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Iwas born in Illinois on October 3, 1919, exactly
nine months and three days after my parents,

George England and Edna Melinda Carlson, were
married. I was about 16 when I realized they cut it that
close. My brother Gordon came two Octobers later. 

My sister Evelyn was born in January of 1924. To
make the pregnancy easier on Momma, I went to stay
with my grandparents and Aunt Ethel in Ohio from
September of 1923 to April of 1924. That way
Momma only had to deal with my brother until the
baby was born.

It had been a last minute decision, prompted by a
visit from Momma’s brother Forest and his new bride
Edna. They had just gotten married in Missouri and
were on their way back to Ohio when they stopped in
Illinois to see us. At the train station it was decided
that Aunt Edna and Uncle Forest would take me to
Ohio with them. So I got on the train in my little white
summer dress and went to Ohio.

I spent my birthday and Christmas with my
grandparents that year. I still have the doll cradle my
grandfather made me for a Christmas present. It was
just made from plain lumber.

My grandparents took care of me when I came
down with whopping cough. It was snowing and I was
coughing so hard I couldn’t breathe. My grandmother
took me out to the back porch and hold my arms over
my head to get air into my lungs. Evelyn was born on
January 17. In April, my grandmother took me by train
back home to Illinois.

My family and I lived in Illinois until I was 6 or 7
years old. Then we moved to Ohio to be near my
mother’s family. Most of my father’s family lived in
Illinois and my mother’s family in Ohio. Momma had
some family in Illinois too. She had been visiting her
cousins in Illinois when she met my dad at a party. 

My maternal grandparents originally settled in
Illinois and somewhere along the line migrated to
Ohio. My grandparents on my father’s side lived in
Pennsylvania until my grandfather died. My father

was 7 years old and had 10 siblings. Grandma’s older
children lived in Illinois, so she gathered up her
young, unmarried kids and moved. As soon as my
father was old enough, he did the farming. 

My grandma was the head of the household when
my parents met and decided to marry. That
arrangement ended as soon as the new bride moved in.
You couldn’t have those two women in the same
house. They never developed a warm relationship.
Grandma went to live with her daughter in town.

After seven years in Illinois, Momma wanted to go
back to Ohio. Apparently, she suffered from
postpartum depression and had a hard time being so
far away from her family. She had a sister, two
brothers and a group of friends in Ohio. She kept
taking us three little ones back and forth to visit her
parents. I don’t know how my dad put up with it
because he was a farmer and he needed her. 

My dad and I went to Ohio to look for a farm to
rent. Right before we left, a log fell on his foot and
broke his ankle. He rode up to the house on horseback,
calling out for my mother to help him into the house.
But we didn’t delay the trip. Broken ankle or no
broken ankle, we were still going to Ohio. 

My dad found a very nice farm in Defiance County,
Ohio. Ayersville was a very small town with only a
scattering of houses, a church, a general store, a barber
shop, a school and a cemetery. Our farm was about
three miles from my grandparents and two miles from
my mother’s sister and brother-in-law. My mother was
much happier after we moved to Ohio. 

I can’t say as much for my father because my old
Swedish grandfather was very overbearing and
critical. It didn't help that when I went to their house, I
was a tattletale. I made so much trouble. Eventually I
realized that I talked too much and I stopped, but I
still felt guilty. My grandpa held it against my dad. 

The years on the Ayersville farm were pretty nice.
There was a large garden area that my siblings and I
would weed and hoe. In the winter time, we kept
vegetables like carrots, parsnips, turnips and cabbage
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fresh by digging a small trench in the ground and
covering them with straw. The vegetables were
grouped, with cabbage in one place, carrots in another,
and so on. We layered them with dirt and straw, and
had a nice little pile out there in the garden. Then if
you wanted fresh vegetables, you just dug them out. 

I liked my new school. It was so much bigger than
the little one-room school I attended in Illinois. This
building had two floors and housed all 12 grades, with
six grades on each floor. 

We went to church every Sunday. I was brought
up in a pretty strict Christian family. No, you didn’t
miss church unless you were really ill. And no
matter how tough things were, Dad somehow always
had a penny or a nickel for us kids to put in the
collection plate. 

We became friends with the pastor and his wife.
Reverend Katzel was very well liked. He would
actually come out to the fields to work with the
men during harvest time. He also had an excellent
singing voice, as did my mother. My mother was an
alto and Rev. Katzel was a tenor. Once in a while
we got a real special treat—Rev. Katzel and
Momma would do a duet. Sometimes they’d even
get a quartet together. 

My brother Dean was born while we were there.
At 10 years old I was already starting to become a
little mother. Now Dean is 79 to my 89, but I still
get to remind him that I changed his diapers. I’m
still “big sister.” 

Then the depression hit and farmers started
losing their farms left and right. The mortgage
holder called in the note for payment in full with 30
days notice. Luckily, a buyer was found before the
mortgage holder could foreclose.

We ended up moving to my grandfather’s farm.
Grandpa had half a section of land with two sets of
buildings on them. It was a mile from one end of
the farm to the other, with the home farm in the
middle. Uncle Forest and Aunt Edna lived on my
grandparents’ corner property until my
grandparents bought a filling station and moved
into town. Then my aunt and uncle moved into the
home farm, and we moved into the corner property.
Now we had to get used to another farm and an
entirely different type of soil, going from loam, which
is composed of sand, silt, and clay, to clay. 

Moving to my grandparents’ farm meant changing
schools again. It was one mile from our new home to
the one-room school with eight grades. My mother
had gone to the same school when she was a child. A
lot of my classmates were the children of her
classmates. 

School was mainly a social thing for me. I have
always been an avid reader though. The first novel I
read was St. Elmo. I found it hidden in Momma’s
things. St. Elmo was considered a risqué book, but I
didn’t see it like that. I must have read it a couple of
times because it was so exciting. When Momma found
out I read it, she wasn’t too pleased.

While in the second grade, my sister Evelyn had
the opportunity to skip a grade. She was in a very
small class and would do both the second grade and

third grade work that was put up on the blackboard. At
midterm her teacher suggested that she skip a grade
since she was doing the work anyway. But my dad
was against the idea, which is really too bad. Evelyn
was definitely smart enough to have skipped a grade.

For a while it was just the four of us, but then
Momma got pregnant again. When she was pregnant
with Dean she had let me know in advance, but this
time she put off telling me. I figured it out on my
own though.

CHILDHOOD
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I still remember it so clearly. It was dark out and
there was a kerosene lamp burning. I was in the
kitchen washing dishes in the fast-cooling dishwater.
Momma was feeling sick and had gone to bed early,
which is what she always did when things didn’t go
her way. The after-supper kitchen cleanup was my job. 

Momma asked me to bring her the chamber pot. All
of a sudden it dawned on me and I accused her. I said,
“You’re going to have a baby, aren’t you?” She
giggled. Yep, she was going to have a baby. 

We were so poor and she was going to have another
baby, another mouth to feed. We already had to give
up the other farm and sell off livestock and
machinery. It was winter and I had to wear
Momma’s spring coat, which was way too big
for me. The leather soles on my shoes had worn
out a long time ago. My dad fixed them by
gluing on a rubber sole. I was only 12 years old,
but as the oldest child, I had to help out in the
field, often driving the horses for haymaking.
When I think about the back and shoulder
problems I have now, I can still feel the pull of
the reins. Of course, I wasn’t the only one who
had to sacrifice. We all had to do without. 

When Lois was born on October 12, 1932, I
wouldn’t touch her. I was so angry! Then there
was even more work for me. In those days,
women stayed in bed for nearly two weeks and
had a hired girl come in to help out. It was my
job to assist the hired girl. I was carrying quite a
little load for a kid that age. As time went by
and things settled down, I let go of my anger
and my baby sister became very, very dear to
me. 

