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Part I
Squelched, How I Lost My Voice



Drafted US Army: 
Continuing to Fight My Battles

AS I HAD PREDICTED, I was no longer a student in college, the military draft
notice came, and I was required to report to Fort Lewis on January 11,
1967. My fellow draftees and I were rounded up like cattle and loaded onto
a bus without any personal baggage. A few long hours later, we arrived at
our destination, boot camp, Fort Lewis, Washington, which is located a few
miles north of Olympia. As we passed the Olympia off-ramp from the
interstate highway, I was reminded of the night that my dad had bailed me
out of jail only a few years prior.

Now that I had my freedom from college, and on the military dole, I
was free of economic worries, I was questioning myself. Having earned
poor grades in high school and without the possibility of earning a college
degree, where was all of this leading me?

While serving in the US Army, I was essentially on a government
sponsored vacation. I was lucky enough to have been shipped overseas to
Germany, not to the war in Southeast Asia. The Viet Nam War was blazing
across the television screen each night, with news anchor Walter Cronkite
delivering all the news from around the world from his plush office in New
York City. It was clear to me that I would be sent off to a war that no one
understood, even in its early years. But as a US citizen and the son of a
Navy veteran of World War II, I would of course serve my country.

Immediately upon arriving at Fort Lewis, I could identify with my idol
Elvis Presley. My Elvis-styled hairdo was within 24 hours a thing of the
past. Like everyone else, I was now sporting a white sidewalls haircut,
which looked as if we were all right out of Terry’s Barber School. Like
everyone else, I was outfitted with a new wardrobe, given a duffle bag and
foot locker, and assigned to a billet that bunked 55 raw recruits. My first job
in basic training was to do my turn under the billet shoveling coal at 3 a.m.
in the cold and freezing rain.



Actually, I enjoyed myself tremendously in basic training: all of the
buck privates were readymade friends, and one’s station in life didn’t count.
The biggest challenge of our daily grind was banding together to endure our
arrogant and mouthy drill sergeant.

Frequently, we buck privates were told by our drill sergeant to drop to
the ground, sometimes straddling a mud puddle, in the pouring rain, and to
give him twenty push-ups. We may have thought we were developing our
physical endurance but we were also bowing down to his highness.

Each week, right after we each received our weekly stipend in cash, our
drill sergeant called us all to “attention” in the privacy of our barracks, and
then after we all assembled in formation, we were ordered to be “at ease.”
We were then asked to make a donation to his weekend beer drinking and
carousing fund. If we cooperated with him, he assured us that he would be
busy over the weekend, and we’d be free of him harassing us. Eventually,
after we graduated from basic training, we learned that our drill sergeant
was demoted for his behavior and shipped to Viet Nam.

As buck privates, we were all given a battery of tests in the first few
days of basic training. We were measured, sized-up, and ranked. Our test
results became numbers affixed to our permanent military files. My poor
high school grades didn’t hinder my ability to score well on the military
tests. I had one goal. I wanted a desk job in the military or else I would
become a ground pounder or an artillery man. When asked questions on the
multiple choice tests as to whether I liked the outdoors, or liked to work on
cars, go hunting, or go for a walk in the woods, I responded, “No.”

From my perspective, I did well on the tests. I was given a desk job, and
was awarded a Military Occupation Specialty (MOS) 71F40 (Postal Clerk).
Once I completed basic training, my next move in my military career was to
attend Advanced Individual Training (AIT).

While I felt relieved about my MOS, I was harassed constantly by the
senior military commanding officers at Fort Lewis. In the first couple of
weeks during boot camp training, I was approached by a captain and a
lieutenant on more than one occasion and urged to consider going to Officer
Candidate School (OCS) in Fort Benning, Georgia. I already knew that Fort
Benning was famous for infantry training. No way. One of the captains
became visually disgusted with me during the interview process, and he
noted and underscored in my permanent file that I couldn’t make a decision.
I couldn’t care less, because I knew saying “yes” to OCS was a free ticket



non-stop to Viet Nam, everyone’s biggest fear. I knew that if I was given
orders to go to Viet Nam I could always delay my departure by saying yes,
I’ll go to OCS.

Once I graduated from basic training, I was shipped off to Fort
Benjamin Harrison, Indiana, “The Home of the Army Dollar” (the military
financial center). I spent six weeks at Fort Benjamin Harrison, where I
learned how to run and operate an Army Postal Office (APO). My fellow
Army buddies and I had the time of our lives. Every day we wore our dress
blues … our Army-issued dress suits, with a shirt and tie. My first chance to
play executive, all dressed up but nowhere to go except to work in the APO
training school. After work, it was another matter; we were back in our
khakis, our casual dress, and on the road again off base to chase the local
chicks.

Finally, it was graduation day from AIT; I received my postal worker
certification papers and my orders for my first tour of duty. To this day, I
wonder why I was picked out of hundreds and hundreds of graduates to be
the only Private First Class (PFC) who wasn’t shipped to Viet Nam. I never
had to play the “I’ll go to OCS” card to delay my trip to Viet Nam. (I was
learning to play “the game.”)

Everyone else I met at basic training in Fort Lewis, and my fellow
Army buddies at Fort Benjamin Harrison, believed that we were all going to
be shipped overseas. With my “orders” to report to Frankfurt, I felt like I
was off on a government-sponsored vacation for two years. Yes, I was the
luckiest guy in the world; I had in fact just won the military lottery.
Freedom and safety.

Once I had my overseas shipping orders, I could not get out of Fort
Benjamin Harrison fast enough. Several of my Army buddies, friends for a
season, resented my good fortune to be traveling east rather than west to
Southeast Asia with them.

Free room and board in Deutschland. My new home was in downtown
Augsburg at Infantry Kaserne, a few blocks from the Koenigsplatz, and not
far from where I worked at APO 09112. Along with my Army postal
buddies, I lived on the fourth floor overlooking the fringes of the city’s
center. We were provided with private rooms, some rooms with two guys to
a room, and some spacious rooms with four guys to a room. I felt like we
lived in a hotel except that the walls were Army green, which was a
constant reminder that we were really in the military. The marble floors and



the hardwood floors were spotless. I felt at home, while in the military. I
had some ready-made friends, a few bucks in my pocket, drinking buddies,
all of us with a common cause. Be good boys and appreciate the fact that
we were not in the Mekong Delta or at My Lai.

Many months after my arrival at Infantry Kaserne, I asked a question of
one of my senior officers. “What is it about that huge pile of brick and
rubble at the corner of our building?” I was told that pile was yet to be
scooped up; it was debris from World War II. Some twenty years later,
Germany was still cleaning up after the devastation from the war. The Cold
War had just begun.

My monthly Army stipend covered most of my toiletry needs and daily
consumption of the world-famous German beer … Löwenbräu.

My stint in the military was awesome. Those guys serving their time in
the military working as cooks or postal clerks had what we referred to as
“dick” duty (easy). During times of war, mail call is #1 for all the troops,
and during times of peace, it was #2 after chow at the mess hall. I thought I
would rather be #2 in popularity in Germany than #1 in popularity in Viet
Nam.

The time passed quickly at Infantry Kaserne. We never had the regular
Army protocol of reveille, as did other Army units at the Kaserne, nor did
we have white-glove inspections of our barracks. We were completely free
to do our own thing. Everybody wanted their mail, so we were left alone. I
never felt so popular. While in high school, I was in a fight daily, and
friends were scarce. In the Army, there was no fighting, no class struggle,
and your grades in high school or your parents’ wealth made no difference.
We all got along well and we all wore green, the great leveler.

We worked five and one half days a week. After work, our evenings
were ours to do as we wished. My fellow postal Army buddies and I
recognized that we were fortunate to be living peacefully in the heart of
Europe.

The day I arrived in Augsburg, I looked out the window and spotted
across the street the local disco, called the Rumpel Kammer (“junk house”),
which I soon learned was off limits to GIs. The noise of this joint on the
weekends reminded us of the fun we were missing back home with our
girlfriends.

Looking out the window and a block down the street from the Rumpel
Kammer, I saw a German gasthaus, which wasn’t off limits to GIs. It



wasn’t long after I started frequenting this pub that I met Lisa Bremer. Lisa
was recently divorced from an American military officer and was looking
for a little fun to wriggle her way out of boredom and loneliness. Well, she
found it. She became my girlfriend, my big sister, and my mother all in one
nice package. Often after a few beers, I would ride along with her in her car
to make the trip to the outskirts of town to sleep overnight in a little garden
shack no larger than 125 square feet. The one room was outfitted with a
small table and two chairs, a little sink, and a tiny bed that allowed two
people to snuggle. What else was needed? In the mornings, it was easy to
get dressed and go back to work. We wore the same Army fatigues, so even
though those fatigues from the night before might be a little wrinkled, who
cared? I wasn’t out of uniform.

Lisa was 36 years old when we met, I was 20, and to this day many
decades later we are still connected as friends. She looked after me while I
lived down the street from her apartment. She bought a car for me and my
Army buddies, and my buds and I drove all over Bavaria. At the end of
each month, she would always make sure that I had money for a little gas,
liters of beer, and a ticket or two to the flicks at the PX. Most importantly,
she always invited me to her family dinners on Bismarckstrasse, two blocks
from the Kaserne. I obliged. I was one lucky guy; few of my Army buddies
had a German home to call their own.

While serving on active military duty in Europe, I traveled extensively. I
took over eight weeks of real vacation and lived life to the fullest.

One trip that I’ll never forget was going to Scandinavia. I had heard that
Sweden was the land of free love. It was a goal of mine to experience this
dream. One night, at the Britannia Inn, in the heart of Copenhagen, I was
playing darts, a game called 301. After drinking several beers, I struck up a
conversation with a cute girl who lived 30 minutes outside of Copenhagen.
A dream was fulfilled, to go home with a Swedish or a Danish girl. The
following morning, I woke up in her bedroom, and as we opened the
bedroom door, we were immediately in the kitchen. We joined her parents
at the breakfast table. As I sipped my coffee and reflected over the
experience of the last 12 hours, I thought, “I’m living the dream.”

The following day, I left for Stockholm. At the train station, I bought a
paperback book that one would never see back home at the newsstand. The
book was entitled Flossie. I was so excited to read this sex and trash–filled
book that I began to read excerpts of it out loud to my travel buddy, Gary



Walden. As the train continued to chug along, I kept on reading the juicy
pieces to Gary. We were sharing our trip from Copenhagen to Stockholm
with three other travelers, local gals our age who were as cute as little
buttons. Finally, one gal said to me, “We understand English.” In a New
York second, I turned red, too embarrassed to speak, and I bolted to another
cabin. I lost any opportunity for us to hook up with these gals upon our
arrival in Stockholm. Sex might be out in the open in this part of the world
but being discreet was expected. This time I was benched for the right
reasons. Lesson learned.

It is during these years in the military that I learned the thrill and
excitement of European travel. I fell in love with Paris.

In December 1968, I was honorably separated from the US Army; like
the rest of the troops during this period we received our discharge papers
some six years later after our separation date. At the time of separation, we
knew that we might be called back into active duty, given that there was a
war going on in Southeast Asia.

I could go on and on about my time on my government-sponsored two-
year vacation in the US military, but now I knew that I was ready to go to
school once I was separated from the US Army, and make something of my
life.



Army Reflections: Time to
Reflect

HURRY UP AND WAIT. There was ample time to ponder during my government
sponsored vacation. Night after night, I would climb into my assigned bunk
exhausted.

I reflected on the life path which I had traversed over the last nineteen
years. Why had I made the choices that I had made to earn a government
sponsored two-year stint as a draftee in the military, and to subject myself
to the beck and call of Uncle Sam. US Government Property; US 56 931
583

If I had been more studious in school, been a good boy, good enough, I
would have been able to avoid the draft and eight weeks of army boot camp
at Ft. Lewis, WA., in the dead of a rainy winter.

With lots of time on my hands, in boot camp riding around in a convoy
going to and from the rifle range, doing push-ups, or peeling potatoes in the
mess hall, I began to reflect on my past.

In 1946, shortly after my father Lew, a World War II veteran was
discharged, he married my mother Elaine, at Holy Redeemer Catholic
Church in Portland, Oregon. Months after the wedding they moved to Mt.
Morris, Illinois, to live near my father’s family, in search of family support
and a job.

On June 30, 1947, a hot, humid day, I made my debut, son number one,
in a farm village in Oregon, Illinois, an hour and a few minutes west of
Chicago, along the Rock River. The temperature was well over 100 degrees.
There was no air conditioning … yes, it was a hot start, and each year on
my birthday I was always reminded by my mother of the hot weather and
what heat I generated coming out of the chute. My dad was 22 years old
when I was born, and my mother was turning 20. Kids were having kids.
My dad had not gone past the third grade and there were few books around
the house, a storybook or two, but with three young boys to feed and no
money available for anything other than food, clothing, and shelter,



education or discussion was something that my parents didn’t have time for.
They did their best but when there is nothing in the cupboard there is little
to put on the table.

In 1948, during my toddlerhood, my parents moved from Illinois to
Vancouver, Washington, where we rented a cozy, prefabricated World War
II project home which was less than 500 square feet in total. In our cozy
home we became quickly a family of five: my parents and their three sons,
Terrill, Darrell (known as Eddy), and Errol (known as Mike). My mother
had her heart set on her first child being a daughter, whom she planned to
name Cheryl. When I was born, I was named Terrill, as the name rhymed
with Cheryl. Disappointed again about not having a girl, my mother
continued her rhyming fest and named her second son Darrell, after a
famous baseball player, and the third son Errol, after my mom’s favorite
movie star, Errol Flynn. Finally, she gave up on having a girl and named her
fourth son Gary.

By the age of three, I had already experienced a few memorable
scenarios, which are my pre-kindergarten memories. One very chilly
Sunday morning, approaching my third birthday, as we were warming up
the car preparing to go to church, my father ran into the house, leaving me
at the wheel. “I can do this,” I thought as I contemplated becoming a
chauffeur. I had been told to sit in the car while my dad refilled the tea
kettle with boiling water to melt the ice on the front and back windows of
our family’s 1941 Oldsmobile Coupe. While I was waiting, curiosity
overcame my boredom as I began to explore and fiddle with the car’s stick
shift and the brake and gas pedals. Suddenly, I had engaged the car’s
reverse gear and then in a flash I backed up the family auto and succeeded
in wiping out nearly 100 feet of picket fence. Uh-oh, there goes our dog
Spot on the run. Spot escaped being hit by the car and he remained cool. I
only wished that my parents would have remained as calm. Needless to say,
it was a quiet ride to church. I felt accomplished; I knew how to make
things happen. I liked driving the 1941 Oldsmobile Coupe, usually;
admittedly I did a better job when I sat on my father’s lap. My dad would
control the gas and brake pedals while I took my turn at the steering wheel.
Beep, beep, here I come!!

At three or four years of age, as I was watching from my dad’s
shoulders, we were standing in our fenced-in backyard, and a pickup truck
blasted through the intersection, flipping on its side. The truck blew up,



flames shot skyward, and two men jumped out. As we learned later, a little
boy burned to death in that accident. My feelings ran deep: Why did they
not get that kid out? I don’t want my dad to lose me like that!

At age four, nearly every day in our newly fenced yard, I played with
my two brothers out behind the house. On one beautiful and uneventful
Saturday afternoon, a space in the shade behind the house out of Mom’s
sight allowed me to cut my brothers’ hair. I became the family barber. Mom
always knew we were up to something when it was quiet in the backyard.
This one Saturday, she came outside to inspect. Seeing that Brother Mike’s
haircut was finished and Brother Eddy’s was in process, Mother exclaimed,
“What is going on?”

“Mom, Dad’s working swing-shift today, somebody’s got to prepare us
for church tomorrow … ”

When Dad returned at midnight, we were all awake to greet him
because we had some unfinished family business. Yep, my bottom was
warmed up again, squelched for taking initiative. At church, for all to see,
we three brothers had been to Terry’s backyard barber college, where our
ears had been lowered. I imagine we were a family to behold: Mom, Dad,
and us three brothers—Ed, Mike, and me! As always, we sat in the second
pew on the Gospel side at St. Joseph’s Church. My parents never told us but
I knew that it was easier for all of us to pray and pay attention to the church
service when we were sitting up front. This seating arrangement
orchestrated by my parents had forced the priest giving the sermon to keep
his scolding eyes on the Beard boys, serving as a free babysitting service.

“You three boys look great, today,” commented family friend Margaret
Carson, as she winked at me with her sparkly eyes and wide smile. Mrs.
Carson always sat directly in front of us. She never had any children, and
my best guess is that she enjoyed playing auntie to me and my brothers.

I asked, “Mrs. Carson, do you like our haircuts?”
“You guys are so handsome.”
“Thanks, Mrs. Carson.”
“See, Mom, Mrs. Carson likes our haircuts.”
Mrs. Carson was one of the first angels in my life. Times were difficult

for my parents and having three boys full of piss and vinegar added to their
already difficult situation. Mrs. Carson winked and smiled all the time at the
three of us. She lightened the church-day load of discipline that we were
receiving from our well-intentioned parents as part of the aftermath of my



haircuts. To my mom’s dismay, all during the Sunday mass, my buttons
were popping from my good-looking Sunday duds, but to no avail: my
bottom was warmed up after church. I tried to convince my mom that Mrs.
Carson loved our haircuts, but it didn’t prevent me from receiving another
penance, a punishment.

At age four, it became my duty to go to the local grocery store for my
mother and always I came up a few cents short when I arrived at the check-
out counter. I was barely able to see across the counter without standing on
my tiptoes. Talk about a comeuppance—I was learning the meaning of the
word before I was able to comprehend or read it. So on each trip to the
grocery store I would have to ask for a small loan from the grocery clerk.
Each time I returned for my next shopping outing, I first went to the counter
to settle up the outstanding debt. I was so embarrassed when I did not have
enough money to pay for groceries that I’d grab the stuff after promising to
pay the loan with a mutual wink and nod of our heads. Then I would run out
of the store and run home as fast as I could, hoping that no one would see
me. I already knew that I was living in survivor mode, and there was no one
to talk to about my situation, so I began to deny my feelings. I couldn’t talk
to my parents either as it would only hurt their feelings more to be
reminded that they were poor. I went all out to satisfy Mom’s desire to give
us a bite to eat. I knew already that my parents were working hard to make
ends meet. Each time I went shopping for Mom, I observed the goodies on
the store’s shelves and what others were buying. I wondered why we
couldn’t buy regular cow’s milk and real maple syrup at the market like
everyone else.

As a little tyke, I was always up early in the morning full of energy and
ready to get the day going. The first stop was to hop into my parents’ bed to
snuggle up. Upon my jumping in the middle of my sleepy dad’s back, he
would immediately hand me his underwear with instructions to take his
jockeys out to the living room and turn up the heat. Once the stove unit was
at a comfortable temperature, I was instructed to put the shorts on top of the
stove. Minute by minute, I would give my dad a blow-by-blow description
of how warm his underwear was getting from the heated stove. Today, more
than a half century later, I can only imagine what my folks were doing
under the sheets. They were perhaps preparing or practicing for child
number three or four, warming up the sheets in their own way. Sometimes it



seemed like it took all morning for my dad to say that it was a good time for
me to return to the bedroom with his hot jockeys.

Onion sandwiches were a preparation which my father shared with me
for the first time when I was less than three or four years old. It was a ritual
on those Sundays when Dad’s work shift schedule allowed him to go to
mass with Mom, my brothers, and me. Immediately upon returning from
church, Dad and I would prepare onion sandwiches. I always asked my
brothers if they would like any onion sandwiches and always the response
was “No.” Dad and I quietly prepared the onion sandwiches and ate them
while waiting for my mother to serve us our weekly Sunday breakfast
pancakes prepared with powdered milk and homemade syrup made out of
boxed brown sugar.

The onion sandwiches are easy to make and yummy, but messy to eat.
To this day, I eat onion sandwiches over the sink to save time and energy on
clean-up. When indulging in these sandwiches, I always think of my dad, to
whom I thought I was so close until I came into my own. As the years have
rolled on, I have come to understand how we eventually became
increasingly distant from one another.

Down the street from where we lived (with a rebuilt white picket fence),
there was a guy living with his wife, let’s call him Bert the jerk. He was
college educated and a public school athletic director. From an early age,
less than five years old, I could tell by the way this guy treated my father
that he thought he breathed a little finer air than my dad. My father wasn’t
good enough. I could see it in Bert’s eyes and I knew that dissing my dad
was dissing me. Until the day I graduated from high school I had traffic
with this pompous ass, much to my chagrin. I wondered why Bert seemed a
little better than we were, but I could never put a finger on it until later. It
takes a good person to be humble and kind around those who struggle. This
guy used his body language to telegraph his feeling that we weren’t good
enough. Bert died at a very young age. I imagine he had his demons, too.
His ongoing self-importance about his education and much higher level of
income than my father’s served to forge a divide between his family and
ours and to remind me on numerous occasions that the Beards weren’t good
enough.

Bert bragged that he didn’t have to serve his country in a military
uniform, and suggested that he thought he was a little better than the rest of
us. But Bert and his family felt they deserved to rent a WWII project home



like the one my veteran father had earned. I learned in retrospect that
humility is a desirable character trait.

In the spring of 1965, my senior year of high school, I had additional
traffic with Bert, the horse’s ass, a teacher in my high school. He was going
to do a little makeup call that accomplished a mission. His goal was to see
that I’d graduate from high school, but the style and process of what he did
on makeup day I was to learn from my true friend Gary Huss. After Gary
and I graduated from Hudson’s Bay High School in the spring of 1965, I
learned that if Bert wouldn’t have me in his homeroom, I would not be able
to graduate from high school. Gary explained to my classmates that Bert
saw me as a trouble maker, a bad boy, and a disruptive force, but asked for
my classmates’ cooperation and understanding to get me through to
graduation day. Not good enough and now also humiliated. Go Eagles!
With Gary’s help, I graduated 467 out of 505. I made it to the goal line!

Those first five years living in a war project home in the McLoughlin
Heights east of Vancouver, Washington, were riddled with experiences that
no doubt shaped my life. We lived in a clean home, had simple food, clean
clothes, not fancy though, not a lot of extra heat but lots of blankets and a
central coal-burning stove that became an oil stove propped up in our tiny
living room. It was here in east Vancouver where I learned how to shop,
how to borrow money, cut hair, drive a car, and learn via our parish church
and our neighbors that that our family was poor and therefore not quite
good enough. But it was also during these years that I learned to hustle and
to make the most of the hand that was dealt to me. I developed creativity,
boundless energy, true grit, and determination. Out of struggle grew
determination.

In 1952, the year before we moved to our next home, I met another
Bert, the Vancouver City bus driver. He was the best. Neatly dressed in his
gabardine trousers, with a shirt and tie topped off with a bus driver hat, he
became my friend. He always picked me up from the bus stop at the corner
near our home and dropped me off at the front door to Providence Academy
kindergarten. Bert was the nicest man, and was an angel. I felt tall with and
around him. He always said nice things to me and to others, and my
friendship with him made me feel like a million dollars. I enjoyed him so
much, at times I would stay on the bus for an extra loop on his route just to
stand up proudly next to him and play the assistant driver answering the
questions of the passengers who needed help with directions and



connections on his route. Bert, the bus driver, was my friend, and looking
back this was one of the first places in which I was the recipient of caring
and companionship from someone outside my family. Once we moved, I
cried for weeks as a result of losing contact with him. Today, whenever I
wear gabardine trousers I think of Bert; he was not only a spiffy dresser but
someone who made people feel more than good enough. Bert knew that I
needed a friend. He knew that I didn’t know how to make friends, as hard
as I tried. Bert was my friend in need for a season and a reason.

Kindergarten: School Daze
My first day of kindergarten at Providence Academy was also my first

time out of my parents’ eyeball control. My first day of school is a day that
I will never forget. Looking back on this school launch pad, I can see now
that it was clearly a harbinger of the course of my formal education and
much of my life to follow. Once my mother dropped me off at the school, I
had difficulty mixing with other students. I was lonely and lacked social
integration and connection skills, so I preferred to sit in the back of the
classroom pouting and crying until my mommy returned after a few hours
to pick me up. My kindergarten teacher fussed over me to no avail. The rest
of the year was a blur. Somehow I got through it. It was at this time that I
met Bert, the bus driver.

As parishioners in St. Joseph’s Church, my family was recognized by
the powers that be as short on dough. We were offered Christmas charity
baskets but my parents wouldn’t take anything from the church as charity
was for “poor people.” The meager earnings of my parents were not spent
by my parents on booze and smokes. They were giving me and my two
siblings, with one on the way, the best they had but I was realizing more
and more that something was missing and that I would have to learn to
make my own way.

1953: First Grade
Sister Rita Claire was an angel. She loved and cared for all of her

students. When I arrived in her class it was noticeably different for me than
so much that had come before. The affection which she extended to me
warms my heart to this day. When she died in 2011, I cut her picture out of
the obituary column and proudly pasted it into my journal.



Frequently, my mother would come to school to visit with Sister Rita
Claire. As I sat in the back of the room, as I was instructed, so that the two
of them could powwow, talk about me, I admired how young and beautiful
both women were. I calculated then that my mother was only 26 years old.
My mother and my first grade teacher got along so well that it made the
year fly by really fast for me. I was momentarily content between my
school work with a sympathetic and caring teacher and being an assistant
bus driver with my friend Bert.

During my first grade year, we’d moved into our new home outside of
the WWII project neighborhood. Moving from a WWII project home in
1953 to our second home was a very big deal. The original owners of the
home on South Mount Shasta made the purchase of the home a real
possibility for my parents by letting them buy the home on contract. It was
a nice home, a real step up from the war project home. The folks from
whom my parents purchased our new home were wonderful people. They
carried the mortgage for my parents the first several years, because my
folks couldn’t qualify for the loan. My folks lived in that home for nearly
50 years.

Once we settled into our home, my father and I had some family
business to tend to right away. Brownie was our family cocker spaniel and
my constant companion. One day at the veterinary clinic with our little
Brownie on a leash, my father and I received some very bad news. We were
told that Brownie was very sick and would experience a painful death in the
next few weeks. It was expensive for my parents to call upon a vet at the
clinic, and there weren’t any funds to have our puppy put to sleep by the
vet, so my father loaded Brownie and the two of us up in his 1941
Oldsmobile and we rode off into the forest northeast of Vancouver,
Washington.

My father had packed his .22 caliber pistol for the ride out to the forest.
I wondered why my father packed a pistol, but in short order I would learn
the drill. Once we arrived at our destination, my dad pulled our car over to
the side of the forestry road. He took a few items out of the trunk. He
immediately pounded a stake in the ground and tethered Brownie to the
stake with her doggie leash, and in a few minutes as I watched her sad eyes
looking directly into my father’s eyes, my dad shot the family pet dead. I
cried all the way home and was told that it was a tough thing to do, but with
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