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AN ANCESTOR’S TALE 
by Sally Porter 

 
Laura thought she would never 

marry. She had few opportunities to 

meet men in her small Michigan town. 

She led a busy but sheltered life, helping 

her disabled mother at home, running 

the small library in town and serving as 

unofficial nanny to her siblings' children. 

And of course was active at church. 

Laura longed to do something different 

with her life, but she was a sensible 

woman.  She traveled in her imagination 

through the books she read and felt 

useful and fulfilled. 

 The Manvels and their sprawling 

crop of children had come three years 

earlier to live next door to Laura and 

her mother. Bennet Manvel was one of 

the stalwarts of their Lutheran Church. 

He and his second wife were raising a 

large family: three of the youngest of his 

first crop and the three he’d had with 

Betsy. There was always something going 

on next door - slamming doors, shouts, 

happy laughter. Betsy and Bennet 

seemed to be doting parents, who laid 

down the law to their children but then 

enjoyed their silly antics too much to 

always carry through with the rules. So 

much life! So much fun!  

 But then it became quieter and 

sadder next door. Betsy, just a few years 

her senior, was dying. Her red hair had 

become streaked with grey. Her plump 

body was wasting away from a cancer. 

Laura helped out as much as possible - 

taking meals to the family, helping the 

children straighten and clean, reading to 

the little ones and helping with their 

homework.  

 After six months of gradual 

weakening, Betsy died. At the memorial 

service many talked of her high spirits 

and joy in life. Laura envied such a 

eulogy. Her own life and character were 

gray compared to the color of Betsy’s. 

Betsy’s life had been too short, but it 

was so FULL while she lived. Laura wept 

for Betsy, and, if truth be told, a bit for 

herself, as well. 

 She continued to help out in the 

Manvel home. Bennet’s high spirits had 

been quenched by Betsy’s death. He 

went to work each day and came home 

in the evening, seldom smiling, trying to 

show an interest in the children’s doings, 

but barely coping. The children were less 

boisterous. Laura missed the joy that 

once had been so evident in the Manvel 

home.  

Continued on page 3 
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to show an interest in the children’s 

doings, but barely coping. The children 

were less boisterous. Laura missed the 

joy that once had been so evident in the 

Manvel home.  

 “I would like to make some changes 

in your kitchen, Bennet,” said Laura, as 

the season changed. The days were 

getting longer and darker. “Could you 

whitewash the walls in here? It would be 

nice to have a brighter room, since the 

children spend so much time here.” 

 Bennet looked up from the 

newspaper, seeming a bit dazed by this 

idea. “Well, yes, I guess I could do that,” 

he said.  

 “And then I could make some new 

curtains to cheer things up even more”, 

Laura said with enthusiasm. 

 “You don’t have to take care of us, 

Laura. You should be out doing things 

with people your own age.”  

 “I like being here, Bennet. Let’s see 

if we can make this room more 

attractive.” 

 Bennet realized this was to be a 

family project that might get them moving 

again.  He fondly brushed his son Homer's 

hair. “Let’s do it!” he said. “You can help 

me do the walls, Homer, and we can all 

decide what other changes we should 

make.” 

 So once again there was movement 

in the family. The children helped Laura 

pick out material for the new curtains. 

They all enjoyed the new, fresh 

atmosphere of the room. 

 When Homer’s 10th birthday 

arrived a few months later, Laura 

surprised him with a lemon-flavored cake 

from a recipe she found in her mother's 

kitchen.  Everybody in the family sang a 

loud "happy birthday" to him.  After 

dinner, he ate a very big piece of the cake. 

And later, as Laura tucked the children 

into bed, Hiram hugged her close. Shyly, 

he said, “I love you, Laura. Thank you for 

my cake.”  

 Sometime later there was a stir at 

church. Mary Louise, a friend, whispered 

eagerly, “Laura, look, see that new man 

down in front? He’s moving here to work 

at the factory! People say he is single! 

Maybe he’s the man you’ve been waiting 

for.” 

  “Silly,” said Laura, but of course 

she looked. He was tall and dark haired. 

Not handsome exactly, but not bad 

looking either. “There are lots of single 

women here. He’ll pick someone younger 

and prettier than me.” 

 
  

Then suddenly she realized that she 

wasn't just pretending to have no interest 

in the new man.  It wasn't only the 

Cont’d from page 1 
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children that drew her to the house next 

door.  It was also Bennet!  What a strange 

thought!  Bennet was 20 years her senior.  

He had been the husband of her friend, 

was the father of the children she cared 

for.  How could he be responsible for her 

lack of interest in this new man?  She 

realized she was blushing.  

The next evening, for the first time 

Laura felt awkward as she climbed up the 

porch steps of the Manvel home. 

 “Laura, Laura, look what I made!” 

“What are you making for dinner 

tonight?”  

As the children enveloped her she 

laughed and realized that nothing really 

had changed. She could not tell Bennet 

what she was feeling. She would just go 

on being his helper and the children’s 

friend.  

 Several evenings later, after the 

children were in bed, Laura sat on the 

porch steps. The screen door opened and 

closed behind her and Bennet sat down 

next to her. 

 “I love them dearly,” he said, “but it 

is wonderful when they are all asleep!” 

 Laura laughed. “I was just having the 

same thought.”  

 Bennet turned slightly toward her 

on the steps.  

 “I have a strange proposition to 

make to you, sweet Laura,” he said, 

smiling.  

 “Let me hear it,” she answered. 

 “Laura, you have become a mother 

to the children. They love you. You’ve 

helped them to laugh again. And you’ve 

become important to me, too. I know I 

am far older than you and it is probably 

ridiculous for me to even ask, but would  

you consider marrying this old man?” 

 She reached over to touch his 

hand. “Yes,” she said, “Yes, I would be 

honored to become your wife.” 

 And so a few months later they 

married. Laura and her mother sold their 

house and moved into the Manvel home. 

She loved Bennet and spoiled him. They 

were happy together. Laura soon found 

herself pregnant and in the spring she 

gave birth to a boy.  

 Sadly, Laura did not survive 

childbirth. Bennet, grieving deeply, gave 

his new son to old family friends who 

were childless. He asked them if they  

would raise the child as their own and        

they agreed. The baby, Arthur, took their 

last name, Dailey. They were loving 

parents and he had a happy boyhood with 

them. 