It didn’t end up working out between my dad
and Uncle Forest. They never really got along.
Dad started looking around for another farm to
rent. His sister Mary sent word about a farm that
she thought he might like in Richland County,
which was approximately 100 miles away from
Grandpa’s farm. By this point, my mom didn’t
mind moving away from her family. After seven
years in Ohio, she’d discovered that living near her
parents wasn’t as much fun as she thought it would be. 

Lois was about 2 months old when we left
Grandpa’s farm. That was a good move. Dad finally
got a tractor. We had cows to milk, pigs and a team of
horses. Momma canned food like crazy. Dad was a
good butcher. Neighbors were always coming over to
ask him if he’d help them butcher a pig. 

It wasn’t an easy job. First, the pig was hit over the
head with an ax and left to bleed out. Next, they
would cut through the tendons on the back of the feet

and insert an iron rod to spread the legs apart. The pig
would be hung by a chain over a tripod or the limb of
a tree to drain and cool. Then they cut the belly open,
the organs and entrails were removed and the stomach
was thoroughly cleaned of all contents. 

Fat was rendered in a big iron kettle. We hung the
kettle on a tripod and made a fire out in the yard. We
were very particular to keep it clean. Various cuts of
the meat would be sliced up, fried and put in big
crocks. The hot grease was poured layer by layer over
the meat to preserve it. We kept ham, pork shoulder
and bacon in the smokehouse. Certain kinds of wood,

like hickory, were used for curing. We did not waste
anything. Believe me, pig brains were cooked with
scrambled eggs for breakfast. 

Since we barely made a profit from farming, we all
did what we could to raise extra money. Dad always
had a few good pigs to sell. Sometimes we sold milk
and sometimes we separated the milk from the cream
and sold the cream. Mom raised chickens to sell. 

On Sunday afternoons, Dad, Gordon, Evelyn and I
would sometimes visit Aunt Mary and her family, who
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lived about three miles away.
We’d walk from the back of
our farm out to the woods,
down another road, and
across the railroad tracks to
get to their place. Aunt Mary
was the family matriarch;
among her siblings she was
“big sister.” She was another
woman who gave birth to 11
children. She had this big
family, and how she
managed, I don’t know. I
remember they had this big
dining room table with
benches. How else do you
accommodate all those kids?
And these farm houses were
not enormous. 

I was halfway through the
eighth grade when we moved
to Richland County. We
attended school in nearby
Shiloh, a town with about 500
families. Our new school was
better in all respects. It was in a nicer part of the
country and had a much higher attendance rate. All 12
grades were in one two-story building. There was a
gym and home economics classes for the girls. We
were even picked up by a school bus. We definitely
did our best to catch the bus because otherwise we had
to walk.

I loved to spend my homeroom period in the
library. That taught me a little bit about library
science. Spending a lot of time in the library also
meant that I knew which books were the best to check
out. 

In general, my best subject was home economics. I
had a wonderful home economics teacher. She was an
American of Bulgarian descent, a pretty little blond
with a beautiful figure. My mother disapproved of her
because she was a city girl. What could she possibly
teach us country girls? 

She taught us about some little refinements, like
posture and how to hold yourself. She told us we
should always wear an undergarment because “You
don’t want your clothes to stick to your behind.” From
then on, I always wore a lightweight garment. In fact,
I still do. She also taught us how to fine tune our
cooking skills. Of course, I got good grades in that
class. I already knew the basics. 

After school, we did our homework, finished our
evening chores, ate supper, and then went to bed. My
family went to bed with the chickens because

mornings came very early. There wasn’t much to do at
night anyway. We had kerosene lamps, but that wasn’t
the best light for reading. We didn’t have a radio. 

Since we were always so busy, there wasn’t much
time for after school activities. Occasionally my dad
would take us to school basketball games though. He
loved basketball but it was only on rare and very, very
special occasions that he was able to take the time. 

We’d been there about two years when Momma
had what we called a “nervous breakdown.” She did
some crazy things that summer. One Sunday
afternoon she was carrying on, and I was doing my
best to pacify and please her. Then suddenly she took
off. She went out past the barnyard to the lane that led
into the woods. She kept saying, “Leave me alone.
Leave me alone. I’ve got this pill in my pocket and if
you don’t leave me alone, I’ll take it.” Of course, I
was petrified. I was a little 15-year-old country girl,
what did I know?

I followed her anyway, all the way back to the
woods. As soon as we got there, my mother collapsed.
She wouldn’t move another inch. We were probably a
mile from the farm. 

What to do now? What to do?

Finally, I ran back home to get Dad. He hitched the
horses to a mud boat and we rode off into the woods.
Momma was still there. I was so afraid she would
leave. Dad quickly loaded her into the mud boat,
hauled her back home and got her into bed. 
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No, she was not at all well that summer. Luckily
Aunt Ethel and Uncle Cloice stepped in to help. They
were just wonderful. They invited us to bring Momma
to their house in Defiance until she recovered. 

My mom left during harvest time, right before the
thrashers came. The thrashers used this big machine to
separate the grain from the straw. Harvest time also
meant feeding the thrashers. Momma had a reputation
for setting a good table. They liked to come to our
house because the food was good, it was generous and
they were really treated right. With Momma gone, I
had to cook the harvest meals. 

I don’t have any memory of what I cooked, but I
know they got homemade bread and lemonade. Dad
helped make the bread and my siblings and I made the
lemonade. There was probably also mashed potatoes
and vegetables, and either a pie or a cake. There was
always lots of dessert. 

Usually the men would get the thrashing done in
one day, sometimes two. Our table sat 10 people and
there were 14 men in the crew, so we had to have two
seatings. And you can be sure that there was just as

much food in the second seating as there was in the
first seating. Nobody was cheated of anything. 

It was a lot of work, but in the end I think I did my
daddy proud. It’s funny how these things stick in your
mind. About a month later, Momma came back and
things went on. 

We didn’t have much money, but there were
occasional treats. Toward the end of high school, my
father bought me a new dress. There some limitations
though. I had to find a dress that would be appropriate
for the junior/senior prom, my high school graduation
and Sunday school. I was jealous of the girls who
wore pretty new dresses to both the prom and
graduation, but I had enough sense to understand that
there just wasn’t money for it. 

I graduated from high school in 1937. There were
21 people in my graduating class, including my
cousin Eugene. 

❖
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After I graduated, my dad told me he needed me on
the farm but he couldn’t afford to keep me. It was

time for Gordon and Evelyn to step up. It would still
be a couple of years before Dean and Lois could really
help. This is why farm people had so many kids—they
needed them to make a living. 

I had to get a job. I went to look for work in
Mansfield, which was 18 miles away from the farm,
and the closest big city. I had no idea where to start. It
didn’t help that by the time I made my way into town,
the city girls had already applied for most of the jobs. 

Childcare work seemed like a good idea. After
answering an ad in the
newspaper, I was hired to care
for a little boy in a private home.
I made $3 a week, plus room and
board, and had one afternoon a
week off and every other Sunday.
My first job lasted only three
weeks. 

The people I worked for were
constantly hovering over their
son. Whenever his mother left
the house, his father would call
to check up on me. At the end of
the third week, I told my
employer that I knew she wasn’t
happy with my job performance
and gave my two-week notice.
She said I didn’t have to stay for
two weeks. I could leave that
Sunday.

I found my next job by
answering another ad in the
newspaper. My parents
accompanied me to the interview
and I was hired over a number of
other girls. I didn’t see my parents
much after that because we lived
18 miles apart and they didn’t have a telephone.

My new employers came from old money. They
had two children, a boy and a girl. Mrs. Brown also
employed a live-in housekeeper named Sophie. Mrs.
Brown had grown up with Sophie and when Mrs.
Brown’s parents died, Sophie came to work for her. 

In addition to taking care of the children, I did the
kids’ laundry and learned to serve as a maid at dinner
parties. They forgave my little mistakes and I learned
quickly. We had a wonderful relationship. I started at
$4 a week and was shortly thereafter raised to $5. 

