


Forward 
!
I grew up in South Bend, Indiana, in a rural part of St. Joseph County surrounded by corn, soybeans 
and livestock.  Though we lived on eight acres in the middle of farm country we were neither farmers 
nor ranchers.  We had a barn (a shed), a chicken house (smaller shed), corn crib (ruins of a shed), an 
outhouse (a shed with a hole and a pit) and the foundation from the original house.  Our house had a 
full basement, a full attic and a two-car garage connected to the house by an enclosed porch we called 
the breezeway.  We had a fireplace and a huge oil furnace.  We had two big gardens every year that 
slowly dwindled over the years to a row or two of cucumbers, green beans and corn.   In the summer 
we raised chickens and sheep for 4-H.  We had two huge Chinese Elms, scores of pine trees, millions 
of lightning bugs, countless dirt clods, one fancy restaurant, a general store, grape orchards, a toll road 
station, a grade school, a state line and endless fields and roads to roam. !
What follows are some events, times, people and things that I remember from when I grew up there.  I 
have tried to make them as accurate as I can, but do not guarantee the results.  This project did, after 
all, start out as a fear reaction to memory loss. !!
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The earliest memory I have is of my father putting me in the tub with my socks on.  As I sat in the hot, 
soapy water kicking those wet, heavy socks up and down, I remember thinking that something was not 
quite right.  Maybe I was destined to be in Quality Assurance. !
I remember standing around my brother Jeff’s crib, staring down at him with my two sisters.  We were 
very angry with him because Mom had told us we couldn’t watch tv because it might wake him up.  I 
remember being truly angry with this little baby just because we couldn’t watch tv at that moment.  Kids 
can be soooo stupid. !
I remember hiding under the desk in the living room with my younger sister Julie.  I had broken the 
railing on my brother’s bed by sitting on it and had successfully convinced Julie to take the blame.  I do 
not remember what her punishment was but I feel bad about it now. !
I remember Jennifer rushing out of her room around 8:00 one night, firmly convinced it was morning 
and she was late for work.  The rest of us were sitting around in the living room watching TV when she 
flew through on her way to the basement shower.  I am pretty sure I convinced everyone to let her 
finish before we told her the truth.  I don’t feel bad about that one. !
I remember losing my temper with my Julie and kicking her literally across the kitchen.  I don’t 
remember what it was about, but I have this nagging feeling it had something to do with tv.  The guilt 
and loathing I felt toward myself at the time are still fresh. !
I remember the first time that my Dad and I walked through our backfield while he smoked a cigar.  We 
did that a couple of more times over the years and as far as I know it was the only time he ever smoked 
anything. !
I remember my first sleep over.  I was in early single digits and my friend Scott was a year or two older 
than me.  He lived across the road from Grandma and Grandpa with his parents, 3 brothers, a sister 
and a boxer named Cindy.  I was excited about going, packed my little bag, jabbered on the drive over 
and began to cry my eyes out within an hour of my parents dropping me off.  I did not stop crying until I 
was back home in the tub where I continued to sniffle.  It’s embarrassing just to think about. I believe 
that incident made me decide never to be homesick again, a decision which mostly worked, but there 
have been (and are) times when I hear the voice of a scared little boy crying “I want to go home!” !
I remember the old ringer washing machine that Dad kept out in the breezeway.  We had a regular 
washer and dryer in the kitchen and I don’t really remember why or what he washed out in the 
breezeway, but I do remember watching things chug around the agitator and feeding them through the 
ringer rolls before hanging them on the line.  Maybe it was like the outhouse and the pedal sewing 
machine.  We didn’t need to use them, but we did sometimes and it was cool. At least Dad and I 
thought so. I think my fascination with things like reel mowers and found art started here. !
I remember the pipe that drained the washer.  It started in the basement, went out a window, across 
the main traffic area of the front yard, under a pine tree and emptied in a hole next to the driveway.  In 
the summer the hole was filled with toads though I always suspected the detergent and fabric softener 
were doing bad things to their DNA.  It was totally in the way, all the time, and it never even occurred to 
us to bury the thing.  That seems to be another theme. !
I remember walking around the yard in spring burning catalpa worms from the trees with dad.  Catalpa 
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worms are ugly black wormy caterpillar things that wove cocoon-like nests the size of basketballs in our 
trees. The webs were transparent in places and you could see the wriggling masses of worms inside. It 
was very creepy.  We would choose a day after a heavy rain or dew and Dad wrapped the end of stick 
in oily rags and fired it up.  We walked around the yard, torching nests and listening to the snap, sizzle 
and pop as the worms burned.  I think I remember doing this by myself one year and feeling very grown 
up.  It was one of those rites of passage into adulthood.  !
I remember other writes of passage.  Riding bikes on the road instead of staying in the driveway.  Pour 
a gallon cardboard milk cartoon with one hand.  Touching the ceiling in the living room was a 
progressive rite.  At first just jumping and brushing fingertips was enough.  Then it was touching with 
the flat of my hand, then the elbow. It think I finally tried touching it with the top of my head but I don’t 
remember much after the first jump. !
I remember our first dog Peppy.  She was around before me and was the dog of my childhood.  She 
was a mutt that must have had a good deal of Corgi in her.  I remember reading a dog book and I 
swear the picture next to the description of a mutt was a picture of Peppy. Stocky, low to the ground 
with a tail that curled tightly up and over her back.  It seems now that she was always old, but she 
would have definitely been in her teens before I was old enough to be aware of anything.  Toward the 
end she was growing more blind, deaf and stiff.  She pretty much had to see you to hear you and we 
often carried her up and down the steps.  Still she motored about and would pay attention if Dad or I 
called to her.   !
I remember our neighbor called early one morning about some barking out by their trashcans.  Dad 
and I walked through some amazingly thick dew and found Peppy inside one of the steel drums they 
used for trash.  It was mostly full and she was standing a good four feet off the ground, most of her 
visible above the rim.  She had jumped up that high but didn’t want to jump back down.  She saw us 
and started barking and wagging.  Dad picked her up, put her on the ground and we walked back 
home. !
I remember the day Peppy chased Grandma Wagner around the grill.  Grandma was a very fierce 
woman and I was always a little scared of here so the image of her running around and around our little 
grill with Peppy nipping at her heels is something that sticks with me.  The next day Mom and Dad told 
us that Peppy had run away, probably to die, the way that some dogs do when they are really old and 
sick.  Now the idea of old blind, arthritic, deaf Peppy running anywhere was at first pretty ludicrous, until 
one remembered the “chasing Grandma around the grill” incident.  Only recently (I mean in the last few 
years) did it occurred to me this might have been a cover story for having her put down. !
I remember our barbecue grill.  It was a little rickety portable thing with thin aluminum legs and small 
plastic wheels.  The grill bed was round and about 2ft across and stood about 3ft high.  The grill had a 
post in the center that fed through a hole in the bottom of the bed.  Since you only put the grill on after 
the coals were ready it was always a knuckle burning experience.  The pole rested on a wobbly metal 
arm that ratcheted up and down, allowing you to adjust the height of the meat above the coals.  We 
always lit our charcoal with gasoline from the same can we used to fill the lawnmower.  The fit was so 
loose that the grilling surface tended to lean one or the other.  The trick was to use whatever you were 
grilling to balance out the grill.  Failure tended to feed the dog.  We used to load that poor little thing 
with so much meat you could almost hear it groan.  Dad usually covered the grill surface with foil and 
poked holes for the grease.  Sometimes the grease collected on the foil anyway and ignited into 
impressive grease fires that flowed around the foil.  Because of that and the fact that we always used 
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gasoline to light the charcoal, we always had a bucket of water on hand for grilling.  It was the only grill 
I can ever remember us having and we cooked out a lot in the summer.  Maybe it was pivotal in 
creating my “it does the job” attitude. !
I remember playing baseball in the front yard.  All the bases were pine trees.  Second base was a huge 
pine tree that completely cut off the view to and from the outfield.  We eventually did cut it down, but I 
don’t think it had anything to do with baseball.  At least I hope not.  As we grew older the outfield spread 
from our yard, to the neighbor’s yard (the little yellow house, that had originally sat on the “cement 
block” on our property), over the fence to Coffman’s front yard and finally over another fence into their 
cornfield.  Depending on the time of year, if we hit out of bounds to the west, we would either lose the 
ball in a cornfield or chase it for miles as it rolled down the hard bumpy hill, waiting for the plow. !
I remember one summer Dad bought a couple of hundred pine trees from the forestry service to plant 
in the back corner of our property.  We planted 3-4 acres in rows and the rest in a circle for a campsite.  
We used that campsite quite a bit and built many a lean-too and dug many a refrigerator hole.  We had 
proportion issues that caused each lean-too to be at least 10 feet high and each refrigerator hole at 
least 10 feet deep.  This model of excess crept into other places as well. !
I remember riding bikes with my cousin Carl, who is about 5 years younger than I am.  Mom and Dad 
both worked so we spent the summers at Aunt Betty’s house until we were “old enough” to stay at 
home unsupervised.  They lived in a more urban area then we did and Carl and I would go out in the 