 When Arthur’s youngest son, Allen, 

came of age, he had his surname changed 

back to Manvel in order to carry on the 

name. Allen had one son, who had two 

daughters and a son. The son, Evan, didn’t 

marry until he was over forty. He and his 

wife Lilly had a daughter and then, two 

years later, a son. That boy will carry on 

the Manvel family name.  
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O where are the winds 

that blew sweet honeysuckle 

through my head 

the girls with disappearing sleeves 

in May that  brought on 

the golden agony 

at Their unreachableness 

but ever presence? 

 

they've gone to others 

they've grown into mothers  

and made new generations -- 

how could I have thought them 

unreachable then, 

then when my arms were long 

and all would have applauded the 

reaching, 

where was my gumption? 

 

Waiting till the time  

was right and ripe, 

then I'd spring. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Why did no advanced thinker 

teacher spring on me "Carpe 

diem?" 

Should I seize it today, 

I'd be seized all right 

and flung into the deepest dungeon. 

 

Then why do I yet smell 

the honeysuckle 

and watch the sleeves peel away; 

why do I yet feel like May 

when I see I missed the day? 

 

or do I recollect 

a seizure or two 

that I'd tucked away 

for just such a dry time 

to wet my whistle? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CARPE YESTERDAY 
by Roland Reed 

 

 

 

Nikko, nestled among 

misty mountains, 

Scarlet shrine 

shy in the shadows 

of tall trees 

 

River running under 

sleepy streets, 

greening tiny gardens 

and pretty little parks 

in Nikko 

 

NIKKO, JAPAN 
by Paula Cook 
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A rare phenomenon occurs in the Riderwood Chapel every year around 

Christmas.  On the shortest day of the year, the winter solstice Dec. 21, the sun 

projects a beautiful image of the stained glass window in the foyer directly onto the 

opposing wall at sunset (see image).   
 

              
 

                                  4:27PM Dec. 21                                4:56AM June 21 
This phenomenon is repeated on the longest day of the year, the summer 

solstice June 21.  At sunrise the sun projects a beautiful image of the stain glass 

window in the Chapel proper directly onto the opposing wall (see image).  This 

happens because the Chapel is aligned exactly with the solstices (see image). 
 

                     Chapel Alignment from Google Earth 

 

This is very interesting because the alignment angle to the solstices is directly 

dependent on the latitude where the Chapel is located, in this case at N39°.  For 

Riderwood it must be exactly aligned at an angel of 59° from the north, which it is!  

The mystery of the Riderwood Chapel is why is it aligned exactly 

with the direction of the solstices? 

I have thought about this for some time, and have come up with theories of my 

own.  I am interested in hearing from you the readers about your theories too.  

Maybe we can publish some in the next issue of the Tales from Riderwood? 

 

The Mystery of the Riderwood Chapel 
by David Ebert 
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From about 1970, and on for 

several years, my wife, Roberta, our two 

young daughters and I made an annual 

pilgrimage from our home in Silver Spring, 

to our roots in Minnesota.  Both natives 

of the Gopher State, we looked forward 

each year to seeing our parents, other 

relatives and friends.  Our additional goal, 

of course, was to see that our daughters 

became acquainted with and grew to love 

their grandparents as we had hoped they 

might. 

The journey was long and 

monotonous. We usually made one 

overnight stop somewhere near half-way 

in the 1200 mile trip.  My wife and I 

frequently changed places behind the 

wheel in an effort to fight fatigue.  We 

would sing, play license tag games and 

listen to the radio during the hours of 

turnpike and freeway driving.   

My wife's parents, the Andersons, 

lived in Carlton, a small town some 30 

miles south of Duluth, MN. The town, 

sporting all of 500 or so inhabitants, was 

located in an area of extremely rocky 

terrain. Top soil was only a matter of 

several inches in depth, in some places.  

Here and there, enough soil was available 

to allow for homes with basements. 

One of the enjoyable excursions 

we regularly took while visiting Carlton 

was to go rock-climbing in areas just 

outside the town.  These were not 

especially dangerous rocks to climb. They  

 

 

 

 

 

 

formed great heaps with narrow crevices 

here and there, as if they had been piled  

long ago by some unseen hand.  As the 

years passed,   pockets formed, filled with 

soil, mixed with rotted pine needles and 

leaves.  Time, together with constant 

breezes, brought seeds of various plants 

to take root in the rich mixture. Among 

these vagabonds were wild blueberry 

plants - thousands of them - which had 

germinated and taken root in the crevices. 

We set out from the Anderson 

house, armed with pails and coffee cans, 

and headed for the rocks.  In mid-to-late 

summer, the plants among the rocks were 

covered with the blue fruit.  These 

berries, because they were wild, were 

especially small, in contrast to the 

considerable size of their professionally 

fertilized and cultivated cousins. Thus, 

picking large quantities took much more 

time and effort to fill even a small 

container.  But pick we did, and after 

several hours, tired and thirsty, we 

returned to the Anderson kitchen door 

with our treasures. 

There were payoffs for our labors, 

to be sure.  Within a day or so, 

grandmother Anderson produced pies, 

freshly baked, and loaded with the fruit of 

our labors – beautiful, tasty blueberries.  

Mmmm… 

 

 

 

 

A ROCKY-BLUEBERRY STORY 
By Leroy W. Gardner 
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 Seventeen years ago, while we 

were enjoying our Florida retirement, our 

daughter Leslie called.  She asked if I'd like 

to accompany her on a business trip to 

Asia.  I said, "You're on."  Soon thereafter, 

we left for Taiwan from her San 

Francisco, to meet her business colleague 

in Taipei -- I was on my own.  The helpful 

concierge directed me to a bus trip just 

leaving.  We toured the city and visited a 

ceramics factory, where women were 

seated at long tables, painting various size 

pots and plates.  The designs were 

intricate and small, but they had steady 

hands.  While stopping at an important 

shrine, I was overwhelmed by the incense 

smell and constant bell ringing.  Next, off 

to Hong Kong.   

 Our hotel was central to this 

incredibly busy city.  My bus tour visited 

the popular markets, but I preferred 

wandering on my own.  I scaled Victoria 

Peak on the Peak Tram [1811'] with 

fantastic views of the city.  I enjoyed lunch 

and the cooler climate. Later that day, 

Leslie and I strolled to the famous 

"Peninsula Hotel" for British high tea!  

Quite sumptuous! 

