenty of liquor around and Schobert
sold it to his friends and customers. The still itself
was in Indiana on the farm he owned there. Schobert
would go to his summer house in Winona Lake, and
that was a very unsuspicious place, you know. It was
Winona Lake. His farm was nearby, so he’d stop at
the farm and get the whiskey and bring it to the
drugstore in his big Cadillac, and there he stored it in
the basement.”
At that time my dad who was in high school
went to Winona Lake with Schobert and his wife for

the 4th of July. “He invited us up there a couple times
to his cottage in Winona Lake,” dad said. “A real
nice place. He had a few bedrooms in there. I’ll
never forget one fourth of July. Elmer and Gertrud,
Gertrud was Mrs. Schobert’s sister, they built a
cottage up there right next to Schobert’s on one of his
lots. Schobert owned quite a few lots down there.
And they came up there on the fourth of July all the
time and they used to try to be the first one to light a
fire cracker on the fourth. So one fourth of July they
lit a big firecracker. They threw it out the window. It
hit the roof of the house and bounced back in under
the bed. And Mrs. Schobert was in bed. It scared her
out of her wits.”
“Ugh”, I said.
“Saturday, I had to fill the whiskey bottles,”
dad continued. “We had to siphon off the whiskey
from the big bottle into the small ones. We had to put
it in pints and half pints. Schobert would sell them
on Saturday night. People would come in and buy
this stuff. He put caramel coloring in the alcohol to
make it smell like gin. But it was really just plain
alcohol and water. And he called it gin.”
“How did people know he had this stuff?”
“Ah, that gets around. Schobert had wine too.
I’ll never forget the time that they were taking a big
keg of wine down in the basement about four guys
and it slipped off the dolly and fell down the
basement stairs. It broke and went all over the place.
Those were the days, screwy days.”
“Yeah,” I said. “It sounds pretty screwy.”
“There was a guy that used to come in every
night and buy a pint of wine. He was a Persian who
worked as a night watchman at Henrici’s. One night
he fed some to the dog that came into the store. He
poured some in a glass and the dog drank it and got
drunk. That dog couldn’t walk straight, he was
barking and flopping around and everyone was
laughing. Then his hind legs gave out on him and he
just flopped on the floor and he wouldn’t go away.
So, there he was in the store and he had to sleep it
out.” Dad was smiling slightly at the memory. I was
not sure whether I found it particularly funny.
Dad continued, “But well, one Saturday night
Doc Henderman walked in and he said, ‘what’s going
on here?’ I was filling whiskey bottles down in the
basement and Doc Henderman came down. There
were bottles standing there on the floor, some that I
had already filled and others that I was going to fill
and he started kicking the bottles around and
breaking them up. The whiskey was pouring out of

the broken bottles and the place really smelled like
alcohol. Doc Hendermann was a rotund little guy but
did he have a temper. He was smashing the bottles
and you could hear the glass breaking and he was
yelling. I don’t know what he was saying. People
upstairs heard all of this and someone must have
gone and gotten the police because of the noise.
They came storming in. I wasn’t in the basement any
more. I wasn’t going to stay while he smashed
everything up. So, the police asked me what was
going on down there. I said, ‘go down and look.’
Doc Hendermann told the police he had
broken all the bottles. There wasn’t anything more
for them to do. Well, they just looked at the mess
and at the whiskey in puddles on the floor and
flowing down to the sewer and they just left. But
after that I told Schobert not to do that. Don’t sell
that stuff anymore,” I said. “We could have got into
trouble.”
“When Schobert’s wife put the gambling
money in the offering, was that at Kimball Church?”
I asked.
“No, no,” said my dad. “That was at the
Lutheran Church. That’s where the Germans went,
most of the German immigrants who lived in the
Logan Square area at that time.”
“There were no Catholics there?”
“No.” dad said.
“But there were German Jews there?”.
“Yeah there were a lot of German Jews.”
“Did they mix?
“Yeah sort of.
“But you didn't go to the Lutheran Church.
You went to Kimball.” I wondered about that, and
one day Dad told me that Kimball was right down the
alley from where they lived. It was much closer than
the Lutheran Church, so Dad, his brother and sister
and mother all started going to that church because it
had a lively Sunday school. They made friends and
church life there started having an impact on their
lives. But there was family pressure to keep the
Lutheran ties.
When Dad was twelve, it was time to prepare
for confirmation. “The reason we were confirmed
Lutheran was one of the relatives wanted us to be
confirmed and we had to go to the Lutheran church
for that. All the relatives wanted us to be confirmed
Lutheran.” Even Anna Maria agreed that Bud should
be confirmed in the Lutheran Church as everyone
else in the family had been. Bud went to the
confirmation classes and all the aunts, uncles and

grandparents came to the confirmation ceremony to
applaud Bud's embodiment in the familiarity of the
old tradition. But as soon as the ordeal was over,
Bud never went back to the Lutheran Church.
“I used to meet the minister of the Lutheran
Church in the barber shop,” Dad said. He was a
friendly man and he remembered his able
confirmand, so he'd say, ‘Hey Bud, I don’t see you at
church. Why aren’t you coming? “
Bud would answer, “I’m going to Kimball.”
The minister frowned, ‘by right you’re a
Lutheran, because you were confirmed Lutheran. I
don‘t know what denomination Kimball is, but it's
not Lutheran. Sectarian is what I'd call it.”
Bud shook his head, “no, not sectarian, it’s
Bible-believing, Christian.”
“Well, I hope you change your mind,” said
the minister. “We’d like to have you back.”
Bud shook his head. “I’ll see you,” he said.
As the minister was about to say something,
thinking Bud meant at church, Bud grinned and said,
“here at the Barber Shop.
“He didn’t like that we never went back to
the Lutheran church after we were confirmed. We
had already learned all that stuff at Kimball that we
had to learn for confirmation, so it was pretty easy.”
“So did your family identify with Germany at
that time?” I asked.
“They were German Americans. They used
to get the Abendpost.”
“Who did?” I asked. I was astonished to
discover the German remnants in my family. No one
had mentioned that before.
“Well, it was the Pfeiffers really. They lived
in my grandfather’s house. And they bought the
Abendpost. But it was there for my mother and
father to read. They read it every day.”
“So they knew German?”
“Yeah. my mother and father spoke German
with each other. And my grandmother and
grandfather, of course, always spoke German. And
my brother, while he was staying in Wisconsin, they
used to speak German all the time. When he came
back he asked for a taschentuch at school one day.
The teacher didn’t know what he wanted. He started
to cry and they finally found out it was a
handkerchief that he wanted.”
Were your grandparents born in Germany?” I
asked.
“My grandfather on that side was born in
France, actually Alsace, it was French, and my

grandmother was born in Germany. I remember
them speaking German. I don’t know where my
grandmother came from. My grandfather Maronn
(Bud’s mother's father) spoke high German and his
wife my grandmother spoke low German, high and
low at that time.”
(This is actually not correct. No one was born in
France and most were born in Pomerania which is
now Poland near Danzig.)
“Could they understand each other?
“Yeah, it was kind of the same language.”
Dad said.
Schobert was very German and had a rather
thick German accent. That I knew myself. I could
remember his German accent well. But it wasn’t so
bad that you couldn’t understand him.
There were quite a lot of robberies of the
shops along Fullerton at the time. It was the
depression and lots of people were very poor, so for
some robbery was probably the only way. But the
shop owners were pissed about it, so they got
together and figured out a way to signal to each other
when a robbery was taking place. I don't think they
had telephones, I'm not sure how they did it. Some
of the shop owners had guns. Dad said that one day a
store across the street was robbed and the alarm went
out. Dad went outside to watch. One of the armed
shop owners came out of his shop and shot the robber
who was running in the direction of the pharmacy.
He was hit, collapsed and rolled over dead in front of
my dad's feet.
“Schobert had done well in the USA,” my dad
said. “He wanted everyone in Germany to know.
He’d make a trip every year back to Germany all
throughout the 1930’s. The summer of 1939
Schobert went to Germany to collect the proceeds
from his late father’s estate. He had to spend the
whole fortune in Germany as he wasn’t allowed to
bring any currency back to America. My dad had
charge of the store.
Hitler was ruling Germany at the time, but
that was no problem for Schobert. I’m not saying
Schobert was a Nazi. He wasn’t, he was an
American and he had various dealings with Jews.
But he went to Germany every year up until 1939
when it was no longer possible. He either bought or
inherited from his father one of those huge black cars
with lots of polished silver trim, the kind that Hitler
was chauffeured around in and when Schobert drove
his car on German roads, people thought he was part
of the Hitler government, maybe even Hitler himself,

and would line up and wave at him, along with Heil
Hitler salutes. Schobert thought it was very funny.
He liked having all that attention.
Anyway, he bought all sorts of German
products including Meissner China with his
inheritance money. Just before the war started in
September 1939, he came back with all his purchases
on the last ship to bring civilians to America, the
Bremen.
“When your mother and I got married he gave
us some Meissner China as a wedding gift. I still
have it,” my dad said. I knew which China that was;
a couple of green ivy serving dishes, because my
mother used it them at every holiday and only at
holidays.
But here’s the thing about Schobert. He liked
this young kid who became my dad. He thought my
dad had a lot of potential and began to dream about
the possibility of my dad taking over the pharmacy
when he became too old. So when my dad graduated
from high school and it was obvious that there was
no way my dad could afford to go to college,
Schobert said he’d help. He let my dad live in his
apartment building for free and made sure the tuition
was paid, not for free though. My dad had to
continue to work at Schobert’s while he was learning
to be a pharmacist, but this was not a disadvantage,
since it taught my dad a lot about running a
pharmacy. And when my dad finished college, he
was Schobert’s second pharmacist. Schobert wanted
him to stay and work there forever.
After graduation from college my dad got
married to my mother and I was born a couple years
later. And then my brother was born and we were
still living above Schobert’s store in Schobert’s
apartment building. When Dad told Schobert, he was
going to leave and get his own store in River Forest,
Schobert felt slighted and angry. He thought he had
done a lot for my dad, telling him he was like a son.
He wanted my dad to stay in his store, stay on
Fullerton Ave. But my dad told him, “I need to go on

my own. And Grace likes River Forest a lot.

Gramma's house-living room - It looks like I'm
opening a present, maybe this was my third birthday.

not have guessed he held any long-standing grudges
against us.
“Not exactly. We weren’t very welcome at
Schobert’s anymore, so we moved out. He wasn’t
happy with us.” Schobert probably didn’t put us out
on the street in retaliation, but my dad must have felt
that there was a problem staying in Schobert’s
apartment building. His feeling was strong enough
that he felt we should move out even though there
was no place available right away for us in River
Forest. So that's why we moved into my Gramma and
grandpa’s house on Waveland Ave.
1945 Move to the Suburbs
There was finally an apartment free over the
pharmacy on Lake St. in River Forest. The address
was totally imprinted in my mind 7763 Lake St. Even
the phone number, Forest 4104. Amazing how these
things are so sticky in the brain. John’s and my room
was originally just an open porch to the back stairs,
but it was closed in and it became our bedroom. I
don't remember how it was heated in winter. I do
remember that I still had the studio couch and it was
against the brick wall between entrance to the kitchen
and the back stairs. John's crib was in front of the
windows. Next to it was a toy box. The kitchen had a
real ice box. That is, it was cooled with ice which the
ice man provided. Later that was replaced by an
electric refrigerator. Next to the kitchen was a dining
room which looked out onto the roof over Lois
LittleJohns. It had wallpaper with red roses. And

In the courtyard with John, me, Dickie and Bobby.
then the living room. A hall led to the bathroom,
Mom and Dad's bedroom and the front door. I
Me, John, Gramma in River Forest
He remember that place pretty well. I was 6 when we
was mad at me when I left the store and he owned the moved away. Bobby and Dickie also lived in the
apartment.”
building. They were my age and we played with
“Did he throw us out?” I asked. I
them.
remembered Schobert as a friendly man and I would
Before I started kindergarten, I would I kneel

on a chair in my parents’ bedroom in the apartment
on Lake Street staring out the window and watching
the traffic below me. That growling street with a
never-ending stream of traffic, streetcars, trucks, cars,
split my life in half. I could also see the school and
the playground. The children running aimlessly
around mesmerized me. Lincoln school was the
oldest school in River Forest, a red brick Victorian
building with an ornate bell tower, and every
morning the bell rang (it was a big bell, not a buzzer).
I could see it swinging back and forth in the tower. I
watched the children streaming toward the school
doors. They didn’t stop to play, they just kept
coming from all directions and then disappearing into
the doors. The last stragglers started to run so they
wouldn’t be late. After the children had disappeared
into the building leaving sudden emptiness, it was
still for a while. Directly below I could hear the
traffic and see an occasional streetcar go by, but I
couldn’t see the people on the sidewalk. It was too
close.
It was a wintry day; everything looked gray:
the street, the playground, the people, the cars, the
sky, and the buildings. There were snowflakes
coming down at an angle, always the same angle.
They were gray too. Even though the bricks of the
school usually looked a reddish color, on this day
they too looked gray. I was looking down into the
schoolyard.
Suddenly I saw the school door open and a
single child burst out. No one followed him and I
thought that is strange. Usually they came out in
droves, except that I knew it was way too early for
lunch break. That small gray form scurried across
the school yard toward the gap in the fence that led to
Lake Street. But before he got there, an adult came
running out of the front door of the school following
that child. It was like a movie with no beginning or
ending, and no context. The teacher ran after the
child and caught him at the edge of the schoolyard.
She scooped him up in one arm holding him so his
feet seemed to be dangling and hurried back into the
school, all of this blurred by a wall of snow now
turning to sleet. Then it was finished. I had no idea
what happened to him.
Most of time though the entrance and exiting
of masses of children occurred with clockwork
regularity. They came out and ran aimlessly around
making a buzzing din. Then disappeared into the
school again leaving sudden emptiness and silence
when the bell rang. Then later they poured out again,

howling in high pitch tones against the low-pitched
grind of the street. It was somehow magical and I
wanted to be there, be part of it, thinking how
exciting it must be. I wanted to go to school very
much. I was probably four years old.
Judson Baptist Church
We didn't have a car at that time, so it was
now very difficult to get to the Kimball Ave church in
the city. This caused some disruption in the flow of
our lives. My parents decided we had to go to a
church near-by. But this was not easy to do.
Gramma said all the local churches were modernist.
Modernist churches were the work of the devil. And
going to them might lead us astray. In any case we
couldn't possibly listen to a minister who preached
the words of the devil. They had to find a real
Christian church, a Bible church, where the gospel
was preached. After some searching, they found a
Baptist church in Oak Park and we began to attend it.
The main thing I remember about that church was
that there was a girl in my Sunday School class
named Kambeth. I thought it was the coolest name
and when I got a teddy bear, I named it Kambeth. I
still have Kambeth, though it has no fur any more.

John and I look out the window of our room in the
apartment on Lake St. This could be one of the
windows we threw our toys out of.
It was about at this time that we finally were
able to afford a car, a Hudson Hornet. That meant we
could go back to Kimball Ave Church and we did. In
the end Judson Baptist wasn't the right place, I guess.
Buying a car in those days was still a luxury. You
had to have a decent income and there were no credit
cards. There were lots of purchases required to live a
middle-class life in the suburbs and my parents were
pretty much starting from scratch.
I suppose I ought to mention the two really
naughty things I did while we lived on Lake St. At
the time when I did them, I did not think, I want to do
something naughty. That didn't occur to me at all. I

just thought this will be an exciting thing to do. And
John went along with it with no problem. The first
thing was throwing the toys out the window. On one
side our room opened to the roof of Lois Littlejohns
and Leonardis, the grocery store. On the other side
were the stairs going down to the courtyard. We
threw our toys onto the roof. When Mom saw what
had happened, she freaked out. And I had to be
punished; John of course was innocent, since I
obviously had put him up to it. I don't think I thought
it was such an awful thing to do, it was funny, both
doing it and seeing the toys strewn on the roof which
was flat. My punishment was that I had to collect all
the toys. The problem was that some of them were
near the edge of the roof and it went straight down. I
figured if I fell, I'd be dead. And when I think about
it, that could well have happened. That is, my mother
risked my death, or did she? I guess she was that
angry. Am I imagining that some toys were right on
the edge of the roof? But I did it. I picked up all the
toys and brought them to the toy box.
I got another bad idea. Again, it didn't seem bad at
all to me in the beginning. I don't know how I knew
about bombs. We didn't have a TV and I'd never seen
a war movie. Still it was only three years after the
end of World War II and I suppose people were still
talking about it. I definitely had a notion of what a
bomb looked like, because one day I went into the
kitchen and there was a watermelon on the kitchen
table. A whole big green watermelon. Something
about that watermelon caught my attention and as I
stared at it a bit longer, I knew what it was. A bomb.
That wasn't because I didn't like to eat watermelon, I
loved to eat watermelon. And the enjoyment was
heightened by the fact that every time we had
watermelon Dad would sing, "oh, I like watermelon,
but it gets in my ears." I had at first puzzled over this
song, wondering what it meant, but then I noticed
that if I ate the watermelon without a spoon, just
gouging into it with my teeth, eventually the tips of it
would reach my ears.
Nonetheless, on this particular day all I saw
on that kitchen table was a bomb. And what one did
with a bomb was to drop it so it would explode. John
came meandering into the kitchen, probably because
he'd heard me come in and saw the watermelon too.
"It's a bomb," I said to him.
"It is?"
"Let's explode it," I said.
"How?" He seemed a little skeptical.
"We take it up to the floor and drop it into the

courtyard from the porch up there."
"Oh," he said and seemed to think about it for
a while. Then he said, “How do we get it up there.
It's heavy."
"We carry it together. We're strong enough."
It was a big watermelon and quite heavy, so it
took us a while to carry it downstairs first, because
from our stairway there was no direct path for the
bomb to fall to the courtyard below. Then we carried
it up to the third floor on the neighboring stairway.
With some effort we got it to the top and rested it
carefully on the railing while we caught our breathe.
"Shall we let it go?" John asked.
"OK," I said. "You say, ready, aim, fire, and
when you say fire, we push it."
We pushed the watermelon over the railing and it fell
into the courtyard, Splash! It made a nice noise and a
fantastic splash spewing red gook all over. Wow! I
thought. The remains of the watermelon lay there on
the cement. Suddenly I had a funny, uncomfortable
feeling in my stomach. The watermelon was
destroyed. Obviously, we couldn't eat it. It had
turned into a sorry mess instead of a noble bombing
mission. It was almost as if John had read my
thoughts. "We can't eat it now," he said frowning.

I don't have a photo showing the whole staircase to
the 3th floor, but this is approximately where the
watermelon landed. I'm am showing John something
about his monkey.
"No," I said.
We went back home and started to play. But
pretty soon Mama came. We didn't hear her at first,
not until she shouted, "Where's the watermelon?"
"Uh oh," said John.
I didn't say anything. She came out into our
room. "Did you see it?"
Neither of us said anything, but we must have
looked guilty. "What did you do with it?" she asked.
She looked at me and I could see that she was

thinking I'd done something naughty. "Gretchen!"
She said it loud and distinct and with that intonation
that meant things were getting dangerous for me.
"Where is it?" She was getting desperate so I suppose
so we told her it was outside. For this little adventure
I got whipped.
Mom whipped me. That wasn't the only time.
She had a belt strap and she made me take my pants
down and whipped me on the behind. It certainly
hurt, a lot, but I had the feeling that I would not give
her the satisfaction of seeing me cry and even if tears
came into my eyes, I choked down the inclination to
cry. Maybe that was my punishment to her. But why
would I think that she should be punished for
punishing me? I doubt it was so clear in my mind.
But I know I did not think her punishment of me was
justified, especially because John was never
punished. Sure, it was my idea, but he helped.

This is Kimball Church with Mom, me and Dad in
1943.
1946
In 1946 we were going to Kimball Church.
I'm not sure if it was before or after Judson Baptist.
But this particular Sunday in May was decisive for
me. I was listening to the Sunday School teacher
saying if you don’t want to go to hell you have to
take Jesus into your heart. Why should it be so
difficult to do that, is what I thought or maybe I was
just scared. I was four years old. I know that
because my mother had written it down in the pink

book she kept about me, “On May 24 Gretchen took
Jesus into her heart.” I also remember it very well
myself. It was in the Nursery Room at Kimball
church. Somehow there seemed to be a barrier or at
least the Sunday school teacher was making it seem
that way. She kept repeating it, the dire
consequences and all.
I was sitting on a chair so small that my feet
could touch the floor. There were another ten or so
children sitting on the same kind of chairs all
bunched up together, no straight rows. The teacher
was standing up, looming above. She said, “Jesus
loves you and he wants you to love Him. He wants
you to take him into your heart. He loves you so
much that he came down to earth to die on the cross
for you. He died so that you can be saved. He rose
again and went to heaven. When you take him into
your heart, you will go to heaven to be with Jesus
someday.”
After the Sunday school teacher finished her
pleas, she asked those who wanted to accept Jesus to
raise their hands. I understood that death was the end
of the kind of life I was living at the present and that
without Jesus I would be hurled into a perpetual fire
in which my skin would shrivel up and turn black
like charcoal and then I’d be walking around there in
this hot room with embers on the floor and flames
flickering out of the walls and ceiling forever. This
was not a pleasant thought. Later Gramma insisted
that your skin would not turn to charcoal in Hell, but
it would burn forever and stay white. That was just
as bad, though.
I had an idea about dying. It was very
frightening. Eradication. I don’t know where I got
the notion of that from, but I understood that it was a
fate that also awaited me. But Jesus was going to
save me from that fate, luckily, and instead I’d end up
in heaven which was white and fluffy like the clouds,
surrounded by gold, gold fringes on the clouds, a big
golden throne where Jesus sat and we’d all be in
white gowns with gold fringes, sliding on shiny
marble floors. If it seemed that sliding on marble
floors all day might get boring, I’d put the thought
out of my head.
So, when the Sunday school teacher started
talking about what happened when people died and
how Jesus had solved all of the horror of that, I was
quite susceptible.
Some of the children in the nursery were
holding their hands in the air. I raised mine too.
"Stand up and come here beside me", she said.

"Jesus is calling you. Come up in front and accept
Jesus into your heart. Jesus wants you." One of the
teenage girls, the daughter of the Pastor, began to
play the piano quietly. She played Just as I am... oh
Lamb of God I come, I come.
I hesitated. I didn't really want to walk up to
the front. It would put me in a very vulnerable
position. Everyone would stare at me.
"Come", insisted the teacher. "Jesus is calling
you."
One of the kids walked to the front and stood
next to the teacher.
"There are more she said, more who have not
accepted Jesus yet. Jesus is calling you.”
I felt that Jesus was calling me. I felt a very
strong urge to stand up.
"Come." she said. "Come." And I got up and
went.
The piano music stopped. Everyone was
dismissed except for those of us who were standing
up there next to the teacher. She said, “Now go to
your chair and kneel on the floor.” I and several
other children, who also were accepting Jesus, knelt
on the floor. In front of me was my little chair.
These chairs were tiny, but at that time they didn’t
seem tiny to me. I remember that too. It’s rather
curious, that I actually remember the chairs that were
exactly appropriate for my height, so that when I sat
on them my feet touched the ground and when I knelt
in front of it, my elbows nicely rested on the seat, so
that I could fold my hands in prayer right in front of
my nose. I remember these chairs as being a normal
size, not small. The teacher had a big chair that she
leaned her elbows on. I knelt on the floor and rested
my elbows on the seat of the chair, just as she was
doing. I folded my hands and closed my eyes. "Do
you want to accept Jesus Christ into your heart?" she
asked.
"Yes," I said. "Then say now in your own
words, dear Jesus, I accept you into my heart as my
personal savior. We bowed our heads over our folded
hands and said after her, “Dear Jesus, I accept you as
my Lord and Savior, please come into my heart." I
did it.
"You are saved," she announced joyfully.
Something was supposed to happen. Your
heart was supposed to be flooded with a stream of
warmth, radiating out of your body, you would light
up, you would know that you were saved and would
not end up eternally dammed. Maybe I believed that
I felt that assurance. But I’m not sure. Later I would

sometimes imagine these flames licking at my skin
and then pondering the notion that it wouldn’t burn,
thinking it was probably better if it didn’t shrivel and
burn, but it would be terribly unpleasant nonetheless.
But then I’d reassure myself that I was saved and I
didn’t have to worry about these things.
Anyway, it was done, and I felt a sense of
relief. I didn't see God. But maybe I hadn't really
expected to see God. It definitely did seem like it
was the right thing to do. And I thought my life was
now placed in the proper channels and things would
go as they should go. I am sure this was a cosmic
event for me because I remember it to this day very
clearly and I don’t remember much else that
happened when I was four. It demanded
consequences; I was aware of that, though not
precisely what the consequences should be. My
parents were informed of this event in the sociable
period lasting about twenty minutes between Sunday
school and Church, that is, the church service, which
began at eleven o’clock. They were both pleased, as
I knew they would be. At 11:00 they went upstairs
into the sanctuary. I returned to the nursery where
we now were allowed to play with the toys that were
kept in the glass cabinets at the front of the room.
The last Time I saw the Nursery Room; I was
probably in my teens and as tall as I’d ever be. The
chairs were tiny, really tiny, and it seemed so
incompatible with my strongest memory of that
place, kneeling on the floor and bowing my head
over the seat of the chair, which, of course, then
would have been totally impossible.
Kindergarten
But then came the reality of school. From then on,
the school and Lake Street, both of them oriented my
life. That growling street with a never- ending
stream of traffic, streetcars, trucks, cars, split my life
in half. I was four when I started going to morning
kindergarten

. Once I was actually there it wasn’t the
wonderful thing that I’d imagined. It wasn’t that I
disliked it that much. I both liked it and didn’t like it.
I liked to draw and paint. I even made some friends
in kindergarten, although I remember sometimes
going into the playhouse when no one was there, so I
could get away from the chaos.

that a rabbit does when it sniffs around looking for
lettuce to eat. I thought I was wriggling my nose like
a rabbit, but I wasn’t doing it on purpose. I didn’t
have control over it, it just happened and the reason
was that I was a rabbit. I was quite worried about
that. I thought the other children would find my
behavior strange. Most of them were not rabbits and
they didn’t wrinkle up their noses. Yet in spite of
these worries, I had friends in my class, who
apparently didn’t mind me being a rabbit.
Eddie was the only black child in the school.
In fact, I think his family was the only black family
in the town. They lived in a ramshackle house next
to Bowman’s Dairy by the railroad tracks. There
were only about three ramshackle houses in the
whole town. When I think back on this and I was
after all only about four or five years old at the time,
then I want to know how conscious I was of race, that
festering sore at the heart of American society. I did
know Eddie was black and I think I was aware that
his family was poor. I knew where he lived so my
Bobby, Dickie, John and I. In the background my
parents must have allowed me at least to go to his
father's Drugstore. I only played with Bobby and
Dickie at home, never at school. Both of them were in house to play. They also allowed Eddie to come to
my house to play after school. I did not consciously
my class.

Kindergarten: I am in the back row on the right.
But when I was alone, my imagination would
run a little wild. I would wrinkle up my nose. I don’t
know why I did it, or even if I really did do it. But I
thought I was doing the sort of thing with my nose

experience anyone making comments or showing
aggression toward us when we were together.
My best friend was Susan. Susan had had
polio and had braces on her legs. She could walk
around with the braces, but when she wanted to climb

the jungle gym, she had to kick the braces to unlock
them so she could bend her knees and get up on the
bars. The jungle gym was our house, and we turned
it into a different world every day, a castle, or a
fortress or an ordinary house that was ours. It was a
wonderful fantasy world. Susan did not go to our
church or to any church for that matter. She was
Jewish. Because she was Jewish, I guess people

“I haven’t either,” Susan and Eddie both said
at once.
“I wonder what it’s like.”
They shook their heads.
“Do you think it’s like our school?”
“Probably,” said Susan.
“Let’s go and see what it’s like,” I said.
“Yeah,” said Eddie grinning. “We should go
and see it. Maybe it’s better than our school.”
We were aware that there were no teachers
there, just nuns and that was strange.
Susan and Eddie agreed to this adventure. It
was a play period and the teacher had left the
classroom for a moment while most of the kids ran
around the room and entertained themselves. No one
saw us leave. What an exciting prospect, visiting a
school full of children that we didn’t know. Maybe
there were other mysterious secrets about the place.
None of us were Catholic so we had no idea what
might await us once we got through the door. I
remember the feeling of expectation, awaiting the
culmination of the adventure facing us. We walked
One of my friends was Eddie.
thought I was too because we were best friends. But out the school door and walked across the school
I had no notion of such things at that time. Our town yard, taking the same path as that boy, I’d seen one
winter day. This day was a balmy fall day and the
had one black family and only a very few Jewish
sun was shining. It should have succeeded. We got
families, but it was not something I thought about.
Susan lived with her mother in a carriage house. This to the gate going out to Lake Street.
“Someone is coming after us,” Susan said.
seemed to me to be a terribly romantic kind of place
I turned around and saw that same shadowy
to live. There were no carriages any more. It was
figure I’d seen that wintry day some time ago, who
now a garage for cars. And above it was a small
was it? She was running. I started to run away and
apartment. It was in the yard of a much bigger
Eddie followed. But Susan couldn’t run. Her braces
house.
held her legs quite stiff and it was difficult for her
One day while I was playing with Eddie and
even to walk. “Wait,” she wailed.
Eddie and I stopped and looked at Susan and
at the woman bearing down on us. “Stop,” the
woman shouted. “Don’t go a step further.” Eddie
and I realized that we were stuck. We couldn’t run
away without Susan, we couldn’t leave her alone in
the clutches of that woman. That woman was clearly
very angry and it began to sink into my brain, that we
had maybe done something wrong. Until that point,
in fact, the idea of discovering something new, going
to that school was so exciting that the possibility that
Susan Romaine and I
it was something we were not allowed to do, had
Susan, I had an idea. “Do you know anyone who
goes to St. Lukes school?” I asked.
Neither Susan nor Eddie did. St. Lukes was
the private Catholic school next to the big Catholic
church two blocks away. “I’ve never been there,” I
said.

never occurred to me. So, we walked back to Susan
and just stood there expecting a shower of angry
words, maybe even physical assaults to fall over us as
soon as the woman reached us which she did soon
enough, huffing and puffing and looking very red in
the face.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she
shouted leaning down toward our faces, tiny
sprinkles of spit reaching our cheeks.
“Going to St. Lukes,” I offered trying to
sound businesslike, as if it were a perfectly normal
thing to do.
“Going to St. Lukes,” she repeated somewhat
taken aback. “Well, you can’t go there. You belong
here. Who gave you permission to leave the school?”
She didn’t give us time to answer. “You can’t do
that.” She grabbed me with one hand and Eddie with
the other. Susan, I guess she figured wouldn’t be
able to escape anyway. “Go,” she said to Susan and
began dragging us two back toward the school.
“Ouch,” said Eddie whose arm was yanked
backwards in an odd position.
“Be quiet,” she muttered and just walk
properly. She gave another yank at him and he
winced. None of us said another word. Susan’s
braces made a scratchy noise and banged on the
ground. The woman was breathing rather heavily, as
if it was taking a lot of air to drag us along. But that
was all. She brought us into the principal’s office.
“Here are the delinquents,” she said to Miss Belsley
who we knew was the principal because she
sometimes talked at assembly. She let Eddie and me
go and walked away. Miss Belsley looked at us for a
few minutes, then said, “why did you run away.”
“We didn’t run away,” I said. “We wanted to
go to St. Lukes.”
“Well, you know very well, that it is not
permitted to leave the school building while school is
in session,” she said. “Whose idea was it?”
No one answered. I bowed my head in
shame, then took a sideways glance at Eddie who did
not look ashamed at all. Susan looked uneasy.
After a few nervous seconds she said, “never
ever do that again. Now you will have to be
punished and hopefully you will learn your lesson.”
She got three small sized chairs and placed one
facing each of three corners in the room. “Sit in
them,” she said. We all moved toward the nearest
one, so she told Susan to take that one and Eddie and
I she directed toward the others. “You will sit there
for one hour. You will not talk or move out of the

chair until the time is up. You will not look at each
other. Your parents will be informed of this.”
I sat there looking at the blank wall. It was
white and inexorably boring. I felt angry at her,
angry that we hadn’t gotten to St. Lukes, and
ashamed that we had been caught. Why was it that
things that seemed exciting to me somehow were
actually bad. I didn’t want to be bad and I hated to
be punished. But I was never quite sure why exactly
it was bad.
I began to have nightmares. It wasn’t because
of St. Lukes, though I suppose the growing
awareness of doing things which other people
considered bad and for which I was punished was
putting the seeds of conflicts in my head which I
couldn’t solve and which came out in weird ways in
the nightmares. That got entangled with the notion of
the punishment of Hell fires which I was supposed to
be saved from, but I couldn’t forget. After all I
wasn’t supposed to be bad, because I was saved. But
it wasn’t only in school that I was punished for my
wrong ideas. At home my mother punished me too.
Fires were scary in any case.
We had fire drills in school. This was
probably when the notion of a building catching on
fire and burning down began to haunt me. At that
point I had not yet seen a building burn down. But I
began to dream about fires. Usually in this dream
which kept recurring, our own house would burn
down. It was terrifying. But at the same time the
toilet would run over. By all logic the masses of
water pouring out of the toilet engulfing the whole
bathroom and flowing through the house, should
have countered the fire, putting it out. But in my
dream that did not happen. Both of these
catastrophes happening at once were the ultimate

terror, both of them would engulf me. I would wake
up screaming and my dad usually would come in and
try to calm me down. After a few minutes I would
see that I was in my bed and the room was dark.
There was no fire and no water. I would go back to
sleep.
One day in school during a drawing period I
drew a picture that engrossed me. It was like an
inspiration, a flash of ultimate truth for me. I drew a
little pink and red flower that grew up in the middle
of the schoolyard. Normally there were no flowers in
the schoolyard. It was sand and gravel and the many
children trampling there would have eradicated any
sign of life. But in this drawing the school began to
burn down. The fire engulfed the school and then
began to spread over the schoolyard. It was
absolutely imperative for me that this little red and
pink flower had to be saved. So I drew a box over it.
This box was so powerful that the fire could not
penetrate it and the little flower was saved even as
everything else burnt down. This was such a
satisfying feeling, the feeling I had drawing this and
saving the flower that I knew it must mean something
very important for me. The flower was me. I was
threatened by something, a conflagration that was
going to destroy everything. But I was able to save
myself. Or there was something that I could use to
save myself. That assurance of salvation was the
most powerful I’d experienced up to that time. But it
had nothing consciously to do with church or
religion.
Church
Yet, the church circumscribed the life of our
family. That's the way it was. I didn't ask questions
about that, even though the salvation part was
sometimes shaky.
It meant that we went to church every Sunday in the
morning and in the evening, and there were other
events too, some were fun. And the church was a
great place to play hide and seek. But it also meant
that I endured church services that were insufferably
boring because I did not understand a thing that was
being said, but I saw that my parents were moved by
it - although getting ready for church on Sunday
morning always conjured up loud arguments between
Mama and Dad. I don’t know what the arguments
were about, but it was obviously stressful getting so
many people ready to leave the house on time with
only one bathroom. Later we had another bathroom
added to the house, a closet remodeled into a
bathroom, but I don’t think the arguments really

diminished very much.

This was a dinner at Kimball in the basement, where
meals could be served. Here it’s the wedding of the
pastor's daughter Janet. Her brother Wendel is on the
left, Tim on the right in front of my mother was the
ringbearer in this wedding. The room was also used
in the same way for Harvest Home celebrations.
The church was a cavernous framework in
which my young life could be coddled. I was
probably just a few months old the first time I was
brought into that church and was in my teens when
my family stopped going there. Downstairs in the
basement were the Sunday school rooms, three of
them, a nursery for children under six, the big room
for first through sixth graders and the junior high
room. It was a wooden frame church with painted
white shingles, though mostly grayish with age, with
a red brick foundation that went up beyond the
basement windows. The sanctuary was upstairs. At
one end of the sanctuary, there was a big stainedglass window with a brown-haired pale-skinned Jesus
in a red robe kneeling in prayer but looking up at a
beaming light at one end. Then there were the pews
facing toward the front where there was an altar, a
long board with a padded kneeling board, where
people would kneel to take grape juice communion
once every three months. Beyond it was the stage
which had the pulpit on it and some elaborately
carved dark chairs where the pastor and Bible reader,
sometimes my father, and choir director sat during
the service when they weren’t doing what they did.
Behind that, the choir loft rose up all done in very
dark wood paneling. On one side of the stage was a
piano and on the other side was the organ. Lillian
Chors played the piano. She was an older woman
who wore a dark rayon dress with little white flowers
with a belt around her non-existent waist. Almost all
older women looked that way wearing these dresses

that seemed to cover a kind of corset that held the
body in a stiff column-like frame. She had a black hat
with a veil and wore the typical black shoes with
thick one-and-a-half-inch heels and laced on top.
She played fairly slowly so the songs we sang would
kind of sway out of tune and then back into tune,
because the notes were a little too long. In time I
knew all the songs from memory and I liked to sing
them. Wendell, who was the son of the minister,
played the organ. He was young and he played fast
and with great flourish.
Some of the older people complained about
his playing. They said it was sloppy and too fast and
perhaps a little irreverent. However, Wendell was, in
fact, as religious as everyone else. But he was also
intellectual. He wore thick glasses with offyellowish plastic frames. He attended Northwestern
University, which wasn’t known for being Christian
and he talked in a kind of sophisticated way that
impressed me. By the time I was a 13 or 14-year-old
teenager I was totally in love with him. But he was a
lot older than I was by about 14 years and I have no
idea if he noticed my admiring glances or not.
The Sunday school classes were divided into
age groups. After graduating from Nursery School,
which was quite an exciting event, we moved into the
primary room, which was the big wide-open room in
the basement that had a platform with a piano on it
and doors to the other rooms. The other rooms,
besides the nursery, were the junior room and the
kitchen with the bathrooms beyond that, the ladies
being right off the kitchen and the men’s down the
hall that led to a back entrance. High school students
and adults had Sunday school classes upstairs in the
sanctuary. After Sunday school was over there were
about 20 minutes before the church service began
with Wendell playing some Bach or other church
music on the organ rather quietly so people could
find their families and take their seats. It wasn’t that
hard to find the families because most people sat in
about the same place every week. There was no rule
about that though and sometimes the kids would sit
with their friends or there’d be visitors, so that got
things moved around a bit. The church was fairly full
when I was little. But by the time we left there were
rows and rows that were totally empty. It was a
changing city neighborhood.
The twenty-minute break was just enough
time for my dad, my brother and myself to dash off to
Schobert’s Drugstore which was on the corner of
Kimball and Fullerton a short block away and buy

candy which was meant to keep us quiet during the
church service. I liked butterscotch Lifesavers.
These could be consumed at the rate of about one
every five minutes, melting slowly, keeping my
mouth bathed in its sweet taste and of course, ruining
my teeth. By the time the whole Lifesaver role was
gone the church service would be over. There was a
clock in the sanctuary in the back. That meant I’d
have to discreetly turn around and look every few
minutes to see if the five minutes had gone by so I
could take the next butterscotch Lifesaver. This must
seem like a terribly impious way to sit through a
church service. But for my brother it was the same
except he didn’t buy butterscotch Lifesavers. He got

Uncle George and Aunt Emma who was Gramma’s
sister in the courtyard of our apartment on Lake St.
cherry cough drops sometimes and sometimes Milk
Duds. He also didn’t spread his candy consumption
over the whole service, but just ate them until they
were gone. That way he didn’t have to worry about
the clock. He might then look hungrily at my
Lifesavers, but I didn’t give him any and he didn’t
ask. This would have been a bit disruptive since
Mom or Dad always sat between us, so we wouldn’t
start fighting during the service.
I don’t remember anything that was ever
preached during the sermons, even though my

parents and grandmother and Aunt Emma and Uncle
George who always came to our house on Sunday for
dinner after church would discuss the sermons with
great approval. We didn't go to their house very often.
It had a musty kind of smell, as if the windows were
never opened. The living room and dining room were
full of paper flowers, probably quite dusty, which
Aunt Emma made, but the shades were always down
so it was quite dim. I don't remember ever eating
there.
On Sunday evening we went to church again
for the evening service. Sometimes these would just
be singing services, which was nice. Sometimes there
was a sermon in the evening too. And then there was
prayer meeting on Wednesday evening. This was
Gramma’s best time. She always stood up and
prayed. She was a very holy old lady. She prayed
long and moving prayers and people seemed very
thankful that she did it. Dad often prayed too. He
didn't pray quite as long as Gramma, but his prayers
sounded very good and everyone seemed impressed.
I was very impressed. Especially because it was my
dad and not everyone's dad was able to pray quite as
well. Of course, I was a little proud of my
grandmother when she prayed, even if the prayer
sometimes got too long for me. And I was proud of
my dad too who sometimes did the Bible reading or
announcements on Sunday mornings. He also taught
the adult Sunday school class. I think my mother
was too shy to do these things. Mama didn't pray in
public except on very rare occasions. It didn't occur
to me to ask why, though as I got older, I noticed that
I never felt the slightest urge to pray at those
meetings and I thought perhaps she might have felt
the same way, though for different reasons. I did not
feel the presence of God at those prayer meetings.
But Gramma and my parents often declared that they
did. It worried me. I didn’t know what it was that
they felt, but I couldn’t point to anything that would
indicate that I was feeling something unusual,
something like the spirit descending on me, which
just by the very thought of it should have been, so I
thought, something earth-shattering. Something like
Saul on the road to Damascus getting struck down by
this bright light, so you’d really know a supernatural
power was hitting you. I knew that the Holy Spirit
was present where Christians gathered together and
that in biblical times amazing things had happened in
those meetings. I expected them to happen to us. I
was always waiting. I did not doubt that miracles
were possible, because the Bible said they'd

happened and there was no reason why they shouldn't
happen in our day.
There were other meetings at church too,
some that I didn’t have to go to, like board meetings
and who knows what else. Then there were
celebrations: Harvest Home, Christmas, New Years
and Easter, which were highlights, the part of going
to church that made it a pleasure, a piece of life that
raised you out of the ordinary and made you feel holy
and happy. And there’d be special meetings when
evangelists would come and give a series of sermons
to get the spirit to come upon us, renew our
commitment to Jesus and get more people saved.
There were also musical events and missionary visits.
The missionary visits were inspiring. We would see
a slide show of some village in Africa or South
America or somewhere in Asia where the
missionaries had been sent. Often there was a small
hospital as well as a church. The heathens would
start coming, maybe because of the medical care, and
eventually one of them would accept Jesus, then
others would follow. It was always a miracle and a
victory, that these people were saved from hell. To
me it seemed like this was the ultimate proof of the
truth of the Bible and of our religion. For one thing,
the idea of going to these strange places and getting
to know people so different from us was exciting.
For another thing, I always felt confirmed after these
missionary visits, that I really was saved. I think it
was because the stories were so compelling and the
miracles so convincing. Usually they were stories
about a sick person arriving at the mission,
hopelessly ill, covered with open oozing sores or
leprosy or some other horrible disease and after lots
of prayer they would be healed and then accept Jesus,
because they had experienced the miracle and knew it
was true. Some missionaries also told about driving
out evil spirits. This was one of the mysterious
things that I'd read about in the Bible. When I asked
about it, Gramma would say, it doesn't happen
anymore. But then she'd be not so sure. She had
never seen someone possessed by an evil spirit and
didn't know anyone who had driven evil spirits out of
possessed people. Yet the Bible described it very
clearly. The first time a missionary came and told the
story of how a native had come to the mission, very
clearly possessed by an evil spirit, I was spellbound.
The evil spirit had a name, which the missionary was
able to determine by talking to it. The person who
was possessed had a different name. The missionary
and the evil spirit could communicate with each

other. It was a struggle between God and the Devil.
The missionary was the servant of God trying to coax
the evil spirit to come out. He told us that previously
he had never had experience with evil spirits, so he
read his Bible over and over to see what had to be
done. After several failed attempts finally one day he
told Beelzebub to come out and there was horrible
wrenching and then screaming and suddenly quiet.
The evil spirit was gone. The man who had been
suffering returned to normal and accepted Jesus.
This story amazed me. I believed it and furthermore,
it convinced me even more of the truth of the Bible,
because these things could indeed happen in our own
day, and people got saved. So, I wanted to
experience this. I wanted to be part of this huge
process of salvation of all people. I wanted to be a
missionary.
It was enough to fill our lives and keep us
entertained, so that we wouldn’t have time to be
tempted by the devil.
But of course, the devil was always tempting
me anyway. We were taught that he was always there
ready to take advantage of any weak moment. I was
rather afraid of being tempted and for me the
temptation took the form of questioning whether I
was really saved. There was a perpetual tug of war
between assurances of salvation and the devil’s
attempts to lead me astray and fill my heart with
doubts. And my heart was filled with doubts. Not all
the time, but way too often.
Perhaps in my case, the seed, which should
have eventually blossomed into a blessed Christian
life, had been planted in the wrong soil, a soil in
which it could not thrive. There was a danger that if
the sapling were not transplanted it would wither and
die. But was it strong enough to be transplanted?
Could it withstand being wrenched out of the soil,
tearing its roots? Would it thrive in some unknown
soil, nothing like its origins? Would it be missing
something essential to its being - its roots?

This was my Sunday School class in the junior
department, ca. 1952. The teacher is Dorothy
Murphy who was a close friend of my mother's and
we often visited each other's families. They lived in
Chicago and by chance the Murphy children went to
the school where Aunt E was the principal. Murphy's
had three children at that time about our ages, Bruce,
Kathy and Bonnie.
Grandpa.
. I only had one living grandpa and I have
very few memories of him. The other grandpa had
died when my father was a mere baby, and thus no
one had memories of him. But Grandpa Edward was
a family legend. Edward came from Nebraska, sort
of, though he’d been born in Chicago, but spent his
childhood on a Nebraska farm with a father who
wanted to be a duke and behaved like one. Edward’s
mother had been killed in a horse and buggy crash
and it was her husband’s fault.
Edward hitched a ride in a box car and got to
Chicago as a young man to make his fortune. I’m not
sure where he met Lizzy, maybe it was at Moody’s
Sunday School which Edward’s sister Louise was
attending. It was perhaps she who brought Edward,
and there he met Lizzy who since her conversion at
one of Moody’s evangelistic meetings was regularly
attending Moody’s Sunday School classes. It was
Lizzy who had heeded Moody’s call for salvation.
Her own family had not been religious. But after she
was saved, she brought her sisters to the Sunday
School and her closest sister Emma was also saved. I
assume Lizzy and Edward met there. They got
married on Valentine’s Day when both were 23 years
old. Edward started off working as a custodian, but
he was very frugal and the money he saved, he
invested in the stock market. He did quite well,
apparently, buying an apartment building with 12
flats in it, the same apartment building where we
stayed when we moved from Fullerton Avenue. Then

he bought a bank. That was a mistake, however,
because soon after he bought it in 1929 the stock
market crashed and thousands of banks went
bankrupt, including Edward’s.
In spite of that, though they still had the
apartment building and thus were able to survive the
depression without deprivation. Lizzy attributed this
to God taking care of them. But the bankruptcy of
the bank and the stock market loses, she attributed to
the sinfulness of investing in the stock market, which
she saw as nothing other than gambling, one of the
cardinal sins. Yes, Edward was punished for his sins.
Lizzy forbade him to ever again invest in the stock
market, because it was against God’s will. But like
all gamblers, Edward probably could not escape the
lure of his vice and once the market stopped falling,
he would go to the Chicago stock exchange and buy
stocks. He didn’t tell Lizzy. And she never knew. In
fact, he didn’t tell anyone, and although the whole
family is certain that he went there and invested, no
one ever could find proof of it. This became a
problem when Edward died.
My clearest and funniest memory of Grandpa
was taking a walk with him in Keystone Park.
Keystone Park is one block long and a gravel path
crosses it diagonally. On this particular day the path
seemed very long. I also had a problem. My
underpants were loose. These were dainty white lace
around the legs, but the elastic at the waist was no
longer taut. I don’t know why my mother didn’t
notice this. I didn’t in any case, until we were half
way through the park on the way back home. The
pants began to slip. I noticed it, but had no idea what
to do about it. I was holding grandpa’s hand and he
was walking along at a decent pace. The pants
slipped down a bit further and were hanging around
my hips. Each step seemed to jolt them a bit further
down. It was a bit annoying because they were
hindering me in taking big steps which I needed to do
to keep up with grandpa. He didn’t notice my
annoyance and I didn’t say anything. I didn’t think it
was his problem anyway, I just had to figure out for
myself how to rid myself of the problem. The pants
finally got down around my knees and I would soon
trip if I had to take another step. I made a slight hop
and my grandfather willingly slowed down while I
did it. The pants slipped off and I walked on.
Grandpa speeded up again without noticing anything
and I was pleased to be free of the hindrance and
almost danced along beside him.
We had almost reached the end of the park by

then when a man came up behind us. He was almost
touching us and I thought he’d pass by. But he
didn’t. Instead he tapped grandpa on the shoulder.
Grandpa stopped, turned around and looked at the

Here Grandpa is holding me again. I'm older here,
maybe 3 or 4. It was at a family gathering at Aunt E's
house. By then they'd moved from Waveland Ave, but
still lived in Chicago. It could also be Evelyn
(Devine's) house in Milwaukee. I don't know who all
the people are. Gramma's sister Emma is there and
her husband George Devine. The girl in front is
Shirley, the daughter of Evelyn, who is the daughter
of Emma. Aunt E, my Mom, George Devine Jr. and
his wife June, Gramma's sister Isloel and her
husband Harry
man who was holding a pair of small white
underpants gingerly in his hand. I stared at the
underpants with a mixture of astonishment and
annoyance, that they were coming back to haunt me
somehow, after I’d so adroitly gotten myself rid of
them. “I believe,” he looked at me, “that she lost
these.”
“Did you?” my grandpa said. He was
embarrassed.
I bowed my head and looked at the ground. I
didn’t want to be part of this. I could tell that it was a
somewhat tense situation.
“They are hers,” the man said and shoved
them into grandpa’s hand.
“Well, thank you,” my grandpa said. He took
the pants and stuck them in his pocket. He took my
hand again and pulled me along, a bit faster than
before.
“They fell off,” I said to him then.

Suddenly he laughed, a low rumbling laugh,
not as if he were laughing at me, but as if he were
just having fun. So, I began to laugh too.
1947
Grandpa’s Death
Grandpa Edward got sick. Then his condition
improved somewhat and he was allowed to go home.
I was shielded from this and I don’t remember
anything about what was happening at that time. But
later they would tell stories - my dad, my aunts,
Gramma - Edward’s death became a family legend
that morphed into a double-edged sword. I don’t
think people were actually angry at him exactly. And
maybe they didn’t even really believe the story, even
though my dad was there when it happened. But it
was Aunt Dorothy that was convinced of the truth of
it. And my Dad was more like take it or leave it, it’s
a funny story.
Edward would occasionally go out for shorter
periods of time, but no one knew where he went. He
did not tell anyone about his financial affairs. He
must have had some source of income. He had been
retired for 5 years, but the family did not seem to be
suffering any financial hardship. He did not wish
Lizzy to assail him. She would be critical of how he
had invested the money. She would also want him to
give her more to spend. But if he gave her more to
spend, there would be less to invest. This is the way
it had always been. She called him Penurious. This,
Edward was willing to tolerate. He was an easygoing
man who did not get riled up quickly or at least he
had decided long ago not to let Lizzy rile him up. In
fact, the only time he lost his cool was with his one
and only son Jim. Jim was apparently a wild child,
but Edward would have liked him to go to college
and become something better than the shoe salesman
he became.
After two years of shaky health, grandpa had
a stroke. He was brought to the hospital emergency
ward and was given whatever help was available, but
there wasn’t much that could be done. He was
conscious. But he could not talk and he could not
move with the exception of his eyes and eye lids. He
could open and close them.
The family gathered around his bed. Dor was
there and E, My father, Lizzy and Jim, and Jean. My
mother was at home with her two young children.
Edward looked at them. It was apparent that his eyes
were moving from one to the other.
“He is trying to tell us something,” My aunt
Dorothy said. “Don’t you think so?” She turned to

my father who had taken Edward’s hand.
My father shook his head. “He wants to say
good-bye.”
“No,” said Dor sharply. “He wants to tell us
where he has put the money.”
“What money?”
“From the stock market.” Dor said. “He had
stocks,”
“He started investing again. I suspected it,”
Lizzy said. “He read the paper every day to see
which stocks were going up or down. He told me
that. If the stock market was up, he was happy.”
“Pa,” said Dor, “you must tell us where the
money is. Maybe you can open and close your eyes.
Alright. If what I say is true, close your eyes.”
Edward closed his eyes.
My father said. “We ought to let him go in
peace.”
Dor was trembling in her frustration. “How
can he go in peace, if he knows that all of his money
will be lost? What can we do? Pa, open your eyes.”
Edward opened his eyes. “See, he does hear.
Is the money in the bank?”
Edward closed his eyes.
I’ll go through the alphabet,” Dor said. “A,”.
Edward did not move his eyes.
“B,” Dor was speaking louder.
Edward closed his eyes. He died that day. Of
course, it didn’t work and grandpa died perhaps of
the stress without revealing whether there even was
any money. I imagine I was told that my grandfather
had died, but I wasn't taken to the funeral and I don't
remember being aware of the fact that he was gone,
until I did notice that he simply was no longer there
to take me by the hand
Flower Girl
It was the same year my grandpa died, I was
five years old and Dad's cousin Doris was getting
married. She asked if I would like to be her flower
girl and I agreed. It was exciting even though I was
nervous that I'd screw it up. I had to go with the other
women to get measured for my dress and then there
was practice to be sure I understood what I had to do.
The wedding was in Kimball Church which I knew
well enough. When the music began, I had

Was it her sister Dorothy’s idea? Dorothy liked
things classy. Mom was on the whole a bit more
unsophisticated in her tastes. But she was not
unaware of the finer things. So, Smith College was
where she thought her daughter ought to go. She
wrote it down in the scrapbook. Still there was no

I am the flower girl, next to Doris is my Aunt
Mildred.
guarantee her child would have either aptitude or
desire to go to Smith.