afternoon on his stingray bike, complete with banana seat, to look for sprinklers to ride through.  He 
would sit in front of me and steer and I would pedal.  We would usually meet some cocky kid on a 10-
speed bike. 10-speeds were new then and anyone who owned one was sure they were way cooler 
than 2 chumps on a stingray.  We would start out with just me pedaling, but then Carl and I would look 
at each other, yell “double power” and he would put his feet on top of mine and we pretty much smoked 
whoever the challenger was. !
I remember our dog Mikki. She was the dog of my youth, the one I grew up with.  She had the coat of a 
Malamute and the build of a German Shepard.  Her left ear bent over halfway up giving her a comical 
look.  She was a good dog.   !
Mikki was the only dog we had that would stay the night with us when we camped out in the field.  The 
others eventually headed home where it was warm and dry, but Mikki was still there in morning, 
drenched with dew.  We put her on a chain attached to the garage while we were away.  One day she 
casually ripped the side off the garage because there was something she wanted to run to.  She was 
very good at wrapping the chain around my legs and pulling me down.  Once she bolted underneath 
me while I was taking a jump shot on the cinder/gravel basketball court, spinning my legs up and my 
buttocks down.  She was a very trusting dog and would catch anything we through including dirt clods 
and once (before I caught my brother and stopped him) rocks.  I let her in late at night to stay up and 
watch tv with me.  I lay on the sofa and she stretched out on the floor in front.  If I were eating potato 
chips I would share every other one with her.  Her head would come up into view as she very gently 
took each chip from my hand.  Then I would hear chomping noises.  This went on for a whole bag and 
when I rose for bed I discovered she had not eaten a single one, just chomped them into crumbs and 
dust, which lay spread out all around her.   !
She was very afraid of thunder and could hear it coming all the way from Kansas.  During 
thunderstorms all she wanted was to run down to the farthest corner of the basement and hide in a 
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corner.  We spent many storms down there together.  There is a lot of thunder in Indiana. !
I remember the day Mikki died.  We came home from somewhere and a neighbor told us that he 
thought our dog had been hit by a car and was down the street.  We found her by the side of the road.  
She was still alive but struggling to breath and her tongue hung out of her mouth.  I don’t remember 
much blood.  I stayed with her while Mom brought the station wagon.  We loaded her in as gently as we 
could, but I believe she died when we picked her up.  We drove to a vet, who pronounced her dead and 
offered to take care of her.  I remember angrily saying no and we brought her back home.  I may have 
looked a little crazed as I remember Mom agreeing with me very readily.  We placed Mikki in the 
garage in the wheelbarrow, wrapped in a blanket as I was going to bury her in our backfield, under the 
pine trees the next morning.  I was up early with some sort of do it alone attitude going.  It was a hot 
and sticky summer morning.  The wheelbarrow was a massive plywood and two-by-four contraption 
and I pushed her over a couple of acres of hard and bumpy field just past our campsite where I stopped 
and dug a hole.  As I started to lift her up, the last bit of air squeezed out of her lungs in a sigh.  I totally 
freaked and had to stand still until I felt my heart beating again. Then I waited a little longer for it to slow 
down.  Then I waited some more just because.  I have no idea how long it took.   Finally I picked her 
up, put her in the hole and covered her up.  I don’t remember anyone asking me about it and I don’t 
remember ever visiting the grave. !
I remember our dog Alex. She came after Mikki and was our dog when I left for college.  She was a 
good dog but we were never very close as I left home after she came around and never really lived 
there again.  For a time we had two dogs, Alex and Corky.  Corky was a little silky lap dog that just 
wanted to run around the countryside.  Alex was an outdoor dog that just wanted to come inside.  
Whenever Corky made it outside, she convinced Alex to wander.  They could be gone for hours.  One 
day they went out and only Alex came back.  We never saw Corky again. !
I remember coming home from college my freshman year with my girl friend Stephanie.  Julie was 
standing on the front porch, screaming and jumping.  She yelled something about “you take care of it” 
just before running into the house.  Alex was running around the yard and we saw something drop to 
the ground beneath her.  It was a puppy.  I looked at Steph who very calmly started picking up puppies 
from around the yard while I caught Alex and calmed her down.  We gathered everyone in the 
breezeway where Alex had a couple of more pups, one of which needed its birth sack torn open.  
Before too long Julie calmed down and came out to watch.  Alex turned out to be a pretty good mother 
once all the screaming had stopped.  I still feel awe towards Stephanie that she could respond so 
quickly and assuredly under those circumstances.   !
It was pretty clear that Alex had mated with one of the Dobermans down the street.  Her pups were 
very Doberman-esque, a look that blended well with her German Shepard / Malamute features.  They 
were handsome looking pups.  One of them grew up with only three legs.  Her left front leg had a 
perfectly developed foot and shoulder with no leg in between.  She ran around pretty well, but I still 
wish I had taken her to college with me, as I doubt she was ever adopted. !
I remember trying to smoke a twig at church camp.  I basically just pulled raw, hot wood smoke directly 
into my lungs as fast as I could. This was filed under a long list of “seemed like a good idea at the time” 
activities.  This may have contributed to my harsh aversion to cigarette smoke. !
I remember walking into the kitchen and finding my mother staring at an aluminum pie tin with water in 
it.  She told me she was watching two hairs fighting and to come take a look.  I did, bending closer to 
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see, and she smacked the pie tin splashing water all over me.  She was rolling with laughter and I was 
shocked.  That was the first time that Mom became a real person. !
I remember being out for a Sunday drive with my family.  Mom was driving and we were headed down 
the road that ran along the local airport.  All of a sudden Mom floors it and we start zooming along.  
Turns out Mom saw a small private plane taking off and decided to race it.  I don’t remember who won 
but this was the second time my Mom became a real person. !
I remember meeting Santa Clause.  I was home from college for Christmas and had been out with 
friends.  Walking into the house around midnight I caught Mom putting boxes out around the tree.  I 
gave her a hand and then we sat around drinking cocoa and talking.  It was very quiet and the only light 
came from the Christmas tree.  This was the third time my mother became a real person. !
I remember waking up one summer night when I was still in high school.  I went outside to find out why 
I was awake and walked to the pasture where we raised our lambs for 4-H.  We were quite the 
innovators when it came to raising sheep and had built a series of jumps out of tree branches and snow 
fence to run the sheep over to strengthen them.  And there they were, at midnight under a full moon 
running the jumps all by themselves, over and over again.  I asked them what they thought they were 
doing and they just looked over, “baa’d” and kept on with it.  I watched for a while and went back to 
bed.  We won a couple of blue ribbons that year and the real farmers started setting up their own 
exercise courses. !
I remember Mom waking me up one summer morning by pounding on the shared wall between our 
bedrooms. I went into her bedroom and found a huge, ugly Suffolk sheep face pressed against the 
patio door.  It looked at me and opened up with a huge “blahhh!”  I dressed and went outside to the 
barn where I found the door open and all our sheep lounging around the backyard, most of them 
gathered around Mom’s sliding glass bedroom door.  I put some grain in an empty coffee can and 
walked around shaking it.  They all came running and followed me back into the barn.  I fed and 
watered them and went back to bed. !
I remember our dog Shannon. She just showed up one day after Mikki was gone and adopted us more 
than we adopted her.  When I think back it was really an unfortunate name for dog.  We took it from a 
popular song of the time about someone named Shannon who was “drifting out to sea.”  It seems sort 
of a curse, like naming your dog Cujo.  She was the fiercest dog we ever had and was very protective 
of everyone in our family.  She routinely trapped visitors and workmen in their cars and various parts of 
the yard, but was very gentle with us.  I think she is the dog that helped teach me that people can just 
be committed to stupidity.  A friend of ours was over and I repeatedly told him to just ignore Shannon 
and everything would fine.  Just pretend she wasn’t there. He went on about how dogs loved him and 
he could pet her with no problem.  So he looked at her, talked to her, advanced to her and she bit him.  
We eventually had to find another home for her but if it had been up to me I would have kept her as an 
educational tool for others. !
I remember when Shannon had puppies.  She dug a hole in the shrubs behind the garage, near the 
woodpile and under some bushes.  I have no idea how I became aware that she had had puppies, but 
it was raining and I was gathering the pups up to bring them inside out of the weather.  I remember 
being nervous as Shannon was a bit loopier than our other dogs, but she just watched and then 
nuzzled them together once everyone was safe in the blankets. !
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I remember when we put in a tetherball pole in the back yard. Tetherball was big back then and it was 
very cool to have one of your own.  Like many things we did though, it was a bit out of scale.  I have no 
idea where we found the pole but it must have been 15 feet tall.  It was easily twice as long as it should 
have been and for some reason it never occurred to us to cut it down to size.  The pole was so tall that 
it would bend and flex every time you hit the ball (which was at the end of about a mile of clothesline 
rope) so that the ball tended to jump around randomly instead of flying in a smooth arc.  Needless to 
say, it was not a sanctioned court.  I will say though that when you managed to “ferris wheel” the ball on 
that thing it was pretty impressive. !