 Next stop, Shanghai, which I 

explored with the help of a guide and a 

car from Leslie's company.  Downtown 

was wondrous: shrines, a teahouse and 

the Bund where Europeans had settled on 

the river.  We joined Leslie's colleagues 

for dinner -- and we were the only  

 

 

 

 

 

 

women!  Sitting at a large round table, we 

used a giant Lazy Susan for all the dishes,  

helping ourselves to the bounty of food, 

not knowing exactly what we were eating.  

Only one man spoke English -- thank 

goodness.  I loved every minute, including 

"whatever" we ate. 

 With no guide available, the 

concierge write the name and address of 

the museum in Chinese for my cabbie, 

gave me a hotel card to give to the driver 

on the return, and I was boldly off to the 

museum downtown.  I studied the city 

map during the short 20-minute drive into 

town.  The circular museum was new and 

most interesting.  I was fascinated by 

many large scrolls hanging from the 

ceiling.  The lighting was subdued and 

controlled and as I moved along the 

display, lights went on and ones I passed 

turned off.  Very clever.  I left through the 

door I entered, thinking I could catch a 

cab headed in the right direction to the 

hotel.  But it was a one-way street, so no 

luck.  But a reliable cabbie soon 

chauffeured me to the address on the 

essential hotel card.   

 Off to Beijing for the weekend, 

where Leslie can sightsee too.  Our hotel 

was one block from Tiananmen Square 

and the Forbidden City, where we spent a 

few hours -- it's big and old but 

fascinating.  Later we journey by bus to 

the Great Wall.  Totally mesmerized, we 

walk the length of this section for hours.   

 

 

ASIA WITH LESLIE 
by Phyllis Mulligan* 
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That night we taxi to a local restaurant 

[no hotel food for us].  Then farewell 

China, hello Japan. 

 We overnight in Tokyo, managing a 

visit to the Emperor's Palace, but leave for 

Yokohama the next day.  With a 70th 

floor hotel, the views are fantastic.  We 

almost missed this, but when in the 

bathroom [with door ajar] talking to 

Leslie, I realize I see Mt. Fuji reflected in 

the mirror.  How amazing! 

 The concierge suggested visiting the 

shrine and Buddha in a small southern 

town, Kamakura, by train -- with three 

legs, no less!  Sounds scary but I took the 

hotel’s card and boarded the first leg to 

the main station where I changed trains.  

Took some time to figure out the right 

train to take from there, but I did.  The 

car was empty except for a young 

Japanese lady with lots of luggage.  She 

was dozing but upon awakening saw me 

and asked [in English] if I was a tourist and 

where was I going.  To see the famous  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Buddha, I said, but admitted that I was 

worried about changing to the right train.  

She was going to Kamakura too, and 

helped guide me, thankfully. 

 I wandered Kamakura, visited the 

main shrine and the Amida Buddha -- built 

in 1252, 43 feet tall and 93 tons of 

bronze.  It had survived myriad 

earthquakes and the great tsunami of 

1498.  I walked over a lovely bridge to 

find the Buddha.  The experience was 

overwhelming.  I had to stop and snap a 

picture of the bridge, Tranquility.  The 

best part may be that I submitted the 

photo to my local newspaper's photo 

contest and won first prize.  "Asia with 

Leslie" is a lasting memory.  Sayonara. 

 

 

 

*Phyllis passed away a year ago, but always 

enjoyed writing for "Tales". 

 

__________________ 

 

 

THE IDIOT 
By Kate Lorber 

 
She sat in class, isolated by a mist of 

unreality.  The cloud engulfed her and the 

professor's voice got dim, his blackboard 

equations blurred.  What the hell was 

this? 

At almost seventeen, a freshman in 

college -- a very large, reputedly (and 

justly so) brilliant college -- the girl was 

lost.  She had been given prescribed 

courses and prescribed periods, 

sometimes starting at 8 a.m. and ending at 
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5 p.m.  This subway school knew no 

mercy, or so it seemed to the bewildered 

girl.   

There had been a "big sister" for a day 

to show her the lockers, gym, lunchroom, 

labs, bathrooms, libraries, auditorium, 

Lewisohn Stadium, other various buildings 

with exotic names, and Lincoln's statue 

overlooking all.  The tour was frenetic.  

Information gorged in and quickly leaked 

out.  "Don't be afraid, it will all make 

sense soon."  It didn't. 

So she sat in this classroom and the 

gibberish became the background to her 

panicked thoughts.  What was she to do?  

This was the second week of coming to 

this class and not one word made sense 

to her.  It was an advanced math class -- 

very advanced for this Thomas-Wolfe-

absorbed child.   

So what was she to do?  Failure could 

never happen.  It was the Eleventh 

Commandment.  No logical out seemed 

possible.  A "life coach?"  They didn't have 

them.  and her "big sister" didn't tell her 

about such possibilities.  No logical out 

seemed possible. 

Therefore, the only way out -- was 

suicide.  The sixteen-, almost seventeen-

year-old girl became calm, the professor's 

drone rather soothing now.  When, very 

suddenly, amidst thoughts of death ways, 

a total quiet engulfed her, and an inner 

voice yelled at her, "Idiot!  Drop the ***** 

course!  Just drop it!." 

And she did, and she lived...and, and, 

and.... 

 

 

 

 

ON LOSING ONE’S SIGHT 
IN OLD AGE 
by Jane K. Myers 

 

Why didn’t somebody tell me?  

I knew my sight would go. When I 

was 40, the ophthalmologist spotted the 

macular degeneration, but it didn’t affect 

my vision, and I wasn’t worried. My father 

had the same problem, and he lived alone 

well into his 90's with very little help from 

me. Mostly I put his pills in his daily boxes, 

wrote his checks, and drove him places. 

He bought a large magnifier, like a TV set 

with a shelf, so he could read. He 

managed well without complaint. 

I assumed that when my eyes started 

to go, I would visit the doctor regularly, 

get stronger and stronger eyeglasses, then 

add 

magnifying 

glasses for 

close 

work, and 

eventually 

buy a large 

machine. A 

nice, 

gradual progression to dimmer and 

dimmer environs.        

I should have asked questions. It’s not 

like that at all. 

Yes, I visit the eye doctor often. Yes, I 

got stronger and stronger glasses, and 

finally a computerized magnifier. But there 

was nothing smooth and gradual about it. 