I was impressed with the way the Browns treated
their hired help. They were more like longtime

household helpers than servants. As one of their
household helpers, I was accepted into the household
and taken care of. Mrs. Brown and Sophie were just
wonderful to me. I remember at Christmas time, the
old cook would buy me underwear because I didn’t
have many pairs and she wanted me to stay warm.

Single and Working

Marjorie worked with waiter Tom Conray and
chef Thomas Earhart at Roth’s Restaurant
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They also taught me things that I’ve been
able to use my whole life. For example, they
educated me about the importance of quality
clothes. I noticed that Mrs. Brown and her
friends went all the way to Cleveland to buy
clothes for their children. I asked her why
they didn’t just buy them in Mansfield. Well,
Cleveland had a better selection of clothes
than Mansfield. The clothes were made from
good material so when her children outgrew
their clothes, they still looked nice and fresh.
Mrs. Brown even passed on some of her
children’s clothing to her friends’ children.  

That was a big eye opener. Yes, I grew up
with hand-me-down clothes, but we didn’t
have that much money and the clothes I
received were not always appropriate for me.
I didn’t think wealthy people passed on their
clothes. That lesson really stayed with me. 

After nearly two years, I decided it was
time for me to try another line of work. I got
a job making $7 a week (plus one meal a day)
at the Soda Grill on the square downtown. It
was the first time I had to find an apartment.
My other jobs had included room and board. I
rented a room from a woman and her son
who owned a big old house downtown.
During those early years that’s what you did
when you couldn’t afford an apartment on
your own. You’d find a room in a respectable
place that you didn’t have to worry about.

I shared a room with another girl, and
between the two of us we each paid $2 a
week. It was a nice house, but there was only
one bathroom on the second floor. So we all
had to stand in line and wait our turn. That
was quite an experience. After awhile, I didn’t need a
roommate to help me cover the rent. I found a nice
room with a private entrance for $4 a week.

The Soda Grill was owned by two Greek men.
They served light lunches and evening meals. Their
menu included all kinds of sandwiches, coffee, various
non-alcoholic beverages and candy. We were allowed
to help ourselves when they were filling up the candy
cases because they figured if we got our fill we
wouldn’t steal. 

The big thing was to come in for a sundae, soda,
banana split or sandwich after a movie. Movies were
the main source of entertainment then so we’d get
quite a crowd after the shows. I worked six days a
week, and wouldn’t get off of work until midnight or 1
am. Then I’d have to be back at the Soda Grill by 11
am the next morning. After a while those hours
became a real drag. 

I was able to get a job with more regular hours at a
well-patronized family restaurant just a block off the
square. I quickly earned a spot with the owners
because I didn’t smoke behind the counter or hang
back drinking coffee. I paid attention to the customers.
When a family came in that the owners knew would
tip, I got the table. 

My best tips came from a group of professional
men who worked at Dominion Electric. They came in
every weekday except Wednesdays, which was my
day off. They always wanted me as their waitress. I
provided them with good service and they loved to
tease me because I blushed really easily. My face
would turn beet red. Once a week they took up a tip
collection and from a table of four to six guys I
sometimes got as much as $2.

I went through a number of different jobs after that.
I worked at a made-to-wear dress shop and a little

SINGLE & WORKING
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restaurant that served hamburgers. Eventually, I got a
more long-term job working on an assembly line
building roaster ovens at Westinghouse. 

During the war, Westinghouse expanded into
aircraft inspection and production. In order to apply
for those assembly line jobs, I had to obtain my birth
certificate. By 1942, security had really started to kick
in so a baptismal record wasn’t enough. I wrote to
Illinois to get it and discovered an error. My mother’s
name was listed as “Ethel England.” Ethel was her
sister’s name. We had to get a notarized statement
explaining the error, but that was nothing in
comparison to the trouble a lot of people had getting
their birth certificates. 

I worked as an inspector on an assembly line with
pitot tubes, which were instruments placed on the
wings of airplanes to measure air speed. The tubes
looked like bullets and were maybe eight or nine
inches long. The foreman and I often argued about the
tubes he rejected. It was part of the foreman’s job to
reject tubes but I didn’t agree with a lot of his choices.  

When the shift was over, a whole crowd of us
would often go out for beers. Sometimes we’d go
dancing at a nice night club. If we were in the mood
for a floor show, we’d go to the Ringside. In addition
to floor shows, the Ringside had a big bar and an area
for evening meals. Later on, I ended up working there
as a hat check girl. Layoffs between contracts were
common at Westinghouse so you had to get those in-
between jobs.

❖
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Iliked a pilot who worked at Westinghouse. He was
tall, slim and very handsome. Ray Swendel. I still

kind of drool. His sister Ginger introduced us and we
hit it off. 

Ray had a Model A coup with a rumble seat, which
was good for double dating. We’d sit in the front and
the other couple would sit in the rumble seat, which
was in the trunk of the car. It lifted up and out to
become two seats, and then would close up and
become a trunk again. 

Ray was a square dancer. On a Friday or Saturday
night, we’d square dance out in the country. I was
never a good dancer because I had hip problems, but I
could square dance. The only time I had trouble was
when they did the Shadish, a dance with lots of
footwork. That I couldn’t do. But I was happy to sit
out and watch him dance with a good Shadish dancer.
There was also a little beer drinking, but nobody got
drunk or nasty. 

On weekends Ray and his buddy Johnny Allen
gave flight lessons at Gage Airport, a small airport
between Mansfield and Crestline. Sometimes I would
accompany them. Mainly I just hung out, although
occasionally Ray would take me up for a ride in his
pride plane. Johnny also gave me a flying lesson in his
Piper Cub once. This was before the war. Later on,
Ray ferried planes from the U.S. to England as a part
of the war effort.

I was pretty crazy about Ray, but he said, “Don’t
you go getting any ideas because there isn’t enough
love in one man for a woman and an airplane too.” He
chose the airplane. He said, “You get married, have a
dozen kids and I’ll be your second husband.” I can

still hear him chuckling. He was just telling it like it
was. Time went by and we lost track of each other.
That took care of that.

At the beginning of WWII, the Mansfield airport
offered a student civilian pilot training program, which
meant there were a lot of cute guys in uniform around.
I remember, one New Year’s Eve, the community put
on a party for all the guys. Of course, I had a date. I
was about 21 or 22 years old, blond and slim with lots
of hair.

I became friends with three fellows who liked to
buddy around together. We called Hal Muny, Bob
Johnson and Ralph Seifert the three musketeers, and I
was the blond girl in with them. We met at a Greek
restaurant in town. I was sitting by myself when I
noticed them in the booth across from me. We were
looking at each other out of the corners of our eyes.
Then the waitress brought my order to their table. I
said, “I think that’s mine.” We started teasing each
other back and forth across the room, and that was it. 

They invited me to go out and buddy around with
all three of them. It was fun. Sometimes we’d go out
to night clubs. I dated Hal for a little while. He was
very nice. He even gave me his wings to wear. It was
nothing too serious, although Hal and I occasionally
talked about our future. But I was skeptical that we
would end up together. As time went along, that all
just went away—absence and so on. Hal was sent to
another air facility and we lost track of each other. It
was fun while it lasted though.

❖
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Imet Andy Lustig while working at Leed’s Drug
Store. Andy was a jeweler at a nearby shop and

would come in for cigarettes with his boss before
work. I always had a smile and a “good morning” for
them. In turn, they called me Sunshine. Oh, they loved
to tease me.

Andy was a very sweet, thoughtful and well-
respected man. He and his family had emigrated to the
U.S. when he was 7 years old to escape the oppression
in Hungary. Many, many years later while traveling
through Europe, I had the pleasure of visiting his
hometown. 