Photos from the wedding and me as a flower girl.
to march in first, slowly and evenly up to the altar. It
was easy enough and I didn't screw it up. I was quite
serious about the whole thing, I think you can see
that in the photo, but actually I enjoyed it. I felt
grown up and successful and part of something quite
big. After the ceremony in the church there was a trip
to the photographers which I remember. I had to
stand still with everyone, while the photographer got
the perfect wedding picture.
Mama’s dream for me
I believe that my mother imagined a goal for
me, something she wanted me to become, something
she prepared the way for. Her sister, Aunt E had a
son who went to college. He had applied when he
was only 16 years old and had already graduated..
This was quite a feat, and my mother was impressed.
Even though there was no long scholarly tradition in
the family my mother decided that her little girl
should get a good education, at least as good as her
sister’s son. My mother was thinking of Smith
College, a classy girl’s school. Exactly why that
occurred to her, I don’t know. Was it a way to move
up the class ladder? Was it to get a good education?
Was it the prestige she thought would be involved?

This is my hand. It was made in Dec. 1946 when I
was four years old. It was one of our projects in
Kindergarten and I suspect it was meant as a
Christmas gift for our parents. It is the only object I
still have from my Kindergarten days.
Boys and Girls
I was happy enough to be a girl. I was
definitely convinced that girls were superior to boys.
What they had that girls didn’t have seemed like it
must be an annoyance. It was good not to have it.
Nonetheless, I wasn’t particularly attracted to the
games girls played. I had dolls, which my mother
and my aunts got for me. I also had a lot of stuffed
animals. My favorite game was playing school. I
recreated school when I was at home, but there I was

the teacher and my stuffed animals were the pupils.

problem was that girls were not supposed to fight or
be wild. But I fought with my brother and with the
boys who lived nearby. We might end up in a stack
trying to pin down the others, in a pile of leaves.
Later it was water fights which were less physical,
but required a bit of cunning, since the best way to
soak the boys, and it was always boys, was to pick a
hiding place and just stay there with large water
resources. They would come looking for me
eventually, but since they had no idea where I was
and I knew they were coming, I’d always win. They
These are some of my stuffed animals. The teddy
never changed their tactics, even though this
bear, the donkeys, the cow and the dog with bib I still happened over and over. Sometimes my weapon was
have. That dog Snookie was a gift when I was born.
the hose. They’d have squirt guns or maybe they’d
The important thing was that I was in control. But I
heave a bucket of water. Now the hose had to be
also used at least one doll to play doctor and give it
connected to a faucet, so my hiding place had to be
surgery by slicing it up. I liked some of the games the within reach of a faucet and the hose obviously made
boys played. Not the cowboy or soldier games that
a trail from the faucet to me. No one ever figured
my brother played though. He’d set them all up and
this out, I guess. Another successful tactic was going
then shoot at them and kill them off. That
Me in into the house, standing at the window with a bucket
of water and dumping it on the boys when they went
by under me. Water fights occurred in summer. It
was an excellent way to spend a summer day around
Chicago, which had very hot summers, days and days
of 90-degree heat and burning sun, even 100 degrees.
It was hard to bear without air conditioning. But
water fights kept us cool. And in fact, if the boys
weren’t able to get me wet, I turned the hose on
myself.
When we lived on Lake Street, I got to know
that apartment building well. It was divided in the
back into two courtyards that were split by the
loading area for Leonardi’s – a grocery store, which
later became the Little Cheese Shop. The courtyard
on our side was paved with cement and sometimes
cars parked there. But it was also the area where
John and I rode our tricycles. The courtyard on the
other side had grass and clotheslines. There were
three boys around our age living in the apartment
building, Bobby, Dicky and Ricky. Bobby and Dicky
were in my class at school. I never had anything to
do with them in school, but at home we played all the
time. These were games that required a lot of
running. I am trying to remember precisely what the
point of it all was. We were probably either cowboys
the courtyard by the back entrance to our apartment or Indians, either all together and then attacking
enemies which were the big boys who lived down the
seemed silly to me. But I did like to line up his
street, who likely didn’t even know they were our
cowboys, Indians and Soldiers into long parades
enemies, although I seem to remember at least one
marching through the hall to the kitchen.
huge free for all, in which I participated in which all
There were other boy games I played. It
of us little kids had a wrestling match with a smaller
wasn’t because of penis envy, I don’t think. My

number of big boys. Our favorite was hide and seek.
The best way to evade discovery and not be found,
but then be able to get safe “home” was to climb
through the windows that separated the front hall
entrances of the apartment building from the
backside stairways. These windows were usually
closed, but it was possible to open them and slip
through, then close them again. That way you could
get to the opposite side of the building in an instant,
while everyone else, who seemed not to realize that
this option existed would run around the building
which took a long time. By that time, you could go
back through the window and get safely to the goal.
Why do I remember myself as being extremely
successful at these games? I thought I always
outwitted the boys, but maybe I just played in a
different way, and they probably thought they
outwitted me. Maybe they thought they weren’t
supposed to be sneaky. I don’t know. In any case, I
liked to play these games and I liked to feel that I
usually could win.
One day the boys decided they wanted to see
what a girl looked like. None of them had a sister,
except of course, my brother. My brother knew what
I looked like naked and I knew what he looked like
naked. We took baths together all the time.
Furthermore, our family was not in the habit of
closing the bathroom door except my dad when he
had a bowel movement, but only then because of the
smell. So, everyone in our family went in the
bathroom when someone else was in there, even if
they were naked. There was no feeling that there was
something wrong with being naked in the bathroom
or with seeing each other there. I knew what boys
looked like and I knew what men looked like and I
knew what women looked like. This did not apply to
my grandmother though who always locked the door.
When my brother and I reached puberty, this
situation ended and the doors were always locked.
But the other boys obviously did not have this
kind of education in sex differences. They wanted
me to show them what a girl looked like. I had
mixed feelings about this. The boys were not part of
our family and it was apparent to me, that nakedness
was only a family affair limited to our bathroom. I
am not sure how they finally convinced me to do it.
They didn’t force me, but I do not remember this as
being particularly enjoyable. It was similar to when I
had to pee and we were nowhere near a toilet, so I
had to do it outdoors, kind of a pain in the neck. We
went behind the decaying warehouse where all the

broken shards of glass lay, where tall weeds pretty
much hid us from the sight of anyone who may have
looked that way. I took my pants down and let them
look for about two seconds. They looked. They said
nothing at all and then they ran off. I felt a bit guilty
about it and thought perhaps I was doing something
wrong. I never told anyone about it, until now. John
was there too, but it must not have registered as
anything particularly odd. He didn’t tell either. I
suppose I could have told those boys, I’d only do it,
if they did it too. But I wasn’t interested, since it
would have been no surprise for me. I thought the
thing that boys and men had, the penis, must always
be getting in the way when you walked or sat down,
so I was glad I didn’t have one. The only advantage
was when they had to pee, but I guess, I decided that
ultimately the disadvantages outweighed the
advantages.
Nonetheless, peeing away from home was
annoying. I remember time and again being with my
mother in the ladies’ room at a restaurant. We always
went in together and she would carefully lay out
pieces of toilet paper on the whole seat of the toilet
until it was completely covered, then she would get
me to sit down carefully so the toilet paper didn’t fall
off. She also would encourage me to get off without
knocking the paper down so she could use it too. It
was a great advantage at the places that had paper
toilet seat covers particularly for that purpose. Under
the circumstances, I suppose I could have been

peeved that we had to go through all of

bedroom was going to be the little room next to the
kitchen which wasn't meant to be a bedroom. It
wasn't my decision. I suppose if I'd been able to
choose, I'd have chosen one of the three bigger rooms
that had a closet.
The house had brown cedar wood shingles
which my parents had covered with green siding of

The song “All I Want for Christmas are my Two
Front Teeth” was popular exactly at the time when
Christmas was coming and my two front teeth were
missing. It went through my head all the time.
this, while my brother didn’t have to, but I didn’t feel
that way at all. Maybe it was actually one of the few
times when I felt a close bond with my mother, doing
this together, and so it was something positive.
1948
Moving into the house on Franklin Ave.
Certainly, the apartment was a bit cramped
and having one's own house was what the middle
class in the 1940's needed or at least wanted. When
the house on Franklin Ave. just half a block from the
drugstore was for sale, I can imagine it seemed
perfect for my parents. It wasn't one of the super
expensive, huge, Victorian River Forest mansions. It
was a bungalow and located between a busy street,
and the railroad tracks, I suppose it was quite
affordable for River Forest. So, my parents bought
the house which was just down the street from where
we had been living, and I was going to get my own
bedroom.
I remember the day we moved in. The
movers took everything out of our apartment and
brought it all to the new house. It was a very short
distance, but nonetheless, it required a big truck to go
that half block. When we walked into our new home
that evening, it was chaos. There was furniture all
over and boxes piled up in all the rooms. My

414 Franklin Ave.
some sort. It was supposed to cut heating bills and
probably did. I remember my parents discussing this,
an odd thing to remember when I’ve forgotten things
that were surely far more important for me. They had
a bit of landscaping done in the front and inside all
the rooms were remodeled. It had a big front porch
which wasn't heated in winter, but was the main
sitting room in summer. There was a fireplace and a
nice yard. It had 4 bedrooms, a big basement, living
room and dining room, so it was a lot bigger than the
apartment. Big enough for us and Gramma. After
Grandpa died, she didn't want to live on Waveland
any more, and I suppose it made sense for her to live
with us. But she also spent six months in California
every year with Dor and Jean.
The first night in the new house, all our stuff
had been moved in and stacked up in boxes. The
furniture was placed between them. My room, yes, I
was getting my own room that was really meant to be
a dining niche off the kitchen, but it could just as
well be a bedroom, and the kitchen table was put in
the kitchen where there was a narrow space for it. A
mattress was put on the floor for me to sleep on. I
was getting a real bed, not the studio couch any more.
I remember that first night; the mattress being kind of

lopsided, perhaps on top of other stuff which had not
been put away and couldn't be until cabinets and
dressers and such were put in place. It was
nonetheless, a pleasure sleeping in my new room in
my new house.
Lake street was far enough away, that we
couldn't hear the traffic as we had in the apartment.
But now we could hear the trains. They had steam
engines that created a lot of smoke and made a lot of
noise and they roared by day and night, but then
again, not that often. We got used to them quickly.
Baking fruit cake
I liked the fact that Gramma was living with
us. She came, I believe, soon after we moved into the
new house. She was much milder than my mother
and often she was either laughing at herself in an odd
sort of way, like saying how she had to skin the
weenies because her false teeth couldn’t chew them
otherwise. She’d say this as she meticulously skinned
every single weenie she ate which we thought was
terribly funny.
It was the beginning of December when
Gramma said to my mother, “it’s time to start the
fruit cakes.” She wanted to be done and get them
sent off so everyone got them before Christmas. That
was her Christmas present to everyone in the family
as well as her friends.
In early December she had to go to Stop and
Shop to get the candied fruit and nuts. Stop and Shop
wasn't a big chain then. It was a specialty shop in the
loop, downtown in Chicago that had the strangest
things. I thought they were strange anyway. They
were things you couldn't buy anywhere else like the
green, red and yellow sticky fruits that Gramma used
for her yearly fruit cake bake. It was a huge project
which engulfed the whole house. My mother
decided to take me along to shop (or maybe she had
to since I couldn't be left home alone). "Field’s
Christmas tree is up," said Mom, “and so are the
Christmas windows." When Mom told me I shouted
"Hurrah, will we go to Marshall Fields and see the
goldfish?”
That was a good motivation for me. I thought
of the story of my Thumper Rabbit. I didn’t know
what had happened to him, one of my favorite stuffed
animals. Actually, I don't think I really remember
Thumper Rabbit, just the story.
Mom had determined that Thumper was
disgustingly dirty and unsanitary, but I hadn’t noticed
anything of that sort and I was very sad that he was
gone. But we when got to Field’s Christmas

windows a year later and there was Thumper big as
life right in the window with Aunt Holly and Uncle
Mistletoe, I was happy.
Mom, Gramma and I got dressed up a little not
as fine as for church though. The weather was

On the right: Thumper Rabbit before he got dirty.
dark, cold and blustery. Once we were outside, I
didn't feel so enthused about the project. I began to
freeze, the wind seemed to be grasping me and
holding me in an icy clutch so I couldn’t move
forward. We were walking to the El which was going
to take us to the loop. It was about a mile from our
house. Fighting wind and snow flurries we finally got
there. The El started on the ground at Marion Street,
but after several stops it went up onto a trestle. I
looked out the window and saw the earth moving
away. It wasn't the first time, I was on the El. But
every time the same jittery feeling arose from the pit
of my stomach to my head. For me riding on the El
was like a trip to Disneyland. The real Disneyland
didn’t exist then, but there was the same magical
aura. It was like a roller coaster ride except that it
lasted about 45 minutes and it didn’t send your
stomach into short and powerful conniptions, instead
they were long, rumbling conniptions and that's what
made it so much fun. You couldn't see the track. It
was as if the El were flying into the air, but I knew it
wasn't, yet I was certain that at any minute it would
fall off the track. There were no guardrails, so it
seemed like the magic force that held you up could at
any moment give way smashing the train to the
ground. At places where the houses almost touched
the tracks there was a bit more security since the
houses presumably would prevent a careening El
from flying off the tracks and landing on the ground.

Only when the El stopped at the stations and the
platform formed a safe barrier to hold us up could I
breathe out until the train started up again. It never
fell off.
In summer though the people in the houses
had their windows open and you could look in.
These were poor people. No one who could afford it
would want to live in a place like this with trains
threatening to smash into your bedroom. I observed
it and wondered why people lived that way. If I
asked there wasn’t much Mama or Gramma would
say about it except for comments like, in winter they
cut off the railings on their porches to burn for heat,
or maybe if they would accept Jesus, things would be
better for them. These comments were unsatisfactory
for me, but I had no way of forming any further
thoughts about them or about the people who had to
cut off their porch railings for heat.
I was brought as a child to Marshall Field’s
by my mother just as my mother had been brought by
her mother and she had soaked up the seduction of
the place from childhood, a seduction that my
grandmother herself had felt as a young girl in the
19th century when she first went to that same
Marshall Field’s and finally was able to BUY
something there (from her hard-earned money as a
clerk in the more working class Boston Store).
We reached the Madison St. Station. There
was an entrance to Marshall Field’s right from the El
platform. That made it very easy. "Let's go to the
toys," I said.
"I've got to shop," said Mom. “But you can
go to the playroom.”
"Ugh," I said and had a sinking feeling in my
stomach. I wasn't enthused about that. Mom brought
me there though. It was a large room with a big
sandbox and lots of other children running aimlessly
around, making inane noises, who seemed hostile to
me. “I don't want to stay,” I whined.
But Mom said, "I'll be back soon and we'll go
see the Christmas tree." To me it seemed like
forever, but she was back soon enough and we set off
again. There were two huge tea rooms in Marshall
Fields, in one the walls were elegantly clad with
walnut paneling. In the middle was a huge Christmas
tree, the largest I had ever seen stretching upward
through a gallery with grated openings, so customers
could view the tree on three floors. In the other tea
room there were goldfish.
We got in line to wait for a table. When the
hostess got to us, Gramma said, "we would like a

table next to the Christmas tree” Amazingly, there
was an empty table for three next to the Christmas
tree. It stood there reaching up beyond my sight and
I stared at it with mouth open, watching the giantsized ornaments swaying slightly, glittering from the
thousands of lights, glowing, engulfing me with a
sense of awe, of a presence far greater than myself.
No, it wasn't God. It was a magical tree. An
existence exuding an exotic power. They also had
chicken croquets to eat. That was a specialty that I
loved. So it was a very heavenly kind of meal
dedicated to the selling and consumption of the
endless bounteousness of things. But I didn’t care
about the things. For me it was only the awesomeness
of the massiveness of it, the temple of consumption,
that made an impression on me.

This isn't my photo. I found pictures of Marshall
Field's in the 1950's that revived all the memories of
the place, a magical place for a kid.

Mama, me, John and Dad, a Bunnygraf photo
After eating we went outside. It was dusky,
as always at that time of year it seemed. But the tall
buildings and the El tracks made it even murkier,

notice the slushy ground very much or the biting
wind until Gramma said, "We have to go to Stop and
Shop now."
It was a long walk, a very long walk it
seemed to me. Here there were no fabulous
windows, just occasional wreaths or Christmas lights,
mostly just dark office buildings. Soon I was tired
and freezing and I said, "How much further?"
"We're almost there." said Mom and we
walked on and weren't almost there.
"I'm cold.", I said. Mom pulled me closer to
her to try to shield me from the wind. It didn't really
work, but I appreciated her effort. "I'm tired." I said.
"We're almost there,” said Gramma.
"How far?"
Mom was getting a little peeved. "Don't
Me, cousin Buddy, cousin David, John not sure where
fuss," she said. So I held my mouth til we got there.
1946
It was a fantastic store with an unbelievable array of
blocking out the little bit of light coming from the
exotic food. I forgot for a while that my feet were
gray sky. All the more that the Marshall Field’s
aching.
Christmas windows, lit up and decorated with
The next day Gramma began with the fruit
moving figures, sparkling snow, elves, fairies, Aunt
cakes. Since she gave every one of her relatives and
Holly and Uncle Mistletoe glowed with a magic
1946force. Thumper was there again, though by now friends a fruit cake at Christmas time, it made a lot of
fruit cakes. Probably half of the people who got
I was quite convinced that it wasn’t really MY
them didn't like fruit cake and threw them away. But
Thumper. We meandered around the building
they never told Gramma. She took over the kitchen
following the story in the windows and I did not
for several days, mixing batter, letting it rise, putting

fruit cakes in the oven. The house smelled festively
of baking spices and candied fruits. When they were
baked, she put them on waxed paper in rows on the
table and all the counters. There was no room in the
kitchen for anything else. When all of them were
finally cooled off, she began packing them in boxes
and wrapping them in Christmas paper. Some of the
cakes were sent away to California and who knows
where. But the friends who lived in Chicago had to
be visited and the cakes delivered. It was a ritual
which repeated itself every year.
I liked fruit cake. My brother John didn't. He
couldn't stand it. Dad didn't like it either. I don't
know about mom. She ate it. Gramma ate it. And I
liked this time of year so I could eat fruit cake with
butter on it
Christmas was the celebration of the birth of
Christ. We were told this at church and at home.
Don’t’ forget, it isn’t Santa Claus and the gifts that
make this day important.

sending me to live with her sister, my Aunt Jean, for
a year. Jean lived in California and she was a firstgrade teacher. I would have been in her class. It was
a suggestion that I overheard and hoped that it would
happen, because I was enamored of Aunt Jean.
I knew that Aunt Jean had had TB. That was
why she went to California in the first place, because
the air there was better for her. She lived in
Westwood up in the mountains. In the mid 1930's
Jean was still living at home on Waveland, probably
still in the same room with Grace who also was at
home, just having finished high school. Jean
discovered she had TB. She coughed up blood. This
was very upsetting to Gramma because it was
necessary to separate everything Jean used. She
needed separate dishes, towels etc. and her things had
to be washed separately, so that made a lot of extra
work for Gramma who resented it. Cousin Bobby
says she had no sympathy for sick or incapacitated
people if it interfered with the time she spent at the
church or in church work. This was before 1936
because Bobby remembers it and he and his family
moved away from Waveland in 1936. Eventually
Jean was sent to the TB center at Bryn Mawr and
Crawford. I don't know how long she was there, but
she was cured. Bobby thinks she went to Columbia
University to get her Master's degree at the end of the
30's. Until then she was at home or at the TB center.
She completed her Master's degree at the end of the
30's. I remember that she taught, probably just one
year long at a school in Forest Park near us, but then
went to Nevada to accept a teaching job, believing
the air was better for her lungs. Then she got the job
in Westwood teaching first grade. She was
apparently a very excellent and creative teacher.
She married George Smith in the late 1940's.
They had met at a square-dancing club. Aunt Jean
loved to dance. She, of course, had fun square
dancing and so did George. But she also danced
Even at an early age I was fascinated by Christmas. I around the house. She wore swirly skirts and when I
was told that I liked the tree so much that I pulled in saw her twirling around, I was awed. When Mom
down on top of myself. I don't remember that.
announced that Aunt Jean was getting married, I was
But it was not the central thing which
excited. But I remember Gramma being upset about
impressed itself upon me about Christmas. I loved
this marriage because George smoked and was
Christmas. It was one of the times of year which
divorced (and possibly wasn't saved). John says he
elated me, the Christmas carols, the glitter, the lights, remembers Gramma was upset about this well, but
the smell of pine, presents wrapped up with red
this all changed. Jean brought George to church and
bows, the decorated houses, the manger scenes and
he was saved at her instigation.
yes, the Christmas story of Jesus in the manger.
"We are going to have a wedding shower.”
First Grade
my mother said.
When I was six my mother considered
"Is Aunt Jean coming here?" I asked

excitedly.
"She can't come now because she's teaching
school and she can't leave her class."
"Oh," I said disappointed.

too. You are Jean 's only niece. No men come to
showers. It's just for the ladies.""
I jumped out of my chair at that so I could
hop und and down a couple times in anticipation.

My first grade class: I am 4th from left back row.

"So you have to get a shower gift for Aunt
Jean," said mama. "And so do I. We can go
shopping together."
It was the first shower I’d been invited to and
that meant I was growing up, which at that point was
fine with me. My mother also decided that I needed
a new fancy dress and patent leather shoes.
When the day came, I was very excited. I got
into the new pink organdy dress, put on my white
socks with lace on them and the shiny black shoes
which I think we bought at Uncle Jim's Shoe Store.
My mother spent a bit of time trying to make my thin
electrified hair curl. And then we set off in the car,
me, my mother and grandmother, and I could hardly
sit still.
There were a lot of women at Miriam's house.
Some of them I knew from church and my aunt E
was there. There were also women I didn't know, but
they all seemed to know me. They commented on
how lovely I looked and wasn't I getting to be a big
girl and all that kind of stuff which made me
immensely embarrassed. But I just nodded as if
agreeing with them, but actually hiding my face so I
wouldn't explode.
Once everyone had arrived and the comments

The shower was to be at Miriam Fager's
house as she was a good friend of Aunt Jean and also
a teacher. "It's going to be a nice party," said mama.
And then she looked at me. "And you are invited

about me were finished and the women went on to
talk about other things, I relaxed. There was food,
lots of food that looked very appealing to me because
all the talk made me hungry. But there were so many
people there that we couldn't sit at the table to eat. I
got a plate full of food and balanced it on my lap
while I ate and this kept me busy for a while, but the
women kept talking about things that were irrelevant
for me and I was starting to get bored. "When can
we open the presents?" I said. There was a big stack
of gifts wrapped in shiny silver and gold shower
paper in the corner of the living room and I was
eyeing it.
"We can start soon," said Miriam. "Why don't
you bring them all over onto the coffee table here.” I
don’t remember who unpacked them. I was a little
unhappy that Aunt Jean wasn’t there, but it was a
good party nonetheless.
First grade in California didn’t happen. I
don’t know why. Instead I went to the same school as
in kindergarten, so it wasn’t that much of a challenge.
However, it was no longer a few hours of playing.
We had to learn. My teacher was Miss Nanette. Miss
Nanette was OK. And I didn’t mind Dick, Jane, Sally
and Spot. They were friends, sort of. But it wasn’t
magical. In Aunt Jean's class I'd have also read about
Juan y Maria. But the real magical part of it was Aunt
Jean herself.
1949
By the end of first grade I could read and I
did too. But Summer was something I looked
forward to, although by the end of summer it was
starting to get a little boring. The first summer in our
new house was different than previous summers
because we could go out and play in the yard. I
hadn't completely forgotten my disappointment that I
hadn't been able to go to California for first grade.
But now it didn't matter much anymore. First grade
was finished. Instead I played. The long summer
that never seemed to end was meant for playing
outside. The screen door was never locked and it was
always banging as John and I ran in and out. In fact,
even if we didn't want to go out, Mama would shoo
us out.
On dad's day off he went out into the yard and
began transforming it into a suburban child's play
paradise. Mom helped some too. They put a sand
box under the old oak tree. Since the lawn was pretty
scrawny to start with, they covered about a fourth of
the yard with sand several inches deep, but the sand
box had a couple feet of sand in it. They bought a

swing set with two swings, a bar and a ladder. There
was enough sand that we could build castles or forts
or cities there and the swing set was in the middle of
the sand area, so we'd have a soft landing if we fell
off the swings which happened a number of times
mostly because the swings broke. A couple years
later the challenge was to jump off the roof of the
garage into the sand. I did it, no problem. The rest of
the yard was grass, but even though my dad made a
few attempts to get the grass to grow thick and green,
it didn't. There were always big bald spots with no
grass and when it rained these turned into mud
puddles.
One morning after a rain storm there was a
nice little mud puddle in the middle of the back yard.
It was hot and humid already when mama sent us out
after breakfast.
"Let's get the hose," I said to John, "so we can
cool off." The hose was on the side of the house but
it could reach to the back. We pulled it into the back
yard and turned it on. Within a few minutes we were
soaking wet and laughing, but Mama must have
heard the water running and came out.
"You aren't allowed to do that without
permission," she said. "Turn off the water and put
the hose back." She went and turned the water off
herself and then went back in the house. But winding
up the hose was a task beyond our capabilities. It
was too heavy to wind the wheel that held the hose,
so we just left it there.
The little mud puddle in the middle of the
back yard had more water in it than it had before. I
put my bare feet into it and felt the mud squishing up
through my toes. "This is good," I yelled to John.
"There's still water here."
He came over and let the mud squish through
his toes, then he sat down. His pants were covered
with mud and so were his bare legs. I laughed and so
did he. Then I sat down too. But I wasn't so happy
about the mud caking my clothes. "We better take
our clothes off," I said. John agreed and we tossed
the dirty clothes to the side. Then I took a leap into
the mud puddle, slid through it on my behind,
squealing with delight and ripping up a bit more of
the sparse grass. John followed my example. Each
dive into the mud covered more of our bodies with a
juicy black coating and we thought we were looking
very funny. After a few belly flops we just laid there,
rolling a bit, letting the warm mush invade every
pore. It was erotic, luxurious, warm and soft, sort of
like returning to the womb, and so magnetic that we

didn't want to conjure up the energy to leave it. A
subliminal feeling of oneness with the earth surged
through me, it was almost too good a feeling to be
true and so we just wallowed there like happy little
pigs.
A problem arose when I had to go to the
bathroom. At first, I tried to ignore it, but after a
while, it was disturbing my pleasure. We weren't
supposed to do it out in the yard. So I struggled out
of the clammy mud and headed into the house. I
noticed that my feet were making little black
footprints on the floor when I walked through the
kitchen, so I tried to tiptoe, but gobs of mud dripped
off me here and there. I had a feeling that mama
would not like this. But I got safely to the bathroom
without being seen. However, when I sat down on the
toilet, the result was predictable. A layer of mud
came off of me and stayed on the toilet seat. I looked
at it for a moment and then thought the best thing to
do was to get out of there as fast as possible, as if I
could escape guilt by not being near it. I went back
outside jumped into the mud puddle that was much
larger than it had been that morning but was now
starting to dry up and was losing its slimy soft gloss.
Of course, my mother eventually went into
the bathroom and discovered the crime. She came
out the back door like a huffing puffing billy, ready to
explode, but I think when she saw us both completely
black from head to toe, she allowed her anger to be
slightly ameliorated by a tinge of amusement at the
sight. She yelled, "oh no!" very loudly, but the usual
look that threatened a spanking wasn't there. Maybe
it was dismay and she didn't spank me simply
because she didn't want to get covered with mud.
Instead she called dad at the drugstore and told him
to come home as soon as possible. He was used to
this and he did it. In the meantime, we stayed in the
yard, running around while the mud dried on our
bodies, making a hard layer that cracked at the joints
when we moved.
When dad arrived, he said, "It's time to get
cleaned off now." He didn't shout, he wasn't angry, in
fact, it looked like he was laughing to himself, but he
didn't want mama to know. He picked up the dirty
clothes and then said, "get into the basement." He
filled the wash tub in the basement which was a
double sink made of indefinable dark looking old
metal that was actually rather disgusting and scary.
Climb in, he said to me and pointed at one of them
and the other for John. When the first layer of mud
dissolved into the water, he refilled the tubs and my

mother came with soap and shampoo and got us
clean. She was calm by then and I was relieved.
Maybe dad had calmed her down. Anyway, he went
back to work and we had to play in the house for a
while. The big barren spot in the middle of the back
yard that turned into a mud puddle whenever it rained
never went away.
Aunt Jean and Uncle George
That summer when Aunt Jean no longer had
to teach her kids, she brought Uncle George to
Chicago for the first time for us all to meet him. She
outshone my memories. She wore clothes that did
not look the way everyone else’s did, full Mexican
skirts in tiers of vibrant turquoise and white and
embroidered blouses. She didn’t walk, she danced;
and her skirt seemed to flow through the universe,
exuding a slight magical breeze which wafted over to
me and drew me into her ethereal realm. I was
totally in love with my Aunt. She was like a fairy
goddess in my imagination. I wanted so much to be
like her. I would dance, trying to imitate the lightness
of her movements. That is, when no one was home I
would dance. I put a record on the record player,
even one of Mama and Dad’s old Chattanooga Choo
Choo records that came from the days before I was
born. They were scratchy, but it was fun to hear
them. There was a mirror over the fireplace in the
living room and if I leapt high enough, I could see
my head and hair down to my shoulders flying
through the air. So that is how I danced, trying to see
ever more of my reflection in the mirror. I was
astounded at how high I could leap. It was almost
like flying, maybe in fact, I could fly.
Uncle George wasn’t the least bit of the ogre
we were expecting. He had a gruff voice and lots of
fair reddish colored curly hair on his arms. He had
freckles and a kind of benign grin, as if he were
amused by all of us. But he smoked. John and I
definitely knew that smoking was not only sinful, but
a definite sign of not enough godliness and too much
association with the devil. But we liked our new
uncle, so we decided we were going to save him.
John and I began to look for Uncle George’s
cigarettes. We’d take them out of his pocket, or off

the table or wherever they happened to be and we’d
hide them in the garbage can. The first time Uncle
George was flummoxed as he was sure he’d left his
cigarettes where, in fact, he had left them. After he
went around looking for them, without making too
much noise about it, as he knew everyone
disapproved, he finally noticed John and I in the
corner giggling. “You know where they are,” he said.
“No, we don’t,” I said and burst into laughter.
“Where are they?”
“In the garbage,” John said and John and I
both laughed.
My mother looked disapprovingly at us. “You
mustn’t take other people’s things,” she said.
“Smoking is bad,” I said. That seemed a
sufficient excuse and we did it again and again.
Uncle George put up with it all. But soon afterwards
he stopped smoking.
Winona Lake
The best thing in summer in those years was
going to Winona Lake. The town was essentially a
Christian Conference grounds. We went every year

The Eskimo Inn as I remember it. You didn’t have to
go inside to get soft ice cream cones. The photos of
buildings in Winona Lake are from the Internet.

Camp Kosciusko
for a while. I’m not exactly sure how old I was the
first time we went there as a family, probably about
John and I on the swing on the porch of the house we
rented.

four. And John was two. We rented an apartment

Me and John at our rented house in Winona Lake
which was up on the second floor of a two-story
frame house right on the lagoon. The lagoon
branched off the lake and make a kind of crescent

The cafeteria
through the town and then joined the lake again,
creating an island. This whole island was
filled with houses with apartments rented to the many
Christians who came there. This house had a front
porch with a swing and I can remember sitting The

Lagoon
there on hot days swinging back and forth, waiting
for Mom and Dad to be ready to take us to the beach
or to rent a row boat which Dad rowed.

In the town there was a summer camp for
young people, Camp Kosciusko, the Eskimo Inn, a
pier with a launch and a speed boat for which you
could rent a ride, a cafeteria with big windows
looking out on the lake, stores selling Bibles and
other religious knickknacks. Everything was geared
toward the Christians who came there to listen to
evangelists in the huge tabernacle on the hill and in
between to swim or go boating and have good clean
Christian fun.

Winona Lake is in Indiana, a two or three
hour drive from Chicago. Before we had a car, we
took a train to get there. It is one of several lakes
dotting the rural scenery of small towns and farms.
The land is mostly flat or slightly hilly, the lake is
surrounded by summer cottages. But on one side of
the lake there was this Christian community built up
around the Billy Sunday tabernacle. One of my
strongest memories of the tabernacle was the smell of
sawdust mingled with sweat wafting through that
huge tabernacle. It was a place that emanated the
presence of God by its strangeness, the size, the
smell, the evangelical meetings held there.
Every evening we went to the Billy Sunday
tabernacle, and on Sundays we went there in the
morning as well. The tabernacle was a huge
building, made of dark wood. It was a summer
structure that was not meant for winter use. It had
saw dust floors and hundreds of rows of wooden
benches. Billy Sunday had built the tabernacle and
had spent his summers preaching there, but that was
before my time. Billy Sunday died in 1935.
New evangelists appeared, none as
compelling as Billy Sunday, but they could preach
loudly and they came to Winona Lake. We’d traipse
up the hill to the tabernacle along with hundreds of
other people every evening. At the back of the
tabernacle were piles of tracts stacked up on tables.
Eunice and I on the swing of the house on the lagoon These were meant to be distributed to unbelievers, to
that we rented with other Kimball Church families a present the gospel to them through an emotional tale
couple years in a row.
of someone in great need who’d gotten their prayers
I remember the house we stayed at well,
answered, who’d found the Lord. There were also
especially since we were at the same place several
fans available. Everyone took a fan because after a
times. I remember especially the pigeons cooing in
while with so many people crowded together in that
the morning. Winona Lake was an idyllic place for a room, even with the windows open, the night air was
child and I was excited when Mama announced that
warm, and the heat from people’s bodies made the air
we were going to go there in a couple days and we
more and more intolerable. People began to waft
had to pack. It was a fairly small sized lake and
their fans, while the sweat dripped down their faces.
going to the beach and jumping in cooled you off in
Sometimes I’d try to get Mom to fan me, because it
the hot and humid Midwestern summers. It was a
just made me hotter to try to fan myself. If I was
family place and all the families were Christian.
fussing enough, she’d do it.
There was no alcohol, no smoking, no dancing, no
The service began with singing, everyone
card playing, no nightclubs; nothing that would insult singing, then there’d be a soloist, singing How Great
a Christian. It was a safe place, a utopia for
Thou Art, or some other song to piano
Protestant Christian families. Only when you got
accompaniment. I don’t think there was an organ
beyond the Christian enclave of the town center,
there. Then the evangelist would preach. The sound
would there be the summer homes of people who
might actually smoke or drink beer. But we never
went there except when we went to visit Schobert
whose summer cottage was on the opposite side of
the lake.

of his voice pleading, threatening hell, praising God,

The playground in Winona Lake – me on the slide
up and down, loud and soft, like a ship on a stormy
sea. I’d lean against my mother and close my eyes.
But she’d get too hot and push me away and my head
would be wet where I’d sweated against her or she
against me. At the end the evangelist would call for
those who wanted to give their life to Jesus to come
forward. Those who wanted to rededicate their lives
to Jesus should also come up. I’d watch the people,
first one slowly heading toward the front, then a few
more, then more and more of them flowing forward
to the altar. It was always the same. I’d think,
maybe I should go too. Maybe I need to rededicate
my life to Jesus. Maybe I don’t have as much grace
as I should. Maybe that is what God wants me to do?
Or what does God want me to do?
The Eskimo Inn was near the beach. It had
soft ice cream cones. That must have been a very new
thing then, because I’d never seen them before. They
had vanilla and chocolate and, in those days, I didn’t
like chocolate ice cream, so I’d get the vanilla frozen
custard. It was one of the best things there. On a
really hot day, we’d stand in line to get those cones.
Our favorite place to eat was the cafeteria. It
was built on a promontory into the lake so it was
more or less surrounded by water on three sides and

you had the impression of being in the lake.
Cafeterias were great places to eat, because you
could look at the food and then choose whatever you
wanted. Then you took your tray and tried to get a
table by the window so you could look out on the
lake. There was no air-conditioning in those days,
but there were fans on the ceiling. The windows
were also open, so there was always a nice breeze
even when it was very hot. I remember the sun
shining through the windows and the perpetually
moving reflections of sun on the water reflecting on
the ceiling. But also going into the ladies’ room with
my mother on a very hot day and she putting toilet
paper down on the toilet seat for me, telling me not to
touch the seat, not to get germs on my hands and to
be careful. And I would with some difficulty get onto
the seat which was a bit high for me and then the
toilet paper would stick to my bottom when I got off.
I was very hot and after my mother monitored my
hand washing, she said, “you must let cold water run
on your wrists and elbows. That will cool you off.” I
did that and did cool off some and then we went and
ate dinner.
The oddest thing that happened to me at
Winona Lake was one time in the evening we were
walking along the lake. It had cooled down and was
pleasant. People were standing along the shore
fishing. Suddenly one of them flung his fishing rod
backwards. The line flew in my direction, directly at
me, and I was certain that the tiny hook had hit my
head. In fact, I thought it went into my head, so I
cried. My mother looked worriedly at my temple
where I told her the hook had gone in and she said,
“Don’t worry, there is nothing there.” This did not
console me. I was certain the hook had gone into my
head.
Mom and Dad had been going to Winona
Lake even before we were born. In my last interview
with my father I asked, “So you started going out
there with mom, didn’t you? After you were
married? I mean before we were born?”
“Yes,” he said, “Grace liked it out there. She
could go to conferences. They had the Chautauqua.
We rented a cottage out there. I remember one year
we were there and grandpa came out there with just
his toothbrush. He was all set to stay for a while.
“Just his toothbrush?” I was trying to
imagine my somewhat wrinkled but oddly elegant
grandfather going off with nothing more than a
toothbrush. “What did he do when his clothes got
dirty?” I asked.

“Mom washed them for him.”
“And grandpa was there alone? Where was
Gramma?”
“Gramma never came,” my dad said. This
mystified me. I am quite sure Gramma came to
Winona Lake when we were young children and I
think I remember sitting next to her on the wooden
benches in the Tabernacle, listening to some
evangelist, an endless array of evangelists. But
maybe I am wrong. There are no photos of her there.
Did grandpa one day just simply decide he needed to
escape and run off to Winona Lake, leaving Gramma
at home? Well, no marriage is perfect I thought.
Timothy is born
Mom came to tuck me in as she did every
night. She lay beside me in my bed and said, "say
your prayer."
I said, "Dear God, thank you for this day.
Thank you for everything you have given me.
Please forgive me for all my sins and help me to do
what you want me to do. (This was very unspecific
but necessary. I had no idea what sins I might have
committed, but I had believed that it was inevitable
that I had committed some.) Keep us all healthy.
Keep mom healthy and dad healthy and John healthy
and don't let us die. Please help all the poor people in
Africa and help the missionaries. In Jesus name.
Amen.” I took a breath. “Can we play the guess
what this is game? I asked.
“OK,” mom said. “You first.” I took her
finger and put it on the tip of my nose. “What is it?”
She said. “Your finger?”
“No,” I laughed.
“Hum, your toe?” I laughed even more.
“Your ear?”
“Uh Uh.”
“Your nose?”
“Yeaaaah,” I said.
She took her finger and made it really easy.
It was her hair. But it got harder. She put her finger
on her stomach. I guessed it on the first guess. Then
she said, “You are going to have a new brother or
sister.”
“Oh,” I said in amazement. It hadn't occurred
to me that our family might grow. There was John
who was 5 1/2 and I was 7 1/2. We'd been four
people as long as I could remember. But I was
immediately excited. "I want a sister,” I said.
“It might be a boy though,” mom said, trying
not to dampen my enthusiasm. “A little brother is
nice too.”

Tim ca. 4 months old. The shoes he has on appear
again years later on Polly. They were blue and white
as was Tim's outfit.
“Yeah,” I said skeptically. I already had a
little brother and I thought he was mostly a pain in
the neck. We had lots of fights. But then again, I
could not really imagine fighting with a tiny baby.
"Yeah, I guess a brother is OK.”
The discussion of what to name the baby was
carried out in the family. All of us could have input. I
suppose I knew the name Timothy from Sunday
School. And I liked that name. I said, if it’s a boy he
should be named Timothy. Mom and Dad both
agreed that it was a good idea and that is what he was
named.
As a result of this coming event, our whole
household was redesigned. My bedroom was going
to become the baby's room. I was moved into the
bedroom with Gramma. Gramma had a big bed
which was divided down the middle with a rolled-up
blanket to keep me from thrashing all over her. I
cannot remember what Gramma thought of this
arrangement, suddenly being paired with a wiggly
young girl and I was very wiggly. I could not lay still
in bed, at least, not until I fell asleep. But I didn't
hear her complaining. I didn't mind it myself. It was
something new and I was curious about anything

new. And it was actually nice at night not being
alone. So, Gramma and I got along quite well. She
didn’t get into bed until I was asleep and less inclined
to stick my elbows in her ribs or give her an
inadvertent kick in the ass.
Gramma read the Bible in the morning when
she got up and I watched her while I was still in bed.
Her Bible was amazing. It was very well-worn and
she had written notes in tiny, handwriting all over the
margins. After she was finished with the Bible, she
also read her Christian magazines, Moody Monthly
and Dr Cooper’s. They were stacked up on her
bureau and on the floor.
"What will happen to us when we die? I asked
her. It was a question which constantly invaded my
consciousness. I was afraid of death.
"We will go to heaven," Gramma said. “You
don’t have to worry about dying. Death means
nothing to those of us who are saved. We will only
die in the body but our soul and spirit will go on
living. We will be with God." I perceived that she
was completely convinced of this. Her certainty was
so absolute, that I felt relieved. For the moment.
"But what will it be like."
She answered, "We will probably not
experience death at all. We are living in the end
times and Jesus is going to come soon. I believe we
will be the lucky ones who will be on earth when
Jesus returns and takes the saved up to the clouds."
"How do you know?"
"The signs of the end times are all coming to
pass." she said. “The Bible says that the Jews will go
back to Israel and when that happens, Jesus will
return soon after. And now they are going back. In
the end times there will be wars and rumors of wars,
and the Antichrist will appear in Russia. There will
be more and more sin and ungodliness in the world.
See all the wars we have had. Russia is controlled
by the ungodly Communists and now they are taking
China. And they will go on and take more and more.”
“Us?” I asked.
“No, not us.”
“How do you know?” I asked.
“It says all of this in Revelation. God tells us
there exactly what is going to happen. We are
privileged,” Gramma said. “We will not have to
experience death.”
I believed her. I thought, wow, this is
amazing. I felt consoled and relieved to hear that
Gramma knew what the future would be and that we
did not have to worry about it. It was all going to

work out well for us, if we were saved. I believed I
was saved with some minor reservations. That meant
I would not have to experience death at all. Because
Jesus was going to come back to earth
before I would die. That was great news.
My brother John and I
Sometimes John and I would ask each other if
we liked Mama or dad better. I don’t know why we
did this. Did we want to confirm each other in our
feelings or was it just a game we played, or was it
something that really mattered? I would almost
always say I liked dad better. This was not the case
with John. Sometimes he liked one or the other
better, probably depending on recent events. Maybe
he wanted a dad who spent more time with him.
Maybe I wanted a mother who played with me.
Certainly, my dad worked a lot. He opened the
pharmacy at 9 in the morning and closed it at 10 at
night. Usually he came home for supper. But
sometimes we had to bring his meals to him at the
store. It was only half a block away, so this wasn’t an
overwhelming task. But I believe that the reason I
liked my dad better was because it was my mother
who spanked me. Dad never did. John seldom got
spanked, certainly not nearly as much as I did. So

Gramma reading
perhaps my mother thought I was a somewhat

difficult child and perhaps I picked up on this and felt
there was a kind of barrier between us. I never
doubted that my mother and father cared for each
other and that they would stay together. They
fought sometimes, but it never lasted long.
What I didn’t know anything about was what love
between a man and woman meant and I had no
notion at all about love-making. I never saw my
parents having sex. My dad would sometimes give
my mother a hug and a kiss when she was in the
kitchen, cleaning or cooking, but she didn’t like that
and would shrug him off. Aside from that I don’t
remember much physical contact between them at all.
So, this mysterious part of life was a great unknown.
No one ever said a word about it and I didn’t know
enough to ask. Nonetheless, I did know that babies
came from mothers and not from the stork. When
Tim was born, my mother was at the hospital and
when she came home there was a baby. Furthermore,
the news had been that maybe she’d have to come
home without the baby because her contractions had
stopped. Then they started again and she didn’t come
home until the baby was born.
It was a boy, indeed, and I got the privilege
of naming him which probably consoled me that it
wasn't a girl. Still there was still something
bothering me. I'm not sure what it was, certainly
disappointment, but perhaps there was more to it. In
any case, I had a dream. Baby Timothy had antlers.
This was quite a catastrophe for him and he had to be
saved. So, it was the heroine Gretchen who managed
to get the antlers off his head so he could be normal.
This was a very satisfactory dream and perhaps
resolved whatever the problem was that I had.
I don't think my mother breastfed him, at
least I don't remember her doing this. Whereas I do
remember being able to give him the bottle. This
seemed quite normal to me, in fact, it was a privilege.
Since I had no notion how a baby was created
in the first place nor did I know exactly how it got
out, I began fantasizing and came up with an idea
that seemed to make sense to me. A baby was
created when a man and a woman kissed.
Furthermore, a kiss on the mouth wouldn’t be
enough. The tongues had to touch. This should also
work for a boy and a girl, since we all had tongues. I
thought about this for a while and finally decided I
had to test it out.
Mama and dad were out for the evening. Mrs.
Everett, the baby sitter was there, sitting in the living
room, in the yellow chair. She was an older formless

I never saw my Mom and Dad like this. It was
probably before I was born.
woman whose stockings scrunched around the
ankles. She wore a dark dress and had black shoes.
She was somewhat bent over and walked slowly and
painfully. She had short straight gray brown hair.
She always sat in the yellow chair when she came. It
was the most comfortable chair in the house. She
would sit there most of the time sewing away on
some small object, which I never really saw. Maybe
it was needlework. The only time she got up was
when she had to make supper for us.
It was the perfect time to misbehave and do
all the sorts of things that we couldn’t do when mama
was home. “John,” I said. “Let’s touch tongues.”
“Why?” asked John?
“So we can see what happens.”
John was usually willing to go along with my
projects. They weren’t particularly dangerous or
harmful and he didn’t have a reason to object. “OK,”
he said.
We stood face to face in the dining room on
the other side of the built in bookcases so Mrs.
Everett couldn’t see us. I stuck out my tongue. John
laughed.

“Stick out your tongue,” I said. I was actually
very nervous, because I thought that if this worked, I
might actually get a baby. I wasn’t opposed to the
idea of having a baby, but it seemed like it would be
quite a huge project. John stuck out his tongue. I
looked at him and at his tongue. Suddenly I was
getting cold feet. He thought the whole thing was
funny. I wasn’t sure at all if it was funny.
“Come on,” he said pulling his tongue in.
“What are you waiting for?” He stuck his tongue out
again.
“Hmmm,” I said. “I’ll do it.” I took a deep
breath like getting ready to plunge in the sea and
hesitated.
“Go on,” he said. He had no idea what I
thought was going to happen if we did this. I had not
bothered to tell him. I thought it didn’t really matter.
It wasn’t going to happen to him anyway. His tongue
was out again, his face lifted up to me. I stuck my
tongue out and slowly mover closer and closer to him
until our tongues touched. I felt his warm tongue
against mine. I let my tongue stay there a moment.
But he pulled his back and grinned. I stood there
frozen, waiting for something to happen. He stared
at me a moment probably wondering why I had this
odd look on my face. Then he was off. Nothing
happened. I waited a few seconds more, but still
nothing happened. “I guess it didn’t work,” I said.
“Huh?” he shouted. He was in his room by
then.
“Nothing,” I said feeling somewhat let down,
but also relieved that nothing too drastic had
happened.
Trying to experience God's presence
I was certain that I wasn’t walking on the
broad path leading to destruction - the one with all
the sinners, the drunks, the murderers, the adulterers
whatever that meant, the smokers, the gamblers, the
card players, the dancers, the movie-goers. I did not
do any of those things, nor did they have the least
attraction for me, except for a few times when our
whole family had gone to the movies. However, my
parents had assured us that these were good solid
family-oriented movies like Around the World in 80
Days that a Christian could go to in all good
conscience.
I was maybe six or seven years old and was
lying in bed because I had to take an afternoon nap
that summer day. Mom insisted on it. It was one of
the many things she insisted on. I thought about
God. But there was a huge blank that afternoon. I

John and I probably about the time of the tongue
touching affair.
couldn't sleep. I never could when I was supposed to
take a nap. Mom probably just wanted a little peace
and quiet. But this usually got me a little agitated,
because I hated to be still if I wasn’t sleeping. In any
case, I was convinced that there was not supposed to
be a big blank where God was supposed to be. So I
cried out silently, “God, where are you?" Nothing
happened, no response.
I got down on the floor and smashed my head
against the floor. "Oh God, where are you?" I cried.
Crack. My head banged again. A mild pain shot
through my head. "God, if you are there, show me."
Boink, boink, boink. Still nothing. God was supposed
to be there. That is what they told me and I believed
it. But whenever I tried to grasp the reality of God,
there was nothing
The house was eerily quiet. Then in the
distance I heard the buzz of an airplane. That was all.
I cried one tear. Then boinked my head once more in
order to give my longing, seething attempts to reach
beyond this closed-in nothingness a little more force.
Eventually, Mom heard me and came in the
room. "What's the matter", she said. "Why are you
on the floor?"
"Nothing's wrong,” I said. I got up feeling
somewhat dizzy and staggered back to my bed.

"You can get up now", Mom said. "Go out
and play."

This is one of the church picnics. It was at a time
when there were still lots of Mom and Dad's old
friends who were going to Kimbell. I think the women
in the front is Doris Rowan, Dad’s cousin.
Church being fun
The whole church experience wasn't limited
to the presentation of apocalyptic terror. Since it also
was offering our family its whole cultural and free
time activity, and for my parents their circle of
friends, it had its fun sides. No doubt about it. I guess
that's why I had an ambivalent attitude toward the
church for a long time. In summer there were church
picnics, sometimes in Riis Park, or in Thatcher's
Woods. Not only was there lots of good food, potluck
style, but lots of running around with the other kids.
In Thatcher's woods we sat on a blanket. After eating
the blanket was cleared off and John and I took turns
laying in the middle. Mom and Dad took the ends
and swung us back and forth. We were totally inside
the blanket so we couldn't see anything. We didn't
want our turn to end.
Once though, it was at a church picnic,
probably at Riis Park, I was seven years old and I
climbed a tree. Well, I liked to climb trees and view
the world from on top, so that wasn't the first time I
climbed a tree. But, this time I was swinging from a
branch reaching to grab the next branch and missed. I
went crashing to the ground. I remember that sinking
feeling well, smashing against the ground with a
shock, my arm hurting a lot. I cried out. People came
running. I guess I'd fallen pretty far. They were
shouting are you OK, and I was not saying anything.
I just lay there while someone was checking me over.
My arm did not look good. I don't remember how I
got to the hospital. It was the first time since my birth
I'd been in a hospital. In order to set the broken bones
in my arm I was given an anesthetic. This I remember
because I had an endless array of psychedelic dreams
with lions colored bright red, orange, yellow, green

and blue, swirling around. Why lions I don't know.
They didn't do anything to me except swirl around.
Anyway, when I woke up my arm was in a cast. It
had to stay in the cast for the whole summer and
when we went to Winona Lake that year, I couldn't
go swimming and even going to the beach and just
wading it had to be covered with a plastic bag. When
the cast came off, the skin on my arm was kind of
gray and peeling. After that my left arm was a bit
different than my right arm and that was OK, because
then I could always tell which direction was left and
which was right. I did not stop climbing trees after
that, but perhaps I was a bit more careful. In any
case, it never happened again.

I am wearing an outfit Mom sewed for Easter. I got
new clothes every year at Easter to be dressed up in
finery for the Easter “parade” at church.
There were several children at church that I
played with after the Church service while our
parents talked and socialized or before the evening
service if we got there early. We usually played hide
and seek. In the winter we hid in the church. In the
summer we used the whole neighborhood. In this
way we found almost every nook and cranny in the

church, secret doors under the choir loft, the boiler
room, which was scary when the big furnace went on
and closets crammed full of stuff. Sometimes I
would slither under all the pews in order to get from
the front to the back of the church with no one seeing
me. This would also work just fine if people were
still standing in the sanctuary since no adults ever
complained about the small and not so small bodies
slithering past their feet.
Next to the church was an empty lot which
belonged to the church. It was used for church
picnics and at one time the pastor had planted a
garden there with corn and other vegetables, but that
was when I was very small. Most of the time it was
just weeds. The parsonage was next to the church in
the back. Next to it was an alley and the houses on
the block were mostly two-story apartment buildings,
but there were also single-family homes, built very
close to each other. The apartment buildings had
passageways from the front to the alley. All of this
made for a varied landscape appropriate for hide and
seek. But one year, at a time when the post WWII
middle class, the people with whom my parents had
grown up, had pretty much moved out of the
neighborhood and the new inhabitants were mostly
people less educated than my parent’s cohort had
been or retired, we were outside playing hide and
seek. The idea of the game was that when you
reached a pre-determined goal you yelled “free”. It
required knowing the area well, the hidden back
ways, and then once you were near the goal, you had
to watch it to be sure no one was there, so you could
run in, tag it and yell. If you were seen, the kids
guarding the goal would shout your name, so it could
get noisy. For years we played this game without
any problems, the neighborhood seemed willing to
tolerate it because they knew the noise wouldn’t last
long.
It was a summer evening, must have been
before or after the evening service, it was still light
out and warm but not too hot. People were out on
their porches, so our shouts were disturbing people
relaxing before facing a new week of work the next
day. Suddenly a man stood on one of the porches
with a gun. He began screaming hysterically at us,
“ if you didn’t get out of here I will shoot you.” He
had the shotgun aimed right at us. We were terrified.
Within seconds we had dashed as fast as we could
back to the church and inside. Someone told their
parents about it, and there was a kind of worried lull
over the group. It was apparent to everyone, that this

place was not safe anymore.

Me, Rebecca O'brien and Alice Field in second
grade.
1950
School
When I was in first grade my best friend
Susan moved away. This was actually a catastrophe
for me. Not immediately though, because I had
another friend Alice (Ally). I don't know if Ally was
in my class in kindergarten, but in first grade she
became my best friend. She was a lively girl who had
French braids which I also wanted to have. My
mother didn't know how to make French braids and
my hair was so fine that braids were impractical
anyway, so I didn't get them until I began insisting
that my hair would not be cut, but it took a few years.
With Alice I'm quite sure I didn't play the kind of
imagination games I'd played with Susan, but I liked
to play with her. She lived next door to Susan (until
Susan moved). But in second grade Alice moved
away. There was still a friend Rebecca (Becky) who,
however, did not live in River Forest
and went to our school only because her father was a
teacher there. But Rebecca also left at the end of
second grade. And that was it. All the other girls in
the class had their best friends and I was the
extraneous one. There were still the boys. And I did
have a boy friend. His name was Bobby. He lived
nearby, but unfortunately on the other side of Lake
Street. Still I went to his house quite a bit during the
year of second grade and even in third grade, but then
he moved away too.
What did this do to me losing my best friend

every year in those totally impressionable years?

you practicing, so she’d poke again. Then an

Second grade. Our teacher was Miss Funfar. Once
she was so angry at a kid that she spanked him. This
was forbidden by law and she was fired
There was no point to ask why. It just was that way
and I had to accept it. I don't think it ever occurred to
my parents to send me to a different school. Anyway,
the only one near-by was St. Lukes, the Catholic
School. But I'm sure that I was suffering. It was
causing me to not like school. It was causing me to
feel left out, to turn into myself, introverted. It made
me feel that I wasn't like the others. I'm not sure how
conscious all of that was. I did spend the next five
years, hoping there'd be a new girl in the class, a new
friend. But it never happened and it always ended in
a feeling of disappointment, dashed hopes, but not
despair. No, I still had hope for a long time that I'd
eventually find someone.
Writing
I have enjoyed writing since I was quite
young. I was 7 or 8 years old, in second grade and
had just learned to write enough to actually create a
story, so I tried. It was a story about a cat and a
piano. The girl had to practice the piano every day.
Her mother made her sit there on the piano bench,
even if she’d rather be outside climbing a tree, doing
anything else. And she always would rather be doing
something else, so she’d sit there and listlessly poke
at the keys. Then she’d read the book she had hidden
behind the notes. Her mother would call, I don’t hear

amazing thing happened. The cat jumped on her lap,
purred loudly and then whoops, she was on the piano
keys, walking gracefully, tail straight up, pling plang,
turn around plang pling. It was good music,
harmonic, correct, in C minor. The girl watched in
astonishment; it was a miracle. Do it again, she said,
when the cat jumped down. Tomorrow, the cat said
and sauntered away. I thought it was a wonderful
story at that time. Maybe it was because it seemed
such an ideal way to resolve my real piano practicing

Bobby Goldsmith

problem. Maybe also because I thought I was a
magician, able to create miracles just by putting
words on a piece of paper. But it wasn’t only a way
to resolve a real-life problem, it also seemed like I
could take an idea and give it a form, a beginning and
a logical end, make it a pleasing whole with no
jagged ends. That was what I liked, that it had a
smooth completeness, nothing like the choppy bits of
unhappiness and happiness that was life. That is how
I remember the feeling, which at that time was
nothing more than a feeling.
Flying
It was an odd thing with school. It represented both a
flight of fancy into a realm of knowledge and
accomplishment. It was freedom from the confines
of home. Yet I didn’t like school. I felt abandoned
there as if part of me were being blotted out. Maybe
that’s why I recreated school when I was at home,
where I was the teacher and my stuffed animals were
the pupils and I was in control.
Next to Lincoln School on the school grounds
was the original old school house from 1840 or
something like that. Frances Willard taught in that
school at a time when Indians still laid claim to

land not far away. It was terribly romantic, or so it
seemed to me. That old school was made of pinkish
bricks, a simple square building also with a bell
tower though very plain. They used it for the school
administration, so we never could go into it.
On the other side of the old school house was
a playground with swings. It was a huge swing set,
larger than any other I had ever seen, so when you
swung you could reach the sky. I still dream about it
sometimes, swinging so high that the earth turns
small and insignificant. It is only you, your soaring
soul, reaching beyond every pettiness, every sadness,
every insignificance, every awful kid who rejected
you. They were ants.
So that is how I flew. I pumped until I was as
high as the swing could go, and then that feeling in
my bowels was absolute elation. After a while I had
no cognizance of any connection to earth and
earthlings. And so I began to sing. I sang at the top
of my lungs, the songs I knew. Songs from church,
Jesus, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus heals the broken
hearted….,This little Light of mine, I’m gonna let it
shine..., I come to the Garden alone while the dew is
still on the roses.... One after another. I sang for

Third grade: I am standing 4th from the right. I am
standing next to Darlene. I tried for a few weeks to
befriend her without long lasting success. She was
new in the class.

hours, or so it seemed. But at 4 o’clock the
policeman who helped the kids across Lake Street
went home. I could see him from the swings. When
it was 4 o’clock he waved to me and I knew it was

time for him to leave. I knew I had to go, because I
could not get over that street without the policeman.
He was a very sweet old man. He looked
sweet, a sort of kindness emanating from his crinkled
face. He got me across the street for many years.
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Third Grade
My friends from first grade and second grade
were gone. There was no one left when I went back
to school that fall. I was feeling uneasy. I didn’t
want to be without any friends. Of course, everyone
else had friends. They were all paired off, Linda and
Georgia, Sue and Patty, Nancy and Sharon, Jane and
Nan. I did occasionally play with Bobbie. I didn’t
really know much about the friendships of the boys
except that Jim was just as left out as I was. I knew
that because at recess he hid behind the stairwell and
stayed there until recess was over. He was a redhaired boy who was very smart, but didn’t behave the
way the other boys did. He didn’t like sports, he had
odd ideas. In fact, I remember the day he raised his
hand and said, “the map is wrong.”
“How is the map wrong,” the teacher asked.
“China,” he said.
“Show us,” said the teacher and she pulled the
world map down.
Jim went up and pointed to China.
“This is the People’s Republic of China,” he said.
And this, he pointed to Formosa, “is Taiwan.”
I was fascinated by this, fascinated that this
kid knew something the teacher apparently did not
know. And I had no idea what the problem with
China was. He explained that the Communists had
taken over China, but not Taiwan. I didn’t really
have much of an opinion on that, since I’d not heard
anyone else discussing it. But I did not befriend Jim
and he didn’t befriend me. At this age, there wasn't
much mixing between the boys and girls at all, not
like it had been in first or even second grade. And
anyway, I didn’t particularly want to be identified
with the strange being who hid in his cave behind the
stairs.
Instead I was hoping there would be some
new girls coming into our class, that I could befriend.
And there were; Darlene and Karin. I approached
both of them, invited them to my house and they
were happy to find someone, because they were
feeling disconnected in the new school. It worked
OK for a while. Sometimes I went home with
Darlene and sometimes with Karin. At first third
grade looked like it was going to be good for me.

Girls wore dresses or skirts

This is before I got glasses so I was maybe eight.
John and I wanted to wash our car which we did here
in the driveway beside our house on Franklin Ave.
I wore dresses that had sashes on them, one
on each side. They were meant to be tied in a bow in
the back. I think most girls wore dresses like that
maybe up to second or third grade. But there was a
problem with these dresses because the bows always
came undone. If I ran around or played rough and
tumble games, if I turned a somersault or rolled off
the chair upside-down, the sash came undone. Then
they’d hang on each side of me and flatter in the
wind. I couldn’t really tie them up myself very well.
My mother did it in the morning, and I didn’t really
care that much anyway unless they got caught on
something and tore, or hindered me.
One day I was walking home from school. I
was almost home, my house was visible. The sashes
were hanging down at my sides and I was walking
slowly, dreaming as was my wont. Suddenly I was
surrounded by three boys. They were bigger than I
was and they were threatening. I knew I couldn’t
fight them off and I had no idea what they wanted
from me. I was a little scared. “Kike”, they yelled.
They laughed and pointed at me. “Kike!”
I had no idea what it meant, but I could
certainly tell that they meant it to be something very
nasty. I decided to look straight ahead and try to
ignore them and walk home as fast as I could. They
followed me a while, continuing their tirade of
disgusting sounds. I reached our front lawn and I

started to cut across it. The boys stepped onto the
lawn, but when I continued on toward the house, they
went back to the sidewalk and disappeared. When I
saw that they weren’t following me, I ran around the
house to the back door which was always open. I ran
in, and quickly locked the door, even though I was
quite sure they weren’t following me.
I didn’t tell my parents about this, so I didn’t
find out what it was they were yelling at me, perhaps
my mother wouldn't have even known. I decided that
if I were to see them again, I would try to avoid them.
Golden Points
The teacher Mrs. Meier had a system that was
supposed to motivate us. Our names were written on
the blackboard, each with a box to record our golden
points and our white points. We got golden points for
good things we did, like getting 100 on tests or other
accomplishments. White points were for being bad.
Jim was one of those that got a lot of white points. I
was terribly conscientious about this game. I liked to
win. So I did my best to collect golden points and
avoid white points. We were divided into teams and
not only did we get golden points for doing well on
tests, but if our team did better than the other team,
we also got golden points. I sat next to Jimmy Kuhn.
He was not particularly good in any subject, but
when he was on my team, I always let him see the
answers on my test, since I usually got them all
correct. But when he was not on my team, I didn’t
let him see my answers. This must have been quite
obvious to the teacher, but I don’t remember it ever
leading to any repercussions. I didn’t get any white
points until quite far along into the year when we had
an assembly. I don’t remember at all what this
assembly was about, but everyone was noisy during
it. It must have been quite boring. Afterwards the
teacher was enraged at our behavior. How could you
be so impolite. We were to be punished in that all of
us got a white point. However, this one particular
time Jim Shawvan had behaved. The teacher must
have known because he was sitting next to her. He
didn’t talk. So he got a golden point. Then she asked
if anyone else had not made noise during that
assembly. I began to rack my brain, trying to
remember if I had said anything during the assembly.
I just didn’t know. Probably I hadn’t. I seldom
talked at all. But I hadn’t been paying attention to
whether I’d said a single word or not. So I did not
raise my hand. I got the white point and it was the
only one I got the whole year. Perhaps I hadn’t even
really deserved it. I was annoyed by the whole thing,

because I liked the idea of having a perfect record.
Not because I thought it ideal to be good, but because
I wanted to have a perfect record. But at the end of
the year, I did have the most golden points.
Getting Glasses
During third grade toward the beginning of
the year, I had my eyes tested at school. Everyone in
the class had to go through this. They made me say
the letters on the chart, E on the top. I could see it.
But a few rows down, I wasn’t sure. I was given a
note for my parents, that I should go to an eye doctor.
He determined that I was definitely near-sighted, had
astigmatism and needed glasses. This was horrifying
to me. It was as if my body was not behaving the
way it should. It was an insult to me. I did not want
anyone to know that I lacked something, namely
perfect vision. When I got the glasses, I put them on
and the world was much clearer than it had been
before. But this did not delight me in any way. I
didn’t want to go to school. I didn’t want anyone to
see me with glasses on.
My mother, of course, insisted that I go to
school. She couldn’t understand why I was making
such a fuss. She wore glasses too. It wasn’t anything
unusual. So she forced me out the door that day. I
wanted to sink through the floor when I got to the
classroom, because, of course, someone noticed that I
was wearing glasses and they said something. It
wasn’t nasty, or not meant to be, but that is how I
interpreted it. I was on the verge of tears. But there
was nothing to do about school. However, I decided
that Gramma was not to know that I had to wear
glasses. At least she could be spared my humiliation.
My mother thought that was the strangest thing.
Why shouldn’t Gramma know?
“She just shouldn’t,” I said. And when I got
home I took the glasses off so Gramma wouldn’t see
them. But after a while it was too bothersome to take
the glasses off when I got home, and in any case, I
really could see better with them.
The Tribulation
It was not far to go to school. Not nearly far
enough. I walked out the back door and took the
driveway past the garages. We had a small garage
big enough for one car. Our neighbors the Salernos’
garage had room for three cars and Shawvans also
had a garage. Along the back boundary of the
properties was a white picket fence with a gate which
had a latch on it. The fence was about 5 feet high, I
think. I unlatched the gate and entered an empty lot.
It was just a regular sized empty lot such as you

might find in any American town. But for me it was
another universe. It was separated from civilization
where everything was completely ordered - where the
driveway was covered with small white pebbles, the
sidewalks were made of cement and every house had
a fairly well-manicured lawn on which fathers spread
weed-killer to get rid of the dandelions. The empty
lot was called the prairie. There was no one who
could remember when this town had been the prairie,
yet we all knew it had been. There were weeds there.
In summer the grasses grew up over my head, the
burrs attached themselves all over my clothing
including absurd places like under my arms and in
the crotch. There were branches which had fallen
from the one very big elm tree or the smaller scraggly
shrubs and they entangled my arms, legs and pigtails.
In the winter the snow in that lot came up to my waist
making it even more difficult to navigate than in
summer. This lot was somewhat irregular. I guess
part of it belonged to another parcel which contained
a decrepit warehouse.
I unlatched the gate, left civilization and
entered the “prairie”- the vast mid-west endlessly
undulating prairie. It was quite dangerous there for a
small girl straying from civilization. There could be
snakes, garter snakes they were, though I never saw
one, but I imagined something very poisonous. There
could be Indians. The area was quite densely
inhabited with Indians who might possibly consider a
pioneer girl to be an enemy. If that were the case,
they might kidnap me. So, I looked carefully to
make sure no Indians were following me or watching
me. It took me quite a long time to get through the
wilderness except on days when I was late for school.
Of course, I could have gone the other way. Gone
out the front door and to the sidewalk, past the
neighbor’s houses, then along Lake street, a
commercial street. My father’s drugstore was on the
corner, then came a restaurant (where Lois
Littlejohns had been), then a grocery store which
later became The Little Cheese Shop, then a real
estate office, a storage facility for Ward’s Fans and on
the corner the Shell gas station. My goal was to
reach the policeman who stood at the corner helping
the children cross the busy and heavily trafficked
Lake Street in order to reach Lincoln School.
But I much preferred the excitement of the
wilderness. The wilderness ended at a point where
someone's yard and the edge of the Shell gas station
converged. I walked past the gas tanks and reached
the policeman who greeted me with a friendly smile.

The rest was boring.
I got to school, took my place at my desk in
the classroom and opened a book. It was usually a
book about pioneers and Indians. I became totally
engrossed in the book and didn't notice much else. I
didn't notice that I was chewing on my braids until
the teacher called, “Gretchen!” It made me jump in
surprise, ripped out of a world that was far more
engrossing than the classroom. “Come up to my
desk,” she said.
I felt humiliated without even knowing what
she wanted. I felt the eyes of the other children
boring through me, hostile.
“Look at your braids,” she said. I took one of
them in my hand and looked blankly. It looked like
my regular everyday soggy skinny pigtail with a big
plaid bow about 2/3 down. “Stop chewing on your
braids,” she said.
“Mmmmm”, I muttered, wishing I could sink
through the floor. For a while after that I didn't chew
on my braids. Instead I began to pick my nose. I
twiddled the wet snot between my thumb and
forefinger until it was dry, then I dropped the rolled
up dried snot into the pencil slit in the desk. After
some days about a third of the pencil slit was filled
with boogers. My goal was to fill the whole thing.
But then the janitor came at night and wiped it away.
I started the Sisyphus work over again and never
succeeded in filling the whole pencil slit up.
The other children unsurprisingly thought I
was queer. I didn’t have any friends in the class.
When the teacher taught something new, I listened, I
did the exercises we were supposed to do. I was not
a disobedient or disruptive child. I did it very
quickly and got my book out again. Most of the time
in school I spent reading my books.
At lunch time everyone went home. I went
through the wilderness, through the gate on to the
driveway and burst hungrily through the back door.

This was probably the first year I was in the
orchestra which combined students from all the
schools in River Forest. I am toward the end of the
flute section.
"Mom" I cried, "I'm home." She had soup or
a sandwich ready and I sat down at the kitchen table
and ate.
In the afternoon it was the same. I bounded
in through the door hungrily, opened the refrigerator
to see what was available, skim milk, whole milk.
My mother drank the skim milk, but I thought it
tasted awful. I reached for the whole milk. The
house seemed very quiet. "Mom,” I yelled. There
was no answer. "Gramma?" nothing. “Mom, where
are you?” Nothing. I slammed the refrigerator door
shut without taking the milk. I couldn't drink. My
stomach was constricting, my mind began fluttering.
“Where is everybody?” I yelled. There was no
answer. Tears welled up in my eyes. They were
gone, I thought. Why were they gone? They were
gone because Jesus had returned to gather up the
chosen ones and had taken them all up to heaven and
I was left behind. I began to cry. I hadn't believed
enough. I had tried so very hard to believe. If you
believed, you would be taken up to heaven when
Jesus came. But I wasn't taken, so it was obvious I
hadn't believed enough. I was left all alone, the only
one unable to believe enough. Why hadn't I been

able to believe? Why was I being left behind? I
began to cry hysterically. I would now be facing the
tribulation, seven horrid years of a world war which
was predetermined to completely destroy the world,
all alone, a child. I ran into my room, hurled myself
on my bed and buried my face in the pillow and just
cried until I couldn't cry any more, and I thought,
God, why have you forsaken me?
I knew it was too late. There was no
redemption any more. My mother and Gramma had
believed and they were in heaven with Jesus. I was
completely and totally flawed. I had not been
predestined to be saved. And I could not understand
it. The tears were fading. I was feeling in a
semiconscious state. And then I heard the door
opening. Gramma was talking, “I’ll get my skinless
weenies out. But they’re not really skinless. At least
my teeth don’t think so.” She clappered her false
teeth against each other.
“Put them in the ice box,” mom said.
“Oh,” I whispered. I was relieved and angry.
I didn't know what to think at all. The terror was still
swirling around. I got up slowly and walked into the
kitchen. “Where were you?” I asked with somewhat
unsteady voice.
Mother looked at me noticing that I was a
little upset. “We just had to go out and do a little
shopping. It wasn't long. It... there's nothing to

worry about.”
“No,” I said. No? I pondered it in my heart. I
wasn't sure that there was nothing to worry about.
The Harrumpus
My neighborhood and my house could turn
into exciting places, even though without my
imagined adventures, I thought my life was pretty
boring (which is why I had to imagine.)
The attic was one foreign part of our house
that was a mystery for me. The only way to get there
was through a hole in the ceiling which was covered
with a heavy board. The basement was the other dark
and mysterious place in the house that could harbor
scary things or possibly treasure. It was never
possible to light the basement very brightly. There
were a few bare bulbs in the ceiling and when you
turned on the lights they made circles of light on the
floor, but they didn’t light up the whole room. The
washing machine was in the basement and so was the
sewing machine. The ceiling was crisscrossed with
clothes lines which often had clothes drying on them,
so we actually had to go down there a lot. It should
have lost its mystery, but it didn’t. The darkest place
was in the far corner where the furnace was. The
furnace itself made strange growling sounds in the
winter, and when it went on and the fire lit up you
could see an orange flicker on the wall. It was like a
dragon half asleep, but ready to attack. Behind the
furnace was the hot water heater and surrounding
them was stuff. I don’t know exactly what the stuff
was, maybe old curtain frames and pieces of wood
and other junk that my mother or father was saving
for unknown reasons. In any case, it was dark there.
The furnace blocked the rays from the one light bulb.
That is where the Harrumpus lived. I don’t
know exactly when the Harrumpus moved in. But I
was slightly afraid of it. Possibly the Harrumpus was
somewhat correlated with the furnace, however, the
Harrumpus was yellow. The furnace was gray on the
outside, but yellow inside, so they weren’t quite the
same. I convinced John of the Harrumpus’s
existence and he too was just a little afraid of it. The
Harrumpus did not come out from behind the
furnace, so there was no problem just going into the
basement. It was going near the furnace that could
pose some danger.
When Mrs. Everett came to baby sit we
would threaten her with the Harrumpus. But I suspect
she had no idea what we were talking about.
Music
When I was seven my mother decided I

should have piano lessons. I'm quite sure it wasn't my
idea, but I wasn't opposed. The piano lessons took
place at the home of Alice Webster who lived on
Thatcher Ave. across the street from the Forest
Preserve. It was a fairly long walk from my house
which could become almost unbearably hot in
summer and very cold in winter. We had a piano, or
perhaps it was bought for this purpose. I learned to
read music and place my hands properly on the keys.
I could play with both hands eventually and at the
end of the year there was a recital. I don't remember
any catastrophes at these recitals so I think I played
my piece for memory without forgetting it. But most
of the time I didn't like to practice. As a result, my
progress wasn't particularly fast. Mom would insist I
practice. I'd sit at the piano and play a couple notes,
but I had a book hidden behind the music which I'd
read when I thought she wasn't noticing. Sometimes I
also had written lessons, so I'd tell her I was doing
that when she asked why she didn't hear any music. I
wasn't wildly enthused.
In third grade the school was offering music
lessons. A music teacher, Mr. Wenzel came to our
class with some pupils who demonstrated the various
instruments which we could learn to play. There was
also a school orchestra which we could join when we
were good enough. I liked the sound of the flute. It
also seemed like a handy instrument, so when I was
asked if I was interested, I said yes, I wanted to learn
the flute. The school lent the instruments, so parents
didn't have to buy them. And I began flute lessons. It
took a while, I still do remember before I was able to
get a sound out of the flute, but once I got the hang of
it, there was no problem. I still wasn't always
enthused about practicing, but I did sometimes and
got better. I liked it better than the piano and after a
year of doing both, I said I'd like to stop taking piano
lessons and just learn the flute. I was soon playing in
the orchestra and this was also fun. We were off tune
and grating to the senses, but sitting in the midst of it
and blasting away, I didn't really notice that
California
When I was nine, my little brother Tim was a
year and a half old. It was summer vacation and my
mother did not think she could manage the pressure
of having me and my brother John with whom I was
incessantly battling at home and the baby who had to
be watched all the time.
Gramma was preparing to go to California.
She did this every year, spending three months with
her daughter Dorothy in San Diego and three months

with Jean in Westwood.
“Why not take Gretchen along to California,”
My mother suggested.
“Why not? How will she get home again?
She must be back when school starts, mustn’t she?”
Gramma asked. “I will be in San Diego then. She’d
have to go alone.”
“Maybe not.” My mother said. “They take
care of children on the train don’t you think?”
“See what she says,” dad said.
When I came in, Mom said, “Would you like
to go on the train to California with Gramma.”
“Oh, yes,” I said excitedly.
“There’s one problem,” said my mother.
“You will have to come home alone.”
I frowned. I felt queasy in my stomach.
“Two days and two nights on the train from
Reno to Chicago. Can you do that?”
I hesitated, but only for a few seconds. “Yes,”
I said.
Trains transported me while I merely stood
near the railroad tracks and watched them. I saw
them every day going past our house. The puffing
engines shattered our peace and quiet, shook the
house, woke us up at night. They belched smoke in
the sky, they brought goods all over the USA. Also
stream liners passed by. At that time stream liners
were rather new and were gradually replacing the
puffing billies. These were slick silver or bright
yellow trains that did not belch smoke. If the Santa
Fe Super Chief came by, John and I would yell,
"Santa Fe, Super Chief, streamlined engine, number
nine." They went fast and we watched them in awe,
the most modern thing we knew, the miracle of
transport into fairy realms. I always wanted to
escape my existence which seemed so humdrum and
unmagical to me. A train seemed like it was
streaming toward a door to another plane.
Our train left from the Chicago and
Northwestern Station. We had seats in a Pullman car.
The seats were down when we got on and I did not
see where we were going to sleep. I sat by the
window and looked out. In the station it was pretty
dark, but I could see Mom, Tim and John who stood
on the platform and waved. The train pulled out
slowly and I started jumping up and down with
excitement. “We’re going. Look. Gramma!”
Lizzy smiled. The sunlight burst upon us as
the train pulled into the open. I saw the expanse of
tracks, the huge Chicago railroad center of the United
States, stretching to the Loop. I saw the tall buildings

there, moving away, getting smaller, and then gone.
The train passed through the dreary industrial areas,
square windowless corrugated buildings or old brick
buildings with windows. You could see people in
them doing mysterious jobs. Nothing I could find
any connection to. I did not even imagine that they
might have been making things that surrounded me
and sustained my little life. Not until we got to Oak
Park and I recognized the El and Wieboldts. I yelled,
“look Gramma, there’s Harlem Ave. There’s our
house.” After we passed our house and the
Desplaines River, I no longer recognized anything.
There were still suburbs. Maywood, Melrose Park,
Elmhurst and then they were gone. Just countryside,
the flat Illinois farmland growing corn which I
recognized because we sometimes drove into the
country and bought corn at roadside stands. It was a
pattern of bright green shoots on rich black soil.
“Look at the corn.” I said.
“Knee high by the fourth of July,” Gramma
said. “Will it make it? There are still two weeks.”
“Huh?” I said.
“The corn,” said Gramma. “It will do well if
it’s knee high by the fourth of July, they say.”
“Oh”, I said, “well, it’s knee high.”
“Depends on whose knee it is,” said Gramma.
“But if it’s hot the corn grows fast.”.
“When will we be past Illinois?
“It will take a while. “
I looked out the window and watched endless
fields making moving lines stretching to the horizon.
The blue sky, the clouds, the sun. It was
mesmerizing me. Clickety clack, time and space
flowing into one another. “Iowa will be next,”
Gramma said. The conductor came to look at the
tickets. He was a black man and he smiled at me.
We reached the Mississippi River by dinner
time. The train stopped and then went over a huge
bridge. The river was so wide that the other side was
hardly visible and very small. Below the brown
water was flowing, moving the other way. “What a
big river.” I said. When we were on the other side
the train stopped again. “We are in Iowa now,”
Gramma said.
When the train started the conductor came to
announce that the dining car was serving dinner.
Gramma led the way to the dining car, I hopping
along behind her. When we came back from dinner
the car was transformed. Instead of rows of seats
there was only a small aisle in the center and on both
sides, there were heavy green curtains. “Where are

our seats?” I cried in dismay.
“The seat numbers,” Gramma said. “Look for
our numbers on the curtains.”
I found the numbers and pulled the green
curtains aside. The seats were made up with crisp
white sheets. “It’s a bed,” I said. I jumped in and
pulled the curtains shut and was closed in.
“Hummmph,” I said and stuck my head out scanning
the aisle. The man who had been sitting across the
aisle from us was walking from the wash room
wearing a bathrobe and carrying a night bag and his
toothbrush. He saw me looking at him and smiled. I
stuck my tongue out at him. “Be careful,” he said,
someone might snatch your tongue away if you do
that.”

My grandmother probably around 1895
“Calm down now,” said Gramma.
“I can’t go to sleep,” I said. I’m not tired.”
“OK,” said Gramma. “Lay quietly and you
can come in my berth when you have your pajamas
on.”.
“I don’t know where they are.”
“We’ll find them. Get your bag,” Gramma
said.
Once I was safely in my pajamas Gramma
suggested I go and brush my teeth.
“Mmmmm,” I said. “There are too many

people there and anyway, I can’t walk down the aisle
in my pajamas.” Gramma didn’t press the matter.
Mom would have. I grinned to myself.
I crawled into bed with Gramma and laid
down beside her. “Tell me about when you were a
little girl,” I said.
“That was a long time ago,” said Gramma.
“Things were very different. We didn’t have cars, or
telephones or electricity.”
“I know,” I said. “But what did you have?
Did you have toys? Did you go on the train?”
“We didn’t have toys; we couldn’t afford that.
We had a big family, thirteen people. And by the
time I was fourteen I was already working.”
“Oh.” I said. “Didn’t you go to school?”
“No,” she said. I only went through seventh
grade. I always would have liked to have gone on,
but I had to work. I had lots of younger brothers and
sisters. I had to earn money.”
“Where did you work?”
“It was in the loop,” said Gramma, “at the
Boston store. “It wasn’t all bad.” I closed my eyes
and imagined seeing my grandmother Lizzy as a
young woman. (I did not see this photo of her until
much later.) The boundaries between the story and
my dreams were fuzzy. My eyes were closed.
“Gretchen,” said Gramma. “Don’t fall asleep
here, you can go up into your berth.” I opened my
eyes. The porter had put ladders at all the berths, so I
climbed up. There was a shade over the window but
I pulled it up a little and looked out into the blackness
of night. Some light reflected from the train
windows onto the corn whizzing by, there was no
moon. There was nothing more to see, except the
stars. I pulled the shade down again and let my head
fall onto the pillow. But I couldn’t sleep, the clickety
click of the wheels was too strange a sound. But it
was lulling too. I did not feel agitated by it, just
dazed, a strange daze, that was jettisoning me into the
unknown.
I awoke. I felt without opening my eyes that
it was no longer pitch dark. My brain began to stir.
But I was confused. What was that noise? It took a
minute. The train, I thought; I forced my eyes open,
and then suddenly I was wide awake. I opened the
shade. The sun was shining but the train was in a
deep shadow. I had never seen anything like it
before. Mountains. We were in a canyon.
“Granmma,” I called. “We’re in the mountains.”
With astonishment I saw vast outcroppings of rock
stretching into the sky. Gramma drew the curtains

aside and her face appeared in the opening. “Get
dressed”, she said. “We’ll go to breakfast.”
I pulled the curtains closed again and opened
my suitcase which Gramma had pushed onto my
berth. “We don’t have much time,” she said, “they
already made the second call for breakfast.”
The next night, I crawled in bed with my
Gramma again and said, “tell me more about when
you were young.” So she said, “Alright. I’ll tell you
about my family. They came from Germany, my
father and my mother when they were only thirteen
years old and they came alone.
“Did they know each other then?”
“No,” she said. “They met later. But they
spoke German, all the time. We spoke German at
home, all of us. And when I was six and went to
school, that’s when I learned English.”
“Oh,” I said, “So can you speak German
now?”
“No,” Lizzy answered quickly. “I’ve forgotten
it.”
“But Aunt Emma knows it, doesn’t she?” I
asked. Aunt Emma sometimes said German
children’s rhymes for us when she was visiting.
“Emma remembers it some,” Lizzy said.
“Hellig kettelkin hellig,” I said. Aunt Emma
says that. “kettelkin hat fir bene, kettelkin hat ne
lange schwantz, morgen is es hellig. What does it
mean?”
“I don’t know,” Lizzy said.
“What did you father and mother do?”
“Well,” Lizzy began. “Papa was a barber, but
in those days, being a barber was almost like being a
dentist and a doctor as well.”
He pulled teeth. Whenever I had a toothache,
he pulled my tooth out and that's why I have no teeth.
His barber shop was in the Drake Hotel. We lived
nearby, near the water tower.
My mother had to take care of all the
children. There were 13. Lizzy named them all and I
tried to memorize them. Katherine, Emma, Fred,
Jacob, Cornelia, Adolf, George, Otto, Isloel, Isabel.
Cora and William died when they were babies.
“What did you do besides working?” I asked.
“I played the lute,” Gramma said. I was
surprised. I didn't know she was musical.
“What happened to it?” She didn't know.
“We rode on the bridge. That was fun. We
waited until a boat was coming and the bridge man
rang the bell. When the bridge started to move, we
jumped on it and it turned around until we were in

the middle of the river. We had to wait there til it
moved back again, because he couldn't stop it then
and couldn't make us get off.”
“What did grandpa do?”
“He was a caretaker in a large building in the
loop, a stationary engineer which meant that he had
the responsibility of controlling the heating systems.
A mistake could have had dire consequences. If a
boiler blew up, the roof could fly off.”
“He was Scottish, Gramma said, “It was his
Scottish blood that made him frugal. Penurious.” She
took at breath.
“He came from Nebraska. His mother and
father lived there, but his father killed his mother.”
“Why?” I asked horrified.
“It was an accident,” she said, now it’s time to
sleep.
When light woke me again it was morning. I
pushed up the shade and looked out onto a rather
desolate scenery of bare and rocky hills and dark
scrub brush.
“Granmma,” I said leaning over so I could
peer into her berth, “where are we now”
She looked out at me. “In the desert,” she
said. I could see her gums. She had no teeth and
hadn't yet put on her dentures that she kept by her
bed in a cup.
The desert went on endlessly, eventually I
was so used to the rocky hills, the endless blue sky
and the shades of tan, that I no longer found it
exciting.
Aunt Jean and Uncle George were waiting for
us at the train station in Reno. We walked through a
dusty street to their car. The town was nothing like
Chicago. It seemed very yellow to me, yellow dust,
yellow buildings, yellow sunlight. There were no
trees, no skyscrapers. There were lots of casinos with
open doorways. I looked in and saw old (at least they
looked old to me) women with straw hair, brightly
plastered red lipstick which gave them huge smudged
lips and garish clothes sitting at the machines. “What
are they doing?” I asked.
“Gambling. These are casinos. It’s legal here.
There’s not much else in Nevada.”
“Are they drunk?” I asked.
“Could be.”
I felt as if the atmosphere were evil. I knew
that this was the work of the devil that brought
people into such places. Why would they go and
waste all their money sitting at a machine, pulling
handles? And they were drunk. We passed another

door and I heard a machine spouting out coins, click
click, clicking. The woman sitting there started to
shout. “bingo, I won.”
I was standing still watching, shuddering. I
did not usually see sin so close up and although I
thought it was revolting, I wanted to look.
“Gretchen, Come,” Gramma said. Aunt Jean
and Uncle George were already half a block ahead at
the car.

With Gramma in Westwood California summer 1951
“It’s still a long ride,” Uncle George said.
Westwood was a lumber town. It was owned
by the United Fruit Company which also owned the
forest and the mill and every house and every store in
the town. It also more or less owned all of the people
in the town who were dependent on it for jobs, for
their houses and most of them were also in debt to it.
It looked like the wild west to me. The houses were
all made of logs or of dark rough wood. They were
almost all the same. I had never seen anything like it.
We drove to Aunt Jean and Uncle George’s house.
Uncle George worked in the Lumber Mill and he was
also a volunteer for the fire department so he lived in
a fire department house. These oblong wooden boxes
lined up in rows next to the fire house. The house
was not very big. It was not luxurious. But the town
was surrounded by forest and the snow-covered
mountains could be seen in the distance. It was very
beautiful. The next day we went to see the lumber
mill which was huge, noisy and frightening with logs
floating in and pushed into a huge saw which sliced
them. Yes, people had gotten hands, arms and legs
cut off. Did the United Fruit Company care? Not

really, they could always get someone else. Then I
got a tour of the town. Aunt Jean’s school was a
larger version of
the dark wooden houses, though it was painted red.
It had no cellar, so the cement floor was level with

This is the only photo I have of Jeanette. She is the
girl on the right and the boy is Bobby. It was in
Illinois when they came to visit with Aunt Jean and
Uncle George. I'm not sure which year. The others
from left are Mom, Miriam Fager, Aunt Jean, Laura
Roxburgh
the ground. The classrooms also had gray cement
floors, but otherwise looked like ordinary school
classrooms
There was the only one shopping area with various
stores in a row in a white wood building. Everything
was sold by United Fruit. If you couldn’t afford what
you needed, they would lend you money from their
bank. It all looked very poor to me.
There weren’t many children in the fire
department complex. But I quickly met Lanie. Lanie
was five. But she was the only friend I had, so I
played with her every day. Besides Lanie I also
played with Uncle George's children Jeanette and
Bobby when they came to visit. Jeanette was a few
years older than I, so it was different than playing
with Lanie and I was glad when she came. Once we

also went to visit them in a town not too far away.
And he did.
They lived in a big double trailer house.
While I was living in the firemen's colony, the
fire alarm did go off a couple times. It scared me.
Uncle George was already putting his fireman’s boots
and jacket on. He grabbed his hat and ran out.
What I also remember doing there was
looking at Aunt Jean's Mail order catalogues. I
suppose it was the only way to get things that were a
little different from what was offered in Westwood. I
would find photos of people that I cut out and then
used them as paper dolls, also cutting out clothes that
would fit them.
Perhaps the very best part of that summer and
I was there all summer was being away from my
family, being in a totally new place that was so

We made several trips on the weekends to see the
sights in the mountains. This is Burney Falls.
different and with my aunt who remained for me as
magical as ever.
The trip home was not terrifying. I felt very
grown up going alone from Reno to Chicago by
myself. My aunt and uncle brought me to the train
and told the conductor that I was alone and that he
should take good care of me, which he agreed to do.

Aunt Jean and I at Burney Falls
Back at home after California things were no
different than before. I entered fourth grade. It was
not much different than third grade. Nothing
happened at all except going to school and coming
home. How could it be, I thought, that I had to live
here in the absolutely most boring place in the world
at the most boring time in history. I dealt with my
gray destiny as best I could by continuing to read
about pioneer girls traveling across the USA to start a
new life in a virgin land filled with dangers, friendly
or unfriendly natives and a busy and active life
building a nation in community. If all of this couldn't
be real for me, at least it could happen in my mind.
And now, when I read about going West, I knew what
the prairie looked like, what the Rocky Mountains
looked like and what the desert looked like. I could
easily erase all the modern cities and huge cornfields
that weren't there in the old days. And so, when I
read the stories of other times and places, I became
the young girls I read about, doing heroic things.
Even when I wasn’t reading, I was still one of those
girls

In this photo you can see the blue checkered dress,
but the colors have faded, as they always did in these
old photos, so it is impossible to see that it was blue
and white. My hair was also fixed, presumably by my
mother, in a style that I also thought was pioneer girl
style. This is in our back yard with the picnic table
which we used sometimes in summer.
The Blue checkered Dress
I have already noted how much I lived in a
fantasy world, the pioneer girl moving westward in
the covered wagon, the adventures with Indians and
wild animals and robbers along the way. Most of the
ideas came from the books I was reading, and I read
all the books that were in our school library. After all
my reading and my own experience in California, I
wanted to go west. I was obsessed by the romantic
tale of opportunity that had compelled people to pick
up and leave for some dangerous faraway place.
Sometimes I’d walk out past Keystone Park and
toward Thatcher Woods, which was west of my
house and I’d think I can just keep going and going
and someday I’ll be in the West.
I also wanted to look like a pioneer girl. I
wanted my hair to grow long, the way the pioneer
girls had it, in pigtails, so I let it grow as long as
possible. This was a bit frustrating with my fine
flighty hair that grew slowly, but it did get longer,
though my pigtails were truly like pigs’ tails except
they didn't curl. My mother got plaid ribbons in
different colors to braid into the pigtails to make
them a little thicker and I was happy, even though
most girls in my school did not have pigtails. I
couldn't wear a dress going down to my ankles, as I
realized that would be too weird. I didn't want to be

completely ostracized from my peers. I was never
completely at ease with the fact that I seemed to be
excluded and I was open for contact, to a degree. But
I wanted to have a dress that I thought looked like a
pioneer girl dress. My mother was willing to go along
with the idea and make me a dress which would
satisfy my wish. We went to Marianne's a fabric store
in the Oak Park River Forest shopping area on Lake
Street. It was about seven blocks from our house.
There I searched until I found a blue and white
checkered fabric which I believed looked like the
kind of thing a dress would have been made of in the
previous century. Then I looked through the patterns
and also found one that I thought was right. My
mother sewed the dress and I loved it. I might add
that she was an excellent seamstress.
When the dress was finished Mom could
hardly get it off me to wash it. Its very existence on
my body transported me to the prairie where I wanted
to be, dodging Indians or bandits, finding new friends
there, taming a wilderness. The saga of the US myth
was my life that was far more engrossing than the
other life I was living.
1952
Life was full of little things that seemed
inconsequential to me. Doing my chores was one of
those things that I had to do in order to get my
allowance. I needed the allowance, but I shirked my
chores as long as possible until mama started to get
angry. I accepted the necessity of doing them, and
perhaps if there hadn't been so much pressure to do
the chores immediately when my mother wanted
them done, it may not have seemed so much like I
was trying to avoid them. In any case, my attitude
often did make my mother angry, and I suppose that
is one reason why we always seemed to be at loose
ends with each other. She was angry at me and I was
angry at her because I was unable to figure out why
she was always angry at me, and I decided the reason
was that she didn’t like me. For all I know maybe
she didn’t, even though I’m sure she loved me.
One of my chores was to set the table for
dinner. I usually did it with no comment, unless I
was so absorbed in what I was doing that being
interrupted for something as mundane as setting the
table really annoyed me. Not that I wasn’t intending

to set the table, I was fully prepared to do so when I
was finished with whatever I was occupied with. But
my mother never accepted this. Nonetheless, setting
the table was something that I actually wanted to do,
because I had to eat off the laughing flower plate. I
am not sure why. But it made my dinner taste better
and I felt a kind of connection to that plate. Our
regular dinner dishes had purple pansies and other
flowers painted on them and one of these plates had
an flower that looked like it was laughing. None of
the other plates had one like this. Sometimes I was
feeling sad, a feeling so vague that I didn’t quite
register it, but sitting down at the table and seeing
this flower laughing up at me before I piled my
mashed potatoes, peas and hamburger patty over it,
made me feel like laughing back at it. It reconfirmed
a basic sense of continuity and thus of security. But
no one else in the family was

up. I soon had them memorized and enjoyed getting
it to light up. We could do this whenever we'd
finished our class work and I always had this done
very quickly.
Winona Lake again
In my interview with Dad, he did not know
anything about any conflicts in our family. In all our
conversations, whenever I asked about a conflict,
about pain, emotional distress, he never had an
answer. He did not seem to have remembered it. And
yet I remember one time when John made some
racist remark and Dad got really mad at him, the only
time actually, that I ever saw him get mad at any of
us kids. Maybe the depression that had overtaken him
since he had become debilitated had wiped out
everything else in his life that could have been
distressing. Does the anxiety of facing death, waiting
for it, it not coming, it sitting there leering at you, just

This is fourth grade. In the back is the bird game. I
am third from right in the second row. Janet is the
girl in front of me.
capable of perceiving how this plate was any
different than all the other plates, so they would
inevitably give me the wrong plate when they set the
table. Of course, I would complain, so my mother
finally determined that I would have the permanent
job of setting the table.
Fourth Grade
One thing that was fun in school was that the
fourth grade teacher Miss Leek had a bird game.
There were pictures of birds and at the bottom names
of birds. If you matched them correctly the light lit

around the corner, but letting you wallow for years in
memories that shrink, does that make the memories
lose their backside, the third dimension or fourth
dimension?
“There was a camp at Winona Lake, I said to
my dad. “I had to go there once.”
“Camp Kosciusko,” dad said.
A picture came into my mind. I don't know
what year it was, perhaps the year before California,
my parents decided I should go to Camp. I’d taken
note of the Camp every year. I’d seen the kids
running around, coming out to do this or that. Going
to the beach. But I didn’t want to go to there. My
parents told me I'd like it. Ha. One summer Mom and

Dad thought I should go to Camp Kosciusko for a
week, perhaps so they could have some peace and
quiet,
I remember a rather dark room filled with
double deck cots in a large room that had screened
windows, no real windows, it was always open.
There was a child in every bed. A child I did not
know and never would get to know. I felt extremely
lonesome there. I wanted to be with my mother and
father, not in this place that made me feel as if I had
been orphaned. It was an organized life. Breakfast,
Bible stories, swimming at the beach which was a
block or so away. Lunch, nap time. We had nap time
in those cots. And then they took us somewhere.
Maybe there was a cruise on the launch. At the end
of the pier the big old launch was always there and it
would occasionally put out into the lake. Sometimes
we swam again, or went to the playground. But I only
stayed at Camp Kosiesko once and I don't think I
stayed the whole week. I cried bitterly every night
and the counselors couldn't console me. After a
couple days I think the camp people decided I was
extremely unhappy and they told my parents to come
and get me. But Dad didn’t remember this.
Mom and Dad’s story Winona Lake
Before John and I were born, Mom and Dad
went to Winona Lake. So did a lot of their Sunday
School friends. They’d rent a cottage together and
spend a week or two there.
Dad told the story of when he’d gone to
Winona Lake with Mom and their friends, in the days
when they were carefree before we were born, and
they were all sleeping in their rooms in a big cottage.
They got woken one night by Art who was in the
dining room shouting frantically, “Come and help,
come and help!” Everyone woke up and dashed into
the dining room. “The wall is falling down,” he said.
He was leaning against the wall, holding his arms as
high as he could to prevent the wall from descending
over him. “Hold it,” he said. Everyone, drunken
with sleep and noticing only his urgency quickly took
their places along the wall to support it and prevent
the catastrophe from happening. Once they were all
lined up, someone said, “it’s not tipping now.” He
gave it a push. “It doesn’t move.”
Someone else took their hands away. “It’s
solid, I think.” The others took their hands away too.
Only Art stood there now still supporting the wall
with his whole body. “It’s going to fall,” he said.
Suddenly everyone burst into laughter, except for Art.
He seemed a bit confused. But the laughing must

have finally woken him up. And then everyone went
back to bed.
We always thought the story was hysterically
funny and loved it when my dad would tell it, which
he did almost every year when we went to Winona
Lake.

The man on the right is Art Lundahl, next to him Ruth
Lundahl, then Mom, and someone else.
Dad also told Schobert stories which
accompanied a trip to Schobert’s place on the other
side of the lake. I’d known Schobert, of course, he
was that giant man in the Kimball pharmacy with the
thick German accent and I knew there was a long
history about him. To be sure, Winona Lake was a
resort town on a lake, like hundreds of others. But it
was odd that Schobert chose to own properties there
because Winona Lake was a large Bible Conference
Grounds created by Billy Sunday who built a huge
tabernacle near the Lake and built himself a nice red
brick home on a hill overlooking the lake. It was not
a terribly modest home. Once the tabernacle which
could seat thousands (so it seemed to me) of people
was there, the conference and camp grounds grew up
around it, the whole town was pretty much drawn
into the religious aura. Winona Lake was defined by
Billy Sunday. And Schobert, the bootlegger, gambler
had his summer house there, just beyond the rantings
against just those horrifying sins, on the opposite side

of the lake. Perhaps on a clear quiet summer day he
could hear the congregation singing gospel songs led
by Homer Rodeheaver, there is power, power,
wonder working power in the precious blood of the
lamb..
Billy Sunday
Billy Sunday preached against the devil,
booze, sin, vice and corruption and he did not offer
comfort to greedy capitalists, industrialists and
abusers of child labor. He’d say, “Society must share
the responsibility if the overcrowded harassed poor
become criminals, thieves, thugs, cutthroats,
drunkards and prostitutes.”1 And if society was
responsible then Billy Sunday had to go political and
win votes for prohibition which he did with a
vengeance.
So, there was Schobert, living in the same
town as Billy Sunday, in Winona Lake. Schobert’s
still was located in a barn, not far from Winona Lake,
within reach, I suppose, of the holiness emanating
from that place. Perhaps no one would ever think
that the focal point of sin was so close to the
tabernacle of God and so would never come to look.
Maybe Schobert thought the holiness of the town
would shelter him and maybe it did. He never got
caught. Schobert stored the illicit liquor in barrels in
his barn and then made frequent trips to pick them up
and refill the still.
While Dad was still in high school, Schobert
and his wife Johanna invited him up during the
summer holidays to visit with them at their summer
cottage in Winona Lake. Surely Schobert was a
sinner. He may have known the devil personally at
times, but he never heard Billy Sunday preaching,
even when his wife Johanna tried to drag him over to
the tabernacle. Johanna was more successful with
Bud however, and when she announced that she was
going to the tabernacle to hear Billy Sunday and
asked Bud to come along, he agreed and they filed
into the huge tabernacle along with thousands of
others.
Billy Sunday claimed to have saved at least a
million souls from Hell in the course of his
evangelistic crusades. He had been a baseball player
for the Chicago White Stockings before he was
saved. This certainly impressed my father who was
an avid baseball fan from the time he was a little boy.
He was a Cubs fan first and foremost, but when it
was necessary, he could be a White Sox fan too.
1
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Billy Sunday was quite old by the time my
dad heard him and he was no longer as popular as he
had been in his heyday, maybe partly because
prohibition was not eliminating sin, booze and
prostitution from society, but out in Winona Lake, no
one would have known. The tabernacle was full in
the evenings when Sunday preached. The ladies
wafted their fans to keep from fainting in the summer

heat which collected in the building, and Billy
Sunday despite his age, had hardly lost any of his
athletic prowess. He would jump around on the
stage, illustrate his sermons with baseball events, he
would bat with an invisible bat, slide into home plate.
My dad loved the baseball stuff. Sunday was a man’s
evangelist. His message though was universal. “God
has paid a price for mankind’s salvation by crucifying
Christ. Those who refuse to accept salvation are
refusing to deliver to God what He has purchased.
When you refuse, you are not giving God a square
deal. Come on down and take my hand against
booze, for Jesus Christ, for your flag,” he would say.
“hit the sawdust trail.”2 The sawdust trail was the
way to the front of the tabernacle where Billy Sunday
would stand and shake people’s hands as they came
forward to show they had accepted Jesus. The
earthen floor of the tabernacle was strewn with
sawdust to dampen noise and cut dust.
“He was quite a preacher.” my dad told me.
“He used to get up on the chair and preach from the
chair and put his foot on the pulpit. He moved the
chair to the pulpit. Invitations were given while he
stood on chair and pulpit.”
Dad heard him in Winona Lake a few times
and he at least got the message pretty clear that you
better avoid booze, because that was the devil’s way
2
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of dragging people off to Hell. My father heard that
message from his mother too. She told him that his
late father had gone to the tavern every evening to
drink up his earnings. She wanted to impress upon
Bud that liquor could ruin his life, as it had his
father’s. But if you accepted Christ, worked hard and
lived a clean decent life, things would work out. As
to Schobert’s liquor business, the best dad could do
with Schobert was to suggest he stop the bootleg
liquor supply, but I don’t think Schobert did until
prohibition was over.
The last thing I remember about Winona Lake
was that we couldn’t go there anymore because the
beach was closed. Everything was decaying. The
water had become toxic because of eutrophication.
The beach was filled with dead seaweed and the
bones of long dead fish. Why didn’t they take better
care of it?
“Actually,” my father said, “I heard Billy
Sunday the first time in Chicago, not at Winona
Lake, It was at the Chicago Gospel Tabernacle where
we heard him. That was where Paul Rader was. The
Chicago Gospel Tabernacle was a big building, kind
of crudely built of wood, like in Winona Lake. It had
no heat in it and it was really cold in the winter time.
It was over there on Berry Ave and could seat 2000
people. They had wooden benches with backs. Billy
Sunday got the place filled up. The Chicago Gospel
Tabernacle had a radio station WENR and they
broadcast one hour each Sunday night. My sister,
Mildred and I used to sing duets there on the radio.
We were pretty good.”
I was once again amazed at my father. He
was 83 years old. I had known him a long time and I
never ever had imagined that he was so musical.
Really musical, so much so that he had sung duets on
the radio. They wouldn’t have had him if he hadn’t
been good. Now I tried to imagine my father as a
teenager singing gospel songs on the radio. It was
opening an aspect of him that I hadn’t known, as if
one could ever know really what one’s parents had
been like. They always just seem to be parents. Just
there. Until they are not there and then we miss
them, because a piece of ourselves is gone. “How
often did you sing?” I asked.
“Mildred and I used to sing together all the
time,” he said.
I knew that my mother’s family had not been
happy when their daughter Grace married my father,
Bud. For a long time, I thought it was because they
considered themselves solid middle class, in fact they

had these pretensions of grandeur based on the family
legend that my grandpa’s grandfather came from the
Scottish nobility. Of course, that story raised the
class difference between the families into the
immeasurable. In their view Bud was from a family
that was not middle class. But they were wrong.
Bud’s Mom’s cousin owned several fish shops, and
his great uncle even had a fishing fleet. They owned
farms and they owned houses in the city. Bud’s
mother, my grandmother Anna, had even had a short
acquaintance with Oscar Meyer, the wiener guy, after
her husband, Bud’s father had died. There were
probably two things that disturbed my grandmother
about my father’s background. One problem was that
Bud’s father had died when Bud was only one year
old. When he was in his early teens his mother got
tuberculosis. That was when Bud went to work and
his mother was no longer able to care for him, his
brother and sister. By the time he was sixteen she
was dead. So, Bud had no immediate family, though
he lived with his aunt and then his grandmother in the
same house he had always lived in.
Perhaps it was also a problem that his family
was German. My grandmother Lizzy’s family was
German also. But she had rejected Germanness, she
had rejected the ambiguousness of her parent’s ethnic
backgrounds and had married a man of Scottish
ancestry, Edward Roxburgh.
Christmas - John Fell through the ceiling
Then there was the Christmas when things got
a little topsy turvy. After the fruit cake baking, the
next thing that always happened was putting up the
decorations. This began with a trip to the attic. All
of my childhood I dreamt about the attic as a
mysterious place that would harbor both treasures
and monsters, but potentially could become living
quarters with rooms that had views over the railroad
tracks. It wasn’t that our house was crowded exactly,
but somehow, I must have subconsciously wanted to
have more space, or maybe it was just something
new. There was a hole in the ceiling which was
covered by a thick piece of wood painted the same
color as the ceiling, white. It was in the hall where

the clothes chute to the basement also was, so this
hall had a peculiar aura, the entrances to

Tim getting one of the Christmas stockings I’d filled
with gifts for the family 1953.
strange spaces, the attic being stranger than the
basement, but still both were dark and contained
unexpected adventures. Dad got a ladder that was
placed under the attic entrance. He would push the
covering away, leaving a hole there from which a
cool flow of air filled with specks of glass from the
insulation flowed down into the hall. This air was
disturbing because the glass glittered bouncing off
the puffy gray insulation covering the whole attic
floor. The boxes with the Christmas stuff were
placed on beams since there was no floor in the attic,
so anyone going up there had to be very careful to
walk only on the beams.
That year John went up there maybe to help.
He didn’t seem to realize that his weight, though it
wasn’t that great was still enough to break through.
He took about three steps into the cottony insulation
and we heard a horrible crunching, smashing sound
and then a yell from John. I ran into the hall and saw
John’s legs hanging from the ceiling, his body was
still in the attic, plaster was spattered all over the
floor. I couldn’t help laughing a little, but I tried to
hide my mirth, because Mom who had arrived by
then was distraught. She had no idea how to rescue
John and if I showed any sign of vindication, since it
was him and not me that was bad, nonetheless, I was
afraid she’d get angry at me, so I didn’t laugh. At
least not out loud.
“Don’t move,” mama was yelling. “Just stay

there until...” She didn’t know what the until would
be. She stared at me for a moment, her face crinkled
up in consternation. “Go and get Dad,” she said.
“Get him,” she repeated her eyes now boring into me.
“He has to get here quick, before John falls and gets
hurt.”
“Yes,” I said quickly and raced out of the
house. Rather triumphantly, I found Dad outside
putting Christmas lights on the evergreen bushes in
the front of the house.
“John fell through the ceiling.” At that point I
couldn’t help giggling.
“He didn’t get hurt?”
“No, he’s stuck in the ceiling,” I said. “You
have to get him down before he falls.”

Dad putting up Christmas decorations from the attic
window.
My father put down the string of lights and
went inside. John’s legs were still poking out from
the ceiling. It wasn’t really that big a deal. Dad
pushed the ladder over to where John’s feet were
dangling and placed them on the top of the ladder.
Then he broke off a few more pieces of plaster to
make a hole large enough for John to get through.
That was it. But it took a while to get a plasterer to
fix the ceiling and for a while the hole was up there
letting a small stream of glass dust descend into the
house.
In future Christmases we still went up there,
stepped on the platform around the entrance, peered
into the darkness until our eyes adjusted enough to
see the beam and feel the cold glassy air invade our
lungs. I had the feeling my lungs would be scared up
by it. It was actually a little scary, almost like you
might smother, so I didn’t want to stay there long.
Dad would bring the boxes down, except for one that

had a Santa and sleigh that was lit up from the inside
and a string of lights for the roof. He would
tightrope walk along the beam all the way to the front
of the house, open the tiny window and climb onto
the roof where he strung the lights along the gutter
and put Santa Claus on the roof.
I was enthused decorating the house with this
sparkling snowy pine-smelling Christmas
paraphernalia. Bit by bit the house was transformed
from that every day place, that was always the same.
I always needed the transformations. I’d accomplish
that sometimes by turning around and round with my
eyes closed until I was totally dizzy and had no idea
which way was which. Then I’d start walking with
my eyes closed and I couldn’t recognize where I was.
The house had become a new place.
Sometimes, when Mom and Dad weren’t
home I’d string up the house, find the balls of yarn
and string that my mother kept for whatever purpose.
I’d begin to tie the string from place to place until
one room after the other had become an impenetrable
maze. Or I moved the furniture and built it into little
houses covered with sheets and blankets. Only John
and I and later Tim could fit into them. All these
things were very transitory. Mom never allowed
them to stay there long, the strings had to be removed
before she’d come home.
But Christmas lasted longer. All of that
magical transformation went from mid-December to
almost the middle of January and I didn’t want it to
disappear.

everything was ready. I made many of the
decorations myself, but also used things that were not
being used anywhere else in the house. This gave me
enough options. I did this over a number of years,
thinking up a new theme or at least different way of
decorating. Making these things gave me a sense of
accomplishment and when I finally opened the door
and everyone came in and oohed and

I got my own little Christmas tree for my room. The
big Santa was something Dad had left over from
store decorations and on top of the book shelves were
some gifts for the family
aahed. I was pleased with myself every time.
.
I discovered paper mâché in school and
thought it was a great way to make things. You could
use flour, water and a bit salt and accomplish much
the same as the paste they used in school. So along
came Christmas and I decided to create a paper
mâché manger scene which was way too big to fit in
my rather small room, so it got put on the front
porch. It couldn't be outside because the paper mâché
would dissolve if it rained. On the porch you could
only see it when you came in the front door, but that
was OK.
I don’t know how often I made Christmas
presents myself. I did buy something for everyone
with my allowance, but I often thought one gift isn’t
enough. I even took old stuff, that I thought might
have been forgotten and rewrapped it. Since it had
Paper mâché manger scene on the front porch.
been stored away, it probably was actually something
One year I got the idea that my room could be
Mom had no use for the first time she got it and was
decorated as well. Furthermore, I wanted it to be a
likely a little perplexed to discover it appearing
surprise. I would keep the door closed until
again. But she said nothing.

I painted a manger scene on the window of my room
which faced the back porch. When the light on the
back porch was lit, it glowed which worked at night
whereas a window to the outside would not.

I made this little house for Tim one Christmas, 1955.
Tim is in the house and my mother peers from behind
it.
The Story of the Duke
I don't know when it was, I first heard about
the duke. It was one of the family stories that
appeared now and then. So I asked, “Mom do we
have a duke in our family?”
"Don't call me Mom," she said. “I don't like
it.”
I stared at her in surprise. Everyone seemed
to call their mother Mom, it was what one said, or so
I thought. “What should I say then?”
“You can call me Mama.”
I thought that sounded both old fashioned and
a little childish. After all I wasn't a baby and Mama

was a baby word. But if that’s what she wants, I
thought, I’ll try to remember to say it.
"We do have a duke,” she said then. “He was
my great grandfather." She seemed to be proud of
that, so I was too. It was a story about me. I was a
princess of sorts. It wasn’t something that I’d
thought about before I heard this. I’d never dreamed
of being a princess or living in a castle or of having
pretty royal dresses. I was only interested in pioneer
girls. Since my great great grandfather was a real
duke, I didn’t have to pretend about that. It was just
a fact, which was how people in my family viewed it.
Aside from that I had no conception of this great
great grandfather, or how closely he might have been
related to me. In my mind, it was my grandfather,
whom I identified with the duke. I would picture
someone who was supposed to be my great great
grandfather, but who looked like photos of my
grandfather, with his bowler hat, his crinkled suits
and the benevolent look on his face, hovering in a
frothy mist in front of a turreted castle, silhouetted by
the moon against a deep blue sky. But we weren’t
living in that castle and my grandfather and his
family were not in Scotland which surely would have
been preferable to the Nebraska farm where my
grandfather grew up. I asked my mother why he
didn’t stay in the castle and she said, “Well, my
grandfather was disinherited.”
“What’s that?”
“He was the eldest son,” said my mother.
“He should have become the duke. But he didn’t.
That was because he married the wrong woman, a
commoner. My great grandmother came from an
ordinary family. She wasn‘t an aristocrat and my
grandfather‘s parents didn‘t like that. They didn’t
want him to marry her, so they eloped. And his
parents, the duke and duchess disowned him so he
couldn't be the duke.”
This story turned out to have no basis in fact.
He wasn't disinherited because he eloped. My great
grandfather didn't become the duke because his
mother was a servant girl at the castle. He was an
illegitimate child. We couldn't even get 100% proof
that his father was the duke, although he himself was
certain of it.

consequences. I had frequent appointments at the
orthodontist, usually after school. But sometimes I’d
forget. If I got home Mom would remind me usually
rather annoyed that I had to get over there at once,
but if I was swinging in the school yard, as I often
was, it would be late, and Mom would be angry. So
this whole braces event became rather annoying for
me. I don’t know how long I had to wear them. It
seemed very long. Afterwards I still had to wear a
retainer for quite a long time. And at the end, my
molars were full of cavities, but at least I could close
my mouth, so my teeth weren’t visible unless I was
eating, and I would not be designated as a bucktoothed girl.
Communists and McCarthy
Mom and Dad didn't talk about politics very
much. I don't know why. Perhaps they didn't really
agree. I think Dad tended toward the Democrats and
Mom was definitely Republican. But Gramma did
talk. Not only was she staunch Republican, but she
was a McCarthyite. Everyone, of course, was anticommunist and in those days, Communism was
viewed as a real threat, the Soviets infiltrating our
country and about to turn us all Red. Better dead than
Red, people said. Gramma was very clear about it.
McCarthy was saving our country from the
The Duke James Innes-Kerr and my grandfather.
Communists and those people who were opposing
Although my grandfather is older in this photo, I
McCarthy were bad. One of the terrifying aspects of
think the resemblance between them is amazing and
the whole Communist threat was that because we
proof the duke really was my grandfather’s
were Americans, we could be sent to Siberia to a
grandfather.
concentration camp. This was in the early 1950's and
Braces
we knew about Siberian banishment. For me it didn't
I don’t know when I got braces on my teeth.
seem real, but it was great as the starting point for my
Obviously, the teeth had to be pretty much
imagination.
permanent, so I couldn’t have been too young, but I
By this time, we had a television. We weren't
believe I was still at Lincoln School. It wasn’t my
the first in the neighborhood and lots of the other kids
idea. But my parents, I suppose it was mainly my
in my class at school had one before we did. But we
mother, thought it was a disadvantage for a girl to
weren't the last to get one either. Our TV was in a
have buck teeth. I knew I had buck teeth, like my
dark wood mahogany case with doors on it and it was
dad. It hadn’t been a problem for me, until Mom
located in one corner of the living room so everyone
convinced me that it was a problem. I couldn’t chew could see it from all the chairs and the sofa. Of
my food properly for example. OK. I guess I was
course, it had the place of honor and mama put a
convinced.
crystal bowl on a doily on top of it. There were
There was an orthodontist in the Masonic
programs we were allowed to look at and programs
Temple kitty-corner across Lake Street from Dad’s
we were not allowed to look at. Howdy Doody was
Pharmacy. So, I was sent there, had my teeth
OK for Tim, and Gramma liked Liberace. We could
examined and it was advised that I should wear
look at Ozzie and Harriet, but not some of the other
braces. There were braces both on the upper jaw and family programs like Leave it to Beaver. We also
the lower one. They were attached on the last molars. watched the news.
This was logical, but as I was not particularly careful
I remember some of the earliest TV programs
about brushing my teeth every day it had
that my brother John watched with glee were about

shooting down Nazi or Jap airplanes that went up in a
puff of smoke and then fell out of the sky. US planes
with pilots in leather head gear and open cockpits
dropped bombs, looking to me like a swarm of
insects all going to the bathroom at once. But in
spite of these movies our attention on the whole had
been directed successfully from the Axis enemy to
Russia and we knew very well, that those evil godless
Communists were threatening us all the time. That’s
one reason why we played games with Gulags but no
German concentration camps. Another reason may
have been that no one talked about the Nazi
concentration camps or they were just too horrible to
even imagine.
Siberia
There were two empty lots on our block: The
one was where I had to avoid Indians on the way to
school. The other was on the corner next to the
railroad tracks. My uncle Bob was a locomotive
engineer and he drove a freight train past our house
every day.
From this lot we could watch the trains go by
and this was where my uncle Bob would blow the
whistle if he saw us. That made quite a racket and
we were pleased that it was all on account of us. We
waved wildly and he leaned out the window and
waved at us. I should add a word about Uncle Bob.
He smoked a smelly cigar pretty much all the time.
When he came to visit with Aunt E to our nonsmoking household it was kind of a disaster because
no one could really stand the smell, but there was no
such thing in those days as a smoke-free house where
folks understood they had to go out to smoke. So
Uncle Bob was placed in the corner away from
everyone else and he smoked while the rest of us
tried not to breathe.
This lot did not have a huge overarching tree
on it, but it did have a slight hill, or rather a bump, in
the middle and when facing toward the street which
went down under the viaduct it seemed that you were
quite high, at least for a Midwesterner, who was used
to the surroundings being thoroughly flat. But the
grass grew very high in summer making it seem wild.
This lot though with its more barren atmosphere did
not lend itself as well as the other one to imagine
Indians lurking there. In winter I imagined it to be
Siberia. Entering it I was suddenly transported to a
Stalinist concentration camp in the cold and barren
Arctic. John would be with me and perhaps one or
two other kids from the block and I'd inform them
that our task, as prisoners of the Communists was to

escape and then traipse through the tundra to safety.

I don't have a photo of Uncle Bob in the locomotive,
but this is a freight train on the Northwestern line
viewed from the empty lot where we played Siberia.
The Bomb - Sirens
For several years there were bomb drills.
This, of course, merely intensified the fear of the
Communists. The drill began with the Siren going
off. It was located at the fire station near the school,
so it was very loud and horrific. It wailed for hours
on end it seemed, warning that the Russians were
coming. Everyone expected the Russians to come
with unfriendly intentions, so every so often the
alarms went off and people had to stop in their tracks
and hide. They did this to teach people how to react
when the Russians began their nuclear attack against
us. In the school the teachers got the children to
crawl under their desks and cover their heads with
their arms. This was to protect them from the atomic
bombs falling on the school. If the teacher actually
believed that hiding under the desk would prevent
destruction, I was willing to believe it. I was terrified
every time the sirens went off, since there was never
any way of knowing whether it was another drill or if
this time it was the real thing. No one questioned the
logic of this. And of course, there wasn’t any. What
we were learning was that the Russians were a very
dangerous enemy, so we had to go to unprecedented
lengths to counter them. This meant a huge military
budget, and the expunging of any communist
influence from the schools, the media, the country.
After one of these drills I went home feeling
somewhat perturbed. Gramma was sitting in the
rocking chair reading Moody Monthly. “There was a
bomb drill today,” I said. She looked up. “Yes,” she
said. “I heard it.”
“Are the Russians going to drop an atomic
bomb on us.”
“I don’t think so,” said Lizzy. “Look what the
Bible says. “Gog and Magog are in Russia. It’s

talking about the Communists. The Bible is telling
us about our times. Ezekiel 39. Communism is the
Anti-Christ. The Anti-Christ is going to be
conquered in Russia. God will win over
Communism. They are going to try to conquer the
United States, but we believe in God and God is on
our side.”
I listened to this with great interest. That was
one of those compelling reassurances. The Russians
had the atomic bomb and the hydrogen bomb. They
were obviously intending to use it against the United
States. But, on the other hand, they were interested
in enslaving Americans and making them produce
food and products for the Russians. Everyone
thought it would be better to be dead than red. I,
however, did not think it would necessarily be better
to be dead. I imagined what it would be like doing
slave labor producing grain for the Russians in
Nebraska. It helped that the Bible clearly said that we
would win. Gramma, however, saw it simply as the
fulfillment of the prophecies in Ezekiel and
Revelation. It meant Jesus was going to come soon,
so the important thing was to get as many people
saved as possible before Jesus came because
afterwards it would be too late. The problem with
Communism was that it was preventing more and
more people from hearing the gospel. They were
ungodly, they destroyed churches. Now was the final
struggle between the ungodly Communists and the
Christians who had to proclaim the gospel before it
was too late.
I had never seen a Communist. But it must
have been true that the country was full of them. And
that they were soon going to try to get me and twist
my mind. We would be brainwashed. War had
broken out in Korea. This compounded the terror of
the times. It was no longer just cold war. The
Korean Communists were nothing but puppets of the
Russians and their march through Korea was going to
end in the USA. The Korean Communists had
captured a large number of American soldiers and
brainwashed them with their special methods of
brainwashing. Very terrifying. This could be used
against anyone. In fact, it was very easy for them to
brainwash people. These methods were being used in
the United States. You had to be constantly on the
alert. Fear of communist influences within the
country was increasing. FBI director J. Edgar
Hoover announced that there were 55,000 party
members and 500,000 sympathizers active within the
U.S.

Gramma read in the Chicago Tribune which
she read loyally every day about Senator Joseph
McCarthy who declared that Communists had
"infested" the State Department. McCarthy said, “I
have, in my hand, a list of 205 names who [are]
members of the Communist Party and who are still
shaping the State Department.” while dramatically
waving a sheet of paper which purportedly contained
the traitors' names. The Senate appointed a special
committee to investigate charges of communist
activity in the State Department. Gramma was
completely convinced that McCarthy was a servant
of God. When the news commentator. Edward R.
Murrow, began to criticize McCarthy, Gramma was
certain that he was a Communist. Few people tried
to contest McCarthy’s accusations for fear of being
accused of being Communists themselves. Many
implicated others.
In spite of the ubiquity of these dangers it was
constantly being impressed upon us how lucky we
were to be born in the USA. Especially when we
didn’t want to eat up our dinner, asparagus for
example which I disliked. I had to think of the poor
children in China who had nothing to eat. “See how
lucky you are”, mama said. “Now eat up your
asparagus.” The poor starving children in China had
no influence on how much I disliked asparagus. In
fact, I liked to imagine that if I flushed the asparagus
down the toilet it would hurtle itself down through
the earth and land nicely in China so they could eat it.
Mr. Peepers
We had never had a pet except for a goldfish
which I won at Sunday School for learning Bible
verses. The prize was a goldfish which looked lovely
swimming around in a glass goldfish bowl that had a
little Chinese house at the bottom of the bowl with
empty windows so the goldfish could swim through
them. But this goldfish didn't live very long. Mama
disposed of it quickly when she found it floating at
the top of the bowl. She announced simply that it
had died and we could go to the five and ten cents
store and buy a new one which we did. There they
fished one out of a big tank full of goldfish and put it
in a plastic bag. This goldfish also did not live very
long. Maybe it was this lack of longevity that made
my parents reluctant to get us a pet that was more
demanding.
But I think Mama liked dogs and she also
thought it would have a certain pedagogical effect to
have a dog. We'd learn responsibility and stuff like
that. John and I had even mentioned that it would be

nice to have a dog. So, she one day she said in an
offhand way, "I wonder if we had a dog, if you would
take care of it.”
John and I both shouted, “Oh yes, we will.”
"Would you take it for walks?"
"Yes," we shouted. I already had my hands
clasped so tightly that my knuckles turned white and
pressing my thumbs against my lips. It’s what I did
when I was excited.
Dad looked at me and then at John and said,
"having a dog takes lots of work. You have to train
it, so it doesn’t go on the rug. Go out with it several
times every day. It’s a lot of work."
But no dog appeared. And in a few days,
we’d forgotten about it.

Our dog Mr. Peepers sitting on the rug between
kitchen and dining room. You can see how narrow the
space for our table was and this is where we always
ate except when we had company.
But one day I came home from school. I went
in through the back door which was usual and looked
up and there at the top of the stairs stood a dog and
stared at me. He looked frightened; he was even
shivering a bit. It was a young beagle. He was not
trained, and at first it was quite messy. It was me who
named him Mister Peepers after a character on TV
who somehow reminded me of the dog. Mister
Peepers was a lively dog with a mind of his own. He
was not easy to train, but we were also not very good
trainers. We’d try to get him outside before he’d
think of peeing in the house, but when we didn’t
succeed, we’d yell at him and tell him he was a bad
dog. It was worse when he’d leave a dump, though
usually he’d do it on the back porch or the kitchen
that had linoleum and not on the rug. When we did
that, mama would push his nose toward the BM
while telling him that was a very bad thing to do.
She’d read somewhere that was what you were
supposed to do. Sometimes we’d tie him on a long

leash in the back yard and leave him there, hoping
he’d do what he had to do. But usually he ended up
twisting the leash around the pole until he couldn’t
move and then he’d howl. The neighbors began to
complain. In the beginning we were enthusiastic
about walking him. In the course of time, we were
less enthused about walking him, but he was getting
the idea of waiting until he was outside to do his
business most of the time. Sometimes we still just
attached him to the clothesline in the backyard for
hours. He didn't like it and would howl, which
continued to annoy the neighbors. Yet I liked having
him. He was friendly, he got attached to us.
Sometimes I'd go and hug him and he seemed
to cozy up. But the biggest problem was Gramma.
She didn't want him in her bedroom. If he came in,
she'd kick him, at least I think that's what she did. He
didn't like her, obviously, and he decided to get back
by taking a dump in her room when she wasn't there.
She'd get hysterical and kick him harder.
One night Dad rushed into the house pulling
Mister Peepers after him, obviously agitated and
breathless, he said, "I have to call the police” He
raced to the telephone. I was in bed but still awake
and I could hear him dialing because the telephone
was close to my bedroom door. There was a
moment’s silence while the phone was ringing at the
police station. Then dad said quite loudly with
urgency in his voice, “This is Bud from the drugstore.
I was out walking the dog at the corner by the
railroad tracks when this guy came up and threatened
me with a gun and wanted to rob me." He must have
been broken off by the cop at that point.
"Yes, at Franklin and Central," said my Dad.
Another break then he said, "up central toward Oak
Park." At that point he hung up and took a deep
breath.
"What happened?" Mama asked.
"That was it," said Dad, "this robber, he
wanted the keys for the drugstore. He thought he’d
make an easy robbery and wouldn’t set off the alarm.'
'Did you give them to him?'
'No,' said my dad. "Because Mister Peepers
started to growl when the guy got close and then
when he asked for the keys, Peepers just lunged right
into him and sunk his teeth into his calf. The guy
screamed and Peepers wouldn’t let go. He tried to
run and even then, Peepers just hung on." Suddenly
my dad started to laugh. "It was really kind of
funny."
"Not that funny," said my mother.

"Well, finally after he had dragged himself a
few steps away Peepers let go and he ran off."
A few minutes later the phone rang again.
My Dad answered and listened for a few minutes
then he said, "yes, good, I’m glad," and then hung up.
"They got him," he said. "He was wanted by the
police and they’d been trying to get him for a while.
His gun was a toy. Good old Peepers," he said giving
the dog who was sitting there feeling quite proud of
himself a good friendly pat on the head. So, Mister
Peepers got a reprieve.
Mom and Dad

My parent’s wedding: Mom's sister Jean stands next
to her and Dad's sister Mildred is on the end. Dad's
brother Erwin is at the other end and Mom's brother
Jim is next to him.
My mother and father got married at Kimball
Church. In the end, love won and the imagined class
differences were overlooked. I'm not sure if I was
aware of the differences, but the two families didn’t
have much to do with one another even though they
all went to the same church. An exception however,
that I gather from photos was that my Mom and
Dad's sister Mildred were good friends. The problem
was Gramma who probably had never been able to
relate to Dad's family. Dad's mother did not have
much education and wasn't intellectual, whereas
Gramma, who also didn't have much education,
nonetheless, had some kind of pretension of being
more intellectual. She could write English without
mistakes which my other grandmother could not. (I
know this because she wrote small texts in her photo
albums.)
Anyway, when Mom and Dad wanted to
marry there were two ministers at Kimball. One was
going out, the other was coming in. so my parents
were married by both of them. One presided at the

wedding the other came to the reception which was
at Grace’s home on Waveland Ave.
Mom used to keep an album of her wedding
photos in a drawer on a lamp table in the living room
and I'd enjoy looking at it every so often
But in that September when mom and dad
married, there was a lot of uneasiness in the USA.
Hitler had attacked Poland; his war machine was
frightening. Most people in the USA wanted to stay
out of it. And there was plenty of sympathy for Hitler
especially among people with German and Italian
immigrant backgrounds.
“Was Schobert a Nazi?” I asked my dad.
“There was this Jewish woman who lived in
the building,” he said.
“What building?”
“The one that Schobert owned, where the
drugstore was. She called Schobert little Hitler. She
called him a Nazi. She argued with him. He would
get riled up and say the Jews should be eliminated.
He thought it was OK to take their property away.
He knew she was Jewish. She’d get really mad. But
Schobert didn’t mind her living in the building and
she kept coming back to get her prescriptions filled in
his store.”
I wrinkled my nose and said, “Oi.” My dad
looked at me quixotically. I did not attempt to
explain. But it was something my dad had always
said when I was a child, “oigevalt.” No one had any
notion of what it meant.
He said, “Well, once the USA entered the war
Schobert didn’t support Hitler anymore.”
So I said, “well, I’m glad he came to his
senses.”
1953
Stalin died in 1953. I was eleven. This is the
first global political event that has clearly stuck in my
memory. There was lots of excitement. Of course,
Gramma was excited, but so were Mom and Dad.
Outside, in the school, in Dad's drugstore,
everywhere people were talking about it and were
very happy. It seemed almost like a celebration.
Maybe the cold war would end and things would be
much better. In any case, that was the conclusion I
made from what I heard. Maybe Stalin had been
poisoned, maybe his doctor killed him. Maybe the
Russians would no longer be our enemies. There was
no one that I heard or saw who was unhappy about
Stalin's death.
Martha

When I was in fifth grade, I met Martha. She
wasn't in my class. She was a year younger and in
fourth grade. I was still staying at the school grounds
after school to swing on the swings, so Martha could

there was nothing I could do about it. Eleva Jean and
Martha were in the same class and I suppose they had
more in common in that sense than Martha and I did.
I tried to be friendly to Eleva Jean. But maybe she

This is fifth grade. I am sitting at the third desk from
left.
find me there. If she saw me on the swings, she'd
start to swing too and we'd see who could go higher.
It wasn't a conscious race; it was just noticing that the
other person was there. Neither of us won anyway.
We both got so high that the swing would start
bouncing at the top instead of calmly gliding into the
swing downwards. Not so long after our first
meeting she asked me to go home with her and I was
happy to.
Martha lived on Franklin Ave, as I did, but at
the end of the long block on the other side of Lake
Street. It was a huge white Victorian house, on the
corner with a front porch on two sides. They needed
a big house. Martha had three sisters and two
brothers. The house itself was rambling and
somewhat chaotic, but when I arrived there with
Martha all of her family seemed glad to see me.
Martha came from California. She sometimes talked
about it wistfully. But she was happy enough in our
town. I enjoyed going to her house because
everything was so much less stressful. It didn't
matter if toys were strewn in the living room. And it
didn't seem like Martha's mother made many
demands on her. She shared her bedroom with her
younger sister and when Martha and I played inside,
that's where we went. I wanted very much to be
Martha's best friend.
But Martha also had Eleva Jean. I was
insidiously jealous of her. I didn't want to admit it. I
thought that was an ignoble way to look at things, but

was jealous of me too. I don't know. In any case, she
usually ignored me. If I blatantly said, hi Eleva Jean,
to her, she did say hi, but nothing more. Martha had
to be a little torn between the two of us and she had
to maneuver. She didn't want to lose either of us as a
friend, but it was obvious that we couldn't be a
threesome. Nonetheless, I'd wait around after school
every day hoping that Martha would appear.
Sometimes she did but mostly she appeared with
Eleva Jean. I would watch with a sinking feeling in
my stomach. But sometimes Martha would see me
and she'd say good-bye to Eleva Jean and come over
to me. We'd either play at the school grounds or go
to Martha's house or sometimes to my house.
Sometimes I'd talk with Martha's older sisters
and brother when we'd come in and someone had
prepared a treat for us, coming home hungry from
school. They would be sitting at the table munching
away and we joined them. I don't think it was
Martha's mother who did that. Maybe it was
Martha's oldest sister Lynette. She seemed old and
wise being in high school as she was.
Martha and her family didn't go to church.
That seemed to place an obligation on me to witness
to them. By then I was well aware of it. At church
the minister and the Sunday School teacher was
impressing upon us how important that was. And
there were the evangelical meetings, and Bible school
in summer, and always there was that Christian
demand. You had to ask yourself, will there be any
stars in my crown. The stars were the persons you
had brought to Christ. But I had no idea how to bring

up the subject of whether the person I was talking to
was saved and somehow the question always seemed
hopelessly out of place. It was the same at Martha's
house. Like the time we were sitting at the table and
there was cake and milk for us, and Martha's big
brother was there with a cup of coffee. We teased him
about drinking coffee. “Have some”, he said. I tried
a sip, but it tasted awful.
One day the big kids started talking about
God. And Lynette who was the oldest suddenly
turned to me and said, “Do you believe in God?"
"Yes," I said. "I believe in God and in Jesus.
I'm a Christian. Are you?" Whew, I thought. I got it
out and it wasn't even a great effort and they were not
going to think I was babbling nonsense, because they
asked me. I felt elated. Some years later Lynette did
join the Presbyterian church, the same one my family
went to in River Forest, but I doubt it had anything to
do with that conversation.
After the discussion at Martha’s house I got
my Bible and put it on top of the radiator by my
bedside. I had a Bible with a red cover. I don't know
if it was really leather or just made to look like
leather. It had gold rimmed pages and interspersed
throughout were pictures illustrating some of the
stories. It had a bunch of maps in the back of
Biblical lands - Palestine, all the lands mentioned in
the Bible including Babylon and the Roman empire
where Paul made his missionary journeys. I’d gotten
it in Sunday school at graduation from the primary to
the junior department at Kimball Ave. Church. I
used this Bible for Bible drills at Sunday School and
at church meetings, so it was already a little worn. A
bible drill is a kind of contest in which the leader
calls out the location of a Bible verse, the book,
chapter and verse, like John 3:16. Everyone tries to
find it as fast as they can and of course it helps if
you've learned the books of the Bible for memory
which I had. When you have it you jump up and start
reading if you are the first. I was good at this and
often got to read the verses I'd found. This sort of
competition was fun. I wanted to win. And I did.
After mama tucked me in, I had to turn the
light out in ten minutes, I picked up the Bible and
opened it to the first page Genesis 1:1 "In the
beginning God created the heavens and the earth..."
I'd already learned this verse, so it wasn't new to me.
But now I was going to read the whole Bible through
from beginning to end, and there was no pressure to
learn anything. I read until my mother showed up at
the door again and said, "I told you to turn the light

out in ten minutes. Do you know what time it is
now?"
I said, "no." Perhaps I should have because I
had a little travel clock that I'd gotten for the trip to
California right next to my bed. But I was reading
the Bible, not looking at the clock.
"It's ten o'clock and you've been reading for
over an hour." She walked over toward my bed,
reached over my head and switched my light off in a
rather abrupt movement which was supposed to make
me think she was annoyed at me. It forced me to
close the Bible. Either I could wait for her to go into
her own room and go to bed, which she was
intending to do, since she had her nightgown on, then
I’d turn my light on again and continue reading, or I
could close down for the night. Reading on would be
disobeying her. But I wasn't convinced that was a
terribly bad sin, so sometimes I did turn the light on
again.
That summer I spent a week with Martha and
her family at their summer cottage on Lake Michigan
where we went swimming every day. It had for a
while given me a little assurance about our
friendship, but on the first day of school that fall, she
walked home with Eleva Jean and she did it the next
day too and then again and by then I was getting the
clue that that was how it was going to be. When I'd
left her summer house, we'd been the best of friends.
But now it was like I didn't exist.
Mr. Peepers
I don't know how long we had Mr. Peepers. I
don't think it was more than a year. Then one day I
came home from school and there was no dog in the
house. „Where's Mr. Peepers? “I yelled.
“He’s moved to a farm,” Mom said. “He’s
much happier there.”
“Why?” I said with astonishment. “He was
happy enough here.”
“He’s wasn’t very happy and neither was
Gramma. And you never wanted to take him for his
walk and neither did John. “It’s better for him on the
farm.”
“No!” I wailed in a burst of anger and
confusion. “No. Get him back. I want him back.”
My voice cracked at that and I ran out of the room.
This time throwing myself on my bed was not
enough consolation. I ran into John and Tim’s closet
which was filled with toys and junk and clothes that
hadn’t been put away, and blankets for winter all in a
massive jumble. I buried myself in that pile of stuff
and began to cry, racking dismal crying. I didn’t

even know why I felt so torn apart. I cried for hours
until I was too exhausted to cry more and then I
stayed there paralyzed and soggy.
Mama called for supper some hours later, but
I didn’t go. I did not want to see her or anyone else.
Why had they done this? Dad came in and looked at
me, as much of me as he could see which was not so
much, and certainly not my face which was hidden in
the junk, but I knew he was there. He said, "Come
and eat now, your food is getting cold."
I just growled and did not answer him, nor did
I move.
Later Mom came. "It’s getting very late," she
said. "Tim has to go to bed."
I said nothing.
"I didn’t realize you loved him so much," she
said lamely.
"Get him back then," I said.
"I can’t," said mama. "He is there now."
I began to cry again.
"Why didn’t you say so," Mama said.
I didn’t answer. But I thought, what was I supposed
to say? Why didn’t she ask me whether I wanted
them to take him away? Why did she do this behind
my back. How was I to guess she was going to do
this? Did she think I should have said, don’t give my
dog to the farm? So, my dismay at losing the dog
was mixed with anger at my mother. I did believe,
however, that she was telling the truth when she said
the dog was at a farm. Yet, subliminally, I knew
somehow that the reason she could not get the dog
back was because it was dead.
Vacations 1953 - 1958
When Tim was three, he was old enough to
travel. Before that there'd been Winona Lake. Now
my parents thought we should see the USA. Actually,
I'm not sure what their motivation was, but for me it
was wonderful. And I think they really liked to travel.
Mom had been accustomed to travelling West since
childhood. For Dad it was relatively new, but he was
curious to see the country. There were times when I
thought my life was rather boring. But there were the
holidays which were an escapade that overshadowed
imagination. And there was traveling. Why was it
that going away from home was so engrossing for
me? When I think back on all these vacations, I don't
really remember much of what actually happened.
Aside from seeing beautiful or historic places, not
much probably did happen. Perhaps this divorce from
the usual and the movement through space and time

was mesmerizing in itself. What I do remember is
Mom waking us up a 5 AM. It was dark and of
course, we were never up at that time otherwise,
eating breakfast, eggs, bacon and toast in the dark,
packing the car with our suitcases while the sky
began to get gray. We had to be moving before rush
hour traffic began and be out in the countryside by
daylight. When we got tired of just sitting in the car,
there were plenty of car games, not only finding
Burma Shave signs which was great fun, but also
collecting state licenses on cars, or being the first to
find certain objects in the landscape. A large portion
of vacation time was spent doing this. And then when
that got boring, we sang gospel songs and hymns at
the top of our lungs. When we were hungry, we had
to find a restaurant that didn't serve beer and at night
a motel. In the very beginning there weren't many
motels and we stayed in a hotel, but motels became
popular fast at that time.
I had a camera, my first one, a Brownie box
camera and most of the vacation photos which are
here were taken by me. Color film existed and I used
it because the colored photos were so cool. But now
after sixty some odd years they are faded mostly to
one color. I've tried with photo shop to wheedle a
little more color out of them, but it's not very
successful. The black and white photos are still
generally in excellent condition. John also got a
camera, perhaps a year or two later and some of the
photos are his. I think our first trip was to
Pennsylvania. That was a church event and the
Pastor's wife Mrs. Obetz and Gramma were with us,
but Dad wasn't. My mom drove our car. Mom had
taken driving lessons and was the first to get a
driver’s license. She taught Dad to drive. What I
remember most about that trip was that at some point
a car crashed into us from the back and Gramma and
Mrs. Obetz got sprained necks. It wasn't too serious
though.
Colorado and Black Hills Summer 1953
This vacation to Colorado Springs was mainly
because that's where Mom’s best friend from High
School Helen Jane lived there and Mom wanted to
see her again. Her husband Sam worked in the big
cave where the US military was producing secret
weapons. They had two children, besides Mary there
was Billy.

We drove through the Badlands of South

Badlands – this photo had lost all its color. I messed
with it some with photoshop with little success

Mt. Rushmore
Dakota to the Tetons and visited Mount Rushmore
which was completed in 1941, so in 1953 it was still
pretty new. The Badlands were in their way fantastic.
The colors were overwhelming, but the photo has lost
the reds, maroons, yellows, and tans. It was summer

My Dad is filming us with his newest toy a movie
camera. Dad was actually quite a camera fan and
when a new type camera came out he got one with
the new technologies.

and also very hot with the sun blazing down and so
dry and. barren. I think we were glad to reach the
Tetons with jagged mountains and cooling trees.
We stayed in Colorado Springs a while with
Helen Jane’s family and one day went into the Rocky
Mountains with them on a picnic.

Here we are having a picnic in the mountains with
the Mummerys. On the right is Sam, next to him Billy,
Helen Jane and Mary. Mom is between HJ and Billy.
Probably John at the end.
At one point we drove to the top of Pike's
Peak. What I remember specifically about that was a
girl perhaps about 12 who started running down the
mountain. She went faster and faster as gravity pulled
her down and she couldn't stop. Suddenly she
stumbled and started rolling over the rocks and by the
time she finally came to rest she was covered with
blood. For me it was a lesson, do not run down
mountains.
Aunt Bertha and Uncle Elmer in Omro Wisconsin
1953 and again 1954

Here I am with some geese. I think there are turkeys
in the cages.
Aunt Bertha and Uncle Elmer were dad's aunt
and uncle and they had a farm. The Klotz and
Maronn (Dad’s mom was a Maronn) families had
owned land in Wisconsin since the 19th century. Dad
had gone there to spend summers with his
grandparents since he was a child. During our
childhood we only had a connection to Aunt Bertha,
Uncle Elmer and their daughter Dolly and her
husband Danny who lived in Omro. At that time
Dolly and Danny were still young and had no
children. I understood why my dad loved this place. I
did too.

My photo of my beloved goats.
The farm was not big. There were goats,
chickens, turkeys, ducks and geese plus a big
vegetable Garden. The goats provided milk and also
meat. Aunt Bertha said goat milk is very healthy and
could prevent poison ivy if the goats had eaten
poison ivy. Dad agreed and said he'd played in poison
ivy as a child and nothing happened. I liked the baby
goats. That some of them would eventually be meat I
simply ignored. I went into the stall and laid down
with them and hugged them which they didn't seem

to mind.

Smokey Mts. And Devines spring 1954
It was an advantage having family and friends
living all over the US. This spring vacation we went
to Kentucky and Tennessee. Mom's cousin George
Devine and his wife June lived in Tennessee. They
had an old farmhouse with a small farm near
Knoxville. It had belonged to Admiral David
Farragut, who had fought in the Civil War on the
Union side, although he was from Tennessee. George
and June had both once played bassoon in the
Chicago symphony. George got a job as conductor
for the symphony in Knoxville and that's why they

The farmhouse with Tim, Mom, Aunt Bertha and
Gramma, 1954.
I had raggedy Ann and raggedy Andy dolls at
that time and would make up stories with them which
involved the stairway up to the second floor. I don't
remember how though, except that they had to fall
down the stairs, maybe something like Alice falling
through the rabbit hole

Uncle Elmer and Dad picking vegetables for our
dinner 1954
One morning Dolly and Danny arrived early,
before we'd eaten breakfast. How would you like to
come to town with us? they asked John and me. Of
course, we thought it was a great idea.
“What about breakfast”, Mom said.
But Dolly said, “we'll take care of that.” So,
we drove in the pick-up truck to town. Danny did his
errands and then we went to a restaurant, or at least a
place where you could get food, it had a soda counter
where we sat down. I ordered a milkshake. It was
very big and filled me up. I was delighted to be
allowed to have a breakfast like this which Mom
never would have agreed to.

Admiral David Farragut house where the Devines
lived. John is standing there with his camera.
moved there. He was a very intellectual man as well
as being a musician, which was impressive, I
thought.
However, he considered my parents to be
nonintellectual and I think he somewhat looked down
on them. He must have supposed us kids were like
our parents, thus when he much latter read about me
and Rudi Dutschke, he was very surprised. My
Wheaton College friend Harriet Simmons had met
him and knew him at that time, so through Harriet he
was able to contact me. He was very skeptical about
my politics, but we started a conversation by mail.

June had died by then and he was living in a
monastery.

June Devine with her cow in Knoxville
From the Devines we went on to the Smokey
Mts. and visited this pioneer village. The only thing I
otherwise remember about this trip is that we went to
see a Nuclear Reactor at Oak Ridge. At that time
there were not many Nuclear Reactors and for us the
whole concept was very new. We had no idea how
dangerous they could be. I don’t have a photo of Oak
Ridge where the first US nuclear plant was built, but
Norris Dam was built not only for electricity but also
probably to improve the infrastructure for the nearby
nuclear plant.
Mom at Laurel Falls

John and I at Laurel Falls

Aqueduct at Pioneer Village John, Tim, me and Mom

Mom and Dad in the Pigpen at Pioneer Village

me how the countryside changed. First, of course,
Illinois with its endless cornfields. The Mississippi
was always worth a bit of astonishment at its
hugeness. Iowa was still corn and so was the
beginning of Nebraska. But then things began to
change. That was when my heart quickened, because
I could imagine that the mountains would show up on
the horizon in not such a long time. When I’d gone
on the train, I’d missed that because it was at night.
There wasn't much corn any more, instead, the
countryside which had been pretty flat up to the
middle of Nebraska was kind of rutted and the small
hills were covered with long grass. That was a sign
that we’d soon be in Colorado. And then it was, who
spotted the mountains first. Maybe at first, it was just
clouds. But then it became obvious, that gray strip on
the horizon was the Rockies. And as we drove the
strip widened and widened. And finally, the foothills
arrived and then in front of us the mountains.
This time we drove through Wyoming to
Yellowstone Park with its bubbling mud and
exploding geysers was fascinating, one of the places
that remains quite distinct in my memory, especially
because it was rather scary walking on the wooden
plank paths that wove through the hot pools which
were only a few feet away. Falling in would mean
being cooked to death.

Norris Dam
California July, 1954
Aunt Jean got a new teaching job in Ukiah.
Uncle George got a job there too, but I don't know
what he did. I'm sure they earned more because they
bought a nice little bungalow, that was a real house.
That is where our whole family went to visit them
and there was room for all of us. It was the first time
driving all the way from Chicago to Ukiah. It took a
number of days. There was a northern route through
Nebraska and a southern route through New Mexico
and we drove both of them, but we did the Nebraska
route more often. Mom still had relatives in Nebraska
and once we stopped to visit them. This is rather
Devil’s Tower in Wyoming. This rock formation
vague in my memory. I think it was one of the Oggs
seemed to emerge from a fairly flat plain. It was
(grandpa's sister Louise's son Will Ogg). That was the strange almost like an alien landing platform.
only time I ever saw them.
But a word about the trip because it fascinated

Boiling mud pots in Yellowstone Park.

Old Faithful, of course it was the high point of the
visit to Yellowstone and we waited patiently for it to
go off.
Then it was on to California. We made stops in Idaho
and Nevada to see sights, mostly national parks with
mountain scenery and deserts. But in Nevada

Morning Glory: Unfortunately, the startlingly bright
blue color of this boiling hot spring has disappeared.
It had turned yellow. I tried to get a little blue back.

John Dad and Mom at Hot Rock. That's what the
sign says. I don't remember it
we went to a ghost town of which there were several,
as remnants of the Gold Rush 100 years earlier.
Finally, we reached Ukiah to visit Aunt Jean and
Uncle George.

Virginia City - Ghost town in Nevada

On a trip to Lassen Peak we drove past these snow
banks which were even higher than in this photo. It
was obviously very warm. John, Aunt Jean, Mom
. Lake Erie August, 1954
This trip was to a different Christian
Conference grounds on the shore of Lake Erie that
we hadn’t been to before.. At that time the lake was
not so polluted and we could swim there. The
conference grounds bounded on the Lake. Other
people from Kimball were also there. The conference
itself was for Mom. Dad was not along on this trip as
he had to work. He took vacations from the pharmacy
only for the school Spring break and in Summer.

Uncle George and Aunt Jean in their living room.

Me, I think it’s in California

Mom and Tim on the beach at Lake Erie Christian
Conference. I think it was possible to swim in Lake
Erie at that time. Later it became so polluted that it
began to burn.

My dad did however, go to church
conferences as he was some kind delegate from
Kimball church, so I remember several times when
we went along. The Evangelical Congregational
denomination was small. There were, I think only 3
of them in Illinois and the others were in
Pennsylvania where we also went at least once.

senses. Everything stood out in sharp relief.

Jefferson Memorial in Washington D.C

This is Marilyn Unruh. Marilyn Unruh was at the
Lake Erie Conference with her family. She went to
Kimball Church and her parents were old friends of
my mom and Dad. She was a bit older than I and I
don't think we had that much in common, other than
that we played in the breaks between Sunday School
and church and after church. I remember perhaps
one visit to her house. But still she was a friend that I
had for myself and I didn't feel the same kind of
loneliness at church as I did in school.
Spring Vacation 1955 to the East Coast
We were not only learning about US history
but also seeing where it happened which I found very
exciting. By this time, I had certainly absorbed
various aspects of the American myth and seeing
these places made it seem real.
We saw all the famous buildings in
Washington D.C., went inside the White House
which was a strange feeling. And the memorials to
Jefferson and Lincoln did evoke patriotic feeling.
Being there as a child definitely creates an identity
with the history of the USA. There are not yet any
critical questions, certainly not provoked from my
family. I just thought it is so cool to be here. I
remember the day we went to Williamsburg which
was the original colonial town which had been
renovated as a tourist attraction. It was a gorgeous
spring day, blue sky, no clouds and the air so pure
and sparkling that colonial buildings blasted the

This photo of Dad, me and John was taken by a street
photographer in front of the White House. John and I
with our cameras. We went into the White House and
saw the part that was open to tourists. The President
at the time was Dwight D. Eisenhower who was not
available to meet us when we were there, and
probably never was.

The white house as we were on the way in.

Kitchen with a woman representing a slave making
food at George Wythe house.
Mount Vernon

Governor’s Mansion and Capitol in Williamsburg

The apothecary in Williamsburg. When I saw it I
thought I must get Dad to pretend he is the
pharmacist in this apothecary from the 17th century.
He agreed to stand behind the counter so I could take
the photo and I felt very clever having accomplished
it.
Iwo Jima the memorial to soldiers in WWII. It was
only 10 years after the war had ended. It still seemed

very relevant.
Guard at the Arlington Va. cemetery

what we did on these trips other than the sights; this

This is on the Gaspe peninsula. I was astonished that
farmers still used horses to pull their wagons,
harvesting hay.
John, me and Tim on a cannon at Gettysburg
New England summer 1955
On this trip we drove through Canada. It was
probably a new country for me at the time. We went
the Toronto way and then along the St. Lawrence up
to the Gaspe peninsula. Then down through New
England where again it was historical places that we
visited On this trip I kept a diary in which I kept track
of mileage, where we ate and slept and many other
things, including a day to day account of what we
did. I also drew a couple pictures of what I saw.
Because this is the earliest evidence that I still have
of what I wrote and drew, I will include copies of
account perhaps indicates why. About half of it is
some of it. On the whole I don’t remember much of
devoted to eating breakfast, lunch and dinner and

going to bed. What happens in between is seeing

could split the photo and do each part separately.

Pages show French words, mileage and famous
buildings
sights
which pretty much can be enumerated. So it is
interesting that I thought the important things were
the mileage and where we ate and slept and what
buildings or parks we visited. However, this list of
French words also shows that I was getting a broader
view of the world and wanted in some way to
penetrate it.
What I actually remember is drawing the
picture of Pierce; the event with the horses peering in
the window which we all thought was terribly funny,
and I was very much taken by Plymouth village
where people dressed in costumes of the 1600’s acted
out the daily life of people at that time and place. I
thought the idea was great. It made history seem real.
There were also Indians there, real Native Americans
descendants of the people who had been there when
the Pilgrims arrived.

My drawing of Pierced Rock.
Instead of describing more of this trip, some of which
I do not remember, I will quote excepts from the
diary.
Aug.1 At 3:45 we stopped for drinks in Hamilton
Ont. It was so hot probably 95 degrees that we were
nearly dying. We ate at 7:00. We decided to take the
scenic route 33. At first it was very pretty. We got on
a ferry and it was so romantic with the moon shining
on the water. Then we started to look for a motel.
There were none. Finally, we found a tiny cabin. We
couldn’t walk around until each person got up. It was
12:30.
Aug. 2 This morning when we woke, we saw three
faces peering in the window at us. They were horses
and they watched all through our morning
chores…When we got to Quebec, we got a tour. First,
we visited a beautiful Catholic church. We saw the
governor’s house then we saw a Mountie. Took his
picture. We entered the wall built around Quebec. It
was like a maze of stone walls. We saw the famous
Chateau, then we went down the narrowest street.
Their sic! were many children. When we got to the
end, they sang French songs and we had to give them
money…We ate, then got a nice motel. John and I
gave a play Doctor and Dentist…
Aug 5. Mama and I woke up sick. We ate a slight
breakfast. It was cloudy so we didn’t take to many
pictures. We ate lunch in Gaspe, but there was
nothing there to see so we went on to Perce. We got a
motel about 3:30. Daddy, John and I got tickets for a
boat ride. The boat was small and when a wave came,
we went. We got real close to Pierced Rock. We
passed near Bird Island, there were millions of birds,
four different kinds, Sea Gulls, Gannets 18,000 pairs,

Photo of Pierced Rock which has turned red.
The photos have all turned dark pink and it
was impossible to get the color back. It only worked
for the farmer and horse drawn wagon because I

Kittiwinks and Corondors. We ate supper then we
pictures.
looked at souvenir shops.
Aug. 6 Right after we got up, we took a hike down to
the beach. The tide was low so we walked to Perce
Rock. We got really close about 2 ft. from a big grey
bird. Perce rock was huge at such a close angle…
Aug. 7 Ate breakfast in New Brunswick. It was
raining all day. Got into the U.S. at 9:00. We stopped
for Sunday School in Presque Isle. It was a Baptist
church. Ate lunch.

Old Man of the Mountain, which no longer exists, a
storm broke it. But it’s also too small to see in this
photo, though I am visible.
Aug. 9 …We ate lunch. Then we went to Lost River.
It is a place where the river goes behind rocks and
hides itself. We went through five caves; the first one
was easy. The second one, Dungeon Lemon squeezer,
had a tight squeeze. It was lit by candles. The third
had a pole. If you could pass between the pole and
Tramway in New Hampshire
the wall, very narrow, then you could fit through the
Aug. 8 we ate lunch at a nice place, then we headed
for Mt. Wash. We went down a narrow dirt road. We cave, Sandwich. The next one was fairly simple. The
fifth one was the Hall of Silence. If you made any
came to the cog railway. It was too crowded so we
didn’t go on it. We headed for the tramway. Although noise the walls would fall down. The last one the
Cave of Lost Souls had a story*. We went in
we had to wait about 40 min. We went up. It was
higher from the ground than a ski lift. We walked
around on top along the rim trail. We came down
again. I got an open window. We got shivers on the
bumps. It was a long way to the bottom but fun. Then
we got a motel.
Then we headed for Old Man of the Mountains. He

Lost River is also in New Hampshire.
was very mannish but a bit to far away for good

Statue of Massasoit who helped the Pilgrims
the Devil’s kitchen and saw where the people where

sic! trapped. Hanging from the ceiling was the devil’s
razor blade. We went into the devil’s stove and so we
wouldn’t get burned up, we escaped through the
chimney. It was a steep climb up…
Aug. 11, We found a place to eat then we headed
right down to Plymouth. We followed part of the
Historic Trail a saw a huge statue of ?. Then we
climbed to the top of a hill. We saw a statue of
Massasoit and a memorial showing all the names of
the Pilgrims who died the first year. There were 47.
Then we went to Plymouth Rock and heard a lecture.

Recreated Plymouth house as Pilgrims would have
built it.
restaurant named Susan. When Daddy walked out he
said, “Goodby Susan.” Susan said, Good by Mickey
Plymouth Rock
Mouse. We saw Susan twice the next day. Once she
The Pilgrims first landed at Cape Cod but the soil
was up on a hill, daddy was near the bottom. She was
was too sandy so they sent out exploring parties to
yelling at the top of her lungs “Hi Mickey Mouse.”
find a better place. One party found Plymouth
Rock…In 1920 the canopy was built. About 75 years On Aug. 8 Daddy sat on the bed. We heard a loud
bang. The bed broke. Haha.
ago the letters 1620 were carved in..
Historical and Geological Facts
Then we visited a replica of a Pilgrim home 1620.
On bird island the birds leave for the Gulf of Mexico
The buildings had figures normal size in Pilgrim
in Oct. because the ocean freezes over. They come
dress to make it interesting…
back in April.
*Story of the Cave of Lost Souls
The Flume Gorge was formed by the water
One day 9 years ago a guide was taking a group of
about 25 people into devils cave. As they walked into continuously passing over it. At one time there was a
a room the last person stimbled and fell. He knocked boulder over the top. Floods in 1883 washed it away.
Two years before the Pilgrims came a plague wacked
down a huge boulder, locking the people into the
out many Indians. Before the plague there was ?
room. Soon this sad happening got around to high
Indians. Afterwards there was only 5000. The
officials. They studied the problem diligently. Their
Pilgrims ate the food which the Indians stored. This
conclusion was dynamite or leaving them there.
Finally they decided that if they dynamited, it would was the only way in which the Pilgrims survived and
even so of the 102 which landed only 47 were left at
spoil the whole valley. So the people were left there
the end of the winter.
and starved. That is how Devils Cave became The
Well, that is enough of the diary. I think you
Cave of Lost Souls.
get the idea. It is perhaps interesting to note what I
Favorites
thought was important at that time.
Perce Rock and the boat ride past the rock, Flume
Florida to Corrigans Spring 1956
Gorge, Tramway and Lost River…
I did not write any more diaries for our family
John’s page
trips
after
the New England vacation.
He was a big pest nearly the whole time, although he
A spring vacation in Florida seemed like a
was willing to sleep on the floor.
Daddy’s page
Daddy didn’t sleep well the first night because the
pillow was to hard. There was a little girl in the

sea sick.

Dad, me, Billy and Ron Corrigan and John. I did not
catch any of these edible fish. And all of us got a
chance to throw up into the sea.
very good idea after a cold winter in Chicago. Our
neighbors the Corrigans had moved to Florida
because Mr. Corrigan got a job at the Kennedy Space
Center at Cape Canaveral. They lived near the sea
and aside from touring the Space Center the
Corrigans thought taking a fishing tour into the
Atlantic would be a nice experience. Most of us
eventually got seasick. The boat was not big and the
waves tossed it around. But together we did catch
some fish. I made an attempt, but all that ever

This is Sea World where we saw a dolphin show
grabbed my line were Puff fish. It was sort of
exciting to catch a fish, but disappointing that we
couldn’t eat it. They would puff up like a balloon and
were totally inedible. But mostly I remember being

This is the fishing boat that brought us pretty far out
into the Atlantic Ocean.
During this trip we also went to Sea World
and to a place I think it is Silver Springs, where there
were tours in boats with glass bottoms so you could
see the fish and fantastic underwater flora. This was
fascinating and beautiful.
Drive around Lake Michigan Summer 1956
On the trip around Lake Michigan, we drove
most of the way, but also took a ship across Lake
Michigan, probably from Wisconsin to Michigan.

This is on the ship going over Lake Michigan.
We also reached the shore of Lake Superior.
What I mostly remember about this trip is the ferry
ride across Lake Michigan, actually it was quite a
large ship for Lake Michigan which you can kind of

tell in the photo.

In this photo swimming in Lake Michigan, in which
the color had mostly disappeared, John probably
Mom, Dad and Tim. I took the photo.
Vacation 1957
I don’t have any direct evidence of what we did in
1957 and I don’t know why. In my photo album that I
had been keeping up to date since 1951 I apparently
didn’t have time to do it. Without photos, letters, or
diaries it’s almost as if experiences just dissolve.
There are photos with no dates and no explanations.
But I do remember vacations for which I apparently
have no dates. Or at least I remember going to
several places. One of them was Springfield, the
capitol of Illinois and there is a photo of that without
a date. I would surmise that this vacation took place
during the spring holiday.

Mark Twain’s House in Hannibal, Missouri
During that vacation we also went to New Salem to
see where Abraham Lincoln lived as a young man.

We also visited the house where he lived in
Springfield. Oddly what I remember about that place
was the sort of musty smell of ancientness. It may
have been on this trip that we went to the home of
Mark Twain which is located in Hannibal, Missouri.
Since Hannibal is between Springfield and the
Ozarks, it is likely it was the same trip that took us to
the Ozarks. What I remember about the Ozarks

Capitol of Illinois in Springfield.
is a house that we visited which was like a botanical
conservatory with all kinds of trees and plants
growing inside the house and the furniture and living
space was located between them.
In summer of that year we may not have gone
anywhere. But it could be that it was the year that
both Aunt Jean came to visit us and also Aunt
Dorothy and Uncle Cliff came to visit. Maybe that’s
why we stayed home that summer, but I don’t
remember. It is strange how photos in which the date
and place are indicated can bring back at least the
vestige of a memory.
California summer 1958
But in 1958 there is evidence. By then I was
16 years old and in High School. There was suddenly
a lot more cacophony invading my life that was
turning things topsy turvy, so the family vacations
were losing their sheen. The trip to California that
summer was the last I took with my family. We drove
the southern route on this trip, at least one way.
One stop along the way was at the Grand
Canyon. Dad and I decided to go down to the bottom
on mule back. Since Mom, John and Tim aren't in the
photo, I guess they stayed at the top. I remember this
mule ride. It was scary. The mule kept wanting to eat
grass that was growing over the edge. He would lean

down and reach over. I would hang onto the saddle
horn for dear life and hope I didn’t slide off over his
head and fall thousands of feet to the bottom of the
canyon, broken into many pieces. But getting to the
bottom safely and seeing the river winding through
the steep reddish walls was worth it.

Tim somewhere in the Southwest.

Not sure where this was, but obviously I was
fascinated by this plant which did not grow in
Illinois.

In New Mexico we went to an Indian Reservation
where Native Americans performed dances for
tourists. It was interesting for me, but I still had a
picture of native Americans from a pioneer
perspective and their existing situation was limited to
productions for tourists, as well as the souvenirs they
sold.

Here we are on our mules ready to head down into
the canyon. Good they took the photo while everyone
was still alive. Actually, everyone did survive. I am
the second person after the cowboy, Dad is fourth
from the end.

something different to do, new places to see. If the
driving, especially when it was very hot (and we had
no air-conditioning in those days) could get boring
and we kids could get grumpy, it didn't last long I
loved to travel. It was like setting out into the
unknown, even though the adventures were almost
like canned beans. No heroics ever happened. But it
was a constant visual bombardment of impressions
and that was enough input for me in those days,
because there was always something new.
But what was my life like when we weren’t
travelling? These trips were most certainly the high
points of my life in those years, even though I
remember almost nothing except seeing famous
places. I hardly remember specific incidents that
involve other people or interesting events other than
learning about what had happened at these places,
monuments, buildings, memorials, objects related to
Photo of the Grand Canyon which I took at that time. these events. The trips were basically simply history
We did take several more local trips which I
and geography lessons and I surely profited from
have no photos of and don’t know when they
them for that.
occurred.
We went to Starved Rock several times. It
wasn't that far away a couple hours’ drive, and we
didn’t stay overnight. It's sandstone promontory and
caves were different from the typical Illinois corn
growing countryside. Turkey Run in Indiana was
quite similar, the same kind of sandstone cliffs and
caves, but it was somewhat further away than Starved
Rock and I’m quite sure we did stay there overnight.
There was one more vacation which I
remember with some ambivalence. It was a camp
where I was separated from my family. I think it was
between 7th and 8th grade, and it was a church camp
in Wisconsin. It was not from our church and I don’t
remember how my family found it. I remembered
well how I'd hated camp in Winona Lake and I'm not
sure why I accepted this experiment. Perhaps I
thought I was brave enough or wanted to test myself.
In any case, I stayed the whole time, probably two
weeks without breaking down. I'm quite sure I didn't
cry at night either. In fact, I vaguely remember
having a kind of friend there. I don't remember it as
being something joyous, more like proving
something to myself.
In the years between 1953 and 1958 we
managed to visit every state in the US except North
Dakota, Washington, Alaska and Hawaii. We drove to
all of these places. What did it all mean for me? What
did it do for my soul? I don't know. Perhaps it saved
me from myself. It was exciting every time,

That was the Vacation Diversion. Now the Rest of
my Life in the years 1954 - 1958
It’s not like the rest of the time in those years
was boring. I was seldom bored because I entertained
myself. I read constantly, mostly adventure or
historical books about famous Americans geared to
kids. Nothing critical ever. I don’t imagine such
things existed for kids. When I wasn’t reading or in
school, I made things. I also played with John,
although we also fought regularly, and I played with
the neighbor kids. School remained easy for me. I
always completed the work in every subject quickly
and usually got all or almost all questions on tests
correct. I did it, but I don’t remember anything really
grabbing my interest. It’s like it just rolled off. None
of the teachers inspired me either. They were all older
women. I suppose they told my parents at
conferences, that I was a good student and there were
no problems. We didn’t have grades, not until 7th
grade. So I really had no idea how well I was doing
in school. In a way, that’s odd but I’d actually
sometimes be a little worried and wonder if I’d pass
to the next grade. They gave us IQ tests. Perhaps the
parents got the results, but I don’t know. We didn’t. I
didn’t even concern myself with it. It didn’t matter to
me. Whatever I wanted to do, read or make
something, I could, and I always accomplished it to
my own satisfaction. Thus, I guess for the most part I
was well-contained within myself. I didn’t doubt that
I could eventually accomplish what I wanted to. I
didn’t feel like I had barriers blocking me. And that
was one thing I think my parents did right. They
never made me feel that a girl could not do anything
she wanted, or not accomplish anything that a boy
could. But in 1954 I was 12 years old and the future
was just an endless nothing. I didn’t yet have a
concept of what I wanted to do.
A Bad Christmas 1954
The bad Christmas happened because Mom
decided we shouldn’t just think of ourselves at
Christmas time. It was a noble thought and we all
agreed. So she decided to find a missionary family
on furlough that had no place to go and needed a nice
place to celebrate Christmas. This was going to be
quite exciting. We got a family that had 5 children.
They were all quite young, younger than I. Their
names were Charles, Carl, Charlotte, Karla and
Caroline. I looked at those names and thought that is
very strange; they are basically all the same name.
We went out to buy a nice article of clothing
and a toy for each of them, so that made a lot of

presents under the Christmas tree. Mom and
Gramma made a huge effort to prepare a Christmas
feast. They got a goose and potatoes, squash,
cranberry sauce and stuffing, peas and corn, pumpkin
pie for desert and for appetizers before the meal
began, soda with orange sherbet. I helped to set the
table and John did too. We were all very excited
waiting for them to come.
The time passed and we got more and more
nervous. It was late and they weren’t there. We
began to fear all the work had been for nothing, what
if they didn’t come? What would we do with all the
stuff? It was a snowy day, and I guess it was the
snowy streets that slowed them down. They did
come finally: A rather gruff man who led his family
into our house, a timid woman and a stream of
children who were shy at first, staring at us, not sure
what to think of this.
My mother got the grape juice sherbet drinks
out to make everyone feel at home, and that seemed
to work. The children started looking around, then
running around after they’d had their drink. I tried to
engage them in some kind of game while mom and
Gramma finished everything in the kitchen and got it
ready to serve. Then everyone took their places at
the table. The food was brought out, my dad carved
the goose, the platters were being passed around.
Then my mother thought she should offer something
to drink. Yes, everyone needed their glasses filled, so
my mother went in the kitchen and brought out the
grape juice, she’d gotten especially for this occasion.
It wasn’t Welch’s from a can. Oh no, it was some
luxury grape juice in bottles that looked like wine
bottles. The missionary’s wife stared at bottle. I
could see her staring at it as if a monster had entered
the room and was moving around on my mother’s
hand. My mother was about to pour some in the
missionary’s glass. “Oh no,” his wife shouted
horrified. “No, we can’t drink that?”
My mother hopped back in shock, almost
dropping the bottle. She seemed on the verge of
fleeing, not having any idea what she’d done wrong.
She’d wanted so much to have this be a success. I
could tell that. Some kind of sound escaped from her
mouth. Maybe it was a word, like, “why?” or
“what’s the matter?” But it wasn’t clear.
“It’s wine,” the missionary’s wife said.
“No, no,” my mother said. “No, we don’t
drink wine. It’s grape juice. See.” She held the
bottle up so the label could be read easily.
The missionary’s wife was shaking her head,

not looking at the label at all, still with a horrified
look on her face. The rest of us were sitting there
more or less paralyzed with our mouths agape, seeing
this disaster unfold, finding it incomprehensible. I
knew that fancy grape juice had cost a lot of money.
It was supposed to be a sign of generosity and caring
or something like that. Instead it had turned into an
invasion of the devil into our dining room,
blackening our joyous Christmas celebration. I felt
my own face burning with shame. I knew my mother
was cringing inside. What a blunder. How could
she have made such a mistake? I stared at the
offending bottle and thought it does look like a wine
bottle. She should have noticed that.
My dad got up and took the glass that already
had some of the juice in it away. My mom took the
bottle and went into the kitchen behind my dad. She
set the bottle down in the kitchen and emptied the
glass, washed it and dried it. They got a pitcher and
filled it with water then went back into the dining
room and took their places. But the atmosphere was
tense. It stayed that way. Even the delicious meal,
the desert, then opening the Christmas gifts under the
tree, the children’s pleasure, all of it didn’t obliterate
the dismay that had settled over us. When the gifts
were all opened, they said it was time to go. Mom
and Dad said nothing. But I think everyone breathed
a sigh of relief.
Anne Frank
There was the day I heard someone say, Hotzi
totzi I'm a Nazi. I don't remember who it was, but
my mother was there, maybe it was her. So I said,
"what does that mean?"
"What?" she said.
"Hotzi totzi, I'm a Nazi."
She looked at me in surprise. I think she
either hadn't really listened to the words, or wasn't
letting them sink in. But in fact, I knew what it
meant. I knew we'd fought the Nazis in World War
II, and I knew they had done horrible things.
"The Nazis were bad," my mother said then.
"No one should say things like that. But there aren't
any Nazis here." That's the way she dismissed it.
It was all she was going to say, but it wasn't the end
of my thinking about it. It was at that time that the
Diary of Anne Frank appeared and I got it from the
library. As I read it, the war that had appeared to me
to be nothing more than droves of airplanes shitting
bombs on the Japs, as they were called then, turned
into something personal. There was an emotional
connection as there always was when I read a book.

Anne Frank was a girl my age. The horror of what
the Nazis had done to Jews opened up before me.
War was so abstract. We'd never experienced one.
And those movies on TV never showed real people.
It was just airplanes and bombs and explosions

Summer 1954: neighbor Carol, me, Tim, John in
front of our house.
and if you saw a city it was from the view of an
airplane so it didn't look real. You never saw anyone
dying. But the story of a child who had been
snatched out of her home by these evil men dressed
in uniforms, cruel people with guns, who herded
children into box cars and brought them to
concentration camps where they were slaughtered,
was incomprehensibly horrible, but it was true and
when I thought more about it, I realized I had
actually been alive when all of this had happened. It
was mind-boggling. The fact that it had happened in
Germany did not mean more to me than if had been
in Swaziland or England or anywhere else. Although
I knew I had distant ancestors who had been born in
Germany, I hadn't known these ancestors and they
had come to the United States long before I or my
parents had been born. I had no emotional
connection to Germany. I was American and

Sixth grade: I am in the back row near the middle.
The girl on the left in front is Marianne Murphy. She
lived on Franklin next to the school and sometimes I
played with her after school.
Germany was as foreign as Japan or Russia.
What I did begin thinking about though was
what if this had happened in the USA? Or what if I
had been in Germany when this happened? Either
way, what if I had seen the evil soldiers taking away
a child I knew? What would I have done? Could I
have done anything? Could I have saved this child?
Hidden her. In these reflections I seldom imagined
that I would be the child that was taken away. I was
always the one that had to make the decision. If I
tried to save that endangered child, they might take
me too. Would I be brave enough? Could I do it?
And I knew that I had the moral obligation to do it.
But then I'd think, it's so easy to be here where these
things don't happen and I don't have to decide. But if
I were threatened with death, would I help? And I
wasn't absolutely certain, but I knew that I would
want to save the children. This was not a consoling
thought. Somehow, I realized, though through a
glass darkly, that I was dealing with a moral
dilemma.
Pre-teen 1954
Near the beginning of the new school year all
the children in the class were informed that dancing

classes would be available for us. This was not a
school class, and no one was forced to participate. It
was at a private dancing school. However, it was
apparently arranged with the school, so all the kids
would be together if they wanted to go. I got the note
along with everyone else and read it. The notion of
going to a dancing class and having to learn to dance
with a boy, having him put his sweaty hands on me,
and me putting my hands on him, not only seemed
yucky to me, but it was one of the many sins that we
had to avoid since dancing definitely could lead to
perdition, swirling off the straight and narrow path.
But in my mind the fact that I knew it was sinful had
become commingled with the idea that I wouldn't
want to do it anyway. The sinful things had become
internalized and transformed into something
intrinsically unpleasant.
But there were other things to do, so it wasn't
anything that I felt I was missing out on, not going to
dancing lessons, even though everyone else in the
class did. Or maybe some of them didn't for all I
know. But most did because I'd hear them talk about
it occasionally.
I did, however, take various courses outside of
school over these years besides the flute lessons which
were actually in school, but I don’t remember exactly
when they all were. They did keep me busy, and I
enjoyed them, all except the swimming lessons. Mom

thought I needed to know how to swim and I couldn’t
really argue against it. But the only place where this
was possible was somewhere in Chicago quite far
from our house. I didn’t like it. But I did learn how to
swim, at least. In school girls learned to sew and cook,
and boy had woodworking. I liked the sewing part, but
aside from the possibility of getting something eat, I
wasn’t so enthused about cooking. I figured
woodworking would be more interesting. And during
one summer the school actually did offer
woodworking for anyone. So, I took that course. I
made a flower pot holder that you could hang on the
wall. In addition to sewing in school in which we made
an apron with pockets and a border, I wanted to master
something a bit more complicated, like a dress, so I
took a course and sewed a green dress for myself
which I liked to wear, so it obviously wasn’t a flop.
Later I took a pattern making course, in which we
learned to make patterns that were specifically
designed to fit each individual perfectly. That I found
especially useful and fun. These courses were given at
the Singer Sewing machine store in Oak Park. I didn’t
do any extracurricular sports until Michael Kirby
came to town. He had been a professional ice skater
and opened an ice-skating school in River Forest. Ice
skating was one sport I enjoyed, so I took lessons. I
didn’t become a skating artist, but I did manage to
master skating backwards and to crouch down on one
foot with the other foot stretched straight out, so that
looked kind of cool. I am not sure why I began to take
organ lessons. The only place an organ could be played
would be in church. Did mom think I might take on
this job someday in our church? I don’t know. The
only place you could take organ lessons was at Lyon
and Healeys in the Loop. That was a long way to go. I
wasn’t so old then, so Mom came with me every week
on the El. It was perhaps most interesting as a social
experience for me because almost all the other pupils
were black girls who were learning to play the organ
so they could play in their churches. I believe I was the
only white pupil. If I might have been skeptical at the
beginning about this, I quickly discovered that I was
accepted and that skin color did not make a difference,
if you didn’t want it to. Mom sat with the black
mothers while we sat at our organs and the moms
talked quietly with each other. Everyone was friendly,
both the moms and the other girls. And they wondered
if I was also learning to play in my church.
And of course, I went to church with my
family as always. One Sunday evening, instead of
the regular service they showed a movie. It was a

movie made by Moody Bible Institute and it was
about science. The point of it was to show the
wondrousness of God's creation. It blew my mind.
There were slow motion pictures of nature's
processes, a flower developing from a little sprout in
the earth to a stem, leaves unfolding, a bud and then a
glorious bloom. Then it withered and died all within
a couple of minutes. This was like a revelation to
me. Of course, I knew that's what happened in
nature, but seeing it that way opened a whole new
view of the world. The clouds hurled through the
sky, the sun shone brightly, fell low into the west, the
fabulous sunset turned to night and then the moon
hurled through the sky until a strip of light began to
widen in the east. I watched breathlessly and wanted,
at once, to be a scientist. It seemed the most noble of
professions to deal with these miracles of creation. I
thought I would be closer to God in this way than in
any other way.
But I had no notion of how to put any content
into the idea of being a scientist. So, the only
consequence at that time for me was to look at the
photos in the National Geographic magazines which
my father subscribed to. There were hundreds of
them in stacks down in the basement. I would take a
stack up to my room and go through them. But some
of the creatures were so strange that I felt nauseated
looking at them, they were slimy, misshapen toads or
worms, insects in enlarged format, looking like
terrifying monsters. It was almost an exercise in
masochism to see them. But instead of putting the
magazines away, I cut the pictures out and pasted
them in a scrapbook. This I did with my eyes almost
closed, so all I could see was a blur and enough to
make the paste land on the picture and the picture on
the piece of paper. Whatever was I thinking? Did I
suppose that at some point my stomach would be
strong enough to tolerate the sight of these creatures
without causing nausea so I needed to keep them
collected under my bed, waiting? I don't know. But I
never looked at them again after that exercise.
Mama also gave me a subscription to a junior
science magazine which was easy to read and had
pictures of cute animals, no deadly slimy toads. I
read them through avidly as soon as they arrived in
the mailbox every week, but the knowledge I got
from these magazines remained abstract. I didn't
experiment with real biology.
After the years of ensconcing myself in the
niche that reached from my home to school, my
mother, father and grandmother, my two brothers,

family, church and neighborhood, broken by a
vacation in the spring and in the summer and the
Christmas and Thanksgiving holidays in the winter, I
began to fade, or maybe it is my memories that begin
to fade. Nothing changed in my life very much. Of
course, I was a year older every year and I moved up
a grade in school. But the kids in the class were the
same as the year before, the teacher had a different
name, but they were all women in their fifties, I’d
guess. I longed for an exciting life, like the lives of
girls in the books I was reading. As in the years
before these were girls who went with their families
in covered wagons across the USA to start a new life
in a virgin land filled with dangers, friendly or
unfriendly natives and a busy and active life building
a nation in a community. I remained withdrawn into
the fantasy that I was living at such a time and in
such a place. I was living this second life that was
far more appealing and engrossing than the other life
I was living. The saga of the US myth was my life. I
read book after book about pioneer girls, starting
with Laura Ingalls Wilder’s Little House on the
Prairie. When I was very young maybe in first or
second grade she was invited to our school and
during a library period she was there right in that
room with us and gave a little talk about her life. She
was a very old lady. I was awed by the fact that she
was still alive and had in real life truly been a pioneer
and I could actually touch this connection from me to
history. It was after that visit that I began to read all
of her books and then to pretend that I too was a
pioneer girl. Sometimes John played with me. but in
his version of the game there were mostly shootouts
between cowboys and Indians. If these didn’t occur
the game was boring for him, so I put up with that
even though my portion of the game consisted of
finding a place for our new home in the wilderness
and then building the house. Once we actually did
build a kind of house. It was in the empty lot where
there were Indians. We dug a deep hole and covered
it with branches from the tree, with grass and leaves
for the roof and then we crawled inside where we
would be hidden from the outside world. Often there
was no mother or father and we’d have to figure out
how to supply ourselves with food. Sometimes it
would be as easy as going into the house and finding
food in the refrigerator or cupboard. Nothing edible
grew in our neighborhood that I knew of, but I
convinced Mama to let us plant some vegetables in
the yard and we planted carrots, lettuce, beets and
rhubarb, but none of this grew very well. The carrots

never got more than an inch and a half long and were
shaped like corkscrews. The beets had tiny leaves
that got eaten by bugs and the rhubarb did get larger,
but we had no idea how to eat it, as it tasted awful
raw.
And then there was the day that I first noticed
my tiny budding breasts. Some of the girls in my
class already had small bulges, but I didn’t notice
them. I had no contact beyond the classroom with
any of the girls in my class except for once when
Sharon invited me along to her house. I don’t know
why this happened. I wasn’t accustomed to play with
Sharon. But at her house we went down in her
basement and Sharon began to pretend that the posts
holding up the basement ceiling were handsome
young men. At first the idea seemed absurdly silly to
me. It was a dark musty basement and the posts had
a layer of pealing white and black paint on them.
They didn’t have the slightest resemblance to a
human being except that you could sling your arms
around them and give them a hug. This is what she
was doing. “Oh, my love,” she said. “You are
beautiful.” Sharon gave the post a kiss. “Kiss me,”
she said. The post stood their dutifully as she
plastered a slimy kiss on it.
“Come on,” Sharon said to me. “There’s a
boy for you.” She pointed to another of the posts.
So, although I was not able to picture any
kind of human face and body there I went to the post
and gave it a hug.
“Kiss him,” said Sharon.
I kissed the post and burst into a fit of
giggling. “Come and try mine,” said Sharon and let
go of her post. She came over to my post and nudged
me toward hers. “This is a good one,” said Sharon,
“go kiss him.” So, I went to her former post and
slung my arms around it, while she hugged my post.
I started getting into the game. Pretty soon we were
playing musical posts, running from one post to the
next, polygamously hugging and kissing all of them,
one after the other. I began to feel a strange
excitement. My face was burning slightly with the
exhilaration of kissing these boys. It didn’t matter
anymore that they didn’t kiss back. Perhaps best was
that we were sharing them among us.
But after that I don’t think I ever played with
Sharon again and this precocious experience with
sexual arousal in its most innocent and innocuous
form did not repeat itself any time soon.
I didn’t have a problem with the budding
breasts at first. They were tiny and soft and when I

played the guess what part of my body this is with
my mother as a tuck-me-in bedtime game, I tried to
make her guess what this was. She couldn’t guess it
and I thought I was very clever to have won this
game. But it should have alerted her to the fact that I
was entering the first stage of puberty. She didn’t do
anything at first though and I pretty much ignored the
possible consequences of what this was supposed to
mean for me, namely that I was growing up and
would soon leave childhood behind.
Perhaps one of the things about this was that
instead of reading pioneer girl books all the time, I
began reading books about young women, Little
Women, Anne of Green Gables and that sort of thing
I even found some very old books that must have
belonged to my mother when she was a girl. And of
course, I read them. Instead of playing pioneer girl or
Siberia I sometimes played horses with the girls in
the neighborhood, Carol and Linda and sometimes
with Janet. Janet was in my class at school, but I
didn’t really like her very much. The only reason I
played with her was because she lived on the block.
Janet had a sadistic streak which I had no idea how to
deal with. Once she scrunched a cracker in her hand
and let the pieces fall on my head. Instead of fighting
back as I did with the boys, I didn’t do anything
except feel helpless and lonely. Lonely because I
knew that I had no emotional link to people like her.
I'd had a real bond with a friend once and that’s
how I knew that I missed it and wanted it. Once
around that time Yvonne Shawvan came to visit her
aunt, Mrs. Shawvan who lived in the house behind
us. Yvonne was my age. I don’t know where she
lived otherwise, but it was far away. Within a short
period of time Yvonne and I discovered each other
and we quickly entered a realm of make believe in
which every action and reaction we had seemed to be
perfectly logical and right. We climbed up on the
frame of the swing set and were in the circus on a
high wire and then we were up in the sky being
brought to exotic lands on a plane. Unfortunately,
Yvonne went home after a few weeks and I never saw
her again. But always there was this little hope that
she’d come again. Or if not her then someone else.
But no one like her ever came again, not in all the
years of my childhood.
Janet liked to play horses. This seemed to me
to be a better game than playing with dolls. The only
time I had fun with dolls was when I pretended to be
a doctor and sliced the doll up. This only worked
with rubber dolls though and I might have had only

one of them which could probably only tolerate one
operation. But since cowboys rode horses, I didn’t
feel this was a particularly girl thing to do. We would
carefully and with great enthusiasm choose exactly
what our horse looked like. Mine was a palomino
with pale tan hide and a cream-colored mane and tail.
I think its name was Carmel or something like that.
Once the horse was described and named we would
mount it and ride around the back yard. That was
pretty much the entire content of the game. But it
was about as exciting as the game of kissing the posts
in Sharon’s basement. That this game could have any
sort of sexual aspect to it would have been beyond
my comprehension. How could it be that mounting
and riding a tan and cream colored palomino horse
around the backyard with nothing else happening, no
cowboys, no Indians, no rattle snakes or coyotes,
how could it be so exciting?

Around 1953 this is in front of our fireplace: Tim,
Mom, John, Gramma and me in my pioneer dress.
Facts of Life 1954
When I was in sixth grade, my mother
realized that she had to tell me a few things about the
facts of life. At least to warn me that I would get my
period, so it wouldn’t come as a shock. Luckily, she
did tell me before it came, because I surely would
have been terrified. She told me that women get
babies, a fact that I did know. And I was curious
about that, so when she began the conversation, I was
open to all she had to say.
“A woman has something like an egg,” she
said.
“An egg?” I said in amazement. “Like a
bird?”
“Not like a bird. But it is like... like a speck.

It will grow to be a baby.”
“Where is it?” I asked.
“In your stomach. Here.” She pointed to my
abdomen. We were in my bed; she was tucking me in
and that was about the only time we ever really
talked to each other.
“There is a baby there?” I found this hard to
believe. How could my stomach, which I had been
acquainted with for twelve years harbor a baby? My
stomach had been the source of stomach aches
requiring Pepto-Bismol and bowel movements that
we called BMs. But that it should have other
functions, well I did know vaguely that when I was
grown up, there’d be babies there. But the thought
that now there should be one was strange. However,
I didn’t find it unpleasant, any more than I had when
I’d believed I could get a baby by licking John’s
tongue.
But my mother was having a hard time
getting to the point. “There is no baby there,” she
said, but every month your body makes a kind of egg,
and if you don’t get pregnant, it comes out.”
“How does it come out?”
“You get your period,” she said.
“Oh.” I said mystified.
“You bleed.”
“You bleed?” This horrified me. Why? Is
something injured?”
“No, it perfectly normal,” my mother said.
“This is nature’s way. This is how God made us.”
“Does it hurt?”
“No,” she said.
“So why does it bleed?”
“That is so that if you get a baby there will be
a place for it and if you don’t get a baby, well, you
bleed so your body can be ready for next time.”
“So it’s sort of like you are at the beginning of
getting a baby every month, and then it’s like the
baby gets born, but it’s only a speck. How many
babies is this?”
“Yeah, it’s like getting a baby” she said with a
bit of uncertainty. But decided that my interpretation
was sufficient. “You get your period maybe for…for
some years, and then it stops again,” she added. It
seemed like quite a simple and satisfactory situation,
you’d get these babies and a
few of them would be real babies and when you had
enough this would stop and all would be as before.
So I was warned. But for me, the idea of having a
baby every month was really exciting and I was
rather looking forward to it - at first. But then I

forgot about all of this because my period didn’t start
and I had other things on my mind.
The Condoms 1954
Eventually my parents had stopped having
Mrs. Everett baby-sit for us. We were supposed to
take care of ourselves and I’m sure we could have
managed just fine. When we had responsibility for
ourselves we didn’t fight. On this particular evening

Me, John and Tim by the screen door ca. 1952
John and I were at home and my parents were
planning to be home before it was time for Tim to go
to bed. I suggested to John that we clean the house to
surprise our parents and make them happy. He
thought it was a good idea. The house was not
terribly messy. My mother didn’t work outside and it
was her job to keep things in order. So, we picked up
stuff that was laying around, mostly our own stuff
and brought it into our bedrooms. It wasn’t much of
a job and not interesting.
“Let’s clean their bedroom,” I said.
“OK,” said John.
This was certainly more interesting because
they each had a chest of drawers which contained
various peculiar and interesting objects. On occasion
my mother had let me help her organize her drawers
and I knew she had her jewelry there as well as
clothes, hair brushes and combs, lipstick and rouge
and things like that. I especially liked to see her
jewelry. We did my mother’s drawers first, folding
the clothes and putting them in piles, taking all the
jewelry out and admiring it, the pearls, the necklace
with one big diamond on it, gold bracelets, a watch
with a silver band, a pearl bracelet, clip on earrings
some with pearls. It was like opening a treasure
chest. We put it all back in order and lined the
brushes, combs and other objects up in rows.
Then we began on my father’s chest of

drawers. This was considerably messier. We got the
clothes put in piles and then began on the top drawer
which was the most interesting. It was a high dresser
and had no mirror unlike my mother’s. It had objects
that we could not begin to guess what they were.
Most interesting were the balloons.
“I wonder why he has all these balloons,” I
said to John. I took one out. It was white and the
rubber was thinner than the average balloon.
“Look how big the hole to blow it up is,” said
John.
“Yeah,” I said. “That’s funny. It makes it
hard to blow it up.”
“Let’s blow it up,” said John. “We can play
catch with it.”
“OK,” I said. I tried to blow into the hole, but
because it was so large, the air tended to burst out
with a swishing sound before I got it blown up.
“Let me have one,” said John. The drawer
was high and it was harder for him to see into it. I
got one out for him. Both of us became totally
engrossed in trying to get the balloons blown up.
Every time the air fizzled out, we burst into laughter.
We forgot completely about cleaning the room.
Finally, I figured out how to hold the end of the
thing, so the hole didn’t expand and the air stayed
inside as long as I kept my mouth over it. I had to
breathe in more air through my nose. Eventually the
balloon reached a considerable size. I twisted the end
to keep the air in and then tied a knot in it. The
balloon looked good. We went into the living room
and began batting it back and forth. It was getting
dark outside and it occurred to me suddenly that
mom and dad might come home soon, and dad’s
dresser was still a mess.
“We better put these back before they come,”
I said.
“How do we get the air out,” asked John.
I tried to untie them and one broke. The air
burped out. The other one I got untied, and put them
both back in the drawer. They didn’t look quite like
they had in the beginning, one broken and the other
stretched, but it didn’t seem to me like a terrible
tragedy, after all they were just balloons. Everything
else was in order. The dressers looked beautiful to
me, clean and orderly. I thought mom would be
pleased that we had used the time so purposefully.
They came home, greeted us and went into
their room. I was standing in the living room, next to
their bedroom room, hoping my mother would give
us a word of praise. But she didn’t. Instead they

were talking in low voices, opening the drawers. I
wondered what the matter was, but I decided it was
best to leave. I didn’t get far, and my mother came
storming out of the bedroom, her face distorted in
rage, her hands flapping. I could tell she was after
me and I turned just to get a glimpse of her. I kept
going toward my bedroom.
“Stop,” she shouted. “Don’t you dare go
away from me.” I stopped, the blood draining from
my face. I could not imagine what I had done to
make her so angry. She reached me and grabbed my
arm, yanked me toward her and whacked me with all
her might on the bottom. I was so shocked, I simply
stood there not making a single sound, paralyzed.
John had quickly slithered away into his bedroom.
Dad had not come out of their bedroom. When he did
come out, she said to me, “Go to your room.”
I went to my room and closed the door.
Anger was welling up in my heart. I had no idea why
I was being punished. She didn’t tell me. No one
did. And I thought, I am not bad. I wanted to help, I
was trying to be good and she punishes me. She
hates me. I knew that she hated me and that we
would never understand or be close to one another. I
didn’t hate her exactly; I was just very angry at her
and wanted her not to be my mother. I wanted to
have a mother that loved me which I suppose meant
that she would not punish me for things I did not
understand. But I was not going to be that lucky.
Maybe I did hate her.
At the end of 6th grade our class gave a play
based on Evangeline, the poem of Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow. We all got our costumes and I remember
thinking mine was OK. I also remember being on the
stage practicing and then performing. I was very
nervous as I had to recite a part of the poem, but I did
it well and also enjoyed it. But the thought of being
an actress never appealed to me. I thought the
excitement young people had about movie stars or
pop stars was silly. But since we didn’t go to movies,
I didn’t know much about them anyway.

I am second from the right in the photo. Next to me is
Sue. The others from left are Patty Sonnenleiter, Jane,
Sharon (the girl with the pole kissing), Cynthia and
Donna.

Me and Sue in Evangeline.
The photo on the right is at Kimball Church ca 1954.
I am the girl on the right. The other girls from right
are Kathy Murphy, Sharon Lundahl and Laurel
Lundahl. Since we often went to the Murphy's house
or they came to our house, I played with Kathy and
liked her. We played guessing games that were great
fun.
The occasion for this photo was the wedding of the
pastor’s daughter Janet and my brother Tim was the
ring bearer. Tim is the little boy holding a pillow with
the ring.

Junior High 1955
Entering seventh grade might have offered me
a new beginning. I was hoping it would. The four
schools in River Forest sent all of their pupils to one
school for seventh and eighth grade. That meant
there would be four times as many people and maybe
I could become friends with one or two of them. A

This is River Forest Junior High as it looked in 1955.
new girl named Carol moved into the new apartment
building on the corner which had previously been one
of our prairies. She was also going into seventh
grade. During the summer we spent a lot of time
together.
I was rather excited about the new school.
We would be having different teachers for each
subject, there would be new subjects and some
classes would be more challenging. Every year I’d
begun the school year hoping it would be a better
year, that I’d find a friend, a soulmate, though that’s
not what I’d have called it. But it never happened, not
for long at least and I would be alone again. I didn’t
know what I was doing wrong. I no longer had
pigtails, I didn’t pick my nose any more. I wore the
kind of clothes everyone else wore, I thought. My
hair was permed and it tended to bunch up in funny
curls in odd places, leaving my face looking lopsided.
I couldn’t deal with it. I was now used to wearing
glasses, but they were big and bulky and seemed to
shrink my face. I would look at myself in the mirror
and be dissatisfied, but figured there was nothing I
could do about it, so I decided it was not something
that was going to worry me. Instead, I ead even more
than before if that were possible. But although my
relationship with girls at school was unsatisfactory, I
still had contact with the girls in the neighborhood,
Carol Salerno and Linda who were considerably
younger than I was.

After school started Carol found other friends
and I didn’t see her any more. There were a few
other girls that I occasionally walked home from
school with. We’d sometimes go to each other’s
houses after school. But none of them became close
friends.

Linda Gianos and I in our backyard around 1955.
She adored me which was pretty nice for me.

This is JoAnne Schultz. She lived in the same
direction from school as I did, so we often walked
home together and we did go to each other's houses
sometimes.

and became extremely religious. Theoley also lived in
a big house, but had no pretensions. Her name
fascinated me. Theo from her dad Theodore and ley
from her mom Shirley. Although I went to her house
and she came to mine I do not remember what we did
together.

I don't know what to say about June Hanson.
I went to her house quite a bit. Her family was rich, it
was a big house and she had this fantastic bedroom
in colonial style which I thought was cute.
Sometimes, I think we had a good relationship, at
other times, I felt she considered me somehow
socially below her and I didn't like it. Just because
her family was richer than mine did not make her
These were not the popular girls but that was the
better in any way. Once she wanted to give me an icestyle in Junior High. I think their names are Marilyn,
cream cone that she’d eaten from but didn’t want to
Linda, Jackie, Lorraine and Diane.
finish, and I felt as if she thought I was too poor to
There was a kind of subconscious point
buy one myself which was ridiculous.
system in that school in which girls were rated
according to popularity and this apparently
determined how many friends they had, who would
be their friends, and if they had boyfriends which was
just beginning to play a role in a person’s social life.
You could tell about where you stood in this system
during gym. I had previously liked gym and was
pretty good at most sports. But in seventh grade two
teams would be created for team sports. The two
captains tended to be the perceived popular girls and
they would choose the most popular girls first for
their teams. Those remaining at the end were the
rejects. Of course, we too were eventually chosen for
a team. But it was not hard to know how you were
valued by those girls. Since there were more girls
than could play on a team at any one time, only some
of the team members were chosen to actually play.
The rest of us stayed on the benches, all the time. I
Theoley Wright. Perhaps Theoley was the person I
began to hate P.E. as it was called. It was a repeated
had the closest relationship to in Jr. High. But still it
lacked the heart and mind link like I’d had with
Susan or Yvonne. At some point Theoley got saved

insult and threat to me, constantly reminding me that
I did not belong to this society. I had a mild disdain
for these girls. They seemed like a gaggle of geese to
me. And perhaps they were for all I know. But it
imbued the whole school experience with a dark veil
that was unpleasant.
Many of the girls had boyfriends. None of the
boys interested me, but I wasn't completely
unaffected.

Maybe it was about this time when I was in 7th grade
that I drew this. I was interested in fashion at that
time and even thought of being a fashion designer,
not that strange for a girl. On the back all the girls
are named and a country of origin is given for them,
thus I was also fascinated by the idea of an
international potpourri, although they obviously
don’t represent specific cultures.
Christmas and New Year’s 1955-56
For Christmas we weren't going to try any more
experiments after the catastrophe with the
missionaries. It was going to be the way it always
was, just family. But a few days later, between

This is probably New Year’s 1956 at our house with
the Klotz cousins. It was probably the last time Buddy
came. The people starting bottom left Jimmy, Tim,
Pattie is cut off, Margie with doll, Nancy, John, me
David and Buddy.
Christmas and New Years with the spirit of the
season still roaring away, my mother invited Pastor
Obetz and his family to our house. This was
something my parents did occasionally and it had
always been nice, but this time there was something
energizing about it that I'd never felt before. Sure, I
always loved to have company at our house, but this
time I heard that Wendel was coming with his mother
and father. I can't say at that point that I was fully
aware of why this made me feel warm inside. I knew
I liked him. However, Wendel was a lot older than I
was, although I didn't know exactly how old he was.
I was thirteen. The huge age difference made it very
safe for me, because obviously a thirteen-year-old did
not have a boyfriend who was in his latter twenties. I
wasn't even considering the notion of having a
boyfriend. Certainly not someone who was really a
grown man. I guess that's why I thought it was OK
to have a crush on him, even if I sensed that it was a
little unbefitting and befuddling. But I didn't care, I
even imagined that he might wait until I grew up. In
any case, I am sure that I thought no one would

notice.
My dad had gotten a Polaroid camera for
Christmas. We were totally fascinated by the fact
that you could get the photo within a minute or two
after taking the picture. On the day the Pastor and his
family came to dinner, the camera was still new, but
Dad, Mama and John had taken lots of photos the
past couple of days, and we had spent so much time
oohing and aahing at them and then bursting into
laughter because of our poses, so the spic and span
newness was wearing off a little. That meant there
was no big argument when I took the camera and
began to photograph Wendel. I figured I had to be a

Wendel in our kitchen.
little sneaky about this, because everyone else would
accuse me of wasting the rather expensive film if all
the pictures showed only Wendel's smiling face. And
they would no doubt be suspicious too. Of course, if
they suspected that I was peculiarly fond of Wendel,
they would have been right, but I thought it would
be too embarrassing for me if they assumed this. So, I
took a photo of the pastor, then one of Wendel, then
one of Gramma and the pastor's wife, then Wendel,
then Mama and the pastor's wife and then Wendel
and so on until the roll of film was used up. I was
pretty much beyond myself with excitement and
slightly hysterical I suppose, running through the
house, tracking Wendel down to take another picture
of him. But that's all I did. I didn't say anything else
except to tell him the picture was ready and he should

look at it. Still my face was flushed, my heart
beating hard and my whole body was involved in this
chase. I'm sure he must have noticed. Maybe he was
amused, flattered and a little nervous about it, not
knowing himself how to ward off the attention
without being unkind. Some of these photos have
survived.
But I had another crush when I was in seventh
grade - on one of the teachers. Her name was Mrs.
Locker and she taught science. I don't know what it
was about her. She was different from the many
female teachers I'd had in previous grades, though
probably close to the same age. Perhaps it was her
science-oriented clear-headedness. She wasn't sweet.
Maybe she was even a tough teacher, but I was good
in science so that didn't matter to me. I desperately
wanted to photograph her. I guess that's the way I
expressed my crushes. So, one day I took my camera
to school. Hid it somehow until she was leaving then
I focused on her as she was ready to get into her car
and snapped the photo.

Mrs. Locker was my homeroom teacher in seventh
grade. She also taught science and typing. She is in
the black dress 1955
The Engraving 1955
I couldn’t bring the picture of my mother as a
young woman in love which I had discovered about
that time, having found her love letters to my dad,
together with the anger that she always seemed to
have toward me.
I had made an engraving at school. It was a
project for art class, to make a design and press it into
a copper square, then put it on a frame. I had made a
fish with water squiggles, scales, fins and eyes. I
wasn’t sure if I liked it. But it was an
accomplishment to have made it I thought. I would
look at it, and think, is this a piece of art or is it ugly?

I don’t know why I felt ambiguous about it, but it
was something I wanted to keep.
I had left it on the back porch on a kind of
table and I was going to figure out a way to hang it
on my wall. Maybe that is why I was on the back
porch.
My mother was angry at me again. She had
asked me the day before to clean my room. But I had
been more concerned with other things and I hadn’t
cleaned my room. She heard me on the back porch
and came out. Right away I could see that she was
angry.
“Why isn’t your room clean?” she shouted.
“I didn’t have time,” I said.
“Yes, you did. I told you yesterday to clean
it. It’s still a mess.”
“I was doing something else.”
This seemed to enrage her even more and she
grabbed a yard stick which was leaning against the
wall. I thought she might hit me with it, maybe in the
face, since that is all she could have reached from
where she stood. Or maybe she’d use it like a sword
and impale me. (It had been years since I'd gotten
spankings.)
There was nothing to say to her. I just stared
and didn’t move. I wasn’t afraid of her. I was angry.
Maybe she thought she could intimidate me. I
shrugged. But that made her angrier. She raised the
yard stick as high as she could and slammed it down
right on the engraving. It put a deep ridge through
the middle of it. I stared at it, the broken fish. I
stared at her. Perhaps it was the combination of cold
distance to her and the still remaining shock that she
could be so thoughtless, that she could simply
unthinkingly destroy a piece of art. I could not
fathom her behavior. She made no sense to me.
But at night when I went to bed I prayed. I
thought, perhaps I have sinned. So, I prayed for
forgiveness out loud, softly but loud enough that God
could her me, because it seemed important. “Dear
God, I don’t know what I did wrong. Forgive me,
forgive me for all the wrong things I’ve done,
including the wrong things that I don’t know I did.”
That comforted me somewhat. Even if my mother
would not forgive me, surely God would. I would be
OK.
My Mother’s Story 1955
After that punishment which I found
unbearably unjust, I was angry at my mother. It
wasn’t a kind of anger that burst out like fireworks
and disappeared. Instead it was slow and insidious.

But then by chance I suppose, a window of
opportunity to see her in a different light opened,
though not for long. It was not the angry mother who
seemed to feel she was losing control of me and had
no other way to stop the dissolution other than
berating me, hitting my creations, yelling at me.
One of the things I liked to do when I had
nothing else to do was to go into the basement and
look for treasure. There were two storage rooms that
had doors with padlocks on them. But sometimes
they were open. There was also an area behind the
furnace where the harumpus lived, that was used as
storage space. So, I would go in these rooms and
begin looking through the boxes that were piled up
on one another. which set my imagination flying back
to other centuries and other places. Then I found one
I hadn't seen before. It wasn’t very large but full of
opened letters. I don’t know why it was that I’d
never found this box before. It certainly wasn’t the
first time I’d explored the treasures. I knew about the
ancient Christmas tree ornament that some great
grandmother had brought from Germany and
miraculously still had never broken. I loved to look
at the old plates, some of which also must have come
from Germany. But the box of letters was suddenly
there. I took it out and set it on the nearby ironing
board while I went through some more boxes with
old clothes. Many of them were mine.
When I was finished, I put everything back
except for the box of letters. I wanted to see what it
was, so I took it up to my bedroom. I made myself
comfortable on my bed and pulled one of the letters
out and looked at the envelope. It said Bud Klotz,
Fullerton Ave, Chicago. I took the letter out and saw
it was written in my mother’s handwriting. The date
on the canceled stamp was June 4, 1940. I took the
next letter. The date was July 18, 1940. It was also
addressed to Bud. I read it. The next letter was from
Bud to Grace. I would have taken the next letter, but I
heard someone walking around the house. It could
have been Mama or Gramma. I didn't want anyone
to know what I was doing. These letters were a
revelation, like looking through a peephole and
seeing something totally private, that wasn’t intended
for me. It was not something I could share, not with
John who was too young to understand, and certainly
not with my parents, who were not the same people
as the ones who had written these letters. Maybe it
would embarrass them to know that I knew how they
once were. Maybe they would be unhappy to know
they weren't like this anymore. I couldn't exactly

explain why I thought this had to be secret.
In any case, it was obvious that it was going
to take a while before I would be able to read the
dozens of letters in the box. I hid it under a pile of
clothes in the corner of my room under my clothes
rack and each day when I came home from school I
read as many letters as I could until I heard Mama
coming. Then I quickly hid them again.
My mother had become an amazing human
being for me. She was exuding a humanity which I
could not discover in real life. I felt as if she were
being transformed each afternoon into something
special, a woman in love. I was an adolescent girl of
13. I was reading the most intimate love story and
the characters were my own parents. The letters were
all written in 1940, the first year of my parent's
marriage and before I was born.
In a few weeks I had gotten through about
half of the letters reading only when I was sure no
one would see me. But I should have guessed that
Mama eventually would see the pile of clothes on the
floor under my clothes rack and feel compelled to
pick them up. Maybe I even subconsciously
purposely let the hiding place be apparent, knowing
she'd find out and discover the secret, which after all
was also her secret, and I wanted her to know that I
knew that she was this other person.
But how much did I know about this other
person that was my mother? Probably not so much.
Over time I tried to piece a little of her story together
from the bits she'd said, from what dad said, from my
imagination. She never described her childhood in
jubilant terms. Her youth revolved around the church
and I think she was happier as a teenager.
After the birth of her first three children my
grandmother Lizzy didn’t want more. She didn’t
want to be tied down the way her mother had been
with a new baby every year or two. I don’t know
how Lizzy practiced birth control. But I suspect it
would be by something close to avoidance, perhaps
with some notion of the rhythm method. As a result,
she didn’t have any more children for eight years.
But then it did happen, and that would point to the
probability that Lizzie and Edward didn’t practice
complete avoidance of sex, and why should they
have. I think they loved each other in the beginning.
Anyone getting married on Valentine’s Day must
have.
Four years later my mother Grace who was
Edward and Lizzy’s last child was born. After this
birth, Lizzy hardly had to curtail her church activities

at all. She was so busy with prayer meetings, Ladies
Aide, Missionary Society, Bible Study, that she
wasn’t home much at all. This was possible because
Edith, who was called E and who was fifteen years
old when my mother was born, babysat so often that
Grace thought E was her mother. For a few years
Grace was the darling of the family, the cute baby,
hovered over and admired by three sisters and a
brother as well as her doting father and always the
center of attention. But it didn’t last long. Soon E
had eloped, Jim was in the army, and Dorothy was
working and on her own. Only Jean who was four
years older than Grace was at home.
Grace entered high school with no particular
goals. The Great Depression had just begun and
people felt insecure and nervous about the future. No
one knew how long it would last. Even though it did
not affect Grace directly, she was coming of age in a
national atmosphere of despair. But that didn't rub
off on her. Lizzy made it clear that God was taking
care of them and Grace basked in the security of that
belief. Unlike E and Jean, she wasn’t aiming to go to
college. There would be secretary school, a job and
then marriage and family. Finding the right
boyfriend, the man she would marry, was going to be
her exciting adventure. Grace and her best friend
Helen Jane would discuss their dreams with each
other, boys, marriage, getting a family, a home, and a
good life. They believed in the American Dream,
they were sure times would get better again and they
would have a chance at happiness.
There was a boy named Bud that my mother
knew. Like her he was in the class of '34 at Schurz
High School and they had seen each other in some of
their classes. Schurz High School was named after
Carl Schurz a German revolutionary who had later
fled to the USA and played an important role in the
Civil War. I doubt that my parents knew anything
about Schurz revolutionary background and who
knows what they'd have thought about it if they had.
But when I think about all the slightly magical
coincidences in my life, this is surely one of them.
Maybe it's a long shot, but I think the German
revolutionary spirit of Carl Schurz somehow got
transported through them to me. But that comes a lot
later.
Grace had also taken note of the fact that Bud
went to her Sunday School. She also knew that the
right man for her had to be a born-again Christian,
she had no doubts about this. It had been impressed
upon her from earliest childhood by her mother.

Lizzy had already been disappointed when E ran off
with Bob who wasn’t a born-again, who smoked
smelly cigars and was not interested in church. And
she made it clear to Grace that she must not do such a
thing as God would not be pleased. Grace was
willing to accept her mother's view. She was a little
afraid of E’s husband, so she could easily believe it
had something to do with his rejection of religion.
Nonetheless, her first boyfriend at church
seems to have been Wally Wicker. There’s a photo of
them together. But I guess that didn’t last very long.
Her beau became Bud, and here are some letters.
Dad’s letter
June 4
My dear sweetheart
Its a whole day since you have been gone and I am
lonesome for you. I love you lots and lots and liked
the note you wrote on the table top for me. I hope
you are enjoying yourself.
I had breakfast at Ostinis this morning of eggs and
toast. Last night I ate upstairs with doc.
I went to scout meeting last night and after the
meeting Pepper (the dog) and I walked Erwin home.
I came home and got a paper and turned on the radio
and read the paper and fell asleep in the chair and
woke up about one o’clock and went to bed. And
was I lonesome then. I couldn’t sleep with my little
precious.
Mrs. Schobert’s aunt Miss Hattermann went to the
hospital to have an operation today, so Mr. and Mrs.
RJS went with her this morning.
Pepper asked me to say hello to you and he said he is
very lonesome for you and hopes you will be home
soon too.
I changed the furniture around in the living room
yesterday at noon and I think I will let it that way so
you can see how it looks. I don’t know whether I like
it better or not anyhow it is different and you can be
the judge. There isn’t a piece of furniture in the same
place that it was in. I will clean the rest of the house
Wednesday so it will be clean when you get home.
Well, Honey, I guess I will close because there is no
more news now. Jens just came in so he can mail the
letter right away.
I love you and hurry home to me. I’m lonesome.
Love Bud
Bud to you xoxoxoxxxxxx etc.
Pepper to you lick, lick, with his little pink tongue.
Mom’s letter
My darling sweetheart,
You’re still my favorite husband, favoriter than

before even, because I miss you so much. I’m in the
same room with a woman from Norwood Heights,
and she just won’t talk. It’s awful. There we were in
the room together and we had to get undressed of
course, and she acted so embarrassed, that it made
me embarrassed too. The woman whose house we’re
staying with is young and nice. She told me her
family history. All about her husband and his job,
and her kids are cute. They have a dog too. How is
Pepper? Give him a dog biscuit for me. Do you
think he will remember me?
I didn’t get a letter today. I’m disappointed. I better
get one tomorrow morning.
I met a girl this morning that I knew before from
Dixon, so I’ve been having fun with her. We have 2
hours for lunch and 2 ½ for supper, so we take walks
around town. This evening we took Ralph along.
The conference is quite interesting so far. We’ve
been to all the meetings so far. I mean Cleora from
Dixon and me.
The meals have been good too. I’m very anxious to
get home. I’m lonesome. I just miss you awful. I
wish you were here, so we could take lovely walks
together. This is a nice town.
Well, I’ll be hearing from you Tomorrow.
I’ll be glad to see Helen Jane. We are going to see
Mr. Unangst on our way home. We played war at
noon and R. won.
I love you millions and millions. Here’s 23 kisses
and one for good luck. How’s Gene and R.J. and
Mrs. S? Give them all my regards
Love Grace
Mom’s letter
Dear Buddykin:
I’m so lonesome without you; I couldn’t sleep last
night without your shoulder to rest my head on. I had
my hair done today, so I’m pretty again. I’m taking
care of Susan Lees. Let’s have a baby when I get
home. Suzy is making noises.
I was going to write to my mother, but I decided to
write to you instead. Helen Jane and I took a walk
last night and H.J. was just about to steal some apples
from Mrs. Fortin’s tree when she looked out the
window but she gave us some then. They were sour
and wormy.
We also took a ride out to the airport. We didn’t get
to the carnival, cause Sam wanted to listen to the
convention. We were going tonight, but Sam is going
fishing instead. We had a swell lunch - shrimp and
cucumber sandwiches and chocolate pie. The
chocolate was decidedly runny. Do you think I’m a

better cook than any body?
Are you lonesome too? There isn’t much to write
about, because you know everything already. I’ll be
glad to get home. I like our house an awful lot. It’s
prettier than anybody’s. I was going to pull down the
shades in the living and dining rooms, but I don’t
know whether I did or not. You can if you think of it.
How’s Pepper? Has he grown and did he know you?
Were the kids sorry to see him go? I suppose you are
snoozing on the train in North Dakota now. Are you
enjoying the trip? I’ll be home Sunday morning.
Love and 1,000,000 kisses
Grace
Dad’s letter
July 21
Dear Sweetheart,
How is my little honey today? I arrived home
yesterday morning safe and sound. I didn’t enjoy the
trip home very well. It was too long and lonesome.
(drawing of musical notes) Especially for you. that
should be music. recognize it? The first nite I
couldn’t get a pillow but the second time I did. The
train was forty minutes late at Logan but it pulled
into Chicago on time. Corky should have been
along. there were two blonds on the train, one was
married and the other, I thought by the way she acted
with the first fellow, was a newlywed but at Monon
he left and another fellow got on and she also acted
like a newlywed with him so I guess I can’t tell.
I had steak dinner in the diner at noon Friday. it was
very good and they tried to charge me $1.25 when it
was only $1.00 so I won and only paid $1.00. I want
my 10c back no salad and no dessert.
Here comes my dinner. The boys went to the Square
and got some Chop Suey so I’ll finish when I eat. I
started to write this letter about 10 o’clock. It is now
1:45. Well I just finished eating and feel much better.
Its very hot in Chicago today. I just read the
thermometer outside in the shade it is 94 degrees.
Billings is a ???piker compared to Chicago.
I have been kept pretty busy today so far. I hope I
can finish this by tonight.
Bill Jensen the milk man is sick and has to stay home
and rest for 6 months.
I went and bought Pepper home yesterday. Dick
didn’t bring him to mother’s so I had to go and get
him and walked back to mother’s and from there we
walked home so you see my dear we had a good
walk. We were both tired.
Pepper is going to be a Papa soon. Ted brought his
little dog over this morning and I had Pepper down

here tied up in back of the store. While we were
talking in front the dogs had a little fun and were
locked when we got back. Ted’s dog was in heat. He
said he wanted pups for a long time and was glad it
happened. It will be fun to see what the pups look
like. some boy Pepper.
Pepper doesn’t have as much pep as he used to. He
stays in back of the store and is very quiet now.
I had supper at the folks last nite and I was going
over to see Mrs. Miller but the house was dark. Nick
and Joe wanted me to go with them to get a barbeque
last night but instead I went up and went to bed.
It certainly is hard to get to work again. I feel so blue
and tied down again but I guess I will overcome that
soon.
Mary is here keeping me company this afternoon and
is listening to the radio.
I hope you have a good time this week. If you come
home Sunday, I will not be able to meet you because
I am working next Sunday. If you want to, you can
stop in Payo??? for a day and I can meet you
Wednesday morning or you can come home maybe
Tuesday but I would much rather you come Sunday
so I can see you again. Stay as long as you want and
enjoy yourself because I’ll get along somehow.
Say hello to Helen Jane and Sam and thank them
again for being such a delightful host and hostess. I
certainly enjoyed myself. this part certainly sounds
good doesn’t it.
Well dear I don’t know of anything else. I hope you
can read this. I love you very much. I hope to see
you soon.
with love, Bud
P.S. write and tell me when you are coming in. I will
meet you if I can. How are the worms? Gone, I hope.
I had read about half of the letters when one
afternoon, I'd come home from school looking
forward to reading the letters. But the spot under my
clothes rack was clean, no dirty clothes, no box of
letters. My room looked quite spotless and I felt let
down, sad, as if my candy had been stolen from me. I
didn't dare ask my mother and she never said a word
about it. Many years later she gave John five letters,
the ones above. All the others she must have
destroyed. I did look for them, in vain, and figured at
that time that she'd destroyed them. I could not
understand her, I couldn't fathom why she did what
she did. It just made me sad.
Baptism 1956
It would never have occurred to me that a
ritual like getting baptized would be a sign that my

commitment was strong enough, that maybe the
cleansing with holy water, so to speak, would wash
away some of the confusion in my head. I believed
the fundamentalist doctrine preached in church and
family. During our 1955 trip in my diary I even wrote
a poem based on a song from church. “Everybody
ought to know, that Jesus saved me. From sin he
saved me. I know tis true.”
No one in my family or in our church had
ever been baptized. It was a ceremony that had fallen
by the wayside in the Evangelical Congregational
denomination. When they were a few months old
babies were christened in our church, but not
baptized. The Christening was, however, a ceremony
of acceptance of the baby into the church community
and the community promising to nurture the baby and
lead him or her to salvation. It did not provide
salvation which had to be an act of will by the child.
But then, when I was fourteen, someone
discovered that our church actually had a baptismal
basin hidden under the choir loft. I don’t think
anyone had even known it before because it had
never been used, at least no one remembered it. This
discovery caused a bit of excitement. It indicated
that this denomination must have had a tradition of
adult baptism at one time, even though it was not
Baptist. So, the idea was proposed that the baptismal
be opened and filled with water and whoever wanted
to could be baptized with full immersion. Baptism is
optional. If you are saved, you are saved and baptism
has nothing to do with it, but as a sign of your
commitment to Jesus, it would be very comforting to
be baptized. When I heard this, I thought that I
should do it. A public commitment like that would
convince myself that I really was committed, that I
believed, that I could allay my doubts and be a good
Christian. Although no one else in my family had
been baptized, and no one else decided to get
baptized on this occasion, I did. Why did I want to
do it, whereas the rest of them decided it was
unnecessary? Did I take it all more seriously than
they did? Or maybe they just didn’t want to go
through the ordeal.
It was going to be an ordeal, because we were
going to get dunked, all the way under. That’s really
no different than diving into the lake and having a
wave splash over your head which could happen in
Lake Michigan, or Winona Lake or at any beach.
However, the thought of being pushed under water by
someone, even a trustworthy pastor in a dimly lit
church, somewhat involuntarily, at least at the

moment of immersion, even if you’d decided to do it
of your own free will, was scary. So, when the day
arrived my stomach was all jitters. We arrived at
church and the front platform behind the altar railing
which usually held the pastor’s chair and pulpit, was
now a gaping hole filled with water. This was a very
big bathtub. Other churches in our denomination in
the Chicago area did not have baptismals, so their
members were also there to participate in the event.
We all congregated in the pastor’s manse where we
were given white robes to dress in. I was not the
only person who was a little jittery. The two pastors
knew it. "There's no chance we could drown?"
someone asked.
The first problem arose when one of the
participants from another church was so large that the
robe did not cover her body. This would never do.
The pastor’s wife frantically began searching her
house for some solution to this and finally came up
with two white sheets which were pinned and
stitched together to make an ample gown for her.
With all of us now looking exceedingly holy in our
long white gowns we marched over to the church
next door and were placed in the front rows while all
the friends and relatives who came to watch sat
behind. There was a fine sermon for us about John
the Baptist and how Jesus was baptized and what this
meant for us, and then we got in line to wait our turn.
The pastor of the other church was assigned to do the
dunking. I was about in the middle of the line. The
people in front were white adults from our church
and then the other churches. At the end of the line
were black people from the other churches. No black
people went to our church. I watched the first people
get baptized with a mild twitching in my stomach. I
was obviously not going to drown in this process,
however, the very thought which would not leave my
mind, was making me uneasy. I was too concerned
with overcoming my own qualms to think about the
fact that the line was racially divided. Yet it
registered in my mind, because I remember it to this
day and there was something disturbing about it. For
white people the race question was carefully buried
physically and psychologically because
neighborhoods were mostly segregated as ours was
and because no one talked about it, except for the
underhand comments, like "there are some good
negroes that you can trust," and that implied that
there were some you couldn't, but the ones we knew
who swept the floor in our businesses were the ones
you could trust. That was the insidious way we

learned to be racist as children. And if it did make
you uneasy, as it did me, there was no one who
offered an alternative way of thinking about it all. So
that's the way it was. All the white people thought
that was the way it should be, and the black people
said nothing. And I was more worried about
drowning, than about that line.
Then it was my turn. I walked into the water
which was cold. It reached about to my waist. The
paster said something like I baptize you in the name
of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost and then he put his
arm behind my back and gently pushed my shoulders
down. I got my breathe of air and went under. He
immediately pulled me up again and that was it.
What a relief. But I was happy. I’d done it, I didn’t
drown, I was committed to Jesus more than ever. I
hopped out of the tub happily and stood with the
other now sopping wet newly baptized and we waited
for the rest to be finished.
The large black woman dressed in the pastor's
sheets was last. She was terrified. It was already
apparent by the way she so gingerly walked down the
steps into the water, almost needing coaxing to take
the next step. The pastor encouraged her. When she
finally got all the way in, he said, I baptize you in the
name of the Father, Son and Holy Spirit, and then he
put his arm behind her back and his hand on her
shoulders like he had with everyone else and pushed.
But she did not move. She was so petrified with fear
that she seemed to be paralyzed in that taut upright
position. He was a small man, very much smaller
than she was. He tried to allay her fears, but that was
useless. He tried again and again to get her down,
but nothing happened. She did want to be baptized
and she wasn’t going to give up, but she couldn’t
relax. She was almost in tears. The congregation
was watching with a mixture of dismay,
embarrassment, while some of the kids were doing
their best to stifle laughter. Finally, the pastor said to
the congregation, I need help.
One of the largest and strongest men in the
congregation volunteered, but it took a while because
he had to change into something else so his clothes
wouldn’t be soaked. You could almost cut the thick
emotional jumble of that audience. He then climbed
in the tub and together he and the pastor tried to get
her to bend down, but she was so stiff, that she
couldn’t bend. Everyone was now holding their
breath. There was a short strategy discussion
between the two men which we couldn’t hear and
then they both took hold of her, managing to tip her

over, dunk her and get her up, all in one piece. What
a sigh of relief erupted throughout the room and the
woman herself burst into a grin. Thank the lord, she
said, amen.
And everyone said, amen in a subdued sort of
way. Boisterousness was never something you’d
experience there.

Me 1956
Menstruation 1956
It wasn’t until I was in eighth grade that some of the
other girls had boyfriends or crushes and in any case
were pretty boy crazy. Because it seemed the thing
to do, I decided I liked this boy too. He was a little
boy, much shorter and thinner than almost all the
girls including me. He was not at all threatening in
any case. He was still a kid. That was fine with me.
I had no interest in anything more demanding than

Seth
that. And if someone asked me who I liked; I’d say
Seth. Seth was the son of the Episcopalian minister of
the church next to the Masonic temple, so Seth lived
near me and I went to his house a few times.
One morning I woke up and I felt like I was
lying in a pool of water. I got up and noted that my
pajamas were wet and I wondered if I’d somehow
peed in my pants during the night, something I’d
never done as long as I could remember. I looked at
the bed, not purposely, but only because I was
looking that way. And I saw it - the huge red spot,
blood all over my bed. I felt a terrible sinking pain

descending from my heart to my bowels. There was
nothing positive about it at that moment. It was a
mess. Blood was dripping down my legs, my
bedclothes were ruined, my pajamas bloody. I had
no idea what to do about it. Obviously, I couldn’t get
dressed and have this mess running down my legs. I
did not want to tell my mother. I didn't want anyone
to know. It seemed like it was my problem, my secret
and a new stage of my life that I didn’t want anyone
to know about. I didn’t want to have to be a grownup woman. I didn’t want to face the reality of what
that might mean. But above all I didn’t want to hear
what my mother might say, I was hopelessly
embarrassed and at the same time I didn’t feel close
enough to her, to confide any of this to her. There
wasn’t a terribly lot of time. I had to get dressed for
school and eat breakfast. There wasn’t time to do
anything about the bed, so I pulled the covers up over
the mess and made the bed, something I otherwise
never did. Then I went to the bathroom and cleaned
myself off. I stuffed my underpants with toilet paper
and hoped it would keep the blood from dripping
down my legs and then I went to breakfast acting as
if nothing had happened. During the school day I
went to the bathroom at every break and put more
toilet paper in my pants. It was messy and annoying,
but although my pants got blood on them, it didn’t go
through my clothes.
When I got home, my mother said, “I want to
talk to you.”
I frowned. I was hoping it wasn’t because of
the blood and that she hadn’t found the mess in my
bed. It didn’t occur to me, that she might find it
suspicious that I’d made my bed. But I was also
afraid she’d be angry with me for making such a
mess.
“Come,” she said and led me into my room.
“I’ve made your bed,” she said.
I was tempted to mutter something angrily
like why do you have to go in my room. Why do you
have to look at my bed? Why do you have to meddle
with my life? But I didn’t. Instead I felt my face
turning steaming hot, a flash of embarrassment
bursting from my body. But I said nothing.
“I got some Kotex for you,” she said.
I shook my head, as I didn’t know what she
was talking about. Perhaps she noticed.
“Come in the bathroom.” She opened the
drawer of the commode there and pointed to a box
that said Kotex on it. That was all. She didn’t give
me any further explanation. When she left, I locked

the bathroom door and took the box out. I looked at
the pads and didn’t see how they’d be any better than
toilet paper. I read the instructions and saw that it
needed some kind of a belt to hold them in place, but
I didn’t see this belt. In the end, I decided it was just
as easy to use toilet paper and I could get an
unlimited supply of it at school and not have to carry
these big things around in my purse. I did not feel
good about any of it. Not necessarily because I
didn’t want to grow up. It was because it was a mess
and it was something I was going to have to deal with
for the rest of my life and I didn’t really know how
to.
So, I didn’t learn anything more about the
mysteries of reproduction. It happened a couple
times that my period came when I was in school and
I couldn’t get into a bathroom in time, so that some
blood got on my clothes. This was horribly
embarrassing, but I wasn’t the only one. That was
the only consolation. I didn’t have any girl friends at
that time, so there was no one else to talk to about
these things. I knew at the least that now that I had
my period that I really could get pregnant. But I had
no idea at all how it happened except that a man had
to be involved. So, I began to fear men. While I was
in Junior High I walked to school and never had body
contact with any men. But when I entered high
school, I had three miles to go. I preferred to walk,
but sometimes I was too late and the weather was too
bad and I had to take the bus. This was torture for
me because the bus at the time in the morning was
full of people with standing room only and if there
were no seats and I had to stand. I was soon packed
in and crushed by men, standing around me, being
pushed against me, touching my body. Of course,
there were plenty of clothes between us and these
men were not touching me on purpose, it was simply
because there was no more room in the bus. But I
was terrified. I thought that their nearness could
somehow infect me…with a child. Why didn’t I ask
someone? Why didn’t my mother try to find out
what I thought? I don’t know. It didn’t even occur to
me to ask.
But at that time my mother did begin to place
books about the house, as if by chance a book was
lying on the lamp table next to the yellow chair in the
living room. It was about Christian relationships
with the opposite sex. I don’t know what the title
was any more. But I saw it, as my mother had
planned and picked it up and began to read. I was
surely hoping for some enlightenment. It told me

that as a young Christian I should not date boys who
were not Christian. It warned me that holding hands
could lead to more. More what? I thought. But it
didn’t tell me what the more was. It warned
strenuously against kissing. No touching, none at all.
That confirmed for me the extreme danger I was in
when taking the bus to school. I would thus insist on
walking even when the temperature was 10 degrees
below zero.
Harvest Home 1956
“All is safely gathered in ere the winter
storms begin, come to God’s own temple come, raise
the song of Harvest home”, I sang along with
everyone else. We were sitting in the primary room
at Kimball church. It was the Thursday before
Thanksgiving and the folding tables had been set up,
filling the room. Paper tablecloths covered them and
there were maybe 100 place settings. You could
smell the turkeys baking in the oven in the kitchen, a
festive atmosphere over the place. It was the way we
celebrated the week before thanksgiving, the holiday
season which really began with Harvest Home, even
though Halloween was a reminder that the season
was coming. All my life I’d sat at the table with
Mom and Dad, John and later Tim and Gramma. But
this time I was to be a server. I had mixed feelings
about this. It was supposed to be a privilege. When
you were old enough to do this, you were ready to be
accepted into the adult world, more or less. So, most
of the servers were teenage girls. I was probably just
thirteen or fourteen. But there weren’t enough of us,
so some boys and older women did it too. Being
asked was not exactly meant to place a burden on
you, although sitting down to a good turkey dinner
was certainly more enjoyable than watching other
people eat their good turkey dinner, especially when
you had to smell it. We got a little preview though,
so we wouldn’t be too hungry. And we could eat in
between serving. But I was actually terrified. The
platters were heavy, there was gravy that was hot,
and vegetables were steaming. All that zipped
through my mind was the thought over and over that
I was going to drop something, a platter of turkey on
someone’s head and knock them out. A pot of coffee
pouring onto someone’s lap instead of in his or her
cup. Or what would the pastor would look like with
a turnip on his nose. Even the cranberry sauce could
look like blood, a murder committed there right in the
midst of Harvest Home. Or maybe when we finally
got to the pumpkin pie for dessert, I’d drop the whole
pie on the floor while everyone, drooling to get a bite

into their mouth would look at the mess in
disappointment and censure me for spoiling their
evening.
But it didn’t happen. I didn’t drop any
platters; I didn’t spill the beans. I got through it
without mishap. Every one of the girls got through it

Eighth grade 1956 school photo
without mishap. Only later when cleaning up
someone dropped some cups in the kitchen which
made a shattering noise and would cost some of our
offering money to replace, but it wasn't me. When
we finally were able to go and sit down with our
families and hear the pastor give a short speech about
being thankful, and how God was so good to us, I
was exhausted. Most of my energy had likely gone
into calming myself enough not to shake when I held
those dishes and to concentrate totally on the fact that
I was not going to drop them on anyone’s head.

Graduation from eighth Grade 1956

Eighth grade I am eighth from right in the front row
Toward the end of eighth grade I was
surprised one day when these girls wanted to include
me in their pattering. All of us were invited to a
party at one of the rich girls’ houses. Oh yes, many
of these popular girls lived in very big houses from
which one could conclude that their families were
well to do. Most of us who lived south of Lake
Street did not live so ostentatiously and presumably
we were also considered socially inferior by these
girls. But suddenly we were all supposed to be part
of one big happy River Forest Junior High family.
That was because next year we were all going to high
school. The high school was not in River Forest and
the number of students at that high school was in the
thousands. The girls announced that people from
Oak Park were snobs. The girls who lived there were
horrible and we from River Forest would all have to
stick together, otherwise, the Oak Park girls would
take all the goodies away from us.
What goodies, I thought. The whole thing
mystified me. They were setting up war lines it
seemed, creating a barrier between us and them, the
ones who were bad, unfriendly, snobbish, and
dangerous. Because I had never felt any connection
to these River Forest girls, it seemed impossible to
me to imagine being part of their conspiracy against
the Oak Park girls. Yet their words of warning scared
me too. What if those Oak Park girls were even
worse than the River Forest girls? It made me
slightly fearful of going to High School.
In a way this was the definitive end of
childhood. I was both looking forward to high school
in the fall, but also anxious about it. Instead of
thinking about it too much though, I was looking
forward to summer vacation. Our plan was a trip
around Lake Michigan and up to Lake Superior. This
was probably also the summer Aunt Jean came to

Me dressed up for eighth grade graduation
visit us which always made me happy.
I remember a bike trip with her to Thatcher's
woods where we had a picnic. Probably Uncle
George didn’t come along as he is not in any photos.
But the summer was a good respite before the new
stress of a new school and new people descended
upon me.

On our bikes, me, Aunt Jean, Mom Dad and Tim

Picnic in Thatcher’s Woods; Tim, Dad, Jean, John,
me; Mom took the photo.
Aunt Dorothy and Uncle Cliff also came to
visit that summer. They didn’t come often so it was
nice to see them. I didn’t have such a close
connection to Aunt Dorothy as I did to Aunt Jean and
it was probably a reflection of how close Mom was to
them. Dor was much older.
New Church in River Forest
My parents began discussing leaving Kimball
Ave. Church. Everyone else they’d grown up with
had left, all of them joining the suburban middle class
with no more connections to the working class and
immigrant community they’d once lived in. But we
had stayed. I don’t know exactly why we stayed. It
was a long ride every Sunday morning which meant
that we had to get up at least a half hour earlier than
if we went to a church nearby. Of course, it had to do
with the fact that there weren’t any fundamentalist
churches nearby. Or were there? Gramma and
Mama and Dad all liked the Pastor at Kimball and his
family a lot. Maybe Dad felt some pressure from the
church elders, the bishop and whoever else had
anything to say. Attendance was dwindling. The new
people moving in the neighborhood were probably
Catholic, or not religious at all. So we stayed on in
this fading congregation, where houses were
beginning to look shabby because people didn’t have

Aunt Dorothy and Uncle Cliff in our backyard
enough money to keep them up, crime was increasing
and the streets looked like they didn’t get cleaned
very often, with decaying papers and cutting dust
blowing in the wind, making our eyes water. We
weren’t allowed to go out into the neighborhood
alone any more.
Finally, we did leave. I was beginning in high
school by then and things were not going that well
for me. Maybe Mama was noticing. Maybe she
thought that it would be better for me to have
Christian contacts in the neighborhood. There was a
Presbyterian church just three blocks from our house,
an easy walk. Dr. Ball the minister, who was a
doctor of theology was a white haired very
distinguished looking man, with a grandfatherly
manner who wore a black gown with red trim when
he preached. My dad already knew him because he
bought his prescriptions to the drugstore. Gramma
was worried because as she said, some Presbyterian
churches are modernist. “We have to be sure this one
isn’t." So, they all went to hear Dr. Ball preach
several times and this convinced Gramma that this
one wasn’t modernist, so she was appeased in spite of
having to leave the church that had been her home for
over half a century.
The Presbyterian church was a lot bigger than
Kimball and it was almost full for the Sunday
services. The people who went there were rich. I

noticed that, because I could see the contrast to
Kimball. Even though people lived only a few
blocks away they drove their big gas guzzling cars
and parked them in the church parking lot. We did
too. Our excuse was that we were running out of
time, trying to get everyone ready, and if we walked,
we’d be late, which was true. I also knew what kind
of houses the people lived in. These were big houses,
the kind that are set way back from the tree lined
streets of rich American suburbs, red or light orange
brick modern or wooden Victorians. But that doesn’t
mean the people can’t get through the needle of the
camel’s eye, does it? Whatever the Bible meant by
that odd verse; it certainly didn’t mean that all rich
people are barred from heaven. Everyone seemed
happy with the new church, except me. If I were to
analyze why I was not happy, I’m not sure how far
I’d get. The music there was far more sophisticated,
there was a huge organ with pipes. The organist
came from a music school, and there were no old
ladies playing the piano. The staid songs they sang
usually lacked the rhythm of the gospel songs we
were used to singing. We didn’t even know the
words or tunes half the time. My parents quickly
found other couples their age that they made friends
with. All of them were Republicans, rich, and saved.
But for me a certain warmth that I’d felt at Kimball,
maybe just because it was so familiar, did not exist at
the new church. I never felt a part of it.
There was a youth director who was a
handsome looking man, with a pretty wife, the kind
of people, so it seemed to me in my still very foggy
notion of young people’s social hierarchies, who
belonged to those popular cliques of football guys,
and their cute girlfriends. I had never been
acquainted with people like that and they had not
approached me. This man led the youth group with a
real gung-ho energy, that completely passed me by. I
did not comprehend what all the excitement was
about. I did know one person at the church who I'd
had some contact with in School, Theoley. I wouldn't
exactly say Theoley was a close friend. We didn't
have that much in common, except that now we were
going to the same church. Theoley gradually
accepted more and more of the religious
fundamentalist attitude and behavior which was so
puzzling me.
High school 1956
Things got worse for me. I was in a trance
while wandering through a cloud of uncertainty and
disconnection. There were two ways to walk to

school. One was along Lake Street which was a
heavily trafficked street where the bus drove, a
commercial street with many shops and lots of
people. Or there was the parallel street along the
railroad tracks where no one walked, where there
were mostly parking lots or factories or empty lots. I
took this street so that I would not have to meet
anyone. I was withdrawing into a world of my own
where none of the rest of the world could reach me
and where I felt safe.
I think my mother noticed it. She must have
seen that I had little contact with girls from school.
She must have seen I came home every day and did
my homework and then disappeared into my room
where I read. It was pretty much the same every day.

This is Pat Iversen. I believe it was her year older
sister Joy who first came to Hi-C at our house. Pat
was a freshman like me, though in none of my
classes. But she sometimes came to Hi-C too and also
lived not so far away so we sometimes walked home
from school together. But ultimately our interests
were too different to be close friends.
The only answer she could think of was to get
Hi-C to meet in our basement. Hi-C was a club of
high school age born- again Christians. I don’t know
how this all came about. It was certainly something

my parents discussed when I was not around. I can
imagine them convincing each other that their
daughter was having difficulty connecting with other
kids, that she was doing her homework and getting
good grades and on the surface things weren’t that
bad. She wasn’t getting into trouble at least. Perhaps
at school when there was a conference between
teachers and parents at school, they were informed
that I appeared to be very shy, did not ever speak in
class, and seemed to not have much connection with
anyone else in the class. So maybe they were a little
worried. What I needed was some good Christian
friends with whom I could go out and have fun. In
fact, just the way they had done when they were in
high school. Why wasn’t it going that way for me?
Well, our church didn’t have a youth group, like the
one they’d had one at Kimball Ave. when they were
young. But dad found out about Hi-C from a kid
who worked after school at his drugstore. This kid
was a Christian and my dad liked him. They
suggested I go to Hi-C. But I didn’t
want to. I didn’t know any of these kids and I didn’t
really like the idea of going out somewhere to these
meetings. I guess that’s when it occurred to them
that if Hi-C were at our house, there would be no
excuse for me not to go.

This is the basement shortly after it was renovated.
It's not Hi-C in this photo, but a Christmas when
cousins were at our house, but it shows what the
basement looked like. Jimmy and Margie Klotz (at
the piano) and Patti and Nancy Swanson are in the
photo as well as Tim, John and I.
My parents got us all enthused about
redecorating the basement. It was nothing but a gray
cement basement with beams and pipes on the
ceiling, containing the furnace, hot water heater, a
washing machine and dryer and clothes lines strung
from side to side. They built a wall of pressed wood
shavings down the middle separating all the utilities
from the club room. The cement floor was painted
dark red and partially carpeted, the light wood wall

was varnished, the other walls were painted white
and new light fixtures were added to make the room
nice and bright. The piano was brought down and the
room was filled with chairs. It wasn’t exactly luxury,
but it was functional.

Probably the same family celebration as in the photo
opposite in 1957. From left Aunt Virginia, Uncle
Erwin, Me, Nancy, Aunt Mildred.
My parents were looking forward to the first
meeting of Hi-C with anticipation and hope. I had
mixed feelings. The basement filled up with kids.
There was the sallow, long and skinny Bob with
strains of black hair falling into his face and thick
dark glasses. He had a very big bible with a leather
cover whose edges were slightly worn, making it
appear that he zealously used the Bible and I believe
he did. I’d seen him at school walking through the
halls between classes with his big Bible placed
conscientiously over his schoolbooks. He was an
avid witness for Christ. There was Patrick, the guy
who worked at Dad’s store. He was rounder, with
red hair and freckles, a jovial guy who everyone
liked. He didn’t carry a Bible around, but he also
was an avid witness for Christ though in a more laidback way. Sue played the piano. I stayed in my
room while they arrived. Mom directed them to the
back door which was open and had direct access to
the basement. That way they wouldn’t have to
traipse through the whole house.
I stayed in my room. I didn’t want to go
downstairs. But I could hear them. I could hear the
muffled voices, the clink of the piano. I recognized
the song Sue was playing. Savior, like a shepherd
lead us, much we need Thy tender care; In Thy
pleasant pastures feed us, for our use Thy folds
prepare. Blessèd Jesus, blessèd Jesus! Thou hast

bought us, Thine we are. Blessèd Jesus, blessèd
Jesus! Thou hast bought us, Thine we are. The words
echoed in my head.
I had my Algebra Text book in my hand and
pretended to be studying it. John pushed the door to
my room open. “They are starting now,” he said.
“You better go down.”
“Did mom say something?” I asked.
“Nah, she just said where’s Gretchen?”
“OK,” I said. I knew she’d be annoyed if I
didn’t show up. Maybe she’d come up and get me. I
didn’t want that either. So, I slapped the book closed
and looked around for my Bible. I had the Bible with
a red fake leather cover. It was not as worn as Bob’s
Bible, but it wasn’t unused either. I’d gotten it in
Sunday school at graduation from the primary to the
junior department at Kimball Ave. Church, so it was
not new anymore. Furthermore, I’d used it enough. I
had decided once to read the whole Bible through
from beginning to end, both old and new testaments.
I even read every single name in the genealogies of
Deuteronomy. Part of it was because I was
fascinated by names and was looking for some that I
liked, names that I could someday use for my
imaginary children when I got them. And then I’d
used it for Bible drills.
I rummaged through piles of books, school
books, library books and other books I had strewn
about my room. I did not keep my room neat and
sometimes the chaos was almost impenetrable. At
such times, my mother would insist I clean up. This
time I found the Bible fairly quickly. I tucked the
Bible under my arm and ran downstairs. Patrick was
standing in front talking about how God had
answered prayer and given us this place where Hi-C
could now meet regularly. I slipped into a seat in the
back. “So, let’s sing, we’ve a story to tell to the
nations,” he said. Sue began to play again. “We’ve a
story to tell to the nations, that shall turn their hearts
to the right, A story of truth and mercy, A story of
peace and light, A story of peace and light.” I knew
the song; everyone knew it and we all belted it out. I
did too. There was some Bible reading and then a
talk, but my mind was wandering by then. I’d heard
these sorts of things since I was very young, it was
the same always, it was supposed to reconfirm our
faith and encourage us to go out and witness. You
needed support, you needed prodding. Even the most
devout Christians would get lazy. So, we all had to
be reminded. Every soul you brought to Jesus put
another star in your crown. Bob liked to remind us of

that and I’d think he’s likely going to have a lot of
stars in his crown, the way he always has his Bible
ready at school. And I wouldn’t have many at all.
Maybe none. I didn’t know how to be a witness. For
one thing, I didn’t really know anyone well enough to
think of beginning to talk to him or her about Jesus.
But whenever we were reminded of our duty to go
out there and preach the gospel, I would feel guilty,
and inadequate. Those people that I was not
witnessing to might end up in Hell, because I was too
shy and too embarrassed. On the other hand, I wasn’t
at all envious of those who were going to have a
starry crown. I didn’t really care if I had no crown at
all. This was not because I felt it was silly or
senseless to witness. On the contrary, I was a bit
annoyed at myself that I couldn’t do it. But the
crown part, the material motivation didn’t matter to
me.
At first, I’d go down and join the Hi-C
meeting in the basement every time. I did it because
it was my duty, because my parents had done this for
me, having it in our house. I didn’t do it because it
was a joy for me. And after some months, I began to
have lots of homework and I’d say I had to finish
before I could go down. So, I came late. And then
I’d miss the meeting altogether - sometimes.
My mother noticed that this attempt to get me
bonded with kids my age, to draw me out of the
dream world I was in that had no real people in it,
was not working. But she had no idea how to deal
with it. She was a Christian mother who had to bring
her children up in the faith and she would be a failure
if she could not somehow keep me within the fold. It
wasn’t that I was a black sheep. I was a Christian. I
was saved. I didn’t doubt the validity of the Bible or
of the teachings I’d been handed since childhood. I
didn’t go out and live a sinful life. I didn’t drink,
smoke, dance or go to the movies. The whole
problem was inside my head, my lingering doubts,
my lack of motivation to proclaim this gospel that
was not elevating my life in the way I thought it
should be. I had no great story to communicate to the

others.

face. So I was friendly to Bob. I didn’t flirt with
him, and he probably wasn’t at an age to date girls,
though he surely was interested. But one day he said,
“Do you know how to play chess?”
I said, “no.”
“I could teach you,” he said.
“OK.” I said. I learned the game, and never
became very good at it. Bob always won when we
played, but he was probably about as awkward as I
was in relationships, so this was a way to make
contact without any obligations. Soon enough I
found out that Bob was Jewish. I told him I was a
I wasn't completely isolated. With me sitting at the
Christian and feeling that I surely now had an
piano are JoAnne and Pat Sonnenleiter. Pat had
obligation to witness to him, and seeing as he was a
been in my class since 3rd grade, but I'd never had
captive audience and was even willing to listen, I
much to do with her. I'm not exactly sure why she was said, “if you aren’t saved, you might go to hell.” But
at my house on this day either, but she was in the
I was fully aware of how ridiculous that sounded. In
chorus and since I was in the orchestra, we'd see
fact, I knew that he would laugh when I said that, and
each other at rehearsals.
maybe I even said it to make him laugh. Of course,
There was a boy that I liked. In homeroom
he did laugh and after that he began to tease me about
we were seated alphabetically and right in front of
going to Hell. But when I was at home, I
me was Bob King and I came next, Klotz. Bob was a
somewhat chubby boy freshman year who hadn’t
really gotten very far along in puberty development

Bob King, a photo from the Yearbook 1960
That year. His voice was still fairly high pitched too.
He was a studious boy who liked to play chess. The
thing that caught my attention about Bob King was
that he somewhat resembled photos of my father as a
young teenager, although my father had not been
chubby at all, but he had the curly brown hair and
brown eyes, and something about the form of his

Me doing homework on the dining room table
felt very conflicted about the whole thing. I couldn’t
exactly admit it to myself, but I probably had a bit of
a crush on Bob. It couldn’t be more than that. I
couldn’t allow it, because I knew that my mother
would not approve of me having an unsaved
boyfriend, and I was myself convinced that as a
Christian I had to be on the alert all the time, and not
let myself be tempted by the pleasures of world, that
is to say, by liking a boy who was not saved.

Playing chess occasionally with Bob did not
mean much once I left the school building and began
the long lonely walk home. I’d see the other kids in

bunches, laughing, going into the stores sometimes
on Lake street, or just being silly. It wasn’t that I
wanted to be with them. It was more that I didn’t
want them to see me. I felt like a wound on the face
of the earth. I had no place there. I wasn't sure if I
could be healed.
But it wasn’t so that living in a fantasy world
was sufficient for me. I really wanted to have
friends. It would have been fine if they had been
Christian friends as my mother wished. It was just
that the Christians I knew seemed to be existing in a
different thought dimension. They were on that plane
where their lives were defined by their beliefs. They
seemed to be certain of what they believed and what
they were doing. It was like it was all outlined for
them. A system of beliefs and behavior that said
number one do this, number two do that; and they did
it with no questions asked. But my head was full of
questions, not questions that I could actually qualify,
just indefinable questions that made me insecure. So,
I didn’t have any Christian friends.

Christmas or Thanksgiving probably 1957 in our
living room. That's the front door. The people are
back row David Klotz, Tim, John, Margy and Jimmy
Klotz, Nancy Swanson, Patti Swanson, me
There were still the holidays with my family to

sweeten my life. My relatives were not friends in that
sense. I only saw them at the holidays. But it was
none the less, nice having them or going to their
house. We played games together or my dad, who
was a super story-teller would tell stories. The
characters in his stories were always us and what we
did was great fun and a little crazy

Here I am with Tim at Christmas time.
. On the whole I saw my relatives on Dad’s
side more often than those on Mom’s side, except for
Aunt E, because they lived closer, but here we are
with Aunt E’s grandchildren, Ned and Patricia

With Mom’s side of the family: Ned Chandler, me,
Tim, John and Patricia Chandler
.
During the first semester in high school I was

in a regular English class. I did the homework, and
whizzed through the tests, but I never said a word.
The teacher gave me a B because I didn't talk. It was
a little discombobulating, but I couldn't do anything
about it. After a semester I was put in an advanced
English Class. This class had a teacher named Chris
Bjerknes, but he was called Mr. B. by everyone. Mr.
B was young and very cute with longish blond hair,
blue eyes and an impish grin which produced dimples
in his cheeks. He was lively. He seemed to bounce
around the room. Sometimes he'd get so excited, he'd
take a couple steps up the wall, defying gravity. I
loved to sit in his class and watch him. I had an
immediate crush on him, but of course, remained
timid and introverted. None of this meant that I
talked in class. I didn't. And Mr. B. simply did not
notice me. He probably didn't even know my name. I
did the work assigned and passed the tests and was
no better and no worse than anyone else in the class,
except that the others all talked. It was accelerated
English, so all the kids were hard-working and
interested in the subject.
Sometime during that semester, Mr. B told us
that the play Oedipus Rex was in a theater in Chicago
and he would like the whole class to go. Since I
didn't know anyone in the class, I ended up sitting
next to Mr. B. at the show. I was in fact very pleased
by that. It was one of the little thrills that I had in
those days. Odd little things that kept me

shaking me out of the rut I was in. Mr.B saw me for
the first time I think and began talking to me. I don't
remember what we said, but after that he was curious
about me. Why was I so withdrawn, could he do
something about it? In any case he did know my
name.
One day I was in the girls’ bathroom at school
washing my hands. A girl who I knew only vaguely
from one of my classes came up to me and said, "hi
Gretchen." I thought she might be mistaking me for
someone else. But she had said "Hi Gretchen," and
since no one else had that name, I figured it had to be
me. I knew her name was Artie. “I’m having a
pajama party for a bunch of girls Friday night. I’d
like you to come,” she said.
I stared at her in disbelief. Why would she
ask me? I hardly knew her; she didn’t know me.
“Who are the girls?” I said finally, nothing else
coming to mind. I immediately felt embarrassed.
What a dumb thing to say, I thought.
"Some girls from our English class, from
Orchestra, Cecily and Eleanor and some from my
math classes, you may not know them. I think you’ll
like it.”
I had mixed feelings. I’d likely feel very
embarrassed with all these people that I didn’t really
know, out of place, nervous, wanting to sink through
the floor maybe. On the other hand, I wanted to have
friends, didn’t I? So, I stood there indecisively,
rocking from one foot to the other, with my mouth
open because I wanted to say something, but I didn’t
know what. Finally, Artie said, “you’ll come, won’t
you?”.
So, I said, “yes.”
She told me where she lived. Of course, it
was in Oak Park. I went to the party and it was better
than I had expected. The girls made a circle in
Artie’s room on the floor and everyone was included
in it. They were not going to leave me out. They
began to talk about the things that girls this age talk
about. Sex and boys. The big questions. And I was
drawn in. I listened almost breathlessly, intensely.
Most of the girls had no experience with either of
those things. But a few did. One of them was Artie.
Everyone was inexorably curious. Did you have sex?
This was either during my freshman or sophomore
“Yes,” she said. “But I won’t say with
year in high school. My dad often got gifts of various
whom.”
sorts from his medical suppliers. One of them offered
“What was it like?”
a helicopter ride for two and my dad chose me. It was
“It wasn’t that great," said Artie. "The first
quite exciting. You could look straight down and we
time,
it
never is. It hurts a little. But that’s only the
flew over our house, great fun.
first time.”
from total despair or that maybe could start slowly

“What did the boy do?” asked Cecily. She
may or may not have wanted the detailed and
anatomically correct description that Artie gave.

that that was how sex happened. I was almost
flabbergasted at the thought of it. It sounded pretty
gross to me and I thought, maybe I’ll never have sex.
It doesn’t sound very appealing, but I didn’t say that.
However, what I did realize was that I could not get
pregnant on the bus, not sitting next to a man, not if I
was standing and he was leaning right up against me.
After all, neither of us was naked. It was a relief.
After that I wasn’t invited to another party for
a long time. The girls who had been at Artie's party
always said hi to me when I saw them in class, and I
said hi to them. But new friendships didn't happen.
They all had their girlfriends, most still from their
various eighth grades, and that seemed quite settled.
So, I remained aloof and lonely, but just a little
smarter about things of the world.
Brave New World
The English assignment was to read Brave
New World by Aldous Huxley. Some teachers in
High School believed their task was to help emerging
teenagers, emerging adults, to think for themselves,
This was in May 1957 during my Freshman year. I
to ask questions about things they’d always assumed
wanted to paint, as I knew Aunt Jean had done, but
to be eternal truths. But these teachers did not have it
didn't know exactly how to start, so I did some paint easy, because what kids learned in High School was
by numbers pictures. I set up a studio in the back
expected to keep affirming the unquestionable truths
porch. There wasn't much room and the edge beyond the students had imbibed from home. If it didn’t do
the easel was open down to the basement stairs. But that, parents would protest and declare that children
there was plenty of light and it worked.
were being influenced by wrong ideas. On the other
“The boy’s penis, you know, she laughed, “it hand, there was a basic classical kind of education
gets big and hard.” She held her hands up showing
that everyone assumed their children should have.
the original approximately three-inch penis and then So, in English class we had to learn about Greek
stretching to seven or eight inches. The girls all
Mythology but we also had to learn about the Bible giggled at that. I didn’t at first, because I didn’t
the Old Testament. Whether this meant that the Old
know it was funny. In fact, it was a piece of
Testament was being put on the same plane as Greek
information that was so strange to me that I was
Mythology I don’t know. I liked reading them both,
simply trying to digest it. Then, she continued, he
though the Old Testament stories were very familiar
tries to put it in. You know where."
to me. Brave New World was on the edge. It didn’t
"No", I said when no one else responded to
fit in the classical mold, but some parents wanted
that. I thought it might be my only chance to find out. their children to have a broader view of things. Mine
"In the vagina," said Artie. She said it matter- didn’t. I read the book and was drawn into the
of-factly with no hint of acting like I must be a total
inflexible utterly robot-like future it pictured for
idiot not to know this. Well, all I knew about the
humanity. I was horrified by it, fascinated by it and
vagina was that that’s where your period came from. saw no way that it could fit into my Christian view of
She continued, "the vagina is almost covered by the
the world, unless it was a prediction of the time after
hymen. There’s just a little hole. So, when he puts
the return of Christ when we would all be in heaven
his penis in, it breaks the hymen, and that hurts and a and only those left behind would experience it. This
little blood might come out. And then he rocks back was confusing enough. I was willing to follow the
and forth to get it in further and to get himself all
logic of the story so far as to think that the
excited. Until the semen comes out. And then it’s
finished."
For me, it was a revelation. I’d had no idea

technologized future really would be like a brave new
world. It filled me with an eerie sense of uneasiness.
I wasn’t going to question my faith, but I was
unconsciously putting it in a separate box. In fact, I
was slowly developing two boxes, so that the
complicated, contradictory world that I was
becoming aware of would not become too confusing.
But the boxes weren’t well defined and it seemed like
they kept breaking apart and dribbling their contents
into each other. I could feel it in the pit of my
stomach, queasiness or maybe more a tickling
feeling, pre-sexual almost, like in that period when
you are curious about sex but terrified of it.
I kept the book Brave New World which I’d
taken out of the library under my bed. I’d read at
night before going to sleep and then mark the page
I’d reached with a book mark. My mother wanted
the light out at ten when she and dad went to bed and
she’d come and look in my room at that time. When
I heard her coming, I’d close the book and put it
under the bed and turn out the light. She’d accept
that as a sufficient sign that I was being obedient.
Usually I was tired enough that I’d go to sleep then.
One night I reached under the bed to get the
book and it wasn’t there. I leaned over so I could
peer under the bed. There was stuff there, clothes,
shoes and a few odds and ends from failed clean-ups.
But there was no book. I didn’t feel like facing my
mother at that time. It would have to wait until
morning.
At breakfast, there was never much time. It
was a long walk to school and I had to leave by 7:30.
Mama had breakfast on the table when I came out of
the bathroom, eggs, bacon, toast and orange juice. I
took a bite of the scrambled eggs and then said, “I
had a book I was reading for school.”
Mama looked at me with a frown on her face.
“What kind of a book is that,” she said.
“It’s an assignment,” I said.
“Well, you will have to get a different
assignment. What are they thinking making you read
evil books like that. It is full of lies.”
“It’s not supposed to be about facts,” I
mumbled. I shook my head. I knew there was no use
arguing about that. “It’s a library book,” I said.
“Where is it? I’ll have to pay if I lose it.”
“You have to return it,” said my mother.
There was nothing more I could do. I felt
anger at her welling up. I felt like I was being caught
in a spider’s web and the spider was spinning its
threads tighter and tighter around me. I had no idea

how to escape.

Me in the basement; interesting here is the painting
on the wall, which I believe was done by Aunt Jean.
I didn’t return the book. But I didn’t bring it
home any more. I read it in the library and kept it in
my locker at school, so Mama couldn't find it. It was
a solution that didn't make things better. But I did
finish reading the book and got my book report in on
time. The book had been a revelation for me, putting
a wedge between myself and everything I'd believed
until then. My puzzle pieces were jumbled and none
of them fit together. I did realize that I did not need
the Hi-C kids who didn’t want me anyway. Having
once decided this I felt better. It was as if I had
thrown away the life lines, that in reality were
dragging me further out to sea. And now I could try
to swim to safety by myself. Nonetheless, I often felt
very lonesome.
Despair
One evening I was clearing the dishes from
the table. My mother was putting them in the
dishwasher and no one else was nearby. She asked
how things were at school. She didn’t do that often.
There had never been problems with school work, so
there was no reason to ask about that. And to ask
about the rest of it, the feelings deep down in your
stomach or wherever they were. No one asked about
that. Ever. But this time for some reason, maybe

because things seemed to me to have been going
wrong for so long, I just blurted out, “I feel like
committing suicide.” Nothing in between, no
enumeration of problems, no immediate concerns,
just that.
There was a moment of stunned silence. I
looked at her to see if she’d even heard me. She was
staring at me with a look of horror on her face. Then
a slow flush of red spread from her cheeks and she
blurted out in a raw and hoarse voice, “Don’t you
ever dare to say anything like that again.”
Now it was my turn to be shocked. I had
thought she might have somehow realized that I was
grasping for help, for a foundation to secure myself
or something; maybe just a sympathetic ear. But
there was nothing more. She just stood there
paralyzed. I turned quickly when I saw she was not
going to say anything else and ran into my room,
shoved the door closed and dived onto my bed,
shoving my head under the pillow and I began to cry
silently. I didn’t want her to hear me.
I didn’t really want to commit suicide. I
knew it at that moment. Instead I was so
disappointed that I somehow felt that my struggle
was with her, a struggle that had to keep me
surviving. But the only way I knew how to begin
that struggle was to cut myself off from her. I was

life. She would not know how I felt about anything.
I had to find my answers.
I never did talk to her again about the things
that meant the most to me. There were times that I
was sorry about that. And I think if she had made an
effort to break through the barrier, I might have let
her. But she didn’t. I suppose she didn't know how
to.
Still although I did not think about suicide
after that, I still felt lost and had no idea how I could
find the way out of my dead-end. I was not happy. I
walked home from school along the tracks, so I
wouldn’t have to see the bunches of laughing kids
that I wasn’t at all envious of. I just didn’t want to be
in their world. But my world was not better. My
puzzle was indeed a mess, and I needed someone to
help me get started putting it together.
Nonetheless, I wasn’t helpless. It may have
been that summer that I got the idea of writing a
musical. There are so many long hot days with
nothing to do during Summer Vacation and I couldn’t
just do nothing. The idea was crazy. I don’t know if I
even had an idea of what this musical should be
about, in any case, I’ve forgotten. But I do remember
sitting for hours at the piano working on tunes and
probably words. In the end, I decided I was not
coming up with something really original and when
summer was over, I stopped the project and never
returned to it. But I actually enjoyed doing it while it
lasted.
It was probably toward the beginning of my
sophomore year when a girl named Cecily whom I
knew vaguely, she was in orchestra with me, asked if
I wanted to go to Brookfield Zoo with her and her
friend Eleanor who was also in orchestra. I was a bit
surprised, but I said yes. We rode our bikes out there,
it was a fairly long ride and I had a good time. I
immediately liked Cecily and was a little frustrated
that she seemed quite attached to Eleanor because I
was still looking for this young girl kind of thing, a
best friend, a confidante with whom I could share
I took this photo of Cecily on the left and Eleanor on everything. For a while Cecily thus remained on the
our trip to Brookfield Zoo. It was the beginning of my fringe of my human links.
E pluribus; Gretchen
friendship with Cecily which lasted many years and
Miraculously
it happened. This girl who was
faded somewhat only because we lived so far from
on the fringe, who no one saw, who seemed
each other, but exists to this day.
completely out of it, suddenly became an icon. And
too young to go anywhere, I had nowhere to go
many of the kids in our school of 3000 students knew
anyway, and there would have been no way to
who I was. It happened like this.
survive, but in my mind I felt she would never
In my sophomore year at high school things
understand me. I would not be able to talk to her
about anything other than the physical necessities of hadn’t changed much at the beginning. I was taking

geometry in math and did not like the teacher which
ruined math for me forever. This teacher liked only
boys. I had Latin again and the teacher Mr. Baker
was an amusing teacher who inspired the kids to
learn a subject which seemed irrelevant to real life,
but we had fun in the class. I liked Mr. Baker. I was
good in Latin and here we had to talk because
everyone had to translate passages and we also had
spelldowns translating Latin words. Since I often
won these Mr. Baker knew who I was.
My English teacher was Mr. B. again. The
same class for another semester. Some months into
that first semester of the sophomore year, Mr. B gave
us the assignment to write a poem. There were no
further instructions. Any kind of a poem, any
content. But I hadn’t written a poem since I was in
second grade. I had no idea what to write about. I
had no inspiration at all, but writing poetry had to be
inspired I thought. It needed that ethereal break
through. But my life was mostly mundane and
without the emotional waves which I had suppressed
after the suicide discussion with my mother. So, the
due date for the poem got closer and closer and I
couldn’t write anything. I’d never missed an
assignment. I was conscientious with school work. I
wanted to get A’s although I often failed to because I
never said anything in class. I was getting a little
desperate this time. My mind was completely blank.
On the evening before the poem was due, my
parents went out. I don’t know where Tim was, but
his bed was empty. He and John slept in the same
room whereas I had my own bedroom. But on that
night with no else home, I decided to sleep in Tim’s
bed so John and I could keep each other company. It
was time to go to bed and I did not have my poem
written. I was pretty much resigned to the fact that I
was going to fail this assignment, not happy about it
though and it was certainly on my mind when I
climbed into Tim’s bed.
Perhaps because I was nervous about that and
because it was unusual for John and I to be in the
same room, we got very silly. We began making up
crazy stories mostly about excretion of urine and
bowel movements, which we called wee wee and
BMs. I don’t know exactly why we got into this
mode, perhaps it was a substitute for our repressed
sexuality, a subject that we simply could not bring up
in any form at home.
“Remember when Mr. Peepers used to make a
BM on Gramma’s floor. She got mad. He’d get her
back by doing even more,” I said.

“Yeah. She kicked him, that made it worse.”
“He did it every day.
“His BM’s would fill her room,” said John.
“Ugh,” I said. “There’d be no room for her.
She’d faint from the smell. So would we.”
Soon we were laughing hysterically. We went
on in that vein for what seemed like a long time.
Choking with laughter and hardly able to speak I said
as a joke, “how about a poem about that. I need to
write a poem for tomorrow.”
“OK,” John said.
“Plop, plop,” I said. We both began to laugh
again. The more disgusting the funnier it seemed to
us.
“Pee pee,” he said.
“Pow, pow,” I said.
“BM, BM,” he said or something like that.
“Run, run, run, I have to go to the bathroom,”
I said. I really did. I got out of bed and padded off to
the bathroom.
“Are you doing a BM?”
“No,” I said. “I’m done.”
Suddenly in my head, instead of thinking of a
BM plopping into a toilet, I thought of a bomb
plopping down from the sky, the way it looked in
those old movies on TV that John always looked at,
where the planes flew over Japan and suddenly all
these BM shaped objects would be ejected and drift
toward earth. “It’s like a war,” I said.
“What do you mean?”
“Pow, pow, bang, bang, plop BMs. Bombs.”
John was laughing and shouting pow pow
boom.
“Wait,” I said.
“What?”
“How’s this for a poem? Pow, pow, bang,
bang, plop da.”
“BM, bomb,” said John.
“Maybe I could make that into a poem.”
“It doesn’t sound like a poem to me,” said
John.
“It’s about war,” I said. “Understandable? not
comprehendible. I’m going to write that down.” I
got up and went into my room to find paper and pen
and then I wrote Pow, pow, bang, bang, plop, da.
Next century, more treachery. Pow, pow, bang, bang,
plop da. Understandable? Not comprehendible.
Pow, pow bang, bang, plop, daaaaaaaaaaa. I read it
to John.
“Yeah,” he said. “That’s good.”
“It’s goofy,” I said.

“That’s OK,” murmured John who was
getting very tired..
In the morning I looked at what I’d scribbled
in the middle of the night. “I don’t know about that
poem,” I said to John. “I don’t think I can hand that
in.” But I stuck it between my books, thinking I’d
likely make up some excuse about why I didn’t have
my poem written and went off to school.
At the beginning of Mr. B’s class, he asked us
to turn our poems in. Everyone did except me.
“Have you all turned your poem in?” he asked
then.
I shook my head and he saw me. “Do you
have one?”
“No…yes…no,” I said.
He walked over to my desk. “What does noyes-no mean? You have one there?”
“It’s goofy,” I said. “I can’t turn it in.”
“Well, let’s see if it’s goofy,” he said. I made
no move to get it, so he began rummaging in my
books that were piled on the desk. He found the
piece of paper with the scribbled words. “Is this it?”
I nodded. A small grin appeared on his face
as he read it.
“OK,” he said walking to the front with the
poem in his hand. “Steve, come here. I want you to
write this poem up on the board. We are going to
discuss whether it’s poetry or not.”
So, there it was suddenly, my crazy poem
scrawled all over the blackboard and all the kids in
the class staring at it. Some of them grinning, some
of them looking puzzled. They talked about it for the
whole class period. I said nothing. What could I
say? I was flabbergasted being the center of attention
like that. Most of them really liked the poem, that
was apparent. They were looking at me for the first
time, realizing I was there. I felt a tiny tweek of
elation at the bottom of my stomach, but I
was afraid to let it boil up and out of me. “So do you
think it’s a poem,” Mr. B said to me.
“Yes,” I said.
“A good poem?”
I didn’t answer that, but some of the others
were talking all at once, “yes, it’s original, it’s
interesting, it’s good.” And some disagreed and said,
“it’s not poetry.” I didn’t care.
After class a boy named Burke whom I’d
never spoken to before came up to me and said, “I
work on the staff of our school magazine Crest.
Would it be OK if I bring the poem to our next
meeting and see if we can publish it?”

“Sure,” I said. “Go ahead.”
“I can’t be sure they’ll agree,” he said. “But I
like it. I’m going to try.”
The poem was sitting on Mr. B’s desk, so
Burke asked him if he could take a copy. A little bit
of elation began to ascend higher toward my heart. I
skipped out of that class. It was the first time in
years that I’d done a little hop, skip and jump and
gave myself a kind of hug, like I used to do when I
was a kid squeezing my hands together and pressing
them against my lips.
But it took its time. The poem had to be
processed by the editors of the magazine. Some of

The Crest Staff, June Hansen, Burke Smith, Tom
Morowitz
them didn’t like it. The magazine only came out
twice a year, once each semester, and so I had to
wait. Miracles don’t happen all at once. I no longer
felt the impending doom the way it had been the year
before. But I still liked to hide in my cocoon.
One day Mr. B asked me to come after school
to have a talk. There wasn’t much time after class,
because we had 15 minutes to get to the next class
which was pretty far away (the high school was big).
So after school I went to his room, feeling a bit
nervous. I didn’t know what he might be upset
about. I knew I still wasn’t talking in class and that
was always a problem because we were supposed to.
When I got there, a couple of other kids were there
talking to him, so I waited until they left.

to notice me, because I had no idea how to deal with
it, if they should have done so. I was still a child in
my mind. I didn’t want people to know I had breasts.
I tried to hide them, from others and from myself too.
But he had said one thing that almost knocked me off
my feet. You are a poet. This was like a revelation.
I was something and not nothing. I was a person who
could be in the world and present myself to the others
as someone with dignity. I was not a mouse or a
rabbit. Being a poet did not necessarily mean that I
had to be a teenage girl that made the boys trail after
me. In fact, I had no desire to subject myself to any
ideal for the sake of having a boyfriend. I didn’t
need one. Yet, I realized too that I wouldn’t have
I am not sure just when this was. It is in my bedroom been opposed to it. Even Bob, the chubby boy who
before I changed it. We had a parakeet for some
sat in front of me in homeroom was growing up and
years until it hung itself on its swing. It was the only as he got longer, he got thinner and more handsome.
pet we had after Peepers except for occasional fish
But no, not him. Or yes, maybe him. No, he was
which generally died rather quickly.
Jewish, he wasn’t a Christian. I couldn’t. It would
He looked at me critically and I felt like
be sort of cool. My mind was flipping all over the
shriveling up. Then he said, “Sometimes you seem
place. I wasn’t going to get that one straightened out
very aloof. They like you, you know, the kids in the in my mind any time soon. But I could start with the
class. It’s a good class.”
hair. Mr. B said I should do my hair in a different
“I guess I’m shy,” I said looking down at the way.
floor. “I don’t mean to be aloof.”
When I got home from school I went in the
“You should make more of an effort to look
bathroom and locked the door. Then I stared at
nice.”
myself in the mirror. My hair was uneven, about
I was astounded. It didn’t sound like he was
shoulder length, but had the remains of a permanent
criticizing me, but I felt embarrassed. Yet at the same at the ends. I wore plastic glasses which were
time, I knew that he wanted to help me to make
yellowing with age. I wore no make-up. How to
contact with the kids. I accepted that fact and
resolve this? I finally decided that the hair had to be
thought that maybe I could accept what he had to say, cut to get the permanent out and I needed new
without dashing away in helpless humiliation.
glasses. When I informed my mother that I wanted a
Maybe I really didn’t think much about my
haircut, she was surprised. I’d never expressed any
appearance. Maybe I was almost purposely
opinions on matters of appearance before. It had
repressing how I looked. After standing paralyzed
always been her taking me to the beauty parlor to get
for a few seconds, staring at the floor, I looked up
a permanent. She always made me get a permanent
and said, “how?”
which she must have thought was the best way to
“Do your hair differently, I don’t know how.
deal with my fine, thin hair. I said, “I don’t want a
Look at magazines and get an idea. Buy some new
permanent, just a haircut.”
clothes that flatter you. The boys will notice you
“But straight hair doesn’t look good,” she
then.”
said.
“I don’t know if I want them to look at me,” I
“Yes, it does, I think it does,” I said.
said.
So, she agreed. The next thing with the
He started to laugh, not mockingly, more like clothes was more difficult. I had money to buy
I’d made a joke. ““Well, you can think about it. It’s clothes, a weekly allowance which was meant to
up to you. Be original. You are a poet.”
cover the costs of clothes, but I hated to shop. I had
So I stumbled away. No one had ever said
to buy a bra, this was clear to me. But I had never
anything like that to me. Maybe I had wanted all
bought one before and felt extremely embarrassed to
along to deny that I was a woman, that I could make even ask. I had no idea what size I wore or what
boys notice me. Maybe I really hadn’t wanted them kind. Yet I did it. I went to Gilmore’s and found the

bra department and meekly told the saleslady that I
wanted a bra. She asked the size. I said I don’t
know. She looked at me quizzically for a moment
and then measured me. In the end I got one that was
simple and not too expensive. But I was pleased
enough that I’d accomplished it.
So, it probably wasn’t like Cinderella going
from the ashes to the castle ball, but I think some of
the boys did begin to look at me, though I didn’t
notice it at first.
I played the flute in the school orchestra. We
played the music for musicals and for concerts. And
that year the musical was a Gilbert and Sullivan
operetta, Gondoliers. The night of the performance
my mother and Aunt E both came. It had always
been fun, watching the rehearsals, playing the music,
being part of it. I was as proud of the performance as
the singers and actors. Afterwards Mom and Aunt E
waited for me until I'd put my flute away and the
orchestra was dispersing. We were headed toward the
door to go home. Three boys suddenly stood in from
of me, blocking the way. I’d seen them before. One
of them was Burke, the guy who’d taken my poem.
Another of them looked exactly like Burke and in
fact, I didn’t know which one was Burke, they were
twins, both long skinny boys with red hair, both
standing there with another boy that I didn’t know,
grinning and kind of hopping around. I thought they
had come to make fun of me. They didn’t say
anything at first, just stood there blocking me and
grinning and I wasn’t sure if it wasn’t mockingly.
Finally, one of the twins said, “We want you to come
to a party.”
“Oh no,” I said immediately, “I can’t.”
“We’d like to you come,” he insisted.
I was pretty sure they were making a joke at
my expense. I’d never been invited to one of their
parties. Why would they be asking me now? I shook
my head and started to walk away.
“Why don’t you go,” Aunt E said. “Yes,” my
mother chimed in, “You can go.”
The twins seemed to spring into position,
“Come on,” they said making a space for me between
them.
My mother actually gave me a little push so I
had to move in their direction. I was still uncertain,
where were they going to take me? Did I really want
to do this? I was not exactly overjoyed to suddenly
be asked to be part of something that I couldn't judge.
I didn't know what their intentions were. But they
were taking me away so I waved to my mother and

Aunt E and they disappeared. I was committed to
this. I felt very on the outside of it though. And yet it
was as if Mr. B had warned me. The boys might
notice you.
They brought me to a house that was just a
couple blocks away from the school. It was a huge
Victorian house with intricate wooden carved
decorations, stairways to different levels and
balconies - an exotic architectural gem. There was
already a crowd of people from the orchestra and the
chorus. Of course, I knew them, but I didn’t know
anything about them. They greeted me as if the twins
had captured and brought a prize. No, it wasn’t a
joke. They really wanted me. I couldn’t believe it. I
simply couldn’t believe it. But still maybe at
midnight, the coach would turn back to a pumpkin,
the gown to rags, the glowing face smudged with
dirt. Something like that. I didn’t believe in
miracles. Not miracles like that, anyway. And yet
nothing happened. At midnight, I was still there, still
talking to Burke who was the twin that had asked me
to come. I don’t know what we talked about that
night, maybe about the play and Gilbert and Sullivan
and everyone who’d been in the play and about our
teachers and the school, and perhaps Burke told the
others who were not in our class about my poem or
maybe they already knew.
Burke
It wasn’t so long after that that Burke asked
me if I wanted to go to the Art Institute. Clark his
twin brother was going and so was Judy who lived in
the exotic Victorian house and was Clark’s girlfriend
and a few others were going as well. This time I just
said yes. And then it was going to Kroch’s and
Brentano’s and looking at books. And then to a
concert. Burke asked me, but we never went alone.
It was always with a group. This group. I suppose it
was a clique, the art and music clique. High school
kids are cliquey. But it was apparent that I was going
with Burke. Burke was my boyfriend. I viewed it
that way and so did everyone. He was my first real
boyfriend. But that immediately caused a problem
with Kay. Kay played the flute as I did and she
automatically assumed she was better than me.
Usually it was so in the orchestra, that the teacher
placed the musicians in order depending on how well
they played, the best player being the lead. Usually
the older students were better too, so the older ones
were first. For our class, Kay sat first. But she
wasn’t the best. She thought she was best and she
had a very pushy mother who made sure Kay got the

promotions. When there were tryouts for the Youth
Orchestra in Chicago, Kay’s mother made sure I did
not know about it, so Kay was the only person to try
out from our school. I knew that I played better than
Kay, but to me it didn’t really matter where we sat. It
was not something I felt it necessary to get riled up
about. When I heard about the Youth Orchestra
though, I was a little angry. I didn’t feel a great need
to get back at Kay, but I didn’t trust her either and I
wasn’t interested in being friends with her. Later
(maybe it was the next year) at Christmas time when
we played a Bach piece for the Christmas program
and there was a flute solo, although Kay sat in front
of me the orchestra teacher simply said, Gretchen,
you will play the solo. Kay looked peeved, was
about to object, maybe she even said, I’m first. But
Mr. Little the teacher ignored her and told me to play.
However, it wasn’t quite as easy as that. I
didn’t really care about the orchestra seating, but Kay
had been Burke’s girlfriend and she’d been the one
he’d been taking to all these outings before I came
along. Kay couldn’t help but note that she was no
longer being asked to go to these things by Burke but
that I was. They were open events where boys and
girls were not required to be paired up at all and Kay
went. She would flirt with Burke then and try to get
him to stop paying attention to me. The other
difficulty was that Kay and Judy were best of friends.
It had worked very well when Kay and Judy went out
with Burke and Clark. But it became prickly when I
was there. I never did anything to impede the
friendship between Kay and Judy. If it was a given,
then so be it, I thought. But I liked Judy and she
liked me too and as we went out more and more with
Burke and Clark, we were thrown together. Kay was
not happy about this. I would look at her then and
think I don’t really like her. She is bossy, she is
overbearing, and she is not particularly pretty. Not
that I was imagining myself to be pretty. I was still
very near-sighted and had glasses, yet there was
nothing remarkably wrong with my appearance. I
wasn’t a model type, not long and thin or leggy, on
the contrary. But I wasn’t overweight either; I had
even features and although I still wore no make-up,
and had decided to keep it that way, I might have
actually looked a little exotic. There were few girls
at that time that wore no makeup. It was almost
revolutionary. And because of my dark hair and dark
eyes, I could do it without appearing overly pale. But
Kay had mousy hair that was a bit unruly, her eyes
were pale, she wore glasses and had pockmarked

skin. She walked kind of duck footed and had a tiny
mouth with red lipstick that sometimes was smeared.
Judy too had glasses, but she had long honey colored
hair that seemed to flow about her, she was short and
diminutive and although she walked in a slightly offbalance manner, perhaps she had mild curvature of
the spine, nonetheless her distinctive gait was
rhythmic. So I would think, maybe Kay is sad about
this, losing Burke, losing Judy at least partly, losing
the role she was trying to play. Whatever it may have
been. The accomplished girl, the privileged girl, who
had a mother who got her what she wanted, believing
herself superior and yet somehow appearing foolish
in the process. I felt sorry for her. And so it mattered
even less to me that she was in the Youth Orchestra
though they said she did not do well there, or that she
sat in front of me and had to be silent when I played
the solo’s in the school orchestra. I was always
friendly to her. Later, I think it was when I was in
college, I heard that she had died from a brain tumor
and I thought, well then, I guess it’s good she got to
be in the Youth Orchestra and the whole thing was
resolved for me.
Parties at Judy’s house
After the first party at Judy's house I was
permanently (for the rest of my high school years)
ensconced in a safe nest where people liked me,
admired me, wanted me to be there and wanted to be
there because I was there. It was such an amazing
feeling after so many years of being on the fringe.
They accepted the peculiarity of my religion, because
it was me. When I wrote my second poem “Mock,
Mock they cried, mock he cried, mock cried, mock”,
they knew it was about Jesus, it was religious,
probably because of the title which I don't remember.
OK, but also beat. And of course they liked it. It was
an evolving religion, but still I was hanging on to the
fundamentalist basis, though I didn't think the world
was 6000 years old, but the salvation part, the trinity,
Jesus saves. These things I still believed in.

he arrived the picture was there. The whole class was
laughing. But neither of us meant these things in a
nasty way. I think that's the way he would judge it
too. I was a good Latin student after all and often
won the Latin spelldowns.

This is what Mr. Baker wrote in my
Yearbook.
McCarthyism
In 1954, televised hearings allowed everyone
to view McCarthy's methods for the first time. My
This was at a party at Judy's house. Me, Burke and
grandmother watched them with great interest. The
Dennis Iverson
Because Burke was my boyfriend it became a Hearings were held to investigate charges by Senator
McCarthy that Secretary of the Army Stevens and
game to get me to sit on Burke's lap at parties. This
Army counsel Adams were not cooperating with the
according to the religious books about relationships
Senate Subcommittee's attempts to uncover
that my mother had provided was bad, could lead to
communists in the military. McCarthy accused the
sin and so on. Since I'd declared that it was a sin to
U.S. Army of producing disloyal soldiers and
do this, it seemed very amusing to play this game. I
encouraging communist ideology. Gramma was
did sit on Burke's lap but never for very long. The
stunned, but was sure it was true. The hearings lasted
whole thing was almost but not quite a joke for me.
for a total of 36 days and were viewed by 20 million
It wasn't only the kids who went to Judy's
people around the U.S. McCarthy and his two
parties who liked my poetry. It was kids in all my
helpers Schine and Cohn tried to pressure the Army
classes, in orchestra, in the chorus and plays, the
into confessing its Communist leanings. The Army
artists. And I thought these are cool kids and I like
them. Why don't we invite them to the parties? Judy and its prosecutors, led by Joseph Welch, however,
might have thought that was going a bit far. But there defended themselves against the accusations showing
the lies and frame-ups perpetrated by Cohn. Schine
were other parties, and eventually, I had one at my
had himself belonged to the army which logically
house in our nice renovated Hi-C basement. It
should make him as communist as anyone else. This
became a huge crazy clique as I and then everyone
left McCarthy pretty much alone. McCarthy then
brought their friends. This was not the football
tried to accuse a former WWII hero, General Ralph
clique. None of these kids played football, in fact,
Zwicker, of communist wrong-doing. He stated on
many of the boys were hopelessly unathletic. The
national television that Zwicker was not fit to wear a
boys and girls were studious, they were geeky, they
United States’ Army uniform. The nation watched as
sang in the chorus or played in orchestra, they liked
McCarthy blew up in fury and told Zwicker he did
math or English whatever. For me it was fun to be
not have the brains of a five-year-old child. At that
with them, as they were all a little offbeat compared
moment, Joseph Welch, who had been completely
to the 50’s conventional high school ideal. We
calm until this moment, took center stage, saying,
wanted to be weird and that is what weird meant in
“Let us not assassinate this lad any further... Do you
those days.
I became Gretch the Wretch, although it was have no decency, sir? At long last, have you no sense
of decency?” McCarthy got so nervous that he just
Mr. Baker the Latin teacher who started that one.
Perhaps it was revenge for the stick figures I drew on jumped out of his seat and said that one of Welch’s
his blackboard of him with a sword plunged through employees, Fred Fisher, was a Communist. Welch
his stomach. I did that before class began and when then replied, “Until this moment, Senator, I never
really gauged your cruelty or your recklessness. Fred

Fisher is starting a brilliant career with us. Little did I
dream you could be so reckless and so cruel to that
fine lad... You have done enough!” He left the court
room in disgust. McCarthy’s outburst eventually lost
him 75% of all of his followers, including most of the
Senate members.
A resolution of censure against McCarthy was
introduced in the Senate whereupon a senate select
committee then voted to censure McCarthy. On
December 2, 1954 the Senate voted 67-22 to
condemn McCarthy for his actions.
When things began to go bad for McCarthy
Gramma cried, “God is going to punish us for our
infidelity. All those ungodly politicians.” She was
convinced that Satan was getting the upper hand in
America. God was with McCarthy and if he could no
longer continue to save us from the Communists,
they would take us over. McCarthy died two years
later. I was slightly puzzled by the whole
proceeding because I had never actually seen a
Communist. Nor had I noticed anything that seemed
to resemble communist infiltration in my school or in
my church. My father had no Communists working
for him in his pharmacy. The neighbors were not
Communists.
When Gramma ranted and raved about
McCarthy and the Communists, my mother never
said anything. She’d just nod. I wasn’t sure why
Gramma was so upset by it, only that it seemed to fit
into the reassuring plan Gramma saw for the
salvation of the world and the end times. I shared the
fear of Communists at that time. I believed they
intended to destroy the USA.
Even after McCarthy’s death the Committee
on Unamerican Activities which McCarthy had
headed and used to condemn hundreds of people he
accused of being Communists continued to exist. And
it was supposed that people were still being added to
the list.
Beatniks
When I look back at this time and think about
how we were and how the United States was, it
seems like something happened, something more
than just a shy withdrawn girl turning into a kind of
esoteric celebrity in a little niche of one midAmerican suburban high school. There was a
cultural turning point in the latter part of the 1950's.
And it was a time full of hope. Life magazine had a
special on the beatniks. "Beats: Sad But Noisy
Rebels." I’d heard of them by then because people
were calling my poems beatnik poetry. It didn’t

really matter what beatnik poetry really was.
I had to get that issue of Life. It wasn’t difficult
because my dad sold Life Magazine in the drugstore
and all I had to do was nab it. I stared at the
photographs of beatniks sitting in sparsely furnished
rooms, listening to jazz, or reading poetry. How I
interpreted it may have had nothing to do with what
those people thought they were doing. Yet I knew
that it was a revolt against the suffocating aura of the
McCarthy era. The writers in Life magazine had read
Allen Ginsberg’s Howl. “I saw the best minds of my
generation destroyed by madness, starving hysterical
naked.” They called it sad. I didn't see it that way,
but rather people were finally telling it like it was,
opening the way for us to break away from the
conformity that was starving us. That's why it meant
hope to me. Nonetheless, we also saw our world
pretty darkly. It was still the McCarthy era fifties and
the whitewashing of the culture hadn't stopped. We
wanted something different. So maybe we were
going mad. I’d read Allen Ginsberg’s Howl. Were we
high school kids age 16 and 17 being destroyed by
madness? I didn’t really quite think my poetry was
saying that, but maybe mine was a little dark, “next
century, more treachery” or people mocking Jesus,
Mock they cried. Maybe we were going mad. It was
a time when being neurotic was suddenly OK,
actually kind of cool. The McCarthy era was fading.
Weird was a new word that everyone was using.
Maybe it started after the college boards had the
word weird as one of the questions where a definition
was demanded. I'd never heard the word before, but I
made the correct guess which seemed to emanate
from the sound of the word itself. And the word
stuck. I remember it that way anyway.
The striving, hard-working middle-class midAmerica fifties were over for us. Beatniks wrote
poetry, listened to jazz and wore black clothes. We
could do that. There was a harsher side too, drugs,
alcohol, losing control like Kerouac, Ferlingetti,
Burroughs, Ginsberg, Corso. But we didn't copy that.
For the most part we ignored it. To be sure, there
was some play-acting in what we did, acquiring the
outward appearances of the beat generation, yet that's
how culture revolutions begin and once the cultural
foundations begin shaking, the new era has already
begun penetrating.
By 1957 my views were changing. That my
grandmother thought McCarthy had been the greatest
American politician in recent times began to seem
bizarre to me. It wasn’t that I had any bad feelings

This is Cecily Resnick who was and is one of my best
friends. Cecily was short and almost square. She was
full of ideas and wanted to create the ultimate theory
of the universe. She was brave. Later she hitchhiked
the whole length of Afrika. I simply admired her.
about my grandmother. I did not. But she
represented for me a dilemma, a tug of war between a
Christian fundamentalist religion that seemed
increasingly wrong, sometimes terrifying and
intolerant and the promise of liberation. The Beatniks
represented liberation and I was willing to explore it.
So, I looked at their clothes and thought that if I wore
something like that, I would be able in some little
way to participate in the liberation from a boiling pot
of conflicts. It happened that way too.
We
were not allowed to wear trousers to school. I had
always worn skirts or dresses. Even in the dead of
winter when temperatures were far below freezing, I
had bare legs with only socks and it was cold. So,
you couldn’t call it crazy when I bought a pair of
black tights. I didn’t buy them to keep my legs warm
though. I bought them because black tights were a
symbol of this rebellion, this new culture that we
were igniting. I wore the black tights to school and
this was the signal - the poetry and the black tights.
It didn’t matter that I didn’t drink and even thought it
was sinful to drink. My friends knew that. I didn’t
dance, I didn’t do any of the things the Christians
were not supposed to do. But there was no Christian
rule about black tights. It was perfect. I could rebel

and still be the Christian that I was supposed to be.
Then came Sunday and church. I put the
black tights on. Dad always pulled the car up from
the garage to the front door and we’d all descend the
stairs into the car, piling in, the six of us, Gramma
too. It was then my mother saw that I was wearing
the black tights. She shouted, “Gretchen. Stop.”
I was alarmed, because I thought something
had happened. I turned and looked at my mother.
Her face was livid, distorted in anger and I wondered
for a second what in the world I had done to make
her so angry. Not that it surprised me that much.
“You cannot wear those tights,” she said.
I stared at my legs, thinking they might have
ripped apart or been invaded by cockroaches or
something. But they were merely black tights.
“What’s the matter with them? I said fairly calmly.
“You can’t wear them to church. Only
whores wear those.”
Now I wasn’t as naïve as I had been only very
recently, but the truth was, I didn’t really know what
a whore was. It was not something I studied, or read
about or even discussed with my friends. I had the
vaguest notion, that it was something a little immoral
somehow. But I didn’t really know what she was
accusing me of. This was also something that was
not that unusual. So, I said, “well, it is cold and I
need to keep my legs warm.”
“You cannot go to church with those on,” my
mother repeated.
I stood there hesitating. I had been taken by
surprise. She hadn’t objected when I’d worn them to
school. The thought was going through my head, is it
sinful to wear black tights to church? And if that is
so, why? I came to the conclusion, that it wasn’t
sinful, it didn’t fit into my idea of what was sinful
and the whore argument I didn’t understand. She
was not about to explain it either. “I’m not going to
take them off,” I said,
She was about to explode with fury when I
said that. She did not tolerate me ever talking back.
When I was younger and talked back, she’d washed
my mouth out with soap. It hadn’t been pleasant, but
I’d born it as I’d born all her punishments which I
had never comprehended, just as I did not
comprehend this.
“If you don’t take them off, you cannot go to
church,” she finally spit out.
I looked at her for a moment, her fury, her
helplessness. “OK,” I said, “then I won’t go to
church.” I walked back into the house, into my room

while the rest of them climbed into the car and drove
off.
When people started calling me a beatnik
because I wrote beatnik poetry, I thought it was OK.
But there was Paula. She was more of a beatnik than
I in many ways, although she didn’t write poetry, or
maybe she did. But she let her hair grow long, she
had her nose clipped, she wore black eye make-up,
she stopped washing her hair, she got a very weird
boyfriend who looked like the teenager from hell, she
ran off and slept with him. We realized she was
going mad, really mad, the minds of our generation
were going mad, maybe Ginsberg was right. She
stopped going to school except for occasionally when
she’d come and walk through the halls looking as if
she were in a trance.
I got a little scared of her. I don’t know why.
Maybe because she was going off the deep end,
because I realized that I could go there, but I
wouldn’t. I prayed for her and for myself. That God
would take care of me. I began to think that maybe
she was inhabited by an evil spirit. She had once
been a good friend, but now I would see her in the
hall at school, and she began to tremble, as if my
presence were terrifying her. Why was this
happening? I wanted to still be friends with her, but
it seemed like she would slither away quickly if I was
near. I thought that this was what someone who was
possessed by an evil spirit would do in the presence
of someone who believed in Jesus, as if Jesus who I
supposed was protecting me, was causing the evil
spirit possessing Paula to be distressed and Jesus was
trying to extricate the evil spirit from her. But I was
a little afraid of the whole situation.
In the end, Paula and her boyfriend
committed suicide. We found out that morning
because it was in the newspaper. Two 16-year olds
from Oak Park were found dead. It was disturbing.
End of Sophomore year 1958
My freshman year I hadn't even bothered to
get the school yearbook because it meant nothing to
me. But by the end of sophomore year things had
changed. I was a poet. The things people wrote in
my yearbook Tabula were a recognition of who I
was. I guess what people wrote show what they
thought of me and also what I was like at that time.
I had to have Mr. B who was my mentor write
in it and he wrote this encouragement. Although I no
longer had him as a teacher, I continued to go to his
room after school to talk all through the rest of high
school.

Photo of Mr. B from the yearbook 1958

This is what Mr. B. wrote in my yearbook 1958
Summer at the Art Institute
For the first time in my life after my
sophomore year, summer vacation came not with a
relieved withdrawal from the dreadfulness of school,
but with a wistfulness, that I'd miss all my friends for
over two months, I'd miss the long talks with Mr. B
after school exchanging our poetry, talking about our
families, religion and culture. I was even missing
drawing cartoon figures on Mr. Baker's blackboard
before class.

One of the things we'd done during the year was to
visit the Art Institute. It seemed like a way to escape
suburbia which we were beginning to perceive as
some kind of shackle. We dressed for this in our
most eccentric costumes, not quite as eccentric
though as some of the young artists who

a course at the Art Institute for the summer, Burke,
Clark, Judy, me and a couple others. That was the
summer of philo-chicagoism. We took the el, of
course, to get to the loop and this was always a ride
into a kind of enchanted world, away from familiar
streets lined with Elm trees and grassy lawns, up in
the air, past the ring of slum houses, decaying outside
and filled with people you could see but not fathom,
then into the magic of canyon-like but busy city
streets. Then bursting out onto Michigan boulevard,
into the sunshine, the heat of summer, but often with
a slight breeze coming from the lake. We climbed
the broad steps of the Art Institute, past the lions,
through the doors. This time instead of stopping at
the place where the sign said no admittance we went
on, we were now part of this institution and it was a
masterful feeling.

This was our Latin Club 1958. The Latin teacher Mr.
Baker is on the right. In front: Clark and Anne Just
(PM Pontifex Maximus). Back row: Paula who later
committed suicide, me, Diane Dehainaut with whom I
went to several Ball Games and Liz Carter.
stood in front of the paintings discussing the latest art
theories. There was always a slight breeze in that
building, like the spirits of long gone genius
whispering to inspire the living. I was in an
Impressionism phase. I'd go in the Impressionist
rooms and spend hours looking at the Monet's,
Degas's, Serat's, Van Gogh's, Gauguin's and all the
rest. I got books out of the library about them, read
about the revolution in style they fomented, their
lives, fortunes, and misfortunes.

This is what Burke and Clark wrote in my Yearbook.
At one of these visits we saw a sign about art
classes and it reminded me that Aunt Jean had once
studied at this very Art Institute. We decided to take

This is the only drawing I still have from that course
and it only got preserved because my dad hung it up
in the drugstore.
We were taught elements of drawing and
painting and then as a class we went out into the city
with our paint, brushes, charcoal and easels.
Sometimes we were outside, trying to recreate the
Greek purity of the Science Museum or the Museum
of Natural History, buildings that had been created
for the World's Fair of 1893. Sometimes though it
was the late art deco style of Louis Sullivan buildings
or even just the shaded walk down busy streets

between walls of sky scrapers.
Sometimes we went into the museums and
drew the exhibits. It was all a part of merging into
the city that we lived in. At that time, I could
understand why poets had written their love chants
for Chicago.
One odd thing happened at home that
summer. We had a terrible thunder and lightning
storm which wasn’t that unusual in summer, but this
time lightning struck the tree in our front yard. It
made a terrible terrifying racket, and in the morning
when we went out we saw the tree had been badly
damaged. It had to be cut down.

supervised, or other after school activities. So, it was
late, time to go home. My locker was in the hall near
Mr. Berkeley's room and I had to go there to get my
books to take home. There was hardly anyone left at
school by then, but Mr. Berkeley was still in his
room. I could see him sitting there because the door
had a window. He must have forgotten something,
because the keys were in the door on the outside. He
must have been locking up, left the door open a
crack, then went back in.
I don't know why I looked at those keys and
thought, wow. No rational thoughts, just wow. I
pulled the door closed all the way. I could see Mr.
Berkeley look up at me in surprise. He got up. I
locked the door. He was inside. He came to the door
and tried to open it, but of course it didn't open.
“Hey”, he shouted, “open the door”.
I stood there with the keys in my hand which
he could see and looked at him. He got red in the face
and started jumping up and down. “Let me out”, he
screamed. It seemed so bizarre to me at that moment
seeing him there jumping up and down, pounding on
the door, shouting. I thought he's like a jack in the
box and I watched fascinated. People heard the
ruckus and started coming. When I saw them, I
thought, this is a scene in an absurd theater piece.
They saw me standing there with the keys and
him at the window. “You better open it”, someone
said.
Mr. Berkeley was threatening me which was
useless since he couldn't get hold of me. But I
thought that if I did open the door, I'd be all too close
Cutting down the tree in our front yard
to him and his now overwhelming rage. I decided to
Junior Year in High School
run. He saw me turn and go and he screamed. The
Mr. Berkeley
other people who were watching gasped.
This is what I remember. In the fall back at
I shouted back, “I'm going home”.
school I had a new homeroom teacher. He was a
“No, no”, I heard, but I'd gone around the
wirely little man with short salt and pepper curly hair
corner
by
then and the din was only background
and glasses. I never had him as a teacher, but he was
noise.
I
threw
the keys as far as I could down the hall
always friendly enough toward me. Then again, I did
and ran downstairs and out of the building.
nothing in that room except to sit there when I
The next morning when I arrived at school, I
arrived at school before the first class began and then
wondered if Mr. Berkeley would still be locked in his
again during study periods. I had absolutely no
room, having a heart attack or perhaps a police squad
reason whatsoever to taunt Mr. Berkeley. That was
ready to arrest me. I was scared. The door was open,
not my intention.
He should never have left the keys in the door however, and I slithered in, looking down at the floor
of his room. It was one afternoon. School was over so as not to meet Mr. Berkeley's eyes. He must have
long ago, but we often hung around, there was maybe seen me, but he didn't say anything. I took my seat
and allowed myself a quick glance at him. He was
a play to practice for or a concert or just a bunch of
busy. I heard later that the kids had searched for the
friends talking. No one was in a hurry to go home.
keys and eventually found them and liberated Mr.
Teachers often stayed late too. Perhaps they had
Berkeley. But nothing more happened, no reports to
papers to grade or appointments or clubs they

my parents, no punishment.
Burke/Snowball in Physics
The book about sex which my mother had
once left for me in an obvious place, assuming I'd
read it, which I did, said that even holding hands with
a boy could lead to sin. I held hands with Burke. I
didn't feel terribly sinful, but I was giggling like a
silly half-crazed teenage girl who for the first time
touches a boy and feels a surge of unsuspected
deliciousness. I knew very well that Burke liked me
and that this was also causing a bit of consternation,
because Kay had had a crush on Burke and it had
been assumed they were a pair which had been an
uncomplicated situation because Burke's twin Clark
was Judy's boyfriend and Judy and Kay were best
friends. I was being a monkey wrench in the works,
but I felt it wasn't my fault, since I'd done absolutely
nothing except say yes when Burke asked me out.
We never went anywhere alone. But Kay was left
out. She was not happy about it and I'm sure she
resented me quite a lot, though she never sabotaged
me except in orchestra and with the Youth Orchestra
which was actually bad enough. It was her victory
over me and even though I was peeved, I must have
felt guilty enough about the whole thing that I didn't
try revenge. Anyway, usually our weekends were
either filled with a party at Judy's or a concert
downtown, or a trip to Krock and Brentano's to look
at books or a visit to the Art Institute to see the
paintings that we liked as well as to study the latest
fashion styles of the avantgarde and perhaps to copy
them. By now everyone was egging Burke and me
on. Hold hands they said. And Burke grinned with
his crooked grin and I said, that's sinful and they all
burst out laughing. I knew it would make them laugh
which is why I said it, but it wasn't entirely a joke. I
really was confronting a mild dilemma with the
religion that had tormented me and that I nonetheless
still believed. So, Burke and I held hands and I
thought it was nice.
But then there was the party, another party,
where Burke was sitting on a chair talking quite
seriously with Dennis or someone else and I came in.
Burke looked up and I saw him looking at me and I
looked at him and there was this reflection of me
being aware of myself being looked at by him and
liking it. There were no empty chairs in the room. I
looked around and Judy saw the slight crinkle of my
face when I realized there was no place to sit and she
said, "there" and pointed at Burke. I started to laugh.
“That's sinful”, I said. And everyone laughed and

pretty soon I was surrounded and being pushed
lightly but persistently toward Burke until my legs
touched his and I lost my balance because they were
pushing me and I landed on Burke's lap and this, of
course, was hysterically funny. But Burke's face
turned bright red to match his hair, which often
happened. Nonetheless he didn't let me fall, he got
me rebalanced in his lap and there I stayed. That's
how the relationship with Burke was. I was sixteen
or seventeen then and not about to fall in love. But I
liked Burke and I was glad to be his girlfriend.
I think Burke liked it too, after all he'd been
the one to initiate it all, but maybe it was sometimes
too much for him. I had no clear delimitation. When
I went off on a tangent I didn't stop until it got crazy,
crazy not dangerous. I wanted to make people laugh.
Besides English, Burke and I also had Physics
together. Physics was easy for me, but I didn't
develop a passion for it. I did the work required and
that was all. One day that winter we had to do an
experiment that required us to go outside. There was
snow on the ground and that is perhaps why we had
to go out. The teacher was diligently collecting the
snow he needed and then setting up this experiment
while everyone crowded around him to see what he
was doing. Except for me. The snow was so inviting,
instead of paying attention to the experiment which is
probably why I forgot what it was about, I made a big
fluffy snowball and took it in with me when we all
went inside, but not to our desks. No one noticed.
Then I thought what does one do with a snowball
when one is inside the school. Of course, if I wait
long enough it will melt. Or I throw it at Burke. The
students were milling around some of them watching
the teacher. I had to find a position which would
allow me to hit Burke. I walked around until my
target was within a fairly straight path. I aimed the
snowball at Burke who saw me and quickly jumped
aside. But it was too late for me to stop the snowball
which had already left my hand and was flying now,
not toward Burke but toward the teacher. It flew past
Burke and landed splat right on the head of the
physics teacher. I stared in semi-paralyzed horror.
This had not been my intention. The teacher,
however, was yelling, “Who did that?” He was
brushing the snow off his head. He was looking in
my direction, the direction the snowball had come
from. “Who?” he howled, enraged.
“I did”, I squeaked.

He stared at me for a moment in disbelief,
after all, I wasn't an unruly student, I was one of the
best in the class. Then anger rose up. I could see that,
and I thought, oh no. Some people in the class were
trying to suppress a laugh, some just looked horrified.
But then he muttered, “you go back in the classroom.
You go, go”, he pointed the way.
I went alone into the classroom. Out of the
corner of my eye I saw some of the students grinning.
Burke's face was very red, but he didn't say a word. I
was a little nervous about what the consequences
might be. I sat in the classroom until the bell rang.
The teacher came in looked at me sternly and said,
“you can go now”. There were no further
consequences.
But all these escapades did lead to nicknames.
I took it as friendly, in fact, as some sort of
acknowledgment. In the same way that Mr. Baker
called me Gretch the Wretch and others decided it
was a good name for me. Then there was the kid who
called me blood clots (klotz). The one who started
that was Bob King's cousin, John who was a very
geeky boy who I'm sure had a crush on me. How
else do you show your feelings if you can't really
show them? Blood clots, he’d call when I came in
the room.
Soviet movies
In 1957 the Soviets had sent Sputnik up into
outer space, something the US had not yet
accomplished. Some Americans became very
worried. Why were we behind, why hadn’t we been
the first to do this? What was wrong with our
priorities, with our country, with our education
system? After so many years of worrying about the
evil Communists who were going to attack and
overrun our country and enslave us, the fact that they
had proven themselves more advanced than we were
and perhaps now able to lob a nuclear bomb at us
from outer space was really scary. When the
newspaper came out that day with the headlines,
everyone was buzzing like the hornets when their
nest is disturbed. We were disturbed. But I don’t
remember people thinking they are about to
annihilate us. The reaction was more like we have to
catch up with them and overtake them and that has to
be very fast and then we have to prepare the next
generation to keep winning this race. Science had
been neglected in the schools. Now there was going
to be lots of science. Less football, less repetition,
more hours, more work. And by the way we should
also learn Russian.

We Will Catch Up With the Russians

After the Soviets sent up Sputnik as the first to send a
satellite in orbit, there was a great deal of brooding
in the US. At one of our parties the kids made this
sign. The people from left, Tom Morrow, Fred, Phil
Abrams, Hal Levin, Emily, Tom Morowitz and Eliot
Brenner. I took the photo.
My brother John was a freshman the year they
started a Russian course at our school and he took it.
I was already committed to Latin, so I didn't. But I
got to know the teacher who was teaching Russian.
That's how I found out that there was going to be a
series of Soviet Russian films showing at Roosevelt
University in Chicago. The teacher mentioned it but
then he said, "I am not advising you to go to this. In
fact, you probably should not go to it. You would
have to sign up for the series and it is very likely that
these lists will eventually land in the hands of the
Committee on Un-American activities and being
listed by the Committee of Un-American activities
could possibly make it difficult for you to get a job
in the future.” He looked very serious. But then he
said, "If you want to go, you can sign up here."
I was suddenly confronted with my first
political dilemma. It hadn’t been that long ago that
we’d sat in front of the TV watching the McCarthy
hearings and Gramma had insisted that he was doing
God’s will saving us from the Communist plot that
was threatening our country. Everyone who was on
the list of Un-American activities was without a
doubt, a Communist. These people deserved to lose
their jobs or be expelled from the country because
they were harming us. What if I now went home and
told my mother that I was going to sign up for a

series of movies which would likely get my name on
the black list of the Committee on Un-American
activities? Obviously, I thought, I cannot tell this to
my mother. I have to figure out a more palatable
explanation. Maybe slightly skew the truth. It’s just
some Russian movies, so we can learn about our
enemies. Well, that’s true isn’t it. I wouldn’t be
lying. Anyway, the teacher didn’t know for sure
we’d be put on that black list. Maybe they didn’t
care so much about sixteen and seventeen-year olds.
I told Burke about the movies. He was
immediately curious.
“What about getting on the Un-American
activities black list,” I asked.
“Do you think that would happen?”
“The teacher said it could.”
He thought a minute. “Well, that would be
kind of intriguing. We’d be on it together with a lot
of famous people.”
He was so full of enthusiasm, that I said,
“yeah, I think it would be crazy, OK, let’s do it. I just
have to see what to tell my mother. She’d think I was
getting Communist indoctrination if I said they were
Soviet propaganda films.”
“Well, that’s what they’re for”, said Burke.
I started to laugh. “Do you think we’ll all end
up as Communists?”
He shook his head.
“Nah,” I said. “Communists are atheists. I
believe in God. Don’t you?”
“I don't know,” he said. “But it is something I
speculate about.”
There were about seven or eight of us in the
end who decided to sign up. We met at the Oak Park
El station so we could all go together. If we get on
the Un-American activities list, at least we’ll all be
together when they put us in jail. All of us were a
little nervous and excited. It seemed like we were
doing something that was on the edge of what was
acceptable, so there was even this little bit of
expectation that something drastic would happen.
OK, we weren’t going to be put in jail and if our
names got on the List we wouldn’t even know it, still
it was like something historic was about to happen
and we were in the midst of it.
We got to the loop, exited the El and walked
the block or so to Roosevelt University. I’d never
been there before. It was certainly not a place, I’d
have had a reason to go to up until then. Oddly the
Auditorium where Dwight L. Moody had once held
his evangelistic campaign when my grandmother was

a girl had become part of Roosevelt University which
was known as a very left-wing place, Communist
infiltrated, dangerous. I had in fact been amazed that
my mother had even let me go. But the truth is, I
think my suicide outburst had an effect on her. She
did realize at that time that there was a problem, so I
must give her the credit for that and that she started
treating me a little differently. I didn't realize it then
though, because these things happened without a
word ever being said about it.
Everyone in my family hated Franklin D.
Roosevelt and a university named after him would by
its very nature be tainted. The atmosphere there was
in any case not at all like our wealthy suburban high
school. Everyone seemed to wear black. The girls
had long hair or looked somewhat unkempt. It was
the fifties left alternative milieu where people defined
themselves by looking exactly not like clean shaven
crew cut or permed blond, whether real or fake,
suburbia. For me it was exhilarating just to be in a
place that was inexorably different, rebelling against
that blurry uneasiness that had accompanied me for
so many years.
The movies were massively propaganda
oriented. One of them was about building the transSiberian Railway. The people who cut the forests,
dug the track beds, laid the ties, dealt with
unbelievable cold and wild animals, raging rivers and
snow storms, ravines and falling bridges were the
ultimate working-class heroes. Some of them died
for the cause. But in the end, it showed the
superiority and the victory of the Soviet system.
While this exaggeration was apparent to all of us and
we wondered how it could work as propaganda for
the people who lived in the SU, nonetheless I told
Burke afterwards, that I wanted to travel on the
Trans-Siberian Railroad all the way to Vladivostok.
Something I never did.
Wild Strawberries
Thus, I was trying to understand and interpret
my world and Burke was there to sound off on. The
most serious God talk at that time was with Burke. I
think it was probably him who said that Ingmar
Bergman's film Wild Strawberries was going to be
shown and if I didn't know who Ingmar Bergman was
before, I soon did. We went to see the film. It
seemed to be part of the culture revolution I thought
we were participating in, mostly because people were
asking questions and not providing answers. That is
what was different from everything I'd known before.
I liked the film, the atmosphere and the filming but I

think that what hit me most was the God talk. It was
a kind of revelation that one could approach God in
this way rather than through the Fundamentalist
funnel, that predetermined the language and the right
beliefs.
The film gave us plenty to talk about too, the
chance to talk about God. “Do you ever question
your belief?” Burke asked me.
It wasn't a new question for me. But this time
I wanted to give an answer, not only to him but to
myself. I was stuck between two contending strands
in my thinking. Here was a chance to witness to him.
All of my life I had learned that this is what Jesus
was asking of you, to witness for him, witness to his
being the Son of God and what he did for humanity.
He died on the cross to save us from sin and hell. I
had almost never had a chance to witness to anyone,
mainly because before Burke the only people I
usually talked to were already saved. But maybe
Burke wasn’t. It was my Christian duty, bringing
someone else to Christ. But he had asked me if I
ever questioned my belief and if I were to tell the
truth, the answer would be, yes. If I said no, I’d be
lying and that would be a sin. Furthermore, I liked
Burke. I considered him my boyfriend and there he
was hovering and interested – in me. This was so
unbelievable to me that I felt somehow
acknowledged. I didn’t want to scare him away with
an answer that sounded bizarre. But what answer
would be the one that I really meant?
Finally, I said, “I believe in God. I believe
that Jesus came to earth to save us. I believe there is
salvation. But I do have doubts sometimes.”
“Ultimately,” he said, “how can you know for
sure?”
“If God doesn’t exist,” I said. “Where did the
universe come from? Who created all of everything
that exists?”
“Evolution.”
“Evolution didn’t create the universe.”
“I would imagine, it was either always there
or it began somehow. But whatever the origins of the
universe and of life, after the beginning of life there
was evolution from simple forms of life to human
beings.”
“So, you think there is enough evidence that
we come from monkeys?”
“A common ancestor.”
“Hmmm,” I said. “That’s not what the Bible
says. God created everything in six days (eons)
including Adam and Eve.”

“It’s an allegory,” said Burke.
“Maybe it isn’t,” I said.
I wasn't going to unfundamentalize myself,
but these little openings to be able to discuss these
questions without being censured were cathartic for
me.
Orchestra Hall
Not only did the Chicago Symphony play in
Orchestra Hall, but there were all kinds of concerts
there. And sometimes we went to hear them. It
remained as always, a group of us that went together.
I remember at least three concerts, but I don’t know
when they occurred. I’m pretty sure I was still in
High School. For the T.S. Eliot reading I know it was
High School because I remember Burke and Clark
being there. They were the avid English literature
fans, so of course, they wanted to see and hear T.S.
Eliot. Of course, I did too. But we didn’t have tickets
and the event was sold out. We went anyway,
thinking maybe we can somehow get in. When we
got to Orchestra Hall, people were streaming in.
First, we looked to see if anyone might be selling a
ticket they didn’t want, but this did not succeed If
there were any, they were too expensive and someone
else quickly bought them. Eventually everyone who
had tickets was inside and things quieted down. We
weren’t the only ones standing outside, hoping. At
first all was still, we were in the dark, the lobby
glowed yellow and made yellow reflections on the
sidewalk outside. Eventually we saw someone
walking through the lobby, heading toward the door,
leaving, but it was only one person. They dashed
away without looking around. People standing in the
dark eventually also began slowly melting away.
Finally, there were not many left outside. Suddenly
more people all at once started heading for the doors,
going out.
We asked someone if they had tickets for us.
They said, “just go in, they aren’t checking any
more.”
“But T.S. Eliot is still there?”
“Yes.”
So, we went in. The auditorium was pretty
full but there were empty seats for us. We were
overjoyed. We were inside, we hadn’t had to pay
anything and T.S. Eliot was on the stage reading his
poetry. I think there was still probably close to an
hour of reading still, so it wasn’t as if we’d only
caught a glimpse.
Another concert was the South African Folk
Singer Miriam Makeba. For this we had tickets. We

were sitting up in the top balcony, where the cheapest
seats were, but here were also the people who most
identified with the singer. Far below, those were the
people who came because they had season’s tickets I
suppose and perhaps had no special connection to the
message of oppression and liberation. Anyway, up in
the peanut gallery the people were soon standing up
and dancing to the music. We did too. It was great
fun.
But we also did hear the Chicago Symphony
at least once. More formal and staid. But beautiful. At
that time, I was most moved by classical music and I
didn’t like pop or rock and roll. But Folk Music was
just beginning to invade the music scene, the wider
popular music scene and I loved it too. Miriam
Makeba had been the first folk singer I’d heard. The
director of the Chicago Symphony on the day we
went was Sir Thomas Beecham, a visiting director
from England. The regular orchestra leader in
Chicago at that time was Fritz Reiner. But as we were
in an anglophile phase, we were delighted to hear the
orchestra with Sir Thomas Beecham directing.
The Messiah
That Christmas the chorus and orchestra
performed the Messiah at school. It was an
ambitious project for a high school and I don’t think
they did it every year. We didn’t do quite the whole
thing, most of the long recitatives were left out, but
all the arias and choruses were included. I don’t
know if music in itself sustains belief, but it does
something for the soul. Even those who don’t
believe in God are somehow transformed. But for
someone like me who believed, it was almost like the
angels hovering there in the shadows of that
auditorium. It was a wonderful way to start the
Christmas season, that season that I had always loved
above all other holidays, the break out of the
repetitious rumbling of the train of time. Everyone in
the chorus and we in the orchestra who played the
music learned all the words of the oratorio for
memory, hearing them so often, the songs were
etched in our minds, bursting out every time there
was a moment of no distractions.
Judy had another party just before Christmas
vacation began. We were going to meet at her house
and then go caroling. It was not so common to go
caroling in those days. I had never seen carolers in
our neighborhood. There was the Salvation Army
standing in their blue capes with their funny maroon
banded hats, ringing their bells and sometimes
gathering in little groups and singing in front of the

shops. But caroling was out of fashion. I suppose
that is why we had to do it. That Saturday afternoon,
we set out, it was still light outside. The sky was
gray, there was snow on the ground and it was cold.
We bundled up and set out. Most of us were in the
orchestra or chorus. We walked from house to house
and sang the usual Christmas carols, the ones
everyone knows. Sometimes people came out of
their houses. They had probably never seen carolers
like this coming around, singing for them. Some
came out and sang with us. It was like a burst of
light, the Christmas star, I suppose, something that
belonged in those idealized Christmas histories, those
carolers in their long skirts and top hats as they
appear on Christmas cards, the nineteenth century
utopia. And suddenly there it was, real people,
standing there, the snow falling, singing. Thus, we
spread the spirit of Christmas.
Our town was a rich town. The houses are
big, the streets safe. The people are all white. That
was why our parents all moved to the suburbs when
we were young. But something had happened not so
long ago. A black family moved into one of those big
houses. It broke people’s preconceived norms. How
could a black family live in a big house? Why would
a black family even want to live in a place where
everyone was white? Things happened that weren’t
nice. It was no surprise that these things happened,
we were beginning to be aware of racism in the USA.
It was soon after the 1956 Supreme Court decision
which forbade segregation in buses and brought Rosa
Parks to fame. To be sure, that black family was rich.
They had to be to buy that house. He was wellknown. I'm not sure any more if he was a scientist or
a lawyer. But those white people who could not
imagine that things could ever be different, did not
want a rich black family to live in their
neighborhood. At night their house was fire-bombed
twice. Rocks went through the windows. No one
knew who did it. The police never caught them, even
though the family always called the police. The son
went to our school. He was probably the only black
student in the school.
So, we walked along the streets from house to
house singing, and then suddenly we were there in
front of that house. Someone said that is where the
Julians live. We stopped there. There were lights on
inside, so we knew someone was home. We started
to sing, the usual Christmas carols. Within a few
minutes, someone pulled all the shades down over
the windows, the lights went out. We knew what had

happened there and we knew why they were doing
that. We sang some more, hoping they would realize
we wanted to sing for them, not hurt them. But
nothing happened.
Finally, someone said, let’s sing the Messiah.
Can we do it? The whole thing?
We can do it.
With no music?
We can do it.
So we started to sing. The Messiah is long,
even without the orchestra. We went through the
whole thing without the arias. I don’t think it was so
easy for any of us. We were ready to give up. We
thought they would not open the shades, certainly not
the door. I think it was maybe about ¾ through it,
they must have thought this is unbelievable. Who
would go around caroling, who would sing the
Messiah at all. Who would sing the whole thing
standing in the cold in front of someone' house? To
our amazement suddenly the door opened slowly.
Shivers were going down my back at that moment.
And not because of the cold. We started the
Hallelujah Chorus then and sang as loud as we could,
like a triumphal song. Like we were saying we want
you here and that is why we are doing this and you
are accepting the fact that we are saying we want you
here. We sang the Hallelujah Chorus again and they
joined in. When we were finished Mrs. Julian came
to us, smiled and thanked us. Perhaps she knew then,
that things were changing, that they were being
welcomed.
Glory to God, Glory to God in the highest and
peace on earth, good will toward men. This is the
gospel, I thought. I was beginning to understand
being saved a little differently. But it meant a little
more. And yet I was still confused too. Because it
was this group of kids who did this. Not a single one
of them was a born-again Christian. Some of them
were Jewish, were not even Christian. Some did not
believe in God. Where was my place in all of this?
In the spring of 1959 at school, things went
on as before, and I was happy and having a good
time. I believe in the semester after having Mr. B. I
had Mr. Gehlmann as an English teacher. I didn’t
particularly like him, nor did he particularly take note
of me. But one thing he said, I did find interesting.
He declared that he was the only teacher still at
OPRF high school who had been there when Ernest
Hemingway was a student. Hemmingway had lived
in Oak Park and gone to this High School, but he had
only negative and critical words for his experience in

the town. Mr. Gehlmann said, he told Hemmingway
he couldn’t write and of course we laughed. At some
point he’d said something similar to me and I
actually felt kind of proud about that.
After Gehlmann we had Mr Cooke for
English literature. He was enthused about it and this
did inspire us. Burke, maybe Clark and Judy and I
were all in the class and that year we became fans, I
guess you could say, of the Lake Poets, English
novelists and all English writers and as a corollary
we were fascinated with England. This was an
inspiration for the budding notion of going to
England. It was just a seed at that point which needed
a way of realizing it. That came.

Another holiday with the Klotz family. I am not sure
which year it was. It is at Uncle Erwin’s house.
Going around the table starting front left; Tim, John,
me, Jimmy, Virginia’s mother, Gramma, Virginia,
Erwin, dad?, Mom, Gene, Mildred, Patti, Nancy,
Margie.
England
It all began when we were invited for lunch to
cousin Bobby and Mai’s house. Aunt E and Uncle
Bob, the locomotive engineer, were there too. Aunt
E was bringing the German potato salad that was her
specialty. I liked her potato salad and could eat
several portions of it, so I was glad she was coming.
Bobby and Mai lived in Des Plaines in an apartment
on the second floor of a white wooden house that had
an outdoor stairway up to the entrance. When we got
there everyone took a seat and got comfortable.
There would be the usual friendly talk, nothing earth
shaking, no politics, maybe a few words about
church, but not in a preachy way. Gramma had long

given up on trying to bring cousin Bobby to Christ.
Cousin Bobby was a serious man, an
intellectual. He was a chemist and when he talked
there was that kind of intellectual self-assurance of
knowing more than everyone else. But when we
visited them, they were simply family. After some
chatting and the final preparations for the meal, we
sat down at the table. Gramma said the blessing and
we started to eat. I had a mouthful of Aunt E’s potato
salad in my mouth when cousin Bobby said, “We
might be moving to England soon.”
“England,“ my mother said in surprise.
“Why? “
“My company wants to send me there. “
“Will you see the castle?“ I asked.
“What castle? “ asked Bobby puzzled.
“The one where our great grandfather lived.”
“Oh,” Bobby laughed. It was a kind of muted
laugh, the way he was. “I don’t know if our great
grandfather lived there.”
Aunt E changed the subject back to the move.
“When will it be if it happens, the move?”
“Not til late spring,” said Bobby.
After lunch Aunt E, Mai and Mama went in
the kitchen to help clean up and I was there in the
living room with Bobby and my uncle Bob who had
withdrawn to a corner and was smoking a cigar. The
smell always made me feel slightly nauseated, but
there was nothing to do about it. Gramma and Mama
didn't like it either, and usually on the way home
they'd make some negative comments about Uncle
Bob.
“Why did you say our great grandfather didn’t
live in the castle?” I asked.
“Do we have proof?” asked Bobby.
"No," I said puzzled. "But it's what everyone
says.
"Well, I'll continue to do some research when
I'm there," said Bobby. “Maybe I can discover
something. So far I could not find any documents that
would indicate it."
In English literature we had gone from
memorizing the first part of Chaucer's Canterbury
Tales in old English to the Lake poets and TS Eliot.
All of this was embraced with sensual enthusiasm
and an overwhelming Anglophilia. So, it was not
hard for me to think that it would be marvelous to
walk where these authors and poets walked and sup
with their spirits.
Cousin Bobby and his family did indeed
move to England that spring and that's what spawned

the idea that it could be possible to go to England to
visit him. When I broached the subject to my mother,
she was skeptical, but she didn't say no. I took it as a
half yes, which might tend toward full yes, if I had
some definite plans as to how to accomplish it.
Judy, Burke and Clark were as enamored with
English literature, England and English history as
much as I was. When I told them about my idea of
going to England to visit my cousin, I didn’t really
expect that they'd say, hey we have the solution. But
they did. Judy said, “what a fantastic idea,” and
Burke said, “let's all go.”
The ball started rolling. I was almost in a
state of disbelief as it had seemed more like one of
my typical daydreams. But in fact, this time it was
going to be real. Burke and Clark's parents wanted to
go too and thought the trip would be educational for
the kids. Of course, we'd need someone to drive the
car and guard our morality to make sure us raging
teenagers under their charge didn't get into trouble.
Judy also got permission from her mother to go and
thus it was that we began planning a summer in
England. Aside from visiting cousin Bobby and the
castle in Scotland, the Smiths began planning the
itinerary. I had to consider the financing of the trip
for myself.
The Pharmacy
Dad’s pharmacy was close to our house;
therefore, it was always present for us. We probably
went there at least once every day, sometimes to
bring Dad his lunch or dinner, sometimes to deliver a
prescription since once we could ride our bikes, we
could be delivery kids. We got 10 cents for every
delivery and often the people gave us tips as well,
thus I was able to save a good cache of money over
the years and this I used to pay for my trip to
England. Of course, I would get additional money
from my parents so all expenses would be covered.
In the beginning the pharmacy was very
traditional with dark wood paneling and hundreds of
drawers containing various powders I suppose.
Pharmacists mixed their own medications from the
raw products., but as pharmaceutical companies took
over the production of medicines, pharmacists were
forced to sell more and more finished and
packaged products. Thus, the hundreds of powers and
liquids became obsolete as did the old style of
pharmacy. So, Dad had to modernize. The dark rather
mysterious corners had to go. Instead everything
needed to be bright and lit with florescent lights.
.

Mrs. Atley. Now, I didn’t know

This view shows the stairs going to the back section
where the prescriptions were filled
The pharmacy itself was not that large and
Dad also had a fountain where school kids and others
could get sodas, sundaes, cokes and lime rickeys.
At that time, I’m not sure when it was, but certainly
during the 1950’s the apartment behind the

This giant sized toothbrush was another of the many
trinkets Dad got as gifts from the pharmaceutical
companies.
Mrs. Atley personally and I probably never spoke to
her, but I saw her all the time as she was very

Dad filling prescriptions in the renovated pharmacy
drugstore became empty. It had been inhabited by

noticeable. She wore a fur coat all year round even in
summer when the temperature was over 90 degrees

Fahrenheit. Even more amazing, she had an electric
car which she drove around. This was in the 1950’s
and I never saw another electric car anywhere at that
time. It was a big black car, that was in the form of
the old carriages with tall windows. But then Mrs.
Atley disappeared, I don’t know where, perhaps she
died.
The question was could the pharmacy expand
into that apartment? It was considerably above
ground level, unlike the existing pharmacy. But
apparently the wall between was not a bearing wall
and it could be torn down. So, the work began.
Between the two sections there was a stairway. Dad
had the pharmacy section in the back on the upper
level. On the lower level he sold everything else
which covered a wide range of products. He had the
fountain removed. We were a little unhappy about
this, but he continued to sell ice cream in pints and he
had candy. All the dark wood paneling was gone and
the store was lit brightly.
It was probably around that time that I was
considering the possibility of becoming a pharmacist.
I liked science and certainly my Dad was enthused
about the idea that I might someday take over the
pharmacy. I had had various ideas of what I wanted
Karlotta’s curious drawing
to be, a missionary, a scientist making cool science
movies for Moody Institute, a pharmacist but in the
end, it was not the thing that engaged me most.
High School Year Book
At the end of the year when the school
yearbook Tabula came out, the students would get
their friends to sign it. When I’d been a freshman, I
didn’t even buy a yearbook, because I didn’t really
feel a need. I didn’t have anyone I wanted to sign it,
and I don’t think there were any photos of me in it.
That had changed by the end of the sophomore year
when I was known as the poet, and in the next years I
had plenty of admirers and curious acquaintances.
Because of my poetry, which was considered quite
strange, many of the kids wrote weird stuff in my
book and some wrote poetry as well. The following
are from various pages in the yearbook.
Karlotta was an artist who also drew for
various school publications. She had become one of
my good friends, but seldom came to the parties. I am
not sure why.

Above all I treasure the poem below from Mr. B. who
had been my English teacher and remained a friend
for the rest of his life.

Below from Burke
Above Judy’s is on the left. There is also a poem from
Bill Valence who I did not know very well, but who
was in our group

This photo was taken for my passport, the first I ever
got for the trip to England.

The poem in the middle is from Harold Levin who
came to our parties. Under it is Clark’s little
drawing. And below that is something from Cecily

from Oak Park to Montreal where our ship the
Empress of France was departing for South
Hampton. For all of us it was our first transatlantic
crossing. It was wildly exciting. That day arriving at
the dock was one of those high points in my life up to
that point and stuck forever in my memory. Saying
good-bye to my family we embarked with our
luggage, found our berths and deposited it, Judy and I
were in one cabin with another woman named Mrs.
Lesperance. The Smith's in another. Quickly we
went back on deck where we located my parents in
the crowds waiting for the ship to leave. We threw
streamers down to the people who held onto their end
and we on our end. We held them til the ship was so
far away they broke.

Going to England
I wrote a long and quite detailed diary of my
trip to England. Since it appears elsewhere, I will not
put it here, and will not expound extensively on our
England adventures, just short notes to explain the
photos. I took most of the photos as slides, which I
digitalized and tried to lighten and adjust the color as
much as possible as they had degraded in over 60
years. The ship photos were taken by my mother.

Before boarding the ship, which would take us to
Southampton: Mrs. Smith, Clark, Stephen, me, Judy
and Burke
The first couple days sailing up the St.
Lawrence was calm. We watched the Canadian
countryside slide past, partly farmlands, partly rocky
cliffs rising from the water. Not until the third day
when we were out on the open sea did I begin to feel
queasy, not enough to vomit. But I had seasick pills
Packing our station wagon at Smiths, getting ready to which fixed all unpleasant feelings.
drive to Montreal
My mother drove us in our station wagon

Mom took the photos of the ship from the pier.

On the Empress of France

At first, I think he didn't know why we were
laughing, but when he realized it, he started making
fun of us too.
Then there was Crispin Pemberton Piggot.
He was just a kid, much younger than we were, but
he'd be out on the deck when we were and we'd kind
of operate in tandem without really engaging. What
we found astonishing about him was his name.
But our most badgered victim was a man we
called him the athlete because he'd take a few laps
running around the deck to keep in form I suppose.
He was a graduate of Cambridge University and
looked the way we thought an English Cambridge
grad ought to look, but he was teaching in the USA.
So, I started following him a few steps at a distance,
giggling loud enough that he surely could hear Judy,
who just stood there and me as he made his rounds.
At first, he just ignored us, but we didn't ignore him.
I suppose we had a kind of crush on him. He was
cute. After a while he'd just stop and stare at us and
we'd burst out laughing, so he'd grin. Finally, I got
enough nerve and said, what's your name and he said
Mr. Colinveau. Sometimes he was together with
another young man who looked like a grad student.
We found out later he went to Oxford. Both of them
were interested in Biology and we caught snatches of
their discussions about animals and plants in the sea.

We finally saw land again. This is Northern Ireland.
I took the photos with Mom’s old camera. All of them
Here Burke, Judy, me, Mrs. Smith, Clark, Stephen
were slides and in bad condition. I have tried to get
Life on the boat for the week it took to reach
them as good as possible with photo shop.
Southampton was ridiculously divorced from any
When the ship arrived in Southampton, we
other reality. Judy and I had a kind of hidden
were almost sorry, because we had to say good-bye to
struggle with our roommate whom we called the
our array of characters. We took the train to
horse. She was an older English lady who didn't
London's Euston Station and found our hotel the
approve of our antics. But we made fun of everyone,
Endsleigh, that was near the station. The first part of
not in a nasty way. Our waiter at the table was named
our trip would be spent in London. We saw the sights
Dave. He had a very strong cockney kind of accent
everyone had to see, nonetheless it was another thing
and we couldn't always understand him. He'd
ask
actually being there. But the best things were where
at every meal whether we wanted tick soup or tin
we could engage, either with people or with our
soup and we'd laugh hysterically every time until he
knowledge. The Tate Portrait Gallery for example
got a little tired of it.

country and Pensance, innumerable medieval
cathedrals and Stonehenge.
Burke and Clark's mother and father had four
teenagers to monitor. They expected us to behave
which meant not having sex. We knew both that that
was supposed to be their job, and that they felt
obliged to monitor us. Judy and I were usually in one
room and Burke and Clark in another which I

This is the hotel where we stayed in London.
was impressive for all of us because it was almost
like actually meeting the poets and authors that we'd
read and learned about in school. We'd see the
portrait of Blake or Chaucer or Wordsworth and give
a cry of recognition, and shout come here, look who I
found. I suppose it was a little manic but definitely a
lot of fun. We walked through Grosvenor Square on
the way to the British museum and the only meaning
it really had aside from being a quaint square with
old elegant buildings and a park in the middle was
the fact that we learned how to pronounce it
correctly. I had no idea that the place was really
owned by a man named Grosvenor.

At the top of St. Paul’s cathedral

Here are several photos taken in London. Interesting
might only be whether these places have changed
since 1959.
London Bridge
But England and its history extended beyond
London and we had to see the rest. We rented a car
and followed our itinerary which included a visit to
my cousin in Chalfont St. Giles but also around the
country to see the places where our literary heroes
had lived. Of course, we went to Stratford on Avon
and saw both Lawrence Olivier in Hamlet and
Charles Lawton in King Lear, we visited the Lake

View from the top of St. Paul’s

window and realized that a simple walk along the
edge of the roof would put me in front of Burke and
Clark's window. The slanted roof was not terribly
steep and there was a small fence along the perimeter
of the roof, so I thought I could do this without any
risk of falling several stories down to the ground.
I believe this was at the Tower of London where the
beefeaters live.

Entrance to Buckingham Palace
suppose could have been tempting but I don't think
any of us had an interest in having sex. However, the
notion of teasing them tickled.
There was a long tradition that ravens lived there.

Guards marching through London
Changing of the guard at Buckingham Palace

Burke and Clark had their window open.
Nonetheless, when I appeared in front of their
window, cheerily greeted them with a quiet hi, and
then dropped into their room, they were startled.
“Where did you come from?” they asked with a note
of terror in their voices.
“I just walked along the roof.” They peered
out and said, “that was dangerous.”
“Not very,” I said. “Anyway, nothing
happened.” I stayed there and talked to them for a
while, but they were worried their parents would hear
us and come prowling, so they wanted me to leave –
but they insisted I go back through the door. It was
One night, we were in a hotel in one of the
quaint, picturesque towns in mid-England. Judy and all innocent fun. The thrill was walking on the roof
I were in one room, the twins next to us. We were on and scaring the boys, not so much being in the room
with them in the middle of the night.
the top floor in a gabled building with windows
As I didn’t want a conniption scene in the hotel, I
looking out onto the slanting roof. I looked out that

went back through the door.
We also spent a weekend in Paris where we of
course went to the Louvre to see Mona Lisa which in
those days was possible.

there was music coming from everywhere. It was
idyllic countryside, with rolling hills and dales,
pastures and plots of trees. Where was the music
coming from? It was plaintive, primeval music

Me feeding pigeons in front of the Louvre in Paris
Hampton Court

This is looking out the window of my cousin Bobby’s
house to their back yard where Stephen and one of
the twins were playing badminton.

Windsor Castle
It was a sunny day, mild and entrancing when
we drove over the border into Scotland. My heart
was trembling a little; I was merging into a myth, the
myth of my family. We were in Roxburgh county
and heading toward Floors Castle where the Duke of
Roxburgh lived. The car windows were open and

I think this was in Paris
coming from the universe or so it seemed. We drove
on and the music waxed and waned but never
disappeared. Then we saw it, a gypsy wagon painted
in bright hues pulled by a horse. It passed us and
went on. But it couldn't have been the only one
because the gypsies were playing their instruments
and singing, but when they dipped into the vale and
were gone, the music was still there.
Floors Castle is in a valley on the Tweed
river. We could see it in the distance and my stomach
tweaked. It was huge. We found the road leading to
the entrance and at the end it was blocked. There
was a guard house and a gate. We drove up to it and
a man came out, speaking with a strong Scottish
accent, he asked what we wanted. I explained to him
that we were from America and that my great
grandfather had been the son of the duke. I was
looking for my roots. He grinned, found nothing odd
about it, in fact, he said, other Americans had been
here before looking for their roots. Go on in, he said.
So, we entered the huge estate, drove through woods
and fields until the castle itself loomed in front of us.

We stopped there and got out. An older man came
out of the barn and saw us. He came over to talk,
merely to talk about the weather, the castle, the
family that lived there.

Floors Castle where my great great grandmother
Elizabeth Roxburgh was a maid servant and probably
was made pregnant with my great grandfather James
Roxburgh by the duke.
At that moment a little boy of four came
running toward us. I want my bicycle he said to the
man. I have this for you. He opened his hand which
held a piece of candy that had somewhat melted in
the heat and stuck to the palm of his hand. He
pushed it off into the man's hand. The man said
thank you, but I don't want this. This is Guy, the man
told us. He's the eldest son of the duke. He went on
talking, while Guy moved toward the barn, but didn't
go in. He was getting impatient. I want my bicycle,
he said again. Finally, the man said, I better go.
Someone was banging on the window up on
the second floor of the castle. We all looked up. Ah,
said the man, that's the amma holding the new baby, Our plane in Gander where we had to stop for
refueling
his name is Robin. Well, I'll be off. He took Guy's
hand and headed toward the barn. You can look
around the gardens, he yelled back at us. So, we did.
We wandered through the lush gardens, me
The garden at Floors castle
trying to grasp the atmosphere that my ancestors
must have imbibed here. Then we heard a rustling
noise and only a few feet from us the duke and
duchess appeared on their horses wearing stiff riding
habits. It seemed both medieval and bizarre. They
didn't even look at us. Just rode past, haughty, high,
mighty and disdainful I suppose.
We went on to Edinburgh and saw the Tattoo
and then it was time to turn the charm of England off.
Our flight back to the USA flew from Glasgow.
.

Senior year High School
That fall Judy seemed to have disappeared
from my life. I don't know why. She was still at
OPRF High School, but I seldom saw her and as far
as I know no longer had parties at her house. After
the overwhelming summer we had spent together, I
was a little discombobulated about it. She didn’t
explain what was going on. I tried to grab onto her
even as she pulled away. But it was not an act of
desperation for me, as it had once been.
There were new friends. I wasn't searching
for them, wasn't waiting, hoping that somehow, I
wouldn't be left out again. I knew I was in the
middle and people came to me. Well, I was still
insecure deep down, but I wasn't desperate, and the
insecurity was pushed to the background.
Emily had a role in the fall school play, The
Barretts of Wimpole Street. I didn’t participate, but
I’d spend hours after school talking with friends or
watching the players practice in the auditorium.
After one of the rehearsals she came up to me. “Are
you Gretchen?” she asked. I suppose she already
knew.
“Yes,” I said.
“I heard about you.”
“Oof ,” I said a little embarrassed. “I hope it
wasn't too bad.”
“No not at all. You write poetry.”
I nodded.
“I'm Emily,” she said.
"You're new here?"
“Not exactly,” she said.“Last year I spent the
whole year abroad in Switzerland, but I was here my
freshman year. I'm a junior now.” I noted that she
was a year younger than I, but a year in Switzerland,
so I imagined, gave her a European experience that
automatically made her considerably more
sophisticated. Imbibing European culture, created in
itself a certain chic.
“What did you do there?”
“I went to school,” she said. “I stayed with a
family that my father knew. And I learned German,
well, Swiss German.”
I told her I'd been in England for the summer,
so I knew a little of Europe and we'd also visited
Paris, but I didn't know any French. I thought her
mastery of German was impressive.
“My father came from Germany,” she said.
“Why don't you come home with me. I only live a
block away.”
So I said OK, and went with her. She lived in

a big old Victorian type house with an impressive
porch. Her mother greeted us when we came. She
had long hair wound into a bun at her neck, with
strands floating into her face. She moved like a
ballet dancer, unlike Emily who seemed very down to
earth and grounded. Emily also had an older brother
named Laurens who was there, greeted us and then
went to his room and a little sister named VC.
“My father is a doctor,” Emily said. “Dr.
Samter.” He came while I was there and I was
introduced to him. I think he recognized the name
Klotz. I told them my father was a pharmacist in
River Forest and Dr. Samter said, “oh yes, I
sometimes have to call in there for prescriptions for
my patients.”
Later I told my dad about Dr. Samter and he
said, “I know Dr. Samter, he’s an allergy specialist
and he’s well respected. He's done interesting
research on allergies. He does send prescriptions
over to me sometimes.”

Party at Emily's house. Emily is standing in the
background. In front from the left, Tom Morowitz, the
girl Anne, Fred, Jim Nichols with the Bongos and
Bob King.
From Emily I learned that Dr. Samter had
been born in Germany, in a town that was now
located in East Germany and was under communist
rule. But when the Nazi's came to power, Dr. Samter
had fled because he was Jewish and came to the
USA. He said he had been back once not long ago to
the East German town and had been greeted with a
celebration. Emily both loved and respected her stepfather and she told me that he was her real father, not
the biological one who had given her her name.

Laurens had the same father as Emily and seemed to
feel the same way about the biological father and
about Dr. Samter. VC was Dr. Samter's daughter, but
this apparently didn't cause conflicts.
So, I would often go to Emily's house and
sometimes Laurens was there. He was always
friendly, but I thought he was a bit too old for me, so
I never thought much about him.

At one of Emily's parties I must have burnt a hole in
her backyard. I don't remember it. But I guess things
like that are why people thought I was a little crazy.
I knew Cecily already from that very first
party at Artie's and the visit to the Zoo. Cecily,
however, was stretching her bond to Eleanor, so it got
thinner and thinner, though I don't think it broke
completely. But she became part of our foursome
that year.
The fourth person was Karlotta who was the
official class artist. She did the drawings for all our
school publications and they were pretty
professional. The last year of high school, the four of
us, Emily, Cecily, Karlotta and I did everything
together. We went to the loop, to the art institute, to
school events.
The operetta that year was again a Gilbert and
Sullivan, Patience. One of the main characters was an
Oscar Wilde caricature. I suppose what I admired
about the actor who played the role was the green
velvet suit with matching cap, slung out on a couch
imbibing - well I suppose it was water, but
pretending it was absinthe and he exuded a kind of
beauty. At least in my eyes. His name was Steve
Narland. He seemed to resemble the role he played
in real life, an aesthete and epicurean, though in real
life not perpetually drunk on absinthe, he was perfect
for the part. He sniffed at a flower and a number of
girls fell in love with him. Including me. But Steve

had a girlfriend, at least I thought he did, so I just
admired him from a distance, and really, it was the
character he was playing and not the real person. I

Emily, Karlotta, me in the middle and Cecily with
closed eyes
didn't know him, although at the parties we went to,
he seemed to continue to play the role. He was an
artist. His chalk drawings which he produced at the

This is the rather pained looking chalk drawing Steve
Narland gave me at a party.

party were well executed and slightly sinister. He
gave me one of them, a white face that almost looked
like a skull, but crisscrossed with many colors. Of
course, I treasured it.
There was another boy who also took part in
the operetta in the chorus. He was a friend of Steve's
also a junior, but because he was not gaunt like
Steve, he did not give the impression of being such
an ethereal aesthete. But he was an artist too. And
he also made chalk drawings at the parties. His
drawings were not as weird as Steve's, they had a
more ethereal and beautiful quality, but also well
executed. My attention was diverted from the
absinthe drinking aesthete to him when he asked me
if he could draw me. So, I eyed him. He was fairly
large with black curly hair cut short, but nonetheless
not bad looking and his name was Paul Pancotto. He
drew me in blue and purple with my long straight
hair. I no longer wore glasses because I'd gotten
contact lenses by then. Paul drew me in green, then
purple and then again with more colors, then only
blue and people were gathering around and oohing
and aahing because the pictures looked like me and
they were wistfully romantic. When he finished, he
said, “you can have them.”
And I thought, I wonder why he has done
this? He had a girlfriend too. Or maybe he didn't.
But I was wondering. He was not like Burke, an
intellectual, not like the other boys I'd had crushes
on. Paul was not an intellectual. He was an artist, an

epicurean I suppose, a pre-existentialist, who did not
have the inhibitions of the intellectuals. He was
willing to plunge in to whatever it was he wanted to
do.
I knew after the drawings that he was

This is one of Paul’s chalk drawings of me which I
still have.
interested in me. I thought wow, this boy breaks the
mold, if there is one, for me. He does not go out with
bookworm girls like me. I talked to Emily about him
because she was in his class and knew him better.
She said, go ahead, but be careful and I could guess
what she meant.

I am the second person from right in the front row
with the shortest skirt.
. I wore shorter skirts as I'd seen them in
England that year. In the USA the style was still 50's
long skirts. So, I stood out. In our school year book,
you would notice me if you saw the row of girls all

with their mid-calf length skirts and just one hemline
that was out of sync, just below the knees.

This is me 1959. My dad took the Polaroid photo. You
had to rub over it with some kind of wax and with
time that caused the stripes.
Paul called me up shortly after that party and
we talked on the phone until my mother said she had
to make a phone call. He called every day after that
and I was flattered, but if we wanted to chatter for
hours, my mother always had to use the phone which
made sense, I guess.
So, one evening he called at around 10 PM. It
was my parent’s bedtime, so it was unlikely they'd
need the phone. I dragged it into my room, the cord
was just long enough so that I had to sit on the floor
right by my door. We started to talk. I don't know
what we talked about any more. God and the world I
suppose, school, theater and everyone we knew. It
got to be midnight and I said, why don't we stay on
the phone all night. It will be like being together all
night, and the idea was wildly exciting for me. Being
with a man all night, even if it was nothing more than
a voice attached to me by a long cord and electric
wires. Paul liked the idea too. So, we talked on, but
somehow the voices got heavier and the responses
slower and finally around three AM Paul didn't
answer at all, but he hadn't hung up, and neither did I.
When I awoke, it was light outside and I was laying
on the floor the telephone beside me. “Paul”, I

whispered. I didn't want to wake anyone. It was still
early. But he didn't answer, so I said louder, “Paul,
wake up.” There was a grunt on the other end of the
line.
Then I heard, "are you still there?" in a creaky
voice.
“Yes,” I said. Then I heard rustling in my
parents room. “I think my parents are waking up,” I
said. “We better hang up now. I don't think they
should know about this.” He laughed and said, “OK,
this is probably the longest phone call I've ever had.
I'll see you.”
At first we were together with others, hanging
out. But then he asked me to go to Ravinia. Ravinia
is a place where the Chicago Symphony plays in
summer, a huge park on the north side of Chicago
near Lake Michigan where you can almost get lost in
little islets of trees and bushes and still hear the music
which is piped all over.
I had to drive because I was the only one of
that group who was allowed to. I was 17 and the
others were only 16. My family had two cars by then
and my parents were still in the tolerant mood toward
me, allowing me privileges which I'd never have
dreamed possible. They had been pleased with the
subdued relationship with Burke and they liked his
family because they were responsible. I think Burke's
mother might have reminded my mother a little of
Aunt E, her sister. Both were teachers with a kind of
take-charge personality. They didn't know Paul. For
one thing Paul had an Italian Catholic background.
That was bad enough. But they let me drive to
Ravinia with Paul and with another couple who came
with us.
When we got there, Paul took me by the hand,
self-assured. He didn't even know about how I'd told
people that it was sinful to hold hands. He hadn't
known me then and I didn't tell him. We sauntered
through the park together, listening to the music as it
slowly got dark and the mystery of the evening
enveloped us. There were electric lights here and
there making a little patch of yellow in an otherwise
magical universe of shadows and tree trunks and
always with the classical music of the Chicago
symphony. Paul sat down leaning against a tree trunk
and pulled me down toward him. It is odd how now
so many decades later I am having such trouble
recreating the excitement, the body pounding force of
this rush of desire. I know it was there, tearing at me,
but it has become so pale with time. Yet when I
landed on Paul's stomach, stretched out there, him

below me, my whole body pulled by gravity into his,
it was the first time that maleness was so close to me.
We lay there for hours until the concert was over, our
hearts banging against each other. But we did not
have sex.
The next time I went out with Paul I was
driving again, of necessity. And it was time to go
home, so I drove to Paul's house and parked in front.
But he didn't want to go in and I didn't want him to
go in. He put his arm around my shoulders and
carefully disentangled me from the steering wheel
and closer to him. His body was warm and soft and
very pervasive and when he kissed me, I wanted to
be very close to him. So, we were like this for some
time supping on each other, but never going further.
Not even Paul did that. Suddenly there were
headlights from a nearby car shining into the car on
us. It was annoying. The car was right behind us and
the warm darkness was being shattered.
Why don't they turn their lights off? Why are
they parked there?
Ignore it. We wanted one more taste of each
other so we ducked our heads into the shadows of
each other to blot out the lights. But the harsh glare
didn't go away.
And then there was someone pounding on the
window. This time we did spring apart and I was
compelled to look up. The headlights from the car
cast enough glare on them to show the stark forms in
yellow and black of the faces of my mother and
father. Oh my God, I said. I jumped away from
Paul back toward the driver's seat. He was
speechless.
“Come out,” my mother said. I wasn't sure
what she was going to do, but Paul opened the door
and got out and I followed him. Paul stood there a
few minutes not knowing what to do. My parents
didn't speak to him at all. “Get into the other car,”
my mother said to me. She was already getting into
the driver's seat of the station wagon. I said goodbye to Paul lamely. He said good-bye a little less
lamely and I got in the car with my dad. When we
got home, my mother said I would not be allowed to
drive anywhere alone with Paul any more. It was
obvious she didn't want me to see him either. But the
strange thing is I don't remember whether that ended
the relationship with him or not.
The Sweater
For my eighteenth birthday, my mother
decided she would knit me a sweater. She told me
ahead of time. You design it, she said. What color?

do you want stripes or something else?
So I thought about it and then said, “it should
have long sleeves, a short crew neck and stripes. The
stripes should be black, brown, olive, and brown in
that order and each stripe separated with a tiny
turquoise band.”
She frowned first, “what a strange bunch of
colors,” she said.
“I like them,” I said.
So, she bought the yarn in those colors and
said, they actually do look nice together.
It was good she told me in plenty of time
because it took a long time to knit the sweater. As my
birthday came closer, she was almost finished. Most
of the time she tried to hide it from me, but I saw it. I
was pleased. The colors, I thought were fantastic.
They were some of my favorite colors at that time,
that is, the olive and brown were, black and turquoise
I just thought went well with them.
Then a couple days before my birthday my
mother greeted me with a very sad face when I came
home from school. I think she was almost about to
cry.
"What happened?" I said.
"The sweater is ruined."
“Ugh,” I said. “How did that happen?”
"I wanted to block it. It was finished,” she 1959-60

I am studying Latin which I took all 4 years of high
school. I would talk on the phone to Marianne who
was in my Latin class and we'd translate the lesson
together.

said. “I put it in water and all the colors ran together.
It's a mess. I threw it away."
I had a sinking feeling in my stomach, I was
looking forward to this sweater because I knew that it
was unusual and that my friends would admire it.
But all I could say was Ooooh no, and try not to let
any tears appear.
My birthday came and I thought I wouldn't
have any presents. But my mother did present me
with a package wrapped up in birthday paper.
"What is it?" I said in surprise.
“Open it,” she said.
So, I tore the package open. There was the
sweater. It had black, brown, olive and turquoise
stripes. It was perfect. “Wow,” I yelled. “The
sweater! How did you get it fixed?”
“I knitted it all over again,” she said.
“Oh, thank you, I can't believe it,” I cried. She
had stayed up all night for several nights to finish it. I
put the sweater on right away and wore it to school.
As I had expected everyone looked at it, at the
unusual combination of colors and said, it's gorgeous,
how different, and I felt very flattered. I loved the
sweater and took it with me wherever I went after
that. The story of the sweater doesn't end here
though.
Emily and Tailgate
Emily had a crush on Lenny. That's the way
it is, all these hormones weaving around drawing
boys and girls together, then separating them. And
this is fun even if not without conflicts and despair. I
didn't have a boyfriend at that time. It was probably
after the end of my link to Paul. But I had the car,
the same red and white station wagon, that my
parents let me drive that year. Emily asked me if I'd
drive her and Lenny to somewhere or nowhere and I
thought why not. If I don't have anyone to cuddle
myself with, I can at least empathize. So, we drove
around and Emily and Lenny made out in the back
seat. We ended up at Tailgate which was a parking
lot in the woods that became a hangout for lovers at
night to sit in their cars and make out. I turned off
the motor and listened a bit wistfully to the light
smushy sounds of Emily and Lenny kissing each
other. And then someone was banging on the
window of the car. A flashlight made a streak of light
from my head to my butt. Then it flitted
over to Emily's face and then Lenny's. It was a
policeman.
I wondered what we'd done wrong. Yes, we
knew the place was policed. It was OK to make out,

but the morality-police had to be sure no one was
fucking. So, they came at intervals to check. No one
was fucking in our car. “Open the door,” he said. I
was a little flummoxed, but I did, he didn’t seem to
be threatening us. He got in the car and sat down in
the empty seat in front.
“Where's your boyfriend?” he asked.
“I don't have one.”
“That's too bad.”
“It's OK,” I said. “I don't need a boyfriend
right now.”
“So, you bring your friends here?”
“Yes.”
“Doesn't that make you feel lonely?”
“A little,” I said. “But I don't mind.”
He stayed a while and talked to Emily and
Lenny too and then he said, “I have to go. I hope you
find a boyfriend too.”
“Thanks,” I said. And he left.
Peter and the Prom
Before the end of the year there was the
senior prom. I had never had the slightest desire to
attend a prom of any kind, and certainly not the
senior prom. I didn't know how to dance and
although my feeling that it was sinful in itself was
waning, I at least felt ambiguous about it, so there
was no reason to provoke the devil. Anyway, I didn't
have a boyfriend, so it was a moot point.
Except that one day a boy named Peter who
had been new that year, who was sort of connected to
our big semi-cohesive group came up to me and said,
“hi.” I don't think I'd ever talked to him before
although I knew who he was. I smiled politely and
said hi with a question in my voice.
“Are you going to the prom?” he asked.
“No,” I said.
“I'd like to ask you. Would you go with me?”
I was a little taken aback. “Uff,” I said and
didn't know what else to say. I knew how girls just
wanted desperately to be asked to the senior prom,
but I didn't dance and I had no desire to buy one of
the hideous gowns that girls had to wear.
“Is that a yes or a no?”
“I don't know how to dance,” I said finally.
“That doesn't matter,” he said quickly. “You
don't have to dance if you don't want to or I'll show
you how.”
“I don't have a prom dress,” I said.
“Do you mean you can't afford one?” He
looked at me a little perturbed.
“No, that's not it. It's just that it's well, um

sinful.”

beautiful girl, most handsome boy, friendliest girl,
“Sinful?” he said and started to laugh, not in a cutest couple and such nonsense, but also class
nasty way, more like surprised.
author, class wit, smartest boy and so on. There had
“Well, I don't know if it's sinful. But I never never been a class poet. But several students wanted
really had a great desire to go to dances and I guess I this to be added and for me to receive this honor. But
don't really want to. I don't think I'd feel right doing someone on the production team objected. I think it
it.”
“Would you go with someone else?” he
asked.
“No, it's not you,” I said. “Let's go
somewhere else. That would make me happy.”
“Where would you like to go?”
“It doesn't matter,” I said. “Anywhere. Think
of something original.”
He knew I had a reputation for being a little
weird, he'd already experienced it too, I guess. So, he
came up with the idea of going to a cemetery. I
thought that was pretty original and rather funny so I
agreed. He had a car and we met after school on
prom day. He drove to some big cemetery that was
like a park with trees and flowers besides
tombstones, birds and ghosts. It was weird enough
for me. I'd never been to a cemetery except when
Aunt Emma died. But it turned out to be quite nice.
Quiet except for the birds singing and we wandered
around reading grave stones. We meandered, ran,
laughed and had a good time and I rather liked Peter
because he could deal with this and have fun.
When it was time to go home, he said, “I'll
drive you home. Where do you live?”
I said, “I won't tell you. You'll have to find it.”
“Well, how can I drive you home then?”
“I'll say hot and cold, hot when you're getting
closer and cold when you're getting further away.”
“That might take an awfully long time,” he
said. “Oak Park and River Forest are pretty big.”
He started to laugh. “But Ok. That will be
amusing.” We got in the car and he turned the wrong
way.
“Cold,” I said.
He made a U turn.
was Marianne. I knew Marianne. I walked home
Warmer. And so it went. If it was cold, he
would usually have to go around the block, so it took from school with her almost every day and often
went to her house. But she was jealous of me. I don’t
a long time to get home. But he finally did find my
really know quite why. She didn’t write poetry. But I
house. It was the end of the year, so there wasn't
much time left for Peter and me to be together much, think she didn’t like the idea that I would get a kind
but it was a nice little interlude. We graduated and he of honor and she not. Why she was able to block it, I
don’t know. Maybe there were others, including
disappeared until one day at MIT.
But first came the end of the school year with teachers who felt the yearbook should not be changed
and there had never been a class poet. I was a little
the appearance of the school yearbook Tabula.
disappointed, but it wasn’t earth shattering.
Students would be chosen for things like most

High school had become so defining for me.
I had friends. I was reasonably self-confident in the
admiration that everyone seemed to bestow on me.
What had I done to deserve it? Going from a
introverted, and I suppose somewhat depressed,
insecure girl, to being called the unofficial class poet,
who had somehow brought a whole new culture of
beatnik rebellion and quirky behavior to our high
school. I don't know how I did it. I guess I just
found that by not being the way society expected me
to be, I could be happy and creative and everyone
who knew me felt they could follow my example and
be liberated from whatever constraints seemed to
entangle them. That was a lot of people. Before they
knew me when they had parties, if they did, they
invited only those they'd always known. When I
came, I said, let's invite everyone in the orchestra,
everyone who writes poetry, everyone who acts in the
plays or sings in the chorus, artists and everyone who
was left out before because they were too geeky. We
were the ultimate band of kid freaks and geeks in the
end and it got to be quite a big group.
One of the last big events was the appearance
of Tabula, the high school year book. I remember
Burke being very proud of the design of the cover. It
was very stark, straight lines no curly ques. I think it
might have been his design.
As always, we went around getting our
friends and acquaintances to sign it. Once again, I got
an array of poems. Funny how people think a poet, as
they supposed I was, should be serenaded with
poems. But I thought it was kind of cool.
And thus, high school drew to a close. Those
defining four years are meant to give you time to start
coming to terms with sexuality, to begin to form an
idea about what your future will be. Testing. I did
this with no big catastrophes, no drastic failures or
disappointments. It was a charmed time for me. For
the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged, that I
wasn’t hanging around on the fringes, but instead I
was in the midst of things churning it up all around
me. There were conflicts at home, but school had
become miraculous in its possibilities. I didn’t
necessarily do things in a rational way. I often did
things because I wanted to make people laugh and
they did.

Mr.Bs last poem to me-don't know if he meant me or
it was something he'd written for another occasion.

A drawing that Karlotta made of me remembering the growing up or was it a bitter loss?
England trip (in the 1960 yearbook Tabula).

This was very difficult to read so I tried to fix it. It
mentions Hemmingway who was a student at our
school and one teacher that I had Mr. Gehlmann had
Hemmingway as a student. This is what it says:
Remember they said Ernest Hemingway couldn’t
write either. I’ve really enjoyed your thing in Crest,
particularly the last issue. Since I don’t have much ?,
I’ll just …everything Judy M and Cecily says goes for
me too, especially love and Reader’s Digest Linda
Kaine

Quite a few of the kids who wrote in my

yearbook composed poems for it, because they
considered me to be a poet. Others just wrote about
me, either as poet or as a phenomenon. Some don't
sound very friendly but I think that's because they
liked me and wanted to come up with something as
weird as they thought I was. The way I was then, a
non-conformist off the wall kind of person,
sometimes childish and silly, but also questioning
what was supposed to be absolute. I suppose the
edges kind of wore away with time. Was that

David Ross was in Mr. B's English Class and never,
as far as I remember, talked to me, yet he wrote this
poem in my yearbook

Emily meant Lenny when she wrote that. She had a
crush on him, but it never led to much. Her contribution was on two pages-also on the right.

These 2 parts of Lenny’s were on two pages. It’s also
very difficult to read, but I’ll try to interpret what it
says:

A beacon on the jagged self stands
Untouched ___ bright____aloof yet beckoning:
Here the waters of every continent touch and spell
Their fascination at its foot
These waters are what feed and nourish and sustain
The light which unlike all others chimes
Another one direction.
In the beginning the light shone down dimly on the
water below
But as time and water passed the light gained
brilliance slowly raised itself shining ever brighter,
ever brighter
Shining now beyond the sea and land and on.
Piercing time the bearer every higher
Signing your annual with burlesque quotations is
Who knows when or where its apogee will come or
quite unfitting. Thinking, pondering, wondering,
what inspiration wave will spark it on.
questioning and finally emoting has caused me to .. .. All that matters is that it will be for many years to
physics and the 60 min. between 12:00 and This is
come.
the continuation of Emily’s contribution.
2:00 Thurs:
Amid the adolescent youth of our age.

Steve Narland was Oscar Wilde in the operetta
Patience I found him fascinating. At that time I did
not know he was gay. Perhaps he didn't realize it
himself. I don't know. I don't remember if he had a
girlfriend. After the play there was a party and he
was there. He drew the picture above and gave it to
me. His poem is a question and I believe his fate was
that he eventually got AIDS and died

This is the poem Paul Pancotto wrote for me. Oddly I
never did see him again after graduation, but I never
laughed at him.

Clark relating to my religion statements and Burke
remembering our trip to England in our VW bus. I
am not certain what happened to them after college.

This is from Cecily and is the contribution from Cess
that Linda Kaine was referring to in her contribution.
One the next page is the contribution from Judy
Mann that Linda Kaine refers to. It is obvious Judy
Judy Mann wrote this
was still thinking of our trip nostalgically and
happily. And yet after graduation I did not know what
happened to her until about 2019 when she appeared
on Facebook. This was not the case with Cecily. We
have maintained contact to this day. I also
maintained contact with Emily and visited her
several times during the years. Once was in the later
1980’s when I saw her I believe at their summer
home in Wisconsin and I had Marek with me. She had
become a doctor and practiced in Evanston. At the
end of the 1990’s when doing a film for Lebenslinien
I visited her in Evanston for the film. I don’t know
when she died.
I visited Karlotta once in California shortly after
graduation, but don’t know what happened to her.
.

Ready for graduation with the red roses we had to
carry when marching up to the stage to the orchestra
playing Elgar’s Pomp and Circumstance.faded

High School graduation day with Dad in our dining
room June, 1960
Graduation at Oak Park was a fancy event.
Girls had to wear long white dresses, which made me
think, is this supposed to be something like marriage?
And we had to carry a big bouquet of red roses. It
was a class of about 800 I think so 400 girls with
white dresses and red roses was probably impressive.
Mom sewed my dress. I chose the pattern and I was
satisfied with it.
With high school graduation a period of my
life ended. There was still a summer before a new
period had to begin. I imagine it was a summer of
reflection and surely of nervousness as well as
excitement about the unknown future. I have no
memories of what I might have done that summer. I
guess it was a kind of limbo.
Jumbled Memories of These Childhood and
Youth Years
There are all these pictures of things that
loomed up during my childhood and youth and then

somewhere deep in my brain. I doubt that they
meant much for the future. But they were like the
little lights that blinked in that mostly big blank that
is the past. From my first memories at around age
two until I graduated from high school there were
approximately 5930 days of which I can account for
maybe 100 to 200 at most, with some help from
photos and just two short diaries.
Here are a few arbitrary glimmers:
Amlings Halloween spook house
Amlings was a flower and plant shop just beyond
River Forest. But every Halloween they created quite
a fantastic Halloween spook house, which in my
memory at least was really scary. You didn’t see
some mechanical ghost bobbing up and down. Maybe
they were real people.
Kiddieland was an amusement park located kiddycorner to the Northwest corner of River Forest. It had
the typical rides for kids, a merry-go-round, a decent
rollercoaster which could whip you around, but

didn’t match the big ones. There was also a Ferris
wheel. For several years we made a yearly trek there
with mom and dad and I liked the roller coaster and
Ferris wheel best.
First washing machine This is just a picture in my
memory, going into our dark basement and looking at
the washing machine which stood fairly close to the
door. It was a round washing machine with a cover
on the top. On one side of it it had a ringer. In this
machine there was a kind of beater in the middle
which swished the clothes back and forth, but in
order to get the excess water out you had to put them
through the ringer which pressed the water out back
into the machine, while the clothes came out the
other side into a basket no longer dripping wet. It was
a lot of work because you had to turn the ringer by
hand.
Russells was a good quality fast food Restaurant that
served hamburgers, French fries and the like and also
had take-out. We went there occasionally as it was in
River Forest and we kids liked this kind of food. It
was also a hang-out for local teenagers and was
always busy. This attracted the mafia. They always
were looking for profitable restaurants to demand
payment from. Russells refused. This of course, was
anathema for the mob and they bombed Russells
every year. Fortunately, they did it at night, so no one
was ever hurt. But the owners rebuilt the place as
quickly as possible and were in business again until
the next bombing. We had to go past Russells for
many years on Sunday when we drove to Kimball to
pick up Mrs. Jones who lived in Elmwood Park and
came with us to Kimball, thus we’d note every time it
was bombed.
Ice I don’t remember the beginning of this story. It
starts for me having a dime in my hand. There was
obviously a reason for it, whatever it was, and I was
angry. I wasn’t angry about having the dime, the
source was something else, probably my mother. It
was winter and I was outside walking either to or
from the drugstore. I was so angry that I threw the
dime away, it landed in a puddle which was covered
with pieces of ice floating around. Afterwards I was
annoyed at myself that I had lost the dime. I went up
to the puddle and stirred around in it a bit with the tip
of my boot. The water was dark, the ice in small
chunks on top made me think of coca cola. I forgot
the dime which was invisible and was fascinated by
the notion of a huge puddle of coca cola with ice and
was feeling almost capable of vicariously drinking it
and enjoying it. Later Dad told me someone had

found the dime and donated it to the Red Cross.
Tony Accardo was the head of the mafia who had
taken over after Al Capone had been annihilated.
Accardo lived in River Forest. He had a huge
mansion north of Chicago Ave. It was surrounded
with a high fence probably electrified and there were
also innumerable guard dogs in the yard. Because
Accardo lived in River Forest, I suppose he didn’t
really want the town overrun by gangsters, however
the town did have repercussions, such as the bombing
of Russells. Because my dad owned the local
drugstore which was close to the police station, the
police would come in frequently sometimes just to
gab. Several times they told my dad there’d been a
corpse discovered in an empty lot in River Forest.
The dead person was always some gangster, not a
resident of the town.
Accardo had two children and they went to
our school. The daughter was older than I and I didn’t
see her until I was in high school. The son was
younger. Accardo actually came to the parent
teacher’s meetings at the school. My parents of
course also went. So dad described how it was.
Accardo sat there and everyone else moved their
chairs as far as possible to the other side of the room,
so no one was anywhere near him. Probably not
because they thought he was poison, but because they
were afraid there could be an assassination and they
didn’t want to be in the line of fire.
Accardo and his family also bought their
medicine at Dad’s Pharmacy. Usually they didn’t
come in the store, but had their doctor phone in the
prescription one of us: John or me after school, or
dad or an employee delivered it to Accardos. This
was a little hairy because the house was guarded by
these huge terrifying dogs. You could ring the bell
and then had to explain why you were there.
Somehow the dogs were held back, no idea how and
you could walk up the sidewalk to the front door.
Again, a bell and waiting until you were told to enter.
You came into a room that had mirrors on all the
walls, so all you could see was yourself. They were
see-through mirrors, so someone on the other side
could see you. I never got in further than that. Just
delivered the medicine to a maid, I suppose and left
again. But Dad had actually been inside all the way
and was shown around the house. He said it was all
gold, alabaster and turquoise.
Von Braun We didn’t only have mafia living in
River Forest, but there was at least one former Nazi.
The man had worked on Hitler’s atomic bomb, or

maybe it was the rocket to carry the bomb, anyway,
he was important in the Nazi regime. But after the
war, the US wanted him for his knowledge. Thus, he
was not punished, but given a very good job doing
that sort thing in the USA. Well, I guess he earned a
lot of money too, because he lived in River Forest
and his daughter was in John’s class in school. No
one ever talked about the pre-history of this family
and I didn’t know til much later.
Working at Dad’s Ever since John and I were quite
young and had mastered bike-riding as well as
memorizing where all the streets in River Forest
were, we had taken deliveries of medications to
customers for which we earned 10 cents from Dad
and often got tips as well. But at some point, I
wanted to earn a little more probably for travelling
and Dad gave me the job of dusting the shelves
including the products on them. I did this for a while.
I could daydream while doing it, so it wasn’t so bad,
but certainly not challenging.
Polio vaccination I remember when the Salk vaccine
came out. I think it was around 1955 and I was 13.
My entire childhood had thus been spent under the
fear that occasionally popped up of this horror
disease which had crippled so many children, and
since one of my best friends had had it, and others
that I knew had had it, it wasn’t abstract. We didn’t
go to public swimming pools because it was said that
at the nearest one, children had caught polio after
swimming there.
But when the vaccine came out, I didn’t want the
shot. I hated shots and I made a fuss. So much that
mom had a bit of patience and didn’t make me get it
right away. When it became available in a sugar cube
that you just had to eat, I finally did take it. And
eventually polio almost disappeared from the face of
the earth
The teacher with an iron hand I saw this man for
the first time standing in front of the drugstore. He
had an iron hand that looked like a black claw. This I
found rather interesting, so I said hi to him. He
smiled and answered hi, you live here? I said, that’s
my Dad’s pharmacy here. So, he said he’d just
recently moved into the apartment building. Thus, we
got to talking. He was a High School teacher, but not
at my high school. I think it was at Proviso, the High
School in Maywood which was about as close as
OPRF High School, but very different, since
Maywood was a mainly working-class suburb.
Sewing machine Mom had her sewing machine in
the basement. It was an old Singer which had to be

peddled to function, you were the source of energy. I
learned to sew on this and could peddle and sew with
no problem. Eventually, mom got an electric sewing
machine which I suppose was a bit faster, but you
had to get used to it. Anyway, I liked to sew and
sewed a lot. In the period when I was interested in
clothing design, I got a Ginny doll. The purpose of
this doll was to have a model so I could design
clothes for a little girl and try them on this doll. I
made lots of clothes for this doll all designed by
myself. For fabric I used the scraps that we had from
all the other sewing both I and my mother did. I still
have both the doll and the clothes though they aren’t
always in the greatest condition.
Flood under the viaduct Franklin Ave. went down
under the Northwestern Railroad viaduct which
created one of the very few hills if you could call it
that nearby. Several times when there had been a
cloud burst kind of rain storm the water would collect
under the viaduct. The sewers couldn’t handle all the
water and if it was a heavy rain that lasted a long
time, we soon had a small lake there. Occasionally a
car would try to drive through and get stuck. Most
turned around and went the other way. For us kids,
however, having a lake almost in front of our house
was quite exciting. If it was summer and it usually
was when this happened, we took off shoes and socks
and went out in the rain down to the lake. We’d first
stick our toes in. You could still see the sidewalk
although the water was murky. We’d slowly take
more steps until we couldn’t see our feet any more.
The water was virtually black. That it could have
been filled with sewage waste and bacteria never
occurred to us, und since no adults were around,
we’d just keep going until the water came up to our
knees. However, I don’t believe we ever ventured all
the way under the viaduct where there could have
been a half open sewer and glass splinters between
the bricks of the brick road.
Mr. Peepers our dog never really got trained to obey.
He was pretty chaotic most of the time. We had to
walk him every day in the hope he’d at least do his
thing outside. But if he saw or smelled something
interesting, he’d strain at the leash and if it was
important enough for him, I couldn’t hold him back,
he’d more or less drag me after him, although he was
not a big dog. Once he actually did get away pulling
the leash out of my hand. He ran so fast that I
couldn’t follow him. I was fairly close to Keystone
Park and that’s the direction he ran. But when I got
there, I couldn’t see him. I knew that stray dogs

would be captured by the police and brought it to
some awful place where they were probably put to
sleep. So, I was terrified this would happen and I
began weeping uncontrollably, not having any idea
what I could do to prevent this. I was close to the
police station and I it occurred to me that I could tell
the police what had happened and maybe instead of
taking him away, they’d let us know if they caught
him and we could retrieve him. I went in the police
station with tears streaming down my face and
explained it all. They seemed rather sympathetic and
said it would be OK. I should just go home. I did,
still gulping tears down. That evening Mr. Peepers
appeared in the yard. He had not been caught and had
found his way home by himself.
First MacDonald’s Drive-in MacDonald’s was a
hamburger joint somewhere in California, I think. A
man who lived in River Forest bought it, and built a
MacDonald’s Drive-in near the Desplaines River in
River Forest. It was the first Drive-in in the area, so
of course, we had to go and test it. We drove into the
parking lot. A teenage kid came out and hung trays
on our open car windows and we ordered
Hamburgers. They were very cheap maybe 10 cents
or so. We thought it was pretty cool. Within a few
years there were MacDonald’s all over. The owner,
Ray Kroch I think was his name, was a customer in
Dad’s pharmacy. Every time we drove past that place
I’d look to see what the price of Hamburgers were.
Over the years it crept up. But as long as I lived in
River Forest, we’d go to that Drive-in occasionally.
Ice-skating in Keystone park It got cold in winter.
But the area was flat so the only good winter sport
was ice-skating. In River Forest there were two iceskating options. One was at Keystone Park which
was just a block and a half from our house. The park
officials would build a rink out of snow and then fill
it with water. This would freeze and make a good iceskating rink. Furthermore, there was a loud speaker
in the Park building next to the rink where you could
change into your ice-skates. They would play waltzes
on Saturdays and in the evenings, the rink was also lit
up, so you could skate to uplifting skating music.
The other skating option was in Thatcher’s Woods.
Here there was a slew, which I think was natural. In
summer it was muddy around it and impossible to get
close if you didn’t want to sink in mud. But in winter
it all froze over. Because it was in the forest, the ice
on the slew was never completely smooth, so you’d
have to note where the bumps and cracks were. As
children we were not allowed to go there. When I

was in High School however, I’d go there with
friends to skate as the atmosphere was very different
than in Keystone Park, although the size of the
skating area was not much larger.
Girls will probably be mothers Although I
definitely wanted to have some kind of profession
when I was an adult, and I was preparing for it in my
mind, I never doubted that I would work and not be a
housewife like my mother. That was something I
absolutely rejected from quite early on. Nonetheless,
I neither rejected the notion of getting married
someday, nor of having children. I was convinced all
of this could be accomplished with no problem. Thus,
when I had nothing else to do, and couldn’t read I
would draw little pictures of boys and girls and
imagine these were my children. I gave them names,
the names I wanted my children to have. There would
be as many as five. The names changed over time
reflecting my changing tastes, becoming ever more
exotic like Clymene and Andre.
Putting pennies on the railroad tracks where the
hill was. This hill was also used for sledding every
winter. It wasn’t a natural hill. It formed the
embankment for the Chicago and Northwestern
railroad tracks. In the suburbs the tracks were on an
embankment, so that there could be a street tunnel
under them at every block. The embankments were
made of cement and went straight down to a street on
both sides of the tracks. But at this particular spot
instead of a cement wall, the embankment had been
filled in with dirt forming a hill and covered with
grass. This hill was easily scalable and thus ideal for
sledding. It was also easy to access the tracks. There
was a train station at the top with a platform which
was separated from the hill only by a low fence with
two railings and thus was easily scaled. That way we
were on the station platform from which we could
put pennies on the tracks and wait til a train came to
see what would happen.
Fascination with the modern houses with picture
windows and their white fluffy Christmas trees with
blue ornaments in the window. Did I want to be an
architect and design houses like that? For some years
I considered it. I was enthused by the Frank Lloyd
Wright houses in our town, but also the business
buildings in the loop and sometimes I would go just
to look at the buildings.
Going to the beach There were no lakes real close to
River Forest. The Desplaines River which was
nearby was so polluted that it would have been life
threatening to swim there, although there were people

who came in the Pharmacy who remembered when it
used to be clean and they could swim there. The
closest lake was Lake Michigan. But you couldn’t
swim near the Loop because it was too dirty. So,
we’d have to drive to the North Shore or the South
Shore which was in Indiana. This was actually a
pretty long drive, so it would have to be organized
ahead of time. Nonetheless, on a hot day when I was
in High School, we did go there a few times, both to
the north and the south shore. Since it was an all-day
trip, otherwise it wouldn’t be worth the long ride, we
stayed all day, and I would inevitably come home sun
burned. I don’t think they had sun screen in those
days.
B jerk nes When I no longer felt shy and
embarrassed in Mr. B’s class, I didn’t worry much
about grades. I figured Mr. B would give me an A
which he always did. Nonetheless, once he gave us a
test that I failed. I don’t remember what it was about,
it might have had to do with mercantilism. I had no
idea what it was. I don’t know why. Maybe I had
been absent the day he talked about it. Anyway, I
looked at the blank sheet of paper on which we were
supposed to write a short essay. I put my name on it.
And thought I can’t turn it in like that. I drew a few
pictures of the sort I sometimes drew when I had felt
in a crazy mood, a stick figure with the sword in its
belly and then I wrote b JERK nes which was the
teachers name. I didn’t really think Mr. B was a jerk.
Basically, I really liked him. But this time I couldn’t
help but being a little nasty. I got the test back with a
big F on it.
Vaccination for small pox The vaccination for small
pox had already existed for a long time and when we
were children it was not required to get it. I didn’t.
But in 1959 when I wanted to travel to England it
was required to have a vaccination to go there. I
wasn’t enthused about the idea. I thought the scars
they left on the arm were ugly and mom had a very
large one. The doctor insisted that if you left the scab
on until it fell off by itself you would not have a scar
at all. Whether that was true I had no way of
knowing, but I certainly hoped that I could keep the
scab until it fell off by itself. I was thus very careful
getting dressed. But it took a long time.
When we arrived in England, I still had the
scab and it didn’t seem inclined to fall off. One night,
however, when I was putting on my pajamas, it got
caught on the sleeve and came off. I figured it had
not fallen off by itself, so I screamed. Poor Judy had
no idea what was wrong and I was so hysterical that

at first, I couldn’t explain. She tried to calm me
down. I looked at the spot where the scab had been
and saw that it was red, but not bleeding. In time it
healed up and there was a scar but it was very small,
hardly visible.