The whole experience has been one 

surprise after another, and I don’t know 

how it’s going to end. 
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First were the expected changes—

needing longer arms to read a magazine, 

squinting to decipher fine print. Then 

stronger and stronger glasses. I 

rearranged my clothes by color so I 

wouldn’t have mismatches. I separated my 

jewelry similarly. I was coping. 

 I experimented with all sorts of 

things, and some of them worked for a 

while. A series of acupuncture treatments 

brought my vision from 80/20 back to 

20/20. That held for nearly four years, but 

it had interesting side effects. My 

stimulated optic nerve tried to interpret 

every bit of light it got. Trees waving in 

the wind appeared covered with almost 

readable words. Images once studied, like 

jigsaw puzzle pieces, seemed embedded in 

my eyes and were projected on blank 

surfaces for hours afterward.  

Then I had cataract surgery. I would 

never have to wear glasses again! They 

said. But two weeks later, the lines on the 

paper grid the doctor gave me became 

wavy. I didn’t know that it meant the 

retina was bleeding, only that the situation 

was urgent. A big black splotch appeared 

in the center of vision in my right eye. 

The treatment was a series of shots in 

my eye.  Not as bad as it sounds. The 

splotch diminished, but didn’t disappear. I 

could still read with my left eye, but the 

splotch kept getting in the way. 

I had my daughter put nail polish on 

the thermostat dial at the temperature I 

liked. I pasted tactile dots on the 

microwave and stove to guide me, put a 

dot in my cubby so I could find it, and had 

someone mark the washing machine dial 

with puff paint that I could feel.  

 

Then I began to notice holes in 

objects, not black spots but empty spaces. 

Nobody had told me about that. I tried to 

read, and parts of letters would be 

missing, not blacked out, just not there. Is 

that how it will end? Somehow it seems 

easier to face blackness than a complete 

absence of sight. 

I was doing quite well, reading large 

print books, watching TV, playing bridge, 

entertaining friends. One morning, I 

picked up my book and couldn’t read it. 

Not even with a magnifying glass. The 

change was supposed to be gradual, over 

time, not so soon. 

The Riderwood hallways became 

shadowy tunnels.  People emerged from 

the darkness, their details obscured, 

unrecognizable until they were beside me. 

I snubbed so many people unintentionally 

that I was reluctant to venture out of the 

apartment. 

No more large print books. I bought 

the sophisticated magnifier, but it takes so 

long to read, moving the machine across 

the page, enlarging some words even 

more to figure them out. It’s just not fun 

anymore. No more bridge—I can’t see 

the cards across the table. I gave up trying 

to write or work with publications. I 

withdrew from classes that projected 

images on a screen. Eventually, I stopped 

going to groups that handed out materials 

or wanted me to sign-in. Too hard to 

explain. 

Routine visits to the eye doctor 

became mandatory.  Then came the day 

when I saw no letters on the eye chart. I 

panicked, but the doctor brushed my 

concern aside. I vowed to get another  
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retinologist, but he was right. On the next 

visit, all the letters were back. Macular 

degeneration produces all manner of 

strange effects. 

I acquired an IPod which lets me read 

books and other computer things that can 

be enlarged, which is a big help.  Its 

dictation capability lets me send emails, 

although they don’t always say what I 

mean. 

With the vision gone from the centers 

of both eyes, I became dependent on my 

peripheral vision. The only way to see 

things clearly is by looking at them 

sideways. I’m getting pretty good at that. 

I thought I had reached the final stage, 

both eyes affected, only seeing from the 

sides, the field of sight probably getting 

smaller.   

But I was wrong. 

I noticed it first when I looked at the 

Target sign. Pieces of it had broken off or 

washed away. Yet when I looked at it 

sideways, those parts were still there. 

The effect spread. Everything I tried 

to read looked like it came from a printer 

that was running out of ink. But that 

wasn’t all. 

I can’t see what is there, but for some 

reason I see things that aren’t there. 

Clouds of sparkling pink hang in the air. 

Black netting obscures the face of my 

partner across the table. A lovely red and 

turquoise coil unwinds in front of the TV 

set.  My plants are covered with glistening 

green spider webs, and the grass has a 

floating layer of purple mesh. These are 

lovely, but they get in the way. 

Now I learn that poor vision can lead 

to dementia! I believe it. My eyes are 

driving me crazy. 

THE TEAM 
by Max Horlick 

 

We were about to leave Germany 

and we needed a car.  The rental agent 

offered us a tiny Italian Fiat, a peanut shell 

on wheels.  Germans are not permitted 

to drive foreign-licensed cars, so the 

agent was most anxious to move this one 

out of the country.  We were quite 

unenthused.  It was a shift car and did not 

really have enough room for the two of 

us and our suitcases.  We offered to pay 

more, but he was adamant that nothing 

else was available.  So we took off, not 

without some trepidation because our 

destination was Salzburg, Austria which 

meant wending through rugged 

mountains. 

The drive was to be on very steep 

roads with sharp curves.  There were no 

protective railings.  One look and we 

knew that our peanut on wheels could 

not possibly do the job.  We expected 

problems, but what were they to be?  

First challenge, not so much nature as 

fellow humans.  The people of that area 

are very polite as pedestrians, but as 

motorists they become merciless.  They 

tear around the steep curves at 

unbelievable speeds as though every trip 

is an emergency.  And there we were, 

blocking them.  As we bumbled along, a 

traffic jam immediately built up behind us, 

featuring exasperated faces glaring at us 

impatiently.  All we could do to get out of 

their way was pull to the side at an 

occasional minuscule spot teetering over 

a chasm.  The convoy behind us flashed by 

in a second, zooming up or down at 
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science fiction speeds, and immediately 

disappearing. 

Next challenge, a blue light that 

showed up on the dashboard.  "What is 

that? " Ruth asked.  Was I going to tell 

her that we were out of gas?  First of all 

we were in Austria and we had no 

Austrian money.  Second of all there were 

no gas stations, no restaurants, no 

nothing.  And we were getting hungry. 

So how to face the possibility of 

running out of gas any minute?  I turned 

off the motor and coasted on the very 

long downhill slopes, riding the brakes 

dangerously.  On uphill slopes I restarted 

the motor in hopes the gas would last.  

This seemed to go on endlessly.  But 

finally we came out of the mountains.  

The last few kilometers were basically 

downhill.  As we rolled into Cortina 

d'Ampezzo finally, Ruth shouted, "Stop, go 

back!"  With our gasoline situation this 

did not seem like a wise thing to do, but I 

dared to turn around and go back.  She 

had seen a clothesline with red uniforms 

hanging in a row.  She hopped out, took a 

picture.  

 

 
 

"The team," she said, smiling with 

satisfaction.  I, on the other hand, was  

 

mentally prepared to push the car the 

rest of the way.  But only a slight initial 

push was enough to roll us into a 

tankstelle (gas station).   

That photo by now has been selected 

by jury to be shown in five shows. 

Whose were the uniforms?   Surely 

not basketball, football, lacrosse,,,but this 

being Europe, probably soccer.  We were 

never in a position to find out. 

 

 

DISAPPOINTMENTS ON 
ABBEY ROAD 
BY FRANK C. ERK 

 

While spending an academic year in 

England, I joined the bass section of the 

Brighton Festival Chorus, a large choral 

group of about 150 singers that 

performed major musical works both in 

Brighton at its annual festival and in 

London.   I was one of two Americans in 

the group when it was invited to join 

Leonard Bernstein and the English Bach 

Festival Chorus to sing with the London 

Symphony Orchestra in the memorial 

concert that honored Igor Stravinsky, 

who had died in 1971.  The program was 

performed in London's Royal Albert Hall 

on two successive nights to a full house in 

April 1972, and included Stravinsky's The 

Rite of Spring and his choral masterpiece, 

the Symphony of Psalms.  The entire 

program was conducted by Leonard 

Bernstein, who had just been named to 

head the English Bach Festival. 

On the Saturday morning following 

those two dramatic performances, a  
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somewhat smaller choral group (of which 

I was fortunate to be a member) and the 

London Symphony Orchestra gathered in 

the EMI studios on Abbey Road in London 

to record the two Stravinsky numbers.  

Those studios were the site of the 1969 

Beetles vinyl recording, aptly named 

"Abbey Road."  This large studio was 

anechoic, and all sounds were absorbed 

by its walls.  I was fascinated by the 

technology so well employed. 

At this time in musical history, the 

anticipated next step in audio technology 

was quadraphonic sound.  Every living 

room would be envisioned to be provided 

with four speakers, and listeners would be 

surrounded by sound that could not be 

distinguished from that of a concert hall.  

At least that was the hope and prediction, 

and accordingly the Abbey Road studio 

was organized to record the Stravinsky 

numbers in quadraphonic sound.         

  

 
 

The orchestra was partitioned into 

some thirty groups by baffles, and each 

compartment had its own recording 

microphone.  That meant that at least 30 

channels of sound were being sent to the 

control booth for later dissection and 

recombination.  Similarly, the choral 

sections had multiple microphones, 

although we were not partitioned in the 

same way as the orchestra sections. 

The recording session proceeded in 

typical Bernstein fashion, for by then I had 

become familiar with his techniques and 

eccentricities, having already experienced 

a very long rehearsal and two major 

concerts. British musicians were very 

particular about how many minutes they 

rehearsed.  During one of the breaks 

Bernstein went back to the control  

booth.  Through the glass I watched him, 

earphones in place, as he fiddled with one 

channel after another, trying to get the 

balance the way he wanted.  I thought at 

the time that the final product would have 

little resemblance to what we had actually 

played and sung. 

In any event, the recording session 

had moments of high drama owing to 

what Bernstein wanted to achieve and the 

musician's union insisting absolutely on 

abiding by its rules, which did not allow 

enough time, in Bernstein's opinion.  After 

the air was turned blue by Bernstein’s 

declamation that no one could make a 

recording under those conditions, the 

musicians agreed to record another 

twenty minutes or so.  We wondered 

what would result from that chaotic 

session. 

Although there were a few 

quadraphonic recordings on the market at 

that time, the Bernstein recordings of the 

Stravinsky numbers did not appear.  Partly 
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because Stravinsky's recordings were still 

available, there was serious doubt about 

the new recording's commercial viability, 

especially in quadraphonic sound.  In time, 

the promise of a symphony in your living 

room just withered and disappeared. 

Like many others, I was disappointed 

by the quadraphonic promise of Abbey 

Road.    The tapes lay dormant for some 

40 years until a British firm finally released 

them as a 2014 DVD Video.  Bernstein 

called the Symphony of Psalms "undeniably 

the greatest musical celebration of the 

religious spirit to have been written in our 

century." 

Now that disappointment on Abbey  

Road has been ameliorated by the 

appearance of this exciting recording 

achievement. 

 

# # # # # # # # 

 

MEATBALLS 
by Bob Cohen 

 

Face recognition is not my forte. 

Unless a celebrity has been featured 

frequently on television or has appeared 

in other media, we could pass within 

arm’s length and I would take no note. 

Thirty or forty years ago, Ralph Nader 

was one of the more prominent people in 

the news. He was the consumer’s 

champion, the scourge of manufacturers 

and purveyors of shoddy merchandise, 

questionable food additives, and other 

products harmful to the public. Even I 

could spot him in a crowd. 

I was on an economy flight back to 

Washington from a work assignment 

someplace in the midwest. The two- or 

three-hour trip allowed barely enough 

time for a beverage service and lunch. I 

had just taken an aisle seat not far from 

the front, when Ralph Nader walked in 

and sat a row forward on the opposite 

side. I knew immediately it was Nader— 

tall, slender, black hair, dark eyes, the 

Nader of TV talk shows, the Nader often 

shown approaching the Capitol to testify 

before one committee or another. 

Shortly after we were securely 

buckled into our seats, the plane took off. 

Coffee and assorted drinks were duly 

served. Lunch followed a bit later. At the 

time, there was no need to sit in first 

class to be assured of a hot meal. 

Accordingly the day’s offering (there were 

no options) included spaghetti and 

meatballs with a mildly spicy marinara 

sauce, a bit of salad, and some sort of 

green vegetable. I remember the pasta 

dish as particularly tasty, and I devoured it 

quickly and thoroughly. Across the aisle I 

noticed Nader sitting erect, his lunch 

untouched. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Trays were cleared and soon the 

plane started its descent. I had prepared, 

as we taxied to a stop, to stand directly 

behind Nader as we landed. I stepped  
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adroitly in front of the passenger in the 

opposite seat and positioned myself as 

planned. I cleared my throat, resisted the 

temptation to tap the renowned gadfly on 

the shoulder, and in a firm voice said, “Mr. 

Nader, I see that you did not eat your 

lunch.” Nader wheeled abruptly. Whether 

he was startled or angry, I’ve never been 

sure. I felt he glared at me, but it was  

probably simply his piercing eyes and dark 

visage. Without the hint of a smile, he 

looked directly at me, and in a measured, 

stentorian voice warned, “never eat the 

meatballs.” As quickly as he turned when I 

had addressed him, Nader spun around, 

never looked back and strode briskly to 

the exit. Seconds later, I lost sight of him 

in the crowded terminal. 

For some time thereafter, I heeded 

Nader’s admonition. But meatballs are 

good, especially with pasta and spicy red 

sauce. I have been enjoying them for many 

years now. But I know I pause 

imperceptibly before every first bite to 

consider Nader’s dire warning. 

 

 

 

POEMS 
by Al Morey 

 

Cherry tree blossoms 

Showered during recent winds; 

A locust tree split at the fork, 

Alarmed us with its crack 

As it held fast to the trunk; 

Persuasion with bow saw 

Together with Mother Nature 

Assists its recovery. 

 

In the morn after rain 

The leaves of taller trees 

Foist driplets onto lower, lesser        

bushes 

Communicating, 

Mixing with the moisture 

Present on the plant 

Which then foists upon the grass 

And thence onto the ground 

To nourish the plants above 

How carefully Mother nature has 

planned this. 

 

She has another side, 

When sun only hits the leaves, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Black spider crosses the white 

bedroom ceiling 

Interrupting the morning reverie. 

Thought: “Get the mop! Get the 

mop!” 

“Open the window and put him 

outside!” 

“He is spinning down to the floor.” 

“He is under the hope chest!” 

Weeks pass... 

Black spider crosses the white 

bedroom ceiling 

“Get the mop! Get the mop!” 
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    TOY CLOSET 
     by Donelle Fitzgerald 

 

A closet underneath the stairs was mine 

the happy haven of an only child. 

Expanding space of steps seemed to define 

my growth as shell of nautilus is styled 

 

The shelves along the sides held treasured toys: 

two dolls with wigs replaced, a teddy bear 

with love-worn fur.  My special joys  

were tea parties -- each on a littler chair. 

 

In here we talked and sang and read aloud 

from tales more real than our dull, silent rooms. 

This hideaway in fantasy allowed 

a ship or castle gaudy with costumes. 

 

All letters saved, each cherished valentine 

and note books full of verse so amateur, 

dramatic tales and school awards were mine 

where diaries showed longing to mature. 

 

When I returned from college ALL WAS GONE! 

Not tears for toys but childhood thrown away. 

Yet kept, they might seem shabby and forlorn. 

Now bright in memory they always stay. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE HANKIES AND 
THE QUILT 
by Charles Black 

 

 My wife and I 

married on April 27, 1950.  Each 

month on the 27th, I would 

surprise her with a handkerchief 

under her pillow, each a different 

pattern.  Although the “surprise” 

element couldn’t last long, I 

continued this “romantic” 

practice until I retired in January 

1982.  Since I was purchasing the 

hankies in the same building I 

worked in, togetherness in 

retirement, my wife would not 

allow me to get away to seek a 

store that still sold handkerchiefs 

other than white ones. 

 

 One day I discovered 

my wife had been cutting up all 

the handkerchiefs.  My first angry 

reaction was, “After all the 

money I put into those hankies, 

you’re cutting them up?”  When I 

calmed down, she showed me a 

quilt she was making out of all 

those hankies.  I must say her 

resulting handiwork was and still 

is beautiful. 
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SELLING THE SOCIAL 
SECURITY 

ADMINISTRATION 1,000 
COPIERS  
by Joel Lasko 

 

I came to Washington in January 

1969 as the new Olivetti Copier Branch 

Manager with the goal of replacing Xerox’ 

largest account in the country, the Social 

Security Administration with over 1,000 

copiers nationwide, with Olivetti 

machines.   

I had been successful replacing 

Xerox at many major accounts in 

Manhattan including 21 Xerox copiers at 

the New York Times and many other 

major Xerox accounts including City 

Bank, IRS, Equitable Life, CBS, Chemical 

Bank, Time Inc. and many other major 

accounts.  Although Olivetti was selling 

liquid-toner-coated paper console 

copiers, not xerographic plain paper 

copiers Xerox was selling, I knew a way 

to beat them. 

Before I left New York I went to 

see General Motors and gave them a 

presentation and told them about the 

success I was having with major accounts 

in Manhattan and much to my surprise 

they asked me to come back after they 

completed their new 50 story building on 

fifth Avenue as they would need to place 

an Olivetti copier on every floor.  Xerox 

must have been very happy to see me 

leave Manhattan. 

At that time Xerox had the patents 

on Xerography producing copiers on plain 

paper and they had over 90 percent of 

the copier business in the country.  

Although we were not selling plain paper 

copiers, we had some advantages because 

we were renting and selling Olivetti 

copiers for a lot less than Xerox, and we 

copied pictures, halftone, solids, colors 

and books a lot better than Xerox.  We 

also copied print equally well.   

Olivetti had other electrostatic 

competitors including Apeco, Savin, 

Saxon, SCM, Royal, Dennison and some 

others to compete with.  The big problem 

we all faced was our electrostatic copies 

would smear if you rubbed your fingers 

over the copies trying to smear the 

copies.  My solution was to call Olivetti 

copies, “The new electrostatic copies that 

don’t smear.”  To solve the problem I 

would show sample copies and rub the 

side of my hand over the copies and they 

would not smear and never allow 

prospects to handle the copies so they 

could try to smear the copies.  Once I got 

past the smear objection I had the sale. 

 
I hired six inexperienced salesmen 

soon after I arrived in Washington, and 

taught them how to succeed selling 

against Xerox.  Our first two successes 

were replacing Xerox copiers in the office 

of the House of Representatives and in 
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the offices of the Joint Chiefs of Staff in 

the Pentagon.  With the successes of our 

new salesmen, I decided to go after the 

big fish in Baltimore, the Social Security 

Administration.  I called the head of 

Purchasing and asked for an appointment 

and was told that he had seen the Olivetti 

copier and he was not interested.  I told 

him if the dealer in Baltimore had shown 

him the Olivetti copier then he had not 

yet seen it.  He laughed and I told him I 

would put an Olivetti copier on a truck 

and send it to his office so he’ll be seeing 

it for the first time.  Luckily he accepted 

my boast, and we shipped a new Olivetti 

copier to his office where I gave him the 

demonstration that had won me so many 

installations in New York.  He asked me 

to leave the copier for a week for 

evaluation, which resulted in the sale of 

six Olivetti copiers for his offices on the 

east coast.  These installations grew to 

over 25 in the next few months. 

‘You will know if you have all our 

Social Security offices if you get a big IBM 

printout with 250 or more locations.  I 

will send you a new IBM printout every 

month,” he told me. 

One day we received a large 

envelope with an IBM Printout for 250 

copiers.  We opened it like confetti, 

shouting all over the office congratulating 

ourselves.  I called my boss in New York 

to celebrate and was informed that 

Olivetti could not accept the order 

because they were closing all their branch 

offices and they were now selling only 

through dealers.  That day I became an 

Olivetti dealer called Washington 

Photocopy and owed Olivetti over  

$100,000.00 for all the copiers we rented 

in 16 months.  Social Security was not 

interested in buying Olivetti copiers from 

a dealer and we lost the order. 

Over the next 40 years 

Washington Photocopy sold over 15,000 

copiers. Five years ago, after selling the 

company, I retired. 

 

 

GOOD AND BAD LUCK AT 
THE BATTLE OF THE 

BULGE 
by Dave Perlman 

 
December 16 and 17, 1944, were 

the luckiest days of my life and among the 

most miserable. I was in the first platoon 

of C Company, 394th infantry regiment, 

99th Infantry Division. sharing a foxhole at 

the edge of the Ardennes Forest in 

Belgium, close to the border with 

Germany, 

 During the long, cold night, 

Howard Stein and I had taken turns 

sleeping and staying alert. At about 5:30 

on the morning of the 16th, the ground 

shook and the sky lit up with a two-hour 

artillery barrage that signaled the start of 

what became the Battle of the Bulge. It 

was Hitler's last, desperate attempt to 

reverse the tide of the war. Our division, 

new to combat and thinly spread out, was 

in the path of 

the assault by 

German 

tanks, 

infantry and 

artillery. 
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 Later, there would be stories of 

heroism at key crossroads, of the fierce 

resistance by my regiment's Intelligence 

and Reconnaissance platoon until all were  

killed, wounded or captured. 

 My battalion was awarded a 

Presidential unit citation for its role in 

slowing the German attack but my 

greatest accomplishment was merely 

staying alive.  And that's when luck took 

over.  

 When Howard and I crawled out 

of our foxhole after the opening barrage, 

a huge shell -bigger than the standard 

German artillery weapon, lay unexploded 

less than two feet from our foxhole. So 

does chance determine who lives and 

who dies? 

 We could hear the rumble of tanks 

in the vicinity of B Company, on our right. 

We sent two of our four platoons to help 

them. My platoon was not one of them. 

Those that survived ended up in the 

misery of German prison camps. Again, I 

was lucky. 

When the word came for the 

remnants of our company to withdraw, 

Howard and I were part of a four-man 

rear guard left behind with extra grenades 

to slow the German advance if we were 

attacked. Luckily we weren't and when 

our allotted time ran out, we hurried to 

catch up with the remnants of our 

company as dusk became darkness, 

My next big hunk of luck came the 

next evening when the remnants of our 

battalion gingerly made our way through 

enemy-held territory in an effort to 

connect with the veteran 2nd Infantry 

Division. Our route, we discovered, was  

 

being randomly shelled by American 

artillery -- "friendly fire" it was called. The 

barrage rippled through our ranks and 

there was no doubt that the next round 

would reach me. But the shelling ended 

and there were just the moans of the 

wounded. We gingerly stepped around 

them, leaving blankets from our 

backpacks. Two of our medics stayed with 

them to share their fate. 

 We did finally reach the 2nd 

Division lines and the next day 

reassembled on Elsenborn Ridge, where 

we dug foxholes in the snow-sprinkled, 

frozen earth. Two days later, we beat 

back a minor German attack and I fired 

my rifle for the first time in combat. The 

attack was aimed at our right flank and I 

probably didn't hit any of my distant 

targets. 

 Many, many were not so lucky. 

One of them was my ASTP roommate at 

a Louisiana State University engineer 

program. Al Sito and I tried to stay 

together when the Army ended the 

program and sent us all into the infantry. 

But we got separated and Al ended up as 

a machine gunner m B Company. Some 

years later, a couple of Belgians seeking 

battlefield souvenirs uncovered the 

remains of PFC Alphonse Sito - along with 

his Bible,  crucifix and bullet-pierced 

helmet. 

He wasn't one of the lucky ones. 
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After sitting empty for two plus years in 

the Ky. hills, 

the house we moved into was in deep 

disrepair. 

Much fix up and wall papering it did 

require. 

Mom papered the rooms with LIFE 

Magazine pages. 

The dramatic wall photos told many tales. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Germany invaded Poland to start the 

blitzkrieg. 

Many tanks and troops sped over the 

ground. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Poland’s British ally declared war on 

Germany. 

The Royal Air Force attacked Germany’s 

Navy. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Germany conquered Norway, Denmark 

and France. 

Likewise, Belgium, Netherland, and 

Luxembourg. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Bombed-out cities and trains were plain 

to see. 

Tanks hogged the roads as people tried to 

flee. 

World War II was all around! 
 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

The USA delayed entry into the war in 

Europe 

because of the Japanese Pacific threat. 

World War II was all around! 
 

America sent arms and lend lease aid to 

Allies. 

But Uncle Sam didn’t expect to be repaid. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Allies evacuated France at Dunkirk 

despite 

heavy fire from German pursuers that did 

abound.  

World War II was all around! 
 

Germany defeated Yugoslavia and Greece  

and her parachute troops overran the isle 

of Crete. 

World War II was all around! 
 

German subs sank many merchant ships in 

the Atlantic. 

The Luftwaffe bombed airfields and 

factories in England. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Germany bombed blacked-out English 

cities. 

The British RAF retaliated to lead the 

Allies rebound. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Germany invaded the Soviet Union on a 

very wide front. 

World War II Was All Around! 
A Short History of World War II 

Ion  Deaton 
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but her freezing troops had to retreat 

after Stalingrad. 

World War II was all around! 
  

The Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. 

Many U.S. ships and troops went down. 

World War II was all around! 
 

The USA officially entered World War II.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

Her island-hopping drive to Japan was 

long and costly. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Mom’s e brothers Woodrow and Monroe 

were drafted.  

Cousin Tom  and other Ky. kin/neighbors 

also went to war. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Home folks kept fires burning, endured 

rationing, bought war  

bonds, raised victory gardens, and 

manned assembly lines. Who 

can ever forget Rosie; the Riveter?    

World War II was all around! 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tank tracks and battles marred north 

African sands. 

General Rommel was tested and bested 

by the Allies. 

World War II was all around! 
 

 

Allied troops invaded Sicily and Italy but 

advance was slow up the bloody boot. 

World War II was all around! 
 

US warplanes reinforced the RAF with 

daily long range  

bombing raids on German war factories.   

World War II was all around! 
 

Gen. MacArthur had to flee from the 

Philippines 

but later kept his epic “I shall return” 

promise. 

World War II was all around! 
 

The USN victory at Midway turned the 

Pacific tide. 

Four Japanese carriers and many 

troops/planes went down. 

World War II was all around! 
 

With Gen. Ike in command, Allies invaded 

German-occupied  

France on D-Day. Defense was furious 

but Allies advanced. 

World War II was all around! 
 

Uncle Woodrow lost his life while fighting 

in France. 

Uncle Monroe was wounded later at the 

Battle of the Bulge. 

World War II was all around! 
 

U.S. rushed Bulge reinforcements from 

England but 

Cousin Tom and 2235 66th  Div. comrades 

died on Xmas eve  

1944 when a U-boat sank their ship in the 

English Channel. 

World War II was all around! 
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The Axis finally surrendered to the Allies 

in Europe  

but the bloody Pacific fighting continued.  

World War II was all around! 
 

Brave war reporter Ernie Pyle lost his life 

on a small Pacific isle. 

He was sorely missed by his military 

comrades and readers at home. 

World War II was all around! 
  

U.S.. dropped atomic bombs on 

Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

The threat of more A-bombs led Japan to 

surrender. 

World War II was all around! 

 

Most of the troops became civilians again 

and returned home to plow the ground. 

World War II was no longer around! 

 

 

 
THOUGHTS ON EARTH 
DAY AT RIDERWOOD: 

CARING FOR THE EARTH 
By Robert J. Merikangas 

 
I wake up, a new day. 

Where am I? On the earth. 

Do I care? Yes, I care. 

I care that I am on the earth, 

I care for the earth. 

I get up, ready to be a caring caregiver, 

another day, giving care for the earth. 

In my morning prayers: I pray for the 

earth. 

I pray that we will all have our daily bread, 

our bread for today, for the next days, 

 

from the harvests of the earth. 

When I go out for my morning walk, 

I walk on the earth, on the soil, 

by the trees, near the pond, 

I walk around, hear and there, so thankful, 

in my small corner of the earth. 

As the day goes on, as my work goes on, 

as I enjoy my meals, being alive, 

my caring goes on. 

I feel my caring for the earth, 

I do my caring for the earth, 

with my emotions, inspired by my 

concerns, 

my concerns call for good deeds, 

then my caring calls on me to stop. 

Our tasks may be tasking the earth, 

the soil, the water, the oil and the gas, 

as our machines use up and spout out, 

degradation and pollution. 

We people feel we are caring, 

but our machines have no care. 

We did not make them to show care, 

and we careful people are in a careless 

world. 

Do we care about this? 

We must really care, we must tell each 

other, 

face to face, heart to heart: 

Care for the earth! 

Help each other, to care for the earth! 

Every day, a new day, 

get up, say it, do it, care for the earth! 

The earth will give thanks! 

Birds chirp-chirp, orchids bloom, 

and so they tell us: 

Stop the devastation! 

We must care for what has been given to 

us, 

we are entrusted to be the caring people! 

Birds and bees: trust us! 

 

 



TALES FROM RIDERWOOD 

24 

Memories of a Teenager 
During World War II 

by Doris Starling 
 

 We lived in a row house on Rhode 

Island Avenue, N.W., Washington, D.C.  

We would sit on the steps and wave to 

the soldiers in the Army convoys as they 

passed by. 

 My mother, a widow, operated a 

rooming and boarding house.  One day 

four boys, recently graduated from the 

high school in Pine Level, North Carolina, 

came to our house to live while they 

looked for work in the big city of 

Washington. 

 In order to buy some restricted 

items you had to use a coupon from the 

government-issued coupon books.  Meat 

required a coupon so everyone who ate 

at our house had to give Mother his or 

her meat coupon.  The butcher at the 

Safeway store where Mother traded told 

her that horsemeat did not require a 

meat coupon and you really couldn’t tell 

the difference.  So Mother served 

horsemeat one night.  The people told 

her they could tell the difference and no 

more horse meat was served. 

 After a year three of the boys 

decided to return to North Carolina but 

one boy, Walter Starling, found a job and 

stayed with us.  We started dating (I was 

16 years old).  We were engaged for a 

year (I was 17) and we got married when 

I graduated from McKinley Tech High 

School (I was 18). 

 All of his life Walt had been 

“sickly.”  During the war Walt was rated  

 

4-F because he had a “bad stomach.”  

After the war his rating was changed to 1-

A even though he reminded the Army 

that he had a “bad stomach.”  He decided 

he didn’t want to go into the Army so he 

enlisted in the Navy and was sent to 

Norfolk for training.  Then he was sent to 

Portland, Maine and stationed on an 

admiral’s ship there. 

 After only nine months he was so 

sick he was hospitalized.  They found he 

had an ulcer in his duodenum, so he was 

given a medical discharge after only nine 

months in the Navy. 

 All of the draftees were given 

credits toward college.  He had enough 

credits for only Correspondence 

Courses.  He was able to take two 

Correspondence Courses from the 

National Radio Institute and after he 

finished them he got a job with Capitol 

Radio Wholesalers, Inc.  Eventually he 

bought the company. 

 We had two wonderful children – a 

beautiful daughter, a son (Walter Junior 

was a Traffic Reporter on various radio 

stations) and a wonderful marriage of 58 

years. 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 
 

I was so lucky that as big as the city of 

Washington is Walt came to our house to 

live. 

 

 