Andy was seven years older than me and had
already been married (and divorced). He’d just spent
the last two years being treated for tuberculosis in a
sanitarium. When he was finally released with the
disease in remission, he decided it was time for a
change. He left Cleveland and headed to Mansfield to
start a whole new life, away from the memories of his
illness and recent divorce. 

Andy asked me out on a date and we began seeing
each other. He was such a nice young man. From the
moment we started dating, I was hooked. I wouldn’t
have even thought of looking at another man. 

Andy introduced me to his friends. He was a part of
the “in” young professional Jewish crowd.
Coincidentally, Andy was also friends with the young
men I used to wait on at the family restaurant. I was
very pleased that I had behaved and never done
anything to embarrass myself. 

My family liked Andy and always made him feel
welcome. Every so often, my dad would come into
town and drive us out to the farm for Sunday dinner.
We always had a good time.

Whenever I visited my family I liked to bring them
things I knew they’d never buy on their own. I
enjoyed buying them things. Lois still tells me how

much she liked the ribbons I brought her back then.
Dean doesn’t have quite as many fond memories of
my gifts. For instance, there was the time I
inadvertently introduced him to Tabasco sauce. Dean
was visiting me in town, messing around in my
kitchen, when he got a hold of some Tabasco sauce.
He didn’t know what it was because my family never
used it at home. He tipped it on to his tongue and ooh
hot! That’s something he says he will never, ever
forget.

Andy and I dated for about a year. When the time
came, he proposed. He said, “I want to spend
whatever time I have left with you by my side. Will
you marry me?” Of course I said yes. I just adored
Andy. 

Andy had already run it by his friends and they had
no objections to him marrying a shiksa. Otherwise, he
was on his own. His parents were deceased and his
three sisters lived in New York City. 

We were married at the courthouse on July 17,
1943; I was 23 and Andy was 30. My parents, two
younger siblings and Andy’s two dearest friends and
their wives came to witness the wedding. A big
wedding was not something that I grew up expecting.
Times were tough, so it made sense. We were both
perfectly content with a small wedding.

With that, Andy wanted me to stay at home, so I
stopped working. Our first place was in a big
converted two-story house in a nice section of town.
An elderly couple had converted their second floor
into the sweetest little apartment. 

Andy and I went to Cleveland every now and then
to visit some of his old haunts. Occasionally we ate at
a fine restaurant his father had worked for some years
before. We also went to a burlesque show called the
Beef Thrust. The show featured scantily dressed fat
women with little spinning tassels on their breasts. I
was so embarrassed. It was the first time I had ever
been exposed to anything like that. I was a little
country girl, you know.

Andy had a cousin in Cleveland who owned and
ran a fur shop with her husband. They had an
enormous house—a mansion really—with several sets
of furniture, sofas and chairs in their living room. Oh
my god, to walk in that big house! They also moved in

Andy Lustig

_____________

PHOTO LEFT

Marjorie and Andy Lustig attend
the B’nai B’rith Dinner-Dance
at the Fairway Club, March 25, 1946.



a pretty nice circle. She had even entertained a famous
old-time actress/singer at their house once. It was so
exciting. And there I was just trying to mind my
manners so I wouldn’t embarrass myself or my
husband! 

We visited Andy’s sisters in New York. He took me
to the garment district and had a Persian lamb fur coat
made for me. One of his cousins was a hat maker. She
made me a muff and a darling hat with little fur balls
dangling off the fine felt top. I was something else
back in Mansfield with all my new clothes. 

It was hard to do much entertaining in our small
apartment so we decided to look for a larger place.
Andy and his poker buddies took turns hosting the
game. I would make desserts and coffee for the guys. I
kind of got a reputation for being a good cook. It was
a fun time.

The guys especially liked it when I baked bread. Of
course, who doesn’t like homemade bread? So that’s

what I would make for synagogue fundraisers. Even
my dad said, “I wish you’d give your mother the
recipe.” I did give it to her but her bread didn’t turn
out like mine. She kept adding flour; she made it too
heavy. 

We moved into a slightly bigger house with three
bedrooms and a nice big dining room for entertaining.
The elderly owners had a tiny studio off the kitchen at
the back. The place had solid oak woodwork. I think I
gained my love of oak from that house. 

It was a neat apartment. We lived across from a high
school so Andy’s friends would park at our place and
then we’d all walk over to the school to watch a game.
Afterwards, they’d come over for coffee and sweets.
That’s the last place we lived before we came out West. 

❖
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When we were originally talking about getting
married, Andy and I went to see his doctor,

who was a close friend. They had been taking X-rays
of Andy’s chest every six months. We asked him if it
was safe for us to get married. The doctor said it was
fine but he recommended that we consider moving to
Denver, Arizona or Southern California where the air
would be better for him. It took us three years to
finally make the move. 

Andy had been in contact with his brother-in-law in
New York, whose brother had a jewelry store in
Tucson. We got in touch with Bela Weiss to see if he
had any openings. Bela didn’t have anything for him
yet, but we were ready to move. So in 1946, we got
rid of everything we could, packed up our 1940
Plymouth sedan, and headed to Arizona. 

Before we left, we arranged to rent a little house in
Phoenix. As soon as we unpacked, Andy got on a bus
to Tucson, leaving the car with me. A couple of days
later, Andy telephoned to tell me that Bela could use
him right away. He asked me to load up the car again
and come to Tucson as soon as I could. We were only
there less than a week. 

I arrived on July 17th, which also happened to be
our third wedding anniversary. Andy had rented a
funny little apartment on the second floor of a small,
odd-shaped business building. It was just a short
distance to the jewelry store. 

Andy still didn’t want me to work. I did the best I
could to do my job, which was to take care of him. I
saw to it that there were always good, healthy meals
for him when he came home. I washed and ironed his
white shirts, always making sure that they were clean
and crisp with the collars just right. That in itself was
a job. 

Our friend Audrey moved to Tucson from
Mansfield shortly after we did. She had come for her
little girl’s health. Her daughter had nephritis. She had
to be very careful about her diet, with her small round
face that always looked swollen. She could never have

salt in anything. Audrey’s little girl learned how to
manage her health and went on to get married and
have children of her own. 

Housing was very scarce. Because of the war, there
had not been any new construction in years. Tucson
was a retirement community and a wintering place for
snowbirds. Many wealthy people from back East
owned homes in Tucson that they only used during the
winter. 

Toward the mountains in the outskirts of town, we
found a one-bedroom house made with tar paper and
chicken wire. It was a neat little house on a nice-sized
lot. We bought it for less than $5,000, with $500 as a
down payment. Andy and I both had war bonds and
between the two of us we had the money for the down
payment. We got all settled in, bought our own
furniture and so on. We were living quietly, watching
the money.

On Easter Sunday, Andy decided to go into work to
redo the windows. Preparing the window display was a
job that he liked and had taken upon himself to do.
Before he left, he told me that we’d go out to dinner so
I wouldn’t have to cook. But in the middle of the
afternoon he called to say that he had the most terrible
headache. He asked, “Would you mind if we just picked
up a steak on the way home? I don’t think I can go
out.” He was thoughtful to the end. I said, “No, that’s
fine.” So, that’s what we did. I picked him up, stopped
to buy a steak and came home. He didn’t eat very much
because his head was causing him so much pain.

First thing Monday morning I called Andy’s doctor,
Dr. Mandel. My friend Virginia, who had also moved
to Tucson from Mansfield around the same time, was
the receptionist there. She told me the doctor wouldn’t
be back until Tuesday but she promised to hold a
space for Andy. The doctor had gone to Los Angeles
to spend Passover with his family. 

As soon as the doctor came back, we went to see
him. We brought old X-rays Andy had taken in
Mansfield. Dr. Mandel wanted to send the X-rays over
to a diagnostician to get his opinion. Within a day or
so, we got the news. Andy’s old X-rays showed that
his tuberculosis had been active the whole time. They
immediately tested me for TB. Luckily, I didn’t show
any signs.