I remember going out one summer morning to deal with some bees that had built a nest in our barn.  
There was a hole in the dirt just inside the door and you had to be wary going to and fro.  I was dressed 
up in snow pants, my father’s woolen winter coat, a winter cap and one of my Mom’s nylon stockings 
pulled over my head.  It was full on summer in Indiana so the temperature was 80F+ and the humidity 
was over 90%.  I had a can of extra strength Raid in each hand, sweat running in rivers down my whole 
body, pantyhose on may face and was ready for action.  I walked out to the barn, aimed down the hole 
and started filling it with foam.  Almost immediately bees started pouring in from the outdoors.  After 
some futile air-to-air combat I started covering them in foam when they landed to investigate the 
blocked up hoe.  I covered them with so much foam they fell off the wall and left little bee shaped foam 
ringed silhouettes on the tar paper.  Then I think I panicked and returned to the flawed flail-around-
trying-to-foam-bees-out-of-the-air strategy, all the time sweating more and more and more.  I finally 
made my escape, stripped off the layers and flopped and gasped in the shade while my body came 
back online.  It did take care of the bee issue though. !
I remember trying to peek in our neighbors’ windows at night. !
I remember the smell of the grain that Grandpa stored in the “little house”, mixed with the smell of the 
cracked linoleum on the floor.  Apparently this was the house that Mom grew up in, before they built the 
one that I knew as Grandma and Grandpa’s house. !
I remember trying to drive Grandpa’s 1942 pick up truck as my first attempt at a stick shift.  It took 
about half an hour of bouncing and jerking to move 10 feet down the road before Dad called a halt to 
things.  I did much better with Dad’s truck later on setting a pattern of improving on the second try that 
holds true to this day. !
I remember not having the warming light close enough to the floor one night for our baby chicks.  Baby 
chicks need to be kept very warm so we had a high wattage light bulb at the end of the cord with a big 
aluminum reflector above it and would use the cord to raise or lower the light depending on how cold it 
was outside.  It had been pretty cold that night and the chicks piled on top of one another trying to stay 
warm trampling several of them to death.  When I checked in the morning, the ones on the bottom were 
almost flat from the weight of the others and I could see the indentations from those little chick claws. !
I remember doing my first 360 in a snowy parking lot in my mother’s Suburban. !
I remember walking across campus with Dan McCarty one rainy day.  We were soaked when we made 
it to my truck and started driving.  I handed him my glasses and asked him to dry them off so I could 
see.  He was looking for something dry to use when he glanced up with a panicked expression.  “You 
can’t see at all can you?” he asked.  “Nope not a thing” I said casually. I had something like 20/400 
vision naturally and we were driving around the edge of campus with quite a bit of vehicle and foot 
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traffic.  Dan desperately started to search for some part of his soaked clothing he could use to clean my 
glasses. !
I remember living in a converted farmhouse about a mile from campus with Mark and Curt.  There 
were three separate units on the property, surrounded by white fences holding in dairy cows.  We lived 
on the main floor, a young couple lived in the apartment on the upper floor and a guy and his dog lived 
in the converted chicken coup.  One morning, I had just taken my shower and decided I needed to go 
outside right then for some completely unknown reason.  As it turned out I had gone out just so I could 
lock myself outside while dressed only in a bath towel.  The only other person home was Theresa, the 
wife of the campus policeman who lived upstairs. I knocked on her door and she let me in to wait while 
we called the landlord.  I just kept thinking about the campus policeman coming home to find me sitting 
in his house, in a towel with his young wife.  Sigh. !
I remember one morning at the farmhouse I decided I wanted to work on my truck.  Someone had 
converted a barn into a three-stall garage and it was pretty much first come first served for a birth.  My 
truck was in the stall closest to the house.  It was one those old converted barns so there was a steep 
concrete ramp from the driveway up to the stall.  Instead of simply starting the truck and backing it 
down the ramp, I decided to push it backwards down the ramp (you see this coming don’t you).  I put it 
in neutral, closed the door, walked to the front and gave her a push.  It hit the ramp and took off, 
heading right for an old milk house the landlord used for storage.  I remember a number of plans went 
through my head.  I considered grabbing the bumper and dragging it to a stop.  I considered jumping 
through the open window and hitting the brake with my hand.  Then I fell on the plan I thought best.  I 
ran down to put my body between the truck and the milk house.   After all I had seen Iron Man do it in a 
comic book.  I braced myself, flexed, and the truck slammed into me and then slammed me into the 
milk house.  You would have to call it a success since none of us took any lasting damage, but I sat on 
the ground for a long time trying to breath and I don’t think I worked on the truck that day. !
I remember taking a trip one summer with a bunch of college friends to visit Mark in Colorado.  We 
woke up early one morning to hike Long’s Peak.  On the way down a couple of us took a “different” 
path and ended up at a cliff edge looking down at rest of the group 50 yards below on the main path.  
Rather than hiking all the way back we decided to slide down the sloping cliff, placing us right amongst 
our friends. So I found myself sliding spread eagle on my backside down a cliff that seemed a good 
deal steeper now than it had when I started.  As the acceleration kept increasing and the distance to 
the edge kept shrinking, panic set in but I managed to stop just before my butt fell off the edge, my 
gloves and the seat of my pants in tingling shreds.  What we hadn’t realized from above was that our 
target path was only a foot wide beyond which was a 1000 ft drop straight down. !
I remember breaking into grandma’s house with Dad and my sisters in the middle of winter.  Grandma 
and Grandpa were away and we were supposed to take care of something inside the house but we had 
forgotten the key.  Rather than drive the couple of miles back home, we decided that I would take off 
my warm winter coat, belly crawl through a frozen wind tunnel of a cellar window, drop into the concrete 
meat locker of a cellar, feel my way along the dark, freezing-cold stone and up the sharp stone 
staircase to push the 400 pound trap door up with my head and the two frozen stumps I used to call 
hands and let the others in.  It seemed like a good idea at the time. !
I remember Mom staying up all night with me, hand placing chocolate chips on cookies for 4H.  It 
worked.  We won the champion ribbon. !
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I remember winning grand champion broiler chickens in 4-H.  In the poultry building everyone’s 
chickens were set up in row after row of double-stacked wire cages.  The judge walked up and down 
each row, sticking his hand into each cage to grab the chickens by their legs and hang them upside 
down while he felt them up.  Chickens being chickens this caused a great deal of ineffective squawking 
and flapping.  Until they came to my guys, that is.  My two lovely boys stood up straight and gave that 
judge a perfect “you want some of this?!” attitude and made like they definitely wanted a piece of him.  
The judge, of course, was completely unconcerned about some chickens with attitude and efficiently 
gave them the grab, hang and feel treatment, but I praised them afterwards for being very heroic.  
Besides, maybe he was impressed, since he decided to crown them grand champion broilers. !
I remember how when we took our sheep to the fair they became very interested in hanging around us 
whenever we were nearby.  At home they could care less, but any familiarity in a crisis, I guess. !
I remember my last moment of high school.  It was graduation day and as I walked out of the front door 
of the high school, I felt the door close behind me and another one close inside me, separating the 
future from the past.  High school was a great time and I had many friends and enjoyed many activities, 
but from that precise moment the people I knew there were not part of life anymore.  Ever.  It makes me 
sad sometimes to feel so disconnected from such a significant chunk of my life.  Sometimes it even 
makes me worry about what it means about me and how I will turn out. !
I remember Ray from high school.  Ray and I would skip 4th period history class with the basketball 
coach to take extra long lunches.  We would hang out in the park in my convertible or sometimes drive 
to my house to check on the chickens.  Ray even checked on them once all on his own.  At a New 
Years Eve party, we shared amazement at the kissing expertise of the youngest Delane sister. !
I remember swimming class in 9th grade.  The pool was in the basement.  In the winter the first period 
class had to literally break ice and if you were swimming laps you had to dodge the pillars that held up 
the rest  of the school.  The first thing the coach did was to break us up into swimmers and non-
swimmers.  Ray and I lied and told him we couldn’t swim.  It turned out the coach was not interested at 
all in non-swimmers.  He ignored us in favor of teaching different strokes to the other guys.  So while 
they swam lap after lap, Ray and I coached Tom D. on how to dive into the pool.  It was great.  Four 
weeks later, Tom could dive in quite competently, Ray and I passed the coach’s lame little swimming 
test and we received accolades for being the most improved swimmers. !
I remember I went to 5 schools without ever moving anywhere.  German Elementary (K-6) was only a 
couple of miles from our house even further toward the middle of nowhere then we were.  It was all 
about being away from Mom for the first time, juice boxes, naps, the big wooden shoe we had to learn 
to tie, first locker room (with school supplied gym shorts, socks, shirts, towels and jock straps; all 
white), lunch tokens vs. tickets, my first musical roles, my first attempt at team sports, and x. !
I remember Coquillard Junior High (7-8) was across town in a suburb neighbor hood somewhat near 
convenience stores, a bowling alley and the airport.  It was all about really crappy school food, 
unmemorable first dances and school busses. !
I remember Central Middle School (9) was in downtown South Bend and had been the high school that 
Mom and Dad went to but now it went from K-9.  Mom and Dad (and Grandma W) lobbied pretty hard 
for me to go somewhere else as Central was actually somewhat integrated and there had been trouble 
in the past.  I give Mom and Dad full props for leaving it up to me and I chose to go there mostly 
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because I didn’t like any of the other options and most of my friends were going there.  I never had any 
real trouble though I did see some stuff that I would not have seen at St Joseph’s Catholic High School.  
South Bend Central was all about tear gas in the hallways, people jumping out of windows, football on 
the asphalt, running through downtown traffic at lunch time, first fights, lots of girl fights, unbelievably 
crappy school food (fuzzy chicken and broccoli that moved), sneaker surfing down worn marble 
staircases, sailing dissected worms into open office windows, more busses, and realizing that a pretty 
girl made me feel good and nervous at the same time. !
I remember LaSalle High School (10-12) was mostly about growing up, or at least being aware that it 
was happening.  Driving, dating, classmates dying, jobs, cliques, friends, independence, college 
applications, sex, jobs, clubs, etc. !
I remember going to my 10-year high school reunion.  The same old issues and tensions still existed 
between the same old people.  I hung out a good deal with Danny Huffman, even though we had 
actually lost touch during high school.  And Ray was great.  With the exception of those two, it wasn’t 
very enjoyable.  Too many people were too different and too many people were exactly the same. !
I remember walking around the Purdue campus late one night, like midnight late.  I met Dan while he 
was out walking his basset hound Daisy.  It was uncharacteristically quiet for college when we met on a 
street corner a few blocks from where he lived.  Dan and I talked while Daisy prowled around.  A had 
the feeling that something was about to happen.  In the middle of the intersection were more dogs, 
friendly, quiet, well behaved and gathered in a small circle.  Daisy joined them and they did some silent 
mingling for a few minutes before quietly dispersing, for all the world like a quick business meeting at 
any company.  Daisy came back to us and the other dogs disappeared into the night.  Dan and I smiled 
at each other, said good night and walked our separate ways.  Then and now it just seemed so odd and 
magical and I felt (and still feel) honored to be allowed to attend, just as a spectator.  I don’t remember 
any other event that felt that special. !
I remember that locker rooms and the loading dock outside of our dorm cafeteria both smelled like 
chicken soup. !
I remember first period gym class in elementary school and dressing up in all white outfits to play 
soccer dew soaked, 30-degree grass and mud.  We came in after an hour of flesh slapping, finger 
numbing, dew soaking and grass smearing fun to dump our now green, brown and red, soaking wet 
gym outfits in the bin, running for the shower then drying off with thin, gritty towels.   Good times.  Good 
times. !
I remember breaking 100 mph in the old convertible.  It was a 66 Pontiac Catalina with a small block 
v8, bench seats and year round snow tires.  There was a piece of plastic tarp that you couldn’t see 
through where the back window should have been, stitched in with a coat hanger.  The hood and right 
front fender were yellow and the rest of the car was green, except for the huge chrome bumpers and 
the many shades of rust.  The bumpers alone weighed more than our current Mazda does.  I was 
tearing down Adams road, west of Mayflower and the car was shaking and screaming and I was 
shaking and screaming and the top is down so the wind was blowing all the dirt from under the seats 
into my face.  I glanced down and am pretty sure I saw the speedometer waving back and forth across 
109 but I am not completely sure, what with all the shaking and screaming.   !
That was a great car. The motor for the top was broken, but I was just tall enough that if I stood in the 
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back seat, grabbed the top from both sides and threw myself backwards into the front seat I could bring 
the top to a balance point where it would stay until I crawled out and brought it the rest of the way.  It 
made quite a show in parking lots, as there was the obligatory power shout that went with the 
performance.  Seriously, I received applause once.   !
The lights would occasionally go out when you hit a bump just right.  They usually came back on at the 
next bump though. !
I remember John A. and I use to cruise around in it.  John was arguably my best friend in high school 
and we were roommates our first year in college, but we drifted apart as college went on.  By 
graduation we had pretty much lost touch.  Anyway we would cruise around occasionally getting into 
lame little street races with noodle heads in camero’s and firebirds.  It was the same kind of deal as 
biking with Carl.  There was a lot more under our hood than met the eye.  We usually held our own.  
We were cruising through one of the higher end neighborhood one night really late when we blew a 
hole in the muffler.  Between the late hour and the echoes it sounded like someone had fired up an 
airboat. !
After I went away to college a nylon timing gear shredded and clogged up the oil pump causing the 
engine to seize, which was all she wrote.  By then I had moved on to the little red truck, but man I loved 
that convertible. !
I remember nearly drowning in the Dale’s pool and Mrs. Dale reaching down and pulling me up.  I had 
to have been really young. !
I remember raising ducks, though not for 4-H and not for eating or eggs and they were definitely not 
pets so who knows why were raising them.  We dug them a pond behind the barn and they spent most 
of their time there or in the yard terrorizing my sister Julie (they would run round and round her feet 
while she screamed).  When it rained, the wanderlust fell upon them and they hit the road.  We would 
receive a call from someone miles away telling us our ducks were in their garage or porch or whatever.  
I would head down, round them up and we’d walk back to the pond.  They were actually very well 
behaved once the rain madness had left their systems. !
I remember our ping-pong table.  It was made of two huge pieces of green painted plywood lying on 
top an otherwise topless hardwood dining room table.  It doubled as ping-pong table and fruit drier.  I 
loved peach season.  I would walk down the stairs just to smell peaches. !
In non-fruit mode we kept it on the furnace side of the basement where canning jar mountain, sump 
pump sinkhole, the work bench of no return, scary water pump cave and the ball sucking warrens of the 
abandoned furniture cliffs also lived.  The ceiling was only a little over 6 feet high so overhead shots 
involved risking a bruise or scrape on the rafter (some with nails). About 8 inches from one side was the 
furnace (8’ x 8’ giant metal box with ductwork all around).  On the other side, about 6 inches away was 
a wall made of rough cement blocks.  Each end had about 2-3 feet of space before running up against 
stacks of old furniture or a mountain of canning jars.  So if exuberance overcame caution you were 
pretty much guaranteed to crash into something breakable and probably dangerous.  Knuckles scraped 
across cement walls and splintered plywood.  Heads and hands banged off ceiling rafters and furnace 
pipes.  Balls were lost to dark spider filled corners, sump pump wells, and canning jar mayhem.  It 
really became interesting playing with 4 people.  Good times. !
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I remember our furnace.  It was an oil burner and took up almost a quarter of one side of the 
basement.  When it kicked on you could feel the clunk from anywhere in the house.  It had a door about 
a foot and a half square on the front side.  I opened it once while the furnace was on and found myself 
staring at a full on oil fire.  It looked like the movie versions of hell and there it was behind thin metal 
walls, in my basement, right next to the ping-pong table.  Cool. !
I remember Grandma and Grandpa Wagner.  They were old school and not flexible in their attitudes or 
viewpoints, many of which I did not agree with.  But, in a stern and distant kind of way, they cared for all 
of us.  Mom and Dad both worked and we spent every day after school at Grandma and Grandpa’s 
house until we were judged old enough to spend our afternoons unsupervised.  We dug potatoes, 
baled hay, gathered eggs, shoveled wheat, husked corn, snapped beans, jumped rope, gathered 
walnuts, mowed grass and hung out under the pear tree.  I don’t know why, but of all the people at my 
college graduation, they are the ones I remember feeling most warmly about being there. !
Grandma was Marianna Magdalena (Burger) Wagner.  She was stern and unrelenting in work and 
discipline.  Her living room furniture was wrapped in plastic and we were hardly ever allowed to go in 
there.  She butchered chickens, cooked meals, ran the garden, canned anything and everything, taught 
Mom how to cook good baked beans and very, very occasionally cracked a joke.  At some point I either 
achieved an age or height that passed me into adulthood, as I remember she suddenly became much 
nicer to me.  Grandma came down with some sort of dementia in her later years, causing her to 
separate from the reality the rest of us were living in.  She never turned mean or bitter, she just wasn’t 
in the same time or place as the rest of us.  While she was active we never lacked for crisp new five-
dollar bills on our birthdays, "Grandma Cookies" at Christmas, canned pears, and rhubarb and green 
beans in the summer.   !
Grandpa was Elmer Jay Wagner.  While I knew Grandpa he was a mailman, a school bus driver, a junk 
man and a farmer, all at the same time.  He owned a 1940 something Chevrolet panel truck, a John 
Deere tractor that was older than that, a big yellow school bus and his own gasoline storage tank with a 
nozzle just like the ones at the gas station.  Their property was a mixture of garages, shops, sheds, 
grain houses, chicken coups, gardens, raspberry vines, cornfields and soybean fields and was littered 
with junk cars and appliances.  Grandpa's junk business consisted of tearing down old appliances, 
reducing them to their metallic elements and selling those by the pound.  He would pull a freezer, 
refrigerator, stove or whatnot into the junk shed and systematically pull it apart.  He could tell what kind 
of metal something was made of with just a touch or a tap.  Individual pieces were tossed into bins, one 
for copper, one for tin and so on.  Tin snips, pliers, sledgehammers, screwdrivers, and the occasional 
cutting torch were the tools of choice.  A reclaimed AM radio provided background music and Arthur 
Godrefy.  He often would slap my thigh and then exclaim surprise when I jumped since he "didn't feel 
anything".  Har har.  He ate breakfast, dinner and supper (not lunch).  It occurred to later that Grandpa 
was a guy who spent his life doing pretty much whatever he wanted, without too much regard for 
others.  He was very responsible, just not all that sympathetic.  He did not face aging well.  As infirmity 
caused his own body to throw up obstacles he became more and more frustrated.  He could not work in 
the shop or the junk shed.  Eventually his driving privileges were revoked as accidents began to 
accumulate.  I believe he made an active decision to turn his frustration to meanness and spend the 
rest of his time alive giving out mental, emotional and, to the extent his failing body would allow, 
physical abuse.  Grandpa was an amazing man, with a vast amount of talent, abilities and knowledge.  
I regret not learning more from him.  His life and death taught me much about how my own life could go 
and the affect that my attitude can have on those around.  He is the primary basis of my theory that one 
affect of aging is that we lose our camouflage until we are distilled down to the essence of who we 
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really are.  In my more introspective moments it makes me afraid for those around me, but I am hoping 
that forewarned is forearmed. !
I don’t remember my Grandpa Smith.  I never knew him, but my middle name comes from him as my 
first name comes from Grandpa Wagner.  Ernest Franklin Smith died when my dad was a teenager.  
Dad’s mom died when he was little kid.  The Grandma Smith that I knew was Dad’s step mom.  Her 
name was Ruby Smith and she lived in a little green house on Adams Road with Aunt Elsie Steinoffer.  
Grandma’s bedroom was in the basement and I remember always being impressed that this seemingly 
frail old lady would start and end every single day going up and down those stairs.  I would sometimes 
cut her grass.  It might have been such a grass-cutting day when a tornado watch came out on the 
radio.  We hid down in the little room in the basement where the well pump was, Grandma, Opey the 
cat and me.  I remember Opey sat on my shoulder nicely at first but eventually started digging his claws 
in as time dragged on.  No tornado came by and we eventually came out.   !
I remember every Christmas Grandma Smith was our last stop of the day.  Back then Christmas Day 
was an exhausting blur of presents, eating and packing gifts and food and us in and out of the car for a 
family tour.  When we reached the little house on Adams road we had pretty much eaten and gifted 
ourselves into a stupor.  But every year Grandma had little individually wrapped squares of ice cream 
and chocolate chip cookies for us in the kitchen.  Then we went to the living room where we gave her 
and Aunt Else and Cousin Victor their presents and each received our own little money envelope (the 
kind with the oval cut out of the middle so you could see the president’s face). After that we pretty much 
headed home to pass out. !
I remember when mom and dad sat me down to explain they were getting a divorce.  I think they told 
the four of us as a group, but then singled me out for special attention.  It was summer and we went out 
in the front yard where we sat together.  I don’t remember being that upset as they had not been getting 
along for quite some time and I remember this news actually being a relief of a kind.  It is very 
unpleasant to live in a house where the only interaction between parents is hostility.  Dad had been 
living in the basement for a while, which was weird enough, but the only exchanges that I remember 
between them were bitter and argumentative.  I remember that I took many walks during those times.  
Anyway, we sat together for a while and the only question I remember asking them was if there had 
been a time when they loved each other.  They said they had.  Maybe it was shock, maybe a sense of 
this being better than what we had or maybe just another instance of me separating myself from 
emotions, but the event never seemed to have the magnitude that it should have had. !
I remember bicycles.  We spent most of our time on bikes.  We all learned to ride on the Little Blue 
Bike. It was a “girl’s” bike, which meant it did not have the cross bar running from the handlebars to the 
seat pole.  Why they put a cross bar on a boys bike is beyond me given the pain that thing cost me 
over the years.  This was before hand brakes so you braked by pushing the pedals backwards.  I miss 
that style sometimes.  Skidding just is not the same with hand brakes.  We didn’t have training wheels; 
you just chose whether you wanted of fall into gravel, grass or pine trees.   !
Once we mastered the little blue bike we graduated to either the Big Black girl’s bike or the Donald 
Duck boy’s bike.  Big Black looked and felt like it was made of cast iron.  Which made it all the more 
surprising when it snapped in half on me one day while riding through a field.  The front went to the 
right, the back went to the left and I went straight down.   !
Donald Duck (named for the ceramic head the weak head light bulbs shined through) did not have 
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working brakes.  So unless you were up for some exciting tree crashing, it was not really practical.  (I 
once tried to solve the problem by jumping off the seat to drag my feet while sitting on the bar.  Alas, my 
legs were too short and I experience my very first “kick in the ‘nads”.)  Later I found that the brakes did 
work, you just had to be big and strong enough to really bear down on them.  After that I really liked 
Donald as he was a very sturdy little bike with fat tires and did great skids. !
My first real bike was the Red Baron.  It was cool, with a built in headlight right out of the Hardy boys.  I 
rode him until 10 speeds came out which was the first time I made the choice to give up character for 
flash. !
I remember pulling jackets up behind our heads to bike sail “no handed” on windy days.  I remember 
trying to ride on sheets of ice in winter.  I remember seriously ill-conceived games of chicken involving 
dirt clods and pinecones.  I remember jumping ramps, falling down embankments and skidding in 
gravel.  I remember riding up into Michigan to pick plums and carrying them home in paper bags tied to 
the handlebars.  I remember breakdowns in the middle of nowhere and begging tools from local 
farmers.  We did it all. !
I remember the next to last time I jumped a bicycle over a ramp.  I was on the old “Donald Duck” bike 
and the ramp was at one end of our neighbor’s driveway.  I started at the other end and started 
pedaling like mad.  As soon as I hit the ramp the handlebars came out my hands.  I must have cleared 
pretty good air as I remember sitting back and looking around thinking, “this is nice, but it is really going 
to hurt when I land.”  I don’t actually remember much about the landing. !
I remember the last time I jumped a bike off a ramp.  I was on my brother’s stingray and I was way too 
big for it.  The ramp was in the middle of the field between our house and Garman’s, sitting in the rock 
hard path we had tramped between.  I took off, standing to pedal, as the sit was way too low.  I hit the 
ramp (set just shy of 90 degrees), cleared major air and came down on the front wheel, leaning heavily 
on the handlebars.  They were the style that extended about 3 feet above the post and were loose 
enough that my weight caused them to spin down slamming my chin on the post.  This caused the bike 
to flip over, slamming my back into the rock hard dirt.  Then the bike slammed down on top of my chest.  
Wheezing and choking, I unwound myself from the bike and limped home. !
I remember my first try at riding a horse bareback.  Larry and Terry, our neighbors to the south, had 
several horses and one afternoon they took me out on a kind little Welsh pony named Jody.  I must 
have fallen off that horse 30 times over the next hour and each time she stopped right a way, carefully 
not stepping on me and stood there patiently while I climbed back up.  I was obviously not a natural but 
to my credit I did keep climbing back up.  That became another trend. !
I remember winters so cold my nose hairs and my blue jeans all froze solid. !
I remember helping Larry and Terry teach their first 4H steer to walk on a halter.  That was the intent 
anyway.  We picked a cold, wet day and walked over to the muddy paddock where the steers lived, 
armed with a halter, a long, thick rope, tall rubber boots and the confidence of the truly ignorant.  These 
steers had spent the first 4-5 months of their lives in the open country, never seeing a single human 
being.  They were rounded up, shoved in trucks and trains to show up at a local 4H lottery drawing.  
Then dozens of old ranch hands shoved them in trailers to be delivered to each kid.  So we were 
walking up to one seriously stressed, 500-pound animal that until a few days ago was pretty much 
doing whatever it wanted.  But that was ok, ‘cause we had a plan.  We managed to put the halter on 
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him and lined up along the rope; Larry, Terry and I.  Our plan was to drag him around until he got the 
idea.  The steer’s plan was to run away from us like we weren’t even there.  After the first jolt on the 
rope Larry and Terry saw where things were headed and chose wisdom over valor.  Either through 
stupidity or stubbornness I chose to hang on and that steer bounced me through mud, manure and a 
barbed wire fence.  I let go after not too long and received both congratulations and how-stupid-are-
you’s.  After that they hooked the steer to their tractor and let him argue with that.  The tractor won.  
The steers were butchered in the fall for the meat and when we had hamburgers from that steer I 
remember thinking I had never enjoyed a hamburger as much.  That still seems kind of mean spirited. !
I remember bugs. There were lots of bugs growing up in Indiana.  Tomato bug, potato bugs, earwigs, 
June bugs, caterpillars, big black ants, tiny red ants, termites, butterflies, lightning bugs, moths, wolf 
spiders, daddy longlegs, brown recluse or fiddleback spiders, flies, worms, bees hornets, wasps, these 
tiny clear green bugs, oh the list goes on and on. !
I remember Mom locking my sister Jennifer and me out of the house, but I don’t remember why.  I’m 
sure we did something we shouldn’t have.  There we were standing on the patch of dirt under the 
kitchen window (nothing ever grew in that patch, not even weeds), wailing and crying because the flies 
were buzzing all around us.  I remember I was carrying an airplane made from clothespins (not the 
spring kind, but the other kind, see appendix).  Who knows why those flies were such a big deal, but we 
sure danced and wailed like we were being eaten alive.  When Mom let us in she gave us popsicles so 
everything turned out all right after all. !
I remember the jobs I had.  Thinking back now they all had something to do with cleaning:  
Dog Kennel (first job.  Learned I could work a 10 hour day and take home 12 dollars.) 
Dishwasher (couple of different places.  Learned I could work an 8-hour shift and take home 30 plus 
dollars.) 
Pot washer (learned that some jobs were much cooler than others and there is always a pecking order) 
Church Janitor (learned having all the keys makes a difference) 
Bakery Maintenance/Mop (learned to always carry something so that you look busy) !
I remember jobs became more interesting at college: 
Taxing Airplanes (learned to taxi airplane which is just cool!) 
Rat Runner (learned that I will stick my hand in a starving rat’s cage for money) 
Front Desk Clerk at our dorm (didn’t learn anything but had a great time) 
Front Desk Clerk at a local hotel (learned that working nights and weekend at college leaves not even 
me a social life) 
Census Taker (learned you could quite a job after 4 hours) 
Office Cleaner (learned you could quit a job after the first day) 
Phlebotomist (Blood Drawer at local hospital – learned that I was willing and able, with minimal training, 
to stick needles into the arms of others) !
I remember washing dishes at the Morris Inn.  That was the hotel on the Notre Dame campus where 
Mom worked.  I worked the Sunday morning shift and my first lesson in economics was when I noticed I 
made more there in a day than a week at the dog kennel.  Sunday mornings were great.  The other 
dishwashers were all older high school guys who told me about their weekend dates.  Bill M, the pot 
washer recited whatever movie he and his girlfriend had seen, word for word.  It was cool. !
Often we would be shoulder deep in bus tubs from some 400-person convention the night before, 
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garbage and water flying left and right having a fine old time.  Tubs and trays were dumped onto a 
stainless steel shelf at one end where the loader separated the dishes from the garbage.  The dishes 
were loaded onto trays and slid onto a conveyer belt to grind through the washing machine.  They 
came out the other end, questionably clean but definitely sterile.  They were like a million degrees.  The 
unloader, wearing cheap cotton gloves that soaked up enough water to retain all the heat from the 
dishes unloaded the trays, stacked the “clean” dishes on carts.  When the carts were full he ran around 
the kitchen putting things away while the conveyer belt stacked up.   !
Working either end had its advantages and disadvantages.  Loading was definitely cooler (temperature 
and status), but more confining and way more garbage.  As the unloader, you had more room to 
maneuver but it was hot!  After a year or two the older guys moved on and the people who replaced 
them were not nearly as much fun.  I had worked my way up to pot washer by then, but it just wasn’t 
the same.  I started working at the bakery, where the money was even better and the work dirtier. !
I remember Kreamo bakery.  Dad worked the night shift when they made bread.  I worked on the day 
shift when they made buns.  Kreamo was privately owned, though the owners real passion was 
experimenting with candy flavors in his basement. It was really more of a bread factory than a bakery, 
with miles of conveyer belts for cooling bread, multi-bladed band saws to cut the loves, air jets that 
opened wrapper so metal arms could shove in the loaf, cement mixers that churned a truckload of 
dough that was spat out to trays through a nozzle.  It was something Caractus Potts or Willie Wonka 
could have appreciated.  Some of the guys there looked a little like Oompa-Loompas. !
The one job lesson I remember from the bakery was to always carry a mop or rag while on the job.  If 
you had something in your hand everyone assumed you were busy doing a task that someone else 
had given, so no one ever gave you one.  I could walk around for hours swapping rag, mop and broom 
and never doing a thing. !
I remember the bakery is where I learned to appreciate blue jean cutoffs on girls during the summer.  
Different high school groups came in the summer to wash bread delivery baskets as a money-raising 
event.  The work was all done around the loading dock, so I was put in charge of shepherding them to 
keep everyone full up on suds, water and baskets.  I suppose there were guys in some of these groups, 
but I sure don’t remember them.  Girls, tanned skin, faded blue jean cutoffs and lots of water and suds 
are pretty much all I remember. !
I remember unloading semi-trucks of powder fine salt in 60-pound bags in the middle of Indiana 
summer.  Salt hung in the air and clung to sweaty flesh, working its way into the tiniest of wounds.  
Between the heat, sweat and numerous finger cuts, it was quite … uncomfortable. !
I remember when Sandy walked onto to the loading dock to check on something for the front office.  If I 
came in from outside and noticed that every single driver, baker, salesman or guy off the street 
suddenly had some task requiring them to stand around the loading dock grinning stupidly, I knew she 
was around.  She was a year or two older than me, went to my high school and was very nice. !
I remember the flour tanks at the bakery.  Several stories tall, they were filled from a tanker truck with a 
pressure hose.  Every now and then someone would tell me to sweep off the tops.  So I hauled my dry 
mop 2 stories up a ladder on the side of the tanks and dusted off the tops. Since the air was literally 
filled with flour dust, it seemed as futile as sweeping a dirt floor, but who was I to argue.  It was 
relatively quiet, fairly cool and there was absolutely no one anywhere around me, so it was a good way 
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to kill some time. !
I remember cleaning under the raising ovens.  Dough was placed in pans, the pans were placed on 
rolling metal racks, and the racks were placed into truck-sized ovens so the dough could rise.  Every 
now and then someone would tell me to clean under these ovens.  This consisted of taking my rag and 
squirming around underneath with my perky little highly flammable paper Kreamo hat inches away from 
the flaming gas jets.  There really wasn’t enough room to maneuver the rag around so I ended up 
acting as the dust mop.  With the flame and danger and such, it had a small cool factor, but was not 
really a likable assignment. !
I remember taking sandwich fixings for my lunch and grabbing a just baked bun off the line at 
lunchtime.  Those were good sandwiches.   !
I remember the piano we use to have in the “middle room”.  It was a big old upright, I forget the maker.  
Nothing special, and I never asked where it came from or why we had it.  No one learned to play or, as 
far as I can remember, ever expressed a desire to play.  Eventually it moved to the garage and then to 
the chicken coup where it slowed dissolved in the damp and the heat.  I still regret that.  This was a 
musical instrument and in the right hands could generate music and express emotions and we just let it 
dissolve into trash without ever letting it realize its purpose.  What a waste. !
I remember something about a fire in the fields behind our house.  I must have been really young and 
don’t remember anything about it, just vague pictures of mom and dad and running about at night, 
maybe smoke and flame, but maybe not.  It is one of my most incomplete but lasting memories. !
I remember that AB and UG used to live in the house to the north, where Garman’s eventually moved 
in. The best thing about that house was that the heater was in the middle of the living room.  It was an 
actual furnace, sort of a small version of the hell machine living in our basement.  I remember us all 
sitting around it at night talking and/or playing cards.  I seem to remember a red glow coming from a 
small door in one side. !
I remember the pine trees in our yard.  Our yard was filled with pine trees.  There was a row of them 
along the front yard, next to the road.  The truck-sized snow blower the county used some winter would 
blow snow and branched off them when it came by.  There was another double row down the north side 
of our driveway, between and the field.  We called them our forts because you could crawl underneath 
the outer branches to reach openings inside.  As the trees and I grew the openings became larger so 
that we could actually stand up, walk around and furnish the little caves with chairs and tables made 
from stumps.  Inside was access to the climbing tree, a straight, tall pine with lots of horizontal 
branches.  It was pretty much a ladder.  A really sticky ladder, but it was cool. !
I remember Droopy, AB and UG’s basset hound on 28th street (54540 28th Street; I can still hear Carl’s 
voice repeating that over and over again when he was really young).  They had a long wooden 
extension ladder leaning against a swing set in the back yard and Droopy would climb to the top and sit 
for hours looking over the fence at the rest of the neighborhood.  Being a hound she would even sing 
from up there at times. !
I remember my first sunburn, or at least my first bad sunburn at AB’s.  I fell asleep in the backyard one 
summer afternoon and woke up to blisters and pain.  Yikes! !
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I remember the time AB took me to the emergency room.  I had fallen off a bike for like the millionth 
time and gashed my knee open.  So off for stitches, for like the millionth time.  They needed a parent to 
sign off on the paperwork so AB signed as my mom and I think it was my first experience at be a co-
conspirator.  It was very exciting stuff for a young boy, only single digits of age.  Especially when our 
family doctor, Dr. Davis, walked by.  I mean he knew who my mom was.  He either didn’t notice or didn’t 
care so I received my stitches and still have the scar and nobody was arrested. !
I remember the first time I met Cecil.  I was really young, less than 5 maybe.  There was a cartoon 
called “Beanie and Cecil the Seasick Sea Serpent”.  Christmas morning I went out the living room at my 
usual 5am, all by myself, plugged in the tree and there he was.  Sticking out of my stocking all green 
felt with rattling eyes and bendable spine.  He was great.  I took him everywhere and over time he 
started to show signs of love damage.  I laid him out on the iron board once to the do eye replacement 
surgery.  Mask, gloves, sheets; the whole production detailed just like on Marcus Welby, MD.  At the 
end two black buttons replaced the lost plastic eyeballs he came with.  He went to college with me and 
on every move since.  He is still at my bedside. 
  
I remember we took a bunch of family vacations, sometimes with just Mom and AB, sometimes with 
Dad and Uncle Gene.  We went to Virginia Beach on the east coast where Carl tried to catch a jellyfish 
in a paper cup.  At a KOA campground we pitched our tent, and woke up in the night surrounded by 
gnats.  Our clothes were covered in gnats; our hair and eyes were filled with gnats.  Heck we were 
breathing gnats.  At 2am we fled the campground and checked into a motel where we all camped out in 
the same room.  We went to Monticello and Mt. Vernon (the homes of Presidents Jefferson and 
Washington, respectively) At Monticello Mom was feeling tired so we borrowed a wheel chair which we 
lost control of on a hill and mom ended up in the bushes.  We went camping in Michigan where bears 
visited the camp, Dad proved you could cook noodles on a campfire, we caught buckets of 6 inch lake 
trout and miscalculated the effort and time it would take to walk the lake coast from one point to the 
next.  I think Mom ended up calling the Coast Guard on that one. !
I remember dew, really thick, early morning dew.  Walking in the grass soaked your leather sneakers 
clear through.  Walking through the soybeans drenched jeans like wading in a lake.  Walking in the corn 
was like diving into a pool. !
I remember Vicks Vapo-Rub.  Vicks was a big part of my growing up.  We rubbed it on our chests, 
throats and even up our noses.  It wasn’t until college or later that I actually read the label on the jar 
where it recommends not doing that.  It made its way into non-medical portions of my life.  I was in a 5th 
or 6th grade production of “Tom Sawyer the Musical” and needed a piece of blue glass for my first ever, 
solo, public performance where I sang the immortal line “a piece of blue bottle glass to look 
through!”  (A bunch of us were trading things to Tom for a chance to paint his fence.  Read the story.)  
Anyway, Dad cleaned out a jar of Vicks and then busted it on the back sidewalk.  We picked out the 
biggest chunk and he sanded the edges smooth and there I was.  I really do wish I had kept that chunk, 
though I do have a small, cleaned up Vick jar on my dresser to remind me of it. !
I remember nosebleeds.  I have always been subject to sudden, inexplicable gushes of blood 
discharging from my nose.  It happened in class, at dinner, while watching tv, once I started to bleed out 
while kissing my girl friend.  It’s something you (and the people around you) get used to.  I became very 
adept at dealing with nosebleeds and came up with several useful techniques.  Breathing in, but not out 
through the offending nostril.  Pinching the bridge of my nose.  Standing in the shower with cold-cold 
water running on my head and neck watching the bloody water running to the drain slowly clear.  I once 
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had one that lasted long enough to qualify for a trip to the doctor where they packed my nose full of 
gauze to stop the thing.  The doctor talked about cauterizing the blood vessels inside my nose.  Like I 
was going to let anyone shove a soldering iron up my nose. !
I remember sitting on a soldering iron.  I think Dad was fixing a record player of ours and was resting 
the soldering iron on a chair next to the card table he was working on and I came along and bounced 
down on the chair.  I immediately bounded right back up but it was long enough to cause a 2nd degree 
on the back of my thigh and win me another trip to the hospital.  (I seem to go to the hospital often.  I 
choose to interpret that as having lived a really active life.)  I still had a scar the last time I was flexible 
enough to look. !
I remember waking up in the middle of the night with either a nosebleed or needing to barf, dealing 
with it and cleaning up after myself.  I remember that with the other kids either Mom or Dad became 
involved, but not with me.  I just started dealing with it and they became used to it.  Very self-reliant, I 
guess.  I don’t remember ever being upset.  Knowing me I probably thought it was cool that I could 
handle it.  There was and is a part of me though that misses being taken care of every now and then.  
Even though I totally suck at being taken care of. !
I remember leaves.  Leaves were a big part of growing up in Indiana.  Fall was great; sunny and frosty, 
with clear blue skies and beautiful leaves. The trees at our house mostly came from pines and chinese 
elms, two totally pain-in-the-rake trees to clean up after.  Their leaves are so small, thin and light that 
they float in and around the teeth on the rake more often than not.  Luckily the preferred maintenance 
method for pine trees is to let everything under them die buried by many years thick covering of 
needles.  The Chinese Elms were a different story.  Millions of thin tiny leaves would eject from the two 
giant trees in our front yard, usually very late in the season after you thought you were finally done.  
Even piling them as tall as I was left even more on the ground.  Any snowmen we made in our yard 
wore paisley suites made of imbedded Chinese Elm leaves. !
I remember the good leaves were at Grandpa’s house.  He had oak and walnut and maple trees all 
over his front yard.  Leaves the size of desert plates, rotting walnuts still in their green husks and 
seedpods from the maples you could watch flutter through the air like helicopters.  We would rake huge 
piles of dry, sweet smelling leaves.  We rolled in them, had leaf fights and kicking contests.  We 
probably raked each pile 2 or 3 times due to shenanigans.  When it came time to get back to work, 
Grandpa would bring out the old John Deer tractor pulling a big 10x10 flat bed trailer behind.  I hugged 
huge armloads of leaves, the goal being to grab whole piles in one scoop.  Once the trailer was loaded 
he drove through the fields while we rode on top tossing leaves into the wind to act as compost for next 
years soybeans or corn.   !
I remember going to the Camille’s barbershop. Camille’s on Portage Road, in what we called town.  
Joe Camille was the owner/operator and he had a partner named Ray.  It was right out of a Mayberry 
episode.  It had two chairs, two barbers and a bunch of guys sitting around talking. !
I remember some cool stuff that South Bend had.  We had the Studebaker factory that was quite a big 
deal in the day.  We had the Drewry’s Brewery that closed in November of 1972.  We had a Volvo plant 
for a while. Notre Dame University.  An airport.  A horse track (once again never active in my memory 
but Mom and Dad told me about going there.)  High Schools and churches up the wazoo.  For a brief 
period, The American National Bank building in downtown was the tallest building in Indiana.  We had 
the St. Joseph River, Santa’s village and Pottawatami Zoo.   
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I remember going to the 4-H fair. Because of the sheep and chickens we were allowed to enter through 
the exhibitor’s entrance before the fair was open so we could tend to the animals.  There was a 
hierarchy among the animal exhibitors in 4H.  The horse people were top of the heap. They were the 
elite and had bigger tack boxes, bigger stalls, cooler equipment, real costumes, big trailers they could 
hang out in and were just all around better than everyone else.  The big meat animals like steers were 
next in line, followed by the smaller meat animals like pigs and sheep and the rodents and poultry.   !
I remember while wondering the midway (where the rides were) early one morning I actually stole 20 
bucks from one of the food stands.   !
I remember marveling at the greasy sleeping bags of the carnies, crowd surfing, excellent milkshakes 
and deep fried Swiss cheese on a stick.   !
I remember standing by a ride called the Zipper and watching coins, glasses and other small objects 
rain down from the people flipping upside down above our heads. 

!
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Me and the old 
convertible 
!
!
!
! !!!

Grandma and 
Grandpa 

!
!
!
!
!

!  

Mikki 
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!

!  Me, as a 1 year old,  

!   at 6 years,   

!  at 10 years,  

!   and at 11 years.  (Notice the new and 
daring long hair haircut.  Though I think I am 
wearing the same shirt in each picture.)  
!
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Clothespins 
!
!
  Springy       Plain 

!     !  
   !

a clothespin airplane 

!  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!   Our Ducks, Happy in their pond !
Me and the Red Baron 

!  

!   Happy BDay with Jeff in the background 
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!!!!
A couple of sheep shots (heh heh heh) 

!    !  !

!   
+A boy, his dog, their duck and the boy’s bell bottoms 
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!!!

Our Campsite !  !

!  It’s a Cecil Christmas! !
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Our side garden !  !!

 Shannon   !  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Cast of Characters !!

!

Herbert J. Smith 6/1/19__ Dad
Marietta Pauline (Wagner) Smith 1/30/19__  Mom

Jennifer Marie (Smith) Parks 2/5/1956 Sister
Jay Franklin Smith 1/11/1960 Me

Julie May (Smith) Pressler 9/16/1962 Sister
Jeffery Keith Smith 8/23/196

4
Brother

Elmer Jay Wagner Grandpa
Mary Magdalena (Burger) Wagner Grandma

Ruby Smith Grandma
Betty Lou (Wagner) Ingle Aunt

Ronald Eugene Ingle Uncle
Cindy Sue Ingle Cousin

Carl Eugene Ingle Cousin
Larry and Terry Coffman Neighbors
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