Tuscon
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It was devastating. We called our friends in
Mansfield to let them know what was going on. They
were terribly upset. We phoned Andy’s former doctor
as well because he was also one of Andy’s close
friends. Yes, he had missed the TB, but I couldn’t do
anything about it. There was no point in being mad.
Besides, I had to concentrate on taking care of him.

I took care of Andy at home. During those post-war
years, there was a shortage of beds, especially for
contagious patients. Andy’s collapse also coincided
with a telephone strike. Luckily I didn’t have to worry
about that. The doctor ordered that our line be left
open at all times. I communicated daily with the
doctor about Andy’s condition. 

I was happy to take care of him, even when I had to
give him injections of the brand new drug
Streptomycin. Dr. Mandel had me practice on an
orange so I’d get the feeling of going into flesh. It
scared me. Andy was very thin anyway; there was no
flesh for the needle to go into. His skin would turn
black and blue every time I injected him. 

The Jewish community tried to help us get into the
Jewish National Hospital in Denver. Bela had gotten
in touch with them as soon as he heard Andy was sick,
and they immediately starting raising funds. We
definitely couldn’t afford it on our own.

Andy went into a coma within a couple of days. It
happened very fast. Now how was I going to get him
to Denver? 

I couldn’t leave Andy at home by himself so
Audrey helped me with the laundry and grocery
shopping. Looking back on it now, she wasn’t just
helping out, she was also exposing herself to the
disease. Luckily, neither of us contracted TB. For the
next few years, I had a TB test every six months. 

When my father heard that Andy was sick, he
borrowed enough money to come see us. There was
nothing he could do, but I was glad to have him
around for a few days. During the visit, I went over to
Andy’s bedside and said, “Look who came to visit.” I
always talked to Andy, whether he was conscious or
not. Suddenly he opened his eyes, looked up with a
big beautiful smile and said, “Yeah, it’s Dad.” Then he
lapsed back into unconsciousness.

I was finally able to get a male nurse to come to the
house so I could get a little bit of sleep. The male
nurse was there for the last three nights of Andy’s life.
Otherwise I was taking care of him; trying to get
fluids down him, feeding him Jell-O, and packing him
with bath towels. 

Andy died before he could be admitted into the
hospital. It’s just as well because traveling by train

would have been very hard on him. He had been in a
coma less than two weeks. 

It was early in the morning on April 23rd, and the
nurse had just left. I was sitting beside his bed. I had
my fingers on his pulse and could feel it getting weak.
I quickly phoned the doctor, and as I was talking to
him, I felt Andy’s last heartbeats. I told the doctor,
“He’s gone.” Just like that. We had only been in
Arizona for ten months.

When the coroner’s office came to remove him
from the room, they had to take him out through the
window. They couldn’t maneuver the stretcher through
our tiny house with its cramped little doors.

I was being very calm and collected, holding
everything in. I had to notify people and arrange the
funeral. A local rabbi we knew conducted a burial
service for Andy at the mortuary. We went against the
religion and had him cremated. I didn’t have the
money to buy a burial plot. Even if I did, it just didn’t
seem right to bury him in Tucson so far, far away from
everyone he knew. I sent the ashes to his sisters in
New York so they could place him next to his mother
at the Ferndale Cemetery. 

I was 27 and Andy was 35 when he died. It was
shattering. We only had three years and 10 months
together. I wasn’t prepared for our time to be so short.
The doctor never said Andy was terminal, although as
time went by it became apparent that he was. Still, I
had hope to the bitter end. 

We had also hoped to have children. We’d both
been tested. In December of 1941 or 1942, I had
surgery to remove a fallopian tube with a cyst but the
doctor assured me I could still have children. But no,
it was not meant to be. 

I had all these questions. Oh god, why me? Why
did this happen to this nice, decent man? Of course,
there were no real answers. 

He was my first real love. We were happy together.
We had moved to Arizona and bought a house. Now
what was I supposed to do? I was over 2,000 miles
away from my family. Should I go back to Mansfield?
I was filled with fear. I didn’t know what to do. There
was a little bit of insurance—not very much—but
enough to pay off the mortgage we had. Could I make
it on my own? 

I decided to rent out my house and drive back to
Ohio in the Plymouth. I ended up driving home with a
young woman who was trying to get away from her
mother. She’d go out and do housework and then her
mother would take all her money. The girl was of age
but wasn’t very swift. 

She had been corresponding with a man in
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Michigan and was on her way to meet and marry him.
Her friends had helped set it up. I told her the only
thing that she had to do was pay for her own meals
and her share of the extra cost of the motel. 

Riding back with her was a bit of a chore. I
remember, one night she fell out of bed, scaring us
both half to death. She wasn’t very good company
either. She was such a city girl that she didn’t even
recognize cows when she saw them.

When we finally arrived in Mansfield, I took her
directly to the bus station. She couldn’t wait to get on
that bus. Her fiancé was going to meet her in
Cleveland. Later on, she wrote to tell me that her plans
had worked out. She
couldn’t thank me enough.

I spent a month in
Mansfield. Everyone was
very good to me, very
welcoming. I had a nice visit
with Andy’s friends. I was
there in September for the
High Holy Days so I went
with them to the synagogue
on Rosh Hashanah. His
friends bought new prayer
books for the synagogue in
his memory. I eventually
sent Andy’s prayer book to
his niece Hannah when her
son was bar mitzvahed. 

I looked up my ex-
boyfriend’s sister Ginger.
She knew where Ray hung
out over in Crestline, so we
decided to drop by. We had
just ordered some beers and
were catching up on things, when Ray walked in. He
ordered a beer at the bar, completely oblivious to our
presence. He didn’t even recognize his sister sitting
there. 

I quietly got off of my stool, walked over and took
his arm. I said, “Hi. I’ve come back to claim you as
my second husband. You promised.” He stuttered,
“Uh, uh, uh...” We had a little fun over that. I said,
“It’s okay, I’ll let you off the hook.” And that was the
end of that. I never saw him again. Years later, I heard
that he eventually got married and was still flying. 

After a month in Ohio, everything started to look
dirty and old. There was really nothing there for me. I
didn’t really belong in the old community anymore.
There weren’t a lot of job opportunities in Mansfield
either. Times had changed, the war was over.
Westinghouse wasn’t the big thing that it had once

been. 

I left my car at my folks and took a train to New
York City to visit Andy’s sisters. I spent a couple of
weeks there. While I was there, I had the chance to
catch up with Ralph, one of the three musketeers. He
was flying planes from New York City to England. 

I’d sent him a note saying I was going to be in New
York. We got in touch and he took me to a very nice
place for dinner and then to the 21 Club for dancing.
He was a very good dancer. Even though I had hip
problems, I was able to dance with him. 

Afterwards, we took the subway and went back to
my in-law’s house. Instead of saying goodnight and

going in, however, I stayed out with him. We walked
another half a block, crossed the street and stopped at
a lovely park along the Hudson River. We found a
bench and spent the rest of the night talking and
reminiscing. 

When I got back, my in-laws were not a bit happy
with me. I told them what happened and who I was
with, but they were older and I was not acting
appropriately for a new widow. They never said a
word, but I could feel it. 

I enjoyed my visit and met some nice people but I
didn’t belong in New York either. I was already
situated in Tucson. I had friends there. It was clean
and the weather was pretty good. Even when it was
hot, it was a dry heat. And there was my little house. 

I suppose it was in my upbringing to persevere, to
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keep going. I wasn’t going to let myself crumble and
go back to Ohio defeated, having to start all over
again. I also believed in God. So, I did my wailing and
lamenting and then did what I had to do. 

Back in Tucson, I decided to keep renting out my
house. I actually ended up renting it for a couple of
years. My renters liked it there. They took care of the
place too. Those people were real handy. They added a
sun porch to the back of the house even though I told
them I couldn’t pay for it. That gave me an extra room
across the back. They put in new windows and
window screens. I really benefited from renting to
them. 

I rented a little cottage at the back of Audrey’s
place so I wasn’t totally alone. Facing Andy’s death
was frightening. I hadn’t worked in a couple of years
and I only had minimal job skills. I was really nervous
about applying for jobs and going on interviews. I was
so scared that my voice practically squeaked at
interviews. I had so little self confidence. 

I got a job working at a ready-to-wear dress shop. I
made $25 a week plus commission, but I couldn’t
compete against the more established salespeople so I
wasn’t making any commission. I found out very
quickly that I didn’t belong there. 

Next, I took a clerk job at Tucson Laundry and Dry
Cleaners. They served all of the guest ranches within a
hundred miles. Trucks were going out all the time.
They had a few branch offices and I worked at the
main plant.

A manager position opened at the downtown
branch. There was already another girl managing it,
but it was so busy they needed two managers. This
branch also had a shoe shop in the back. 

The lady I worked with was from Northern
Alabama. One of our regular customers was a black
man. I called him “mister” and she called him by his
last name. I wasn’t brought up to be disrespectful. My
dad had a little saying, “We’re all the same color
under the skin.” If you’re a decent person, you should
have the courtesy of a title. She and I had our little
frictions, but she was in control, regardless. 

When a management job became available at one
of the branches near my house, I applied for it. I did
well at the new location, there were no problems. The
job required long hours; I think we opened at 7 am
and closed at 7 pm. It was busy and I enjoyed taking
care of the bookkeeping. 

I finally began dating again. It was hard but it’s
always hard. After awhile you get lonely and, believe
me, if you like being married, girlfriends don’t cut it. I
dated several fellows. 

A friend of mine introduced me to a nice Jewish
man named Irving Bartz. He owned a little plant that
made brooms and he liked to cook. I love women who

teach their sons that it’s not effeminate to like to cook.
He was also divorced and had two dear little girls.

Oh glory, he would have married me. He talked
marriage. But he was at the beck and call of his ex-
wife and daughters. There was always something
wrong with the plumbing, or with this or with that. I
could see that it would be disruptive and I wasn’t
crazy in love with him. If it hadn’t been for that, we
probably could have made a go of it. We were very
compatible. 

I also briefly dated an Armenian man that I met
through his niece. I don’t remember his name because
he became unimportant. He was very nice, very
romantic. He would have married me. Slavic men like
blondes.  

He was considering buying a bar in Los Angeles
and wanted me to see it. I flew over but working in a
bar was just so against my upbringing. I couldn’t see
myself doing it. When I flew back to Tucson, Irving
was there to pick me up. It was a little balancing act. 

I could have married either one of them, but there
were just too many things that didn’t click. I wasn’t
ready for either of them.

❖
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Imet Neena’s father at Tucson Laundry in 1948 or
1949. Al and some buddies were renting a house in

the area, just a few blocks from where I worked. He
was trying to establish himself in real estate. The
economy was in a bit of a depression. 

He and a buddy had originally come out West from
Boston looking for jobs. He did some construction work
at the Boulder Dam and then went back to
Massachusetts to regroup. But he just couldn’t get a job.

Then Al, accompanied by his half brother Arthur,
came to Tucson to become a real estate agent. Once he
passed the real estate exam and got his license, he
established a real estate office. As it turned out,
everybody and his brother was setting up in real estate.
His office was located on a four-corner street, in which
three of the four corners had real estate offices. They
were always trying to steal each other’s potential
clients. It was a bad situation.

Al had other problems too. He was still married and
had two sons back in Massachusetts. He talked about
his sons a lot and was heartbroken that he had to be
separated from them. He was having issues with his
wife Stella. A lot of their problems had to do with Al’s
mother. 

Before Al came out West, he had a breakdown.
Stella brought him to a mental hospital where he was
given electric shock treatment. But Al's mother and
brother didn’t think he needed to be there, so they
checked him out.

Al and I slowly got to know each other. He would sit
and talk to me at the dry cleaners when he had the time.
If he drove past the office, he might honk the horn. I
was always friendly and talkative. 

Of course, he was also very suave with the ladies.
He had been a hairdresser and used to be in the beauty
business with his wife. He invented the feather cut,
which was the cut in the late 1930s. He had also been a
sandhog, working tunneling and construction jobs. So
he was a man’s man, but ladies also liked him. 

One day Al showed up at my office looking very
upset. Something had happened to his Palomino horse.
He had brought her out to Tucson with him and kept

her at the guest ranch. She was a parade horse that Al
had trained to do tricks. 

His horse had been going through her tricks with a
trick horse trainer at the ranch. The problem was that
the trainer used a whip. Al never used a whip. Startled
by it, the horse reared back on her hind legs, lost her
balance, fell over and hit her head. She died instantly.
Devastated by the loss, Al wrote a poem about it that
was later published in a Tucson magazine. 

I'm the one he came to after his horse died. I'm the
one he cried to and talked with. Looking back on it all,
I realize that he was needy. He needed friendship and
someone to listen to him. And I guess I needed to be
needed. After that, he stopped by more often to talk.

Al latched on to me, and I let him. I left myself wide
open. He had been telling me that he wished he could
afford to hire a secretary. Dumb me, I volunteered to
help him with his bookkeeping during my break. 

He couldn’t pay me but I had to do something with
my time. There was nothing else to do out there, no
place for me to go, and no time for me to go back
home. I didn’t have a car anymore and the bus dropped
me off a mile from my house. 

So, I would type letters for him and play secretary.
We were together more and more. He’d pick me up and
take me out to eat, or he'd drive me home after work.
Of course, one thing led to another. I was very attracted
to him. Golly, he was tall, slim and attractive, with
lovely, lovely manners. I even let him start cutting my
hair. From then on, he was my hairdresser. I miss his
haircuts. The way he cut my hair enhanced the natural
wave in it.

Stella and the boys came to Tucson once to look
things over. Al insisted that I go with them as his
secretary. Oh, I was a bad girl. I sat in the back seat
with the boys, feeling terribly awkward. I didn’t want to
do it but he was so insistent. Meek little me, I did it.
I’m glad I got over that somewhere along the line.

We drove out to look at some of the ranches Al had
listed. He never sold any of them. As soon as Stella got
back to Boston, she started the divorce proceedings. It
was inevitable. It just wasn’t going to work. Even from
a distance, Al's mother still had control over him. And
Stella wasn’t going to give up her business and come to
Arizona for nothing. 

In Massachusetts, the only grounds for divorce were
adultery or abandonment. Of course, this had to be
abandonment. Al said he wasn’t going to go through the
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business of being called an adulterer. Well, he was
committing adultery with me. Eventually Al and Stella
settled on abandonment because he had abandoned her.
The divorce took two years to process.

The buddies Al had been sharing a house with
decided to take off and go other places. By this time,
Stella had stopped sending him money. So he started
renting a room in his office building. Had his brother
not sent him money, he wouldn’t even have been able
to afford that. When Al and I ate at his place, we’d
warm up some soup on a hot plate and make
sandwiches. I’d wash the dishes in the bathroom sink.

Well, I still had my house. Next thing I knew, Al had
moved in with me. He didn’t have the money to pay
rent so I helped support him. I took care of him.

My life was interesting. There was always something
going on. In my spare time, I would still go to the real
estate office, which was a total bust, but oh my goodness
Al worked hard. He also became involved in organizing
a county sheriff’s Palomino horse posse with the guest
ranch, the holders and some of the big shots in town. 

Then he had a breakdown—a bad one. He did some
destructive things around my house while I was out.
When I got home and saw what happened, I called the
sheriff, who was a friend. 

They were very polite and kind. I didn’t file charges
against Al but they locked him up for a few days
anyway. When they determined that he was sick, he was
taken to the state mental hospital in Phoenix. 

Unfortunately, I didn’t understand that Al was
bipolar. He carried it off so beautifully until the day he
took his life in 1975. Very few people had any clue. 

Al needed somebody and I wanted to be there for
him. I went to Phoenix for an interview with the
psychiatrist and psychologist, and told them his story. I
gave them information about his still legal wife back
East and his mother and brother in El Paso. 

In the meantime, one of his posse friends and I hid
his car so his mother and brother couldn’t take it. I had
no claim on anything. As it was, they took some of his
things when they knew I was visiting Al in Phoenix.
They were supposedly going to see Al too, but at the
last minute they decided not to go. While I was gone for
the day, they went to my house and took Al’s
typewriter, his clothes, and everything else that was his,
plus some things that were mine. So, it’s a good thing
we hid the car.

When Al was ready to leave they wouldn’t release
him to his wife or mother. There was just too much
conflict between Al, his mother and his wife. Instead,
they released him to me as a friend. 

During his three-month stay, he was given electric
shock treatment, and it worked miracles. Initially he was
very weak when he got out of the hospital though. Oh,
he was so meek and so mild and he loved me to pieces. 

He begged me to take him home with me. I told him
if I did let him come home, he had to stop doing real
estate. He needed to get a job with a paycheck. He
couldn’t just live off me and my tiny bit of earnings. I
was only making about $25 a week. It was low-end
money, but at least my place was almost paid for. 

Al agreed, so I took him home with me. Again, I was
needed. I was the buffer between these people that
caused him so much trouble. 

His folks called every day. They insisted that he
come to El Paso. They wanted to help him find a job.
So I said, “Okay, go.” He had a good time. His mother
fussed over him. She was a very domineering person.
Somewhere along the way, I gained the strength to keep
his mother at arm’s length. 

He had fun down there for a while. He met some
people that impressed him. But eventually he had
enough of it. He was feeling better and he knew he
needed to get to work. 

He started calling and begging me to let him come
back again. He wrote me letters in between telephone
calls. He was honest; he wasn’t conniving. That’s where
I laid down the law. He had to take any job he could
get. He had to settle down. I couldn’t go through this
anymore. 

I finally gave in and he came back. He got a job,
settled down and very much did what I asked of him.
The breakdown didn’t seem to have embarrassed him
too much. His posse friends stuck with him. All these
businessmen, these very nice people, accepted him back
into the fold. 

We both began working at Grand Central Aircraft.
They had a two-year contract to retrofit 200 airplanes,
taking them out of what they called “mothballs.” They
had been in the war and then preserved and stored in
the desert. I worked in the electric shop and Al worked
on tear down. 

Everything was going well for us. Then the
paperwork finally came through. The divorce had been
granted, although according to Massachusetts law, Al
couldn’t marry again for another two years. But we
weren’t planning to go to Massachusetts any time soon. 

Stella married before we did. She married Eddie
Ettinger, a neighbor. Eddie was a very nice man who
was good to Stella and her boys. He wanted to adopt
Al’s son Robert, who was still a minor. He also wanted
Robert to take his last name. Al was hurt but he was in
no financial position to fight it. Later on, his older son

AL POSNER



Andy also decided to change his name. He wrote Al a
letter, halfway apologizing. Andy just felt it was more
harmonious to take his stepfather’s name. 

I didn’t do any pushing after the divorce went
through. It was up to Al. Now he was free. What was he
going to do? What about me? 

Al proposed that we go to Yuma, which was a place
that people went to get married. We managed to get
time off work. I bought a pretty little dress that was sort
of an apricot taffeta. I called it my orange sherbet dress.
We went to Yuma and got married. Then we took a few
days off to go to San Diego and visit one of my cousins.

Back in Tucson, we started looking into getting a
new house. We were both making good money. All we
needed was the money for a down payment. So I sold
my little house for a nice price and bought a place with
half an acre of land, a stable for two horses and a corral.
Now Al could keep his horse at home. 

The house had a nice big kitchen and a place for our
washing machine—the first one I ever owned. The
furniture from my little one-bedroom house didn’t quite
fill up our nice, big house so we bought some
handsome old furniture from an auction house. It was
old and used but, boy, did it fit in. 

The two-year contract at Grand Central Aircraft
finally came to an end. Now we had this house and
neither of us could find another job because so many
other people were also out of work. With no income,
we couldn’t make our payments. We sold some of the
furniture and then we sold the house rather than let it be
repossessed. 

Al eventually found a security guard job with Parson
Brinkerhoff, a construction company that he’d once
worked for in Boston. They were building a mill for the
copper being minded in the Tiger Mammoth area, up in
the mountains above Tucson. Al patrolled the 27-mile
stretch of railroad between the mill and the main plant
in Hayden. 

Our good friends John and Dorris Gammons moved
in with us for a little while. John and Al would go off to
work together while Dorris and I stayed at home.
Unable to find another job, I approached the Tucson
Laundry and Dry Cleaners for a managing position at
their new branch office in San Manuel. I commuted
with the guys for about three or four weeks, until the
first houses in San Manuel were ready. Del Webb was
building a brand new town there with a small business
center. We all moved as soon as we could. John and
Dorris found a house across the street from us.

It was an interesting time. Al worked some nights,
some days. He maintained his sanity, his mental health.
We kept a low profile. We didn’t party, we didn’t drink.

Our social life was very quiet.

Then I became pregnant. We never used any
protection because the gynecologist in Tucson had told
me I didn’t ovulate. He had done a biopsy and said,
“Don’t expect to get pregnant, unless a miracle
happens.” 

Well, a miracle happened. It was a tremendous
surprise. I had been feeling so sick. I went to the local
doctor for an examination. I told him I was going to see
my gynecologist in Tucson the following Saturday, so
the doctor said, “While you’re in Tucson, have him
check your uterus because it feels kind of spongy.” 

I had the doctor check my uterus, but he still didn't
think I could be pregnant. Of course, he was the same
doctor that originally told me I couldn't get pregnant. He
took a urine sample and said, “I’ll call you Monday and
let you know what the results are.” On Monday morning
I got a call. “Mrs. Posner, the froggy doesn’t lie! You’re
just as pregnant as you can be.” It was the shock of my
life. Al was just absolutely beside himself. He was
determined from the beginning that it had to be a girl. 

Maybe I shouldn’t have been so shocked. Before I
became pregnant, we had seen a fortune teller. We
were just superstitious enough to go, although it was a
little tongue-in-cheek. She said, “You will have a
child. You will go to California. And I see your
husband in a uniform.” It happened just like she said.
She was right about so many things.

❖
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By this time, Al’s mother and brother Arthur were
in Santa Monica. Arthur worked for the

government and had been assigned to Hughes Aircraft.
When Al’s job in San Manuel ran out, they insisted
that we join them in Southern California. We had no
other place to go and no job prospects, so we loaded
what we could into our car and headed to Santa
Monica. I was six months pregnant.

We stayed with Al’s family while he looked for
work. Originally, Arthur had said he’d help Al get a
job. He had given us all these promises. Oh, I’ll
introduce you to this person and that person. But when
we got there, Al’s brother and mother were saying
things like, “What's the hurry? You have free room
and board. What are you worried about?” Well, I was
seven months pregnant. We had a baby coming. We
had to find a place to settle.

Eventually, Al found a guard job at the Douglas
Aircraft plant in Long Beach. The guards there wore
police uniforms and carried police badges. He ended
up in a uniform just like the fortune teller had
predicted. 

We arrived in Signal Hill in late February with our 2-
year-old Weimaraner dog, Zsa Zsa. She was such a
sweet, beautiful dog. We stayed in a small light
housekeeping unit at the Signal Hill Motel while we
looked for more permanent housing. I think it cost $10 a
week, which left $10 to buy groceries and feed the dog. 

Al’s mother and brother were very nasty when we
told them about our new plans. His mother
immediately started in on him. I’m not sure what she
was talking about. It was so traumatizing, I tried to
block it out. 

I escaped to the car and sat there waiting for Al to get
away from them. When he finally joined me in the car, I
said, “You need to make up your mind. I can’t put up
with their interference anymore. Are you going with me
or are you going with your mother? Because you can’t
do both.” All these thoughts were going through my
mind. Oh my God, could I make it on my own if I had
to? I would probably have to go on welfare. My head
was spinning. 

As far as Al was concerned, there was no question. He

said, “Of course I'm going with you.” So, we drove back
to Signal Hill and didn’t speak to his family for awhile.
Neither party made any attempt to contact the other.

We spent a month looking in Long Beach, Signal
Hill and San Pedro before we finally found a house to
rent in Signal Hill. 1996 Dawson Avenue was owned
by Minnie (Moses) Varcoe and her sister Miss Georgia
Glenn. There were three houses on the property, one
for each sister and one for rental.

I had to borrow on my life insurance to get the
down payment, which was very little. Our rent was
maybe $40 or $45 a month. Later on, we raised the
rent on our own because they weren’t asking enough.
It was a funny little 1.5 bedroom house. The second
bedroom was probably originally used as a sewing
room; it was about that size. It came furnished and
that’s what we needed. 

We moved in on April 1st, just in time for Neena to
be born on May 24, 1955. I started to go into labor at
about 1 am. Al took me to St. Mary’s Hospital a little
before 6 am, but then he had to go to work. There was
just no way we could afford for him to take the day off. 

Oh that was a long, hurting day! I was 35 years old
and had never given birth before. At least they gave
me a shot, and that took away some of the pain. Neena
was born at 6:05 pm. Al came to the hospital shortly
after Neena arrived. He was so thrilled.

I let Al’s mother and brother know that Neena was
born. I don’t remember if we sent a note or called
them. That was the first contact we'd had since
February. At the beginning of January, I began urging
Al to patch things up. On Mother's Day, I talked him
into calling his mother. 

Pregnant Marjorie
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We finally all got together on Neena’s first
birthday. I sent them an invitation to her birthday party
and they accepted. It was the first time they saw
Neena. We still didn’t visit them in Santa Monica
though. We let them come our way instead. Slowly but
surely, we were the ones in charge. 

During one of their visits, Al’s mother started telling
me how I should handle Neena. She was crying and I
went to pick her up. Al's mother said, “Let that baby
cry! It will do her good. It won’t hurt her. She’ll learn.” 

But Neena wasn’t feeling well. She used to get a lot
of earaches. Many a night I sat by the floor furnace
with her all wrapped up, rocking back and forth in the
glider chair. I’d put her ear next to my body for the
extra warmth. Poor little thing, I cried with her more
than once.  I stood up to Al’s mom. I said, “I will not
let her cry. She’s isn’t feeling well.” Then I went in
and picked her up. 

Another time, we were out in the yard and Al's
mother was lambasting me about something. All of a
sudden I turned on her and said, “You mind your
business, and I’ll mind mine. You stay out of this.” Of
course, that got me in trouble. She shut up and left
shortly after that. I wasn’t going to take it anymore. 

Even though Al’s family was difficult, we
continued to see them on a semi-regular basis. As for
my family, most of them were still in Ohio. None of
us had the money to travel, but we did our best to
keep in touch. My dad was a wonderful correspondent.
He’d wake up early, get the fire going, put the coffee
on, start the oatmeal and then begin a letter. Some
letters were marked as early as 4:30 am. 

Unfortunately, because we couldn't afford to travel,
we rarely saw Al's two sons. But we did everything we
could to make sure they were always remembered on
birthdays and Christmas, even if that meant we
sometimes did without. 

Our move to 1996 Dawson was a good one. We
were so comfortable there. The old ladies liked us and
we loved them. Mrs. Varcoe would tell us stories
about growing flowers to sell, picking oranges and
orange blossoms in orchards, plumping prunes and
making jelly with orange blossoms for the fancy
downtown Long Beach hotel restaurants. 

Al took it upon himself to do their yard work.
There were at least six fig trees and two heavy
producing avocado trees on the property. We loved
figs. I canned figs, pickled figs and made fig jam.
People loved getting them as gifts. 

Al built a nice little shelter in our side yard so we
could sit outside during the evening. We also had a
rose garden and lots of chayote squash. We put up

bamboo panels and used wires to hold them down.
The squash made a pretty vine that grew up over the
area. The squash was so prolific we could have fed the
entire community.

Things were going well. Al didn’t have any other
episodes. He just preferred to keep a quiet household.
He didn’t want anything disturbing whatever he
happened to be working on at the moment. He could
also go on and on sometimes, especially when I
picked up a book he didn't feel was uplifting or
educational enough. 

He wanted me to do things that would make me a
better person. He wanted me to read books on
vitamins and health like he did. There was nothing
wrong with all that, except I didn’t want to do it.
Neena doesn’t remember too much of that because we
managed to keep things quiet. Al wasn’t a screamer.
Instead he’d just go on and on nagging me. It was
terribly stressful. 

I stayed at home with Neena and didn’t return to
work until she was nearly 4 years old. During that
time, I also took care of our neighbor’s little boy Joe,
who was a year older than Neena. Our neighbor
worked at the Douglas Aircraft cafeteria and was a
single father. 

Joe’s father left for work around 4:30 am so I had to
be up a little before Al. Joe would come over in his
pajamas and sleep on the couch for a couple of hours.
There wasn’t any room for him in Neena’s tiny bedroom.
Her room was just big enough for a single bed, a chest of
drawers, a chair and her toy box. Neena and Joe got
along nicely. He was a sweet little guy. I took care of him
until he was old enough to go to school.

❖
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In May of 1958, we got the word that Dad was
dying. The doctor gave him less than two months to

live. Apparently, Dad had had colon cancer for some
time. By the time they found out, it was too late. There
was nothing they could do, except send him home to
die. 

Al was able to get some time off from work so we
could visit my dad. We left for Ohio on Neena’s third
birthday, the same day that the Hancock Fire started.
We were not on the side of the hill with the fire, but
heavy black smoke was everywhere. 

We did a lot of picnicking along the way. We
brought food with us to make sandwiches and would
fill a thermos whenever we stopped for breakfast. Our
food expenses were very minimal. Neena first became
intrigued with plastic cow creamers on this trip. The
little coffee shops along the highway sold them. Today
she has a nice collection of them; they’re funny little
fellows that stand up. 

We stayed at my parents’ apartment in Mansfield.
In Dad’s later years, my parents moved into town and
my brother Dean and his wife took over the farm.
Their apartment came with Momma’s job. She was the
matron of the juvenile hall. Police would bring in
delinquent children—boys mostly—at all times of the
night. Until the boys had their court hearing or were
bailed out, the institution had to take care of them. 

Momma had acquired other work experience over
the years as well. When they were still living on the
farm, Momma decided she wanted some money of her
own. She was tired of just having chicken and egg
money. She got a job at the local hospital and earned
her licensed vocational nurse (LVN) certificate there.
She worked for people she knew in the private sector
after she became a LVN. Her LVN certificate gave her
a little prestige. So when she went to work at the
juvenile hall, she wasn't a cook or a laundress, she was
the matron. 

Dad worked at the juvenile hall as the caretaker of
the grounds. When he had free time, he went out to the
farm to help my brother. I had never lived on this farm.
Over the years, my family had made several moves. 

As soon as we arrived, Dad insisted on showing me
the farm. He was exhausted by the time we got back

to the apartment and immediately went to lie down.
Momma had a roll-away bed made up in the dining
room where Dad rested during the day. Dad and I had
lots of visitors and it was easier for him to see family
that way. 

Momma, Lois and I went to Shiloh to pick out his
burial plot. We got a little satisfaction from being able
to tell Dad that the plot they bought was within a few
steps of A.W. Firestone’s. A.W. Firestone was the
banker that Dad had to kowtow to every year to get a
loan for next season’s fertilizer and seeds. Firestone
was also a bigwig at the United Methodist Church we
attended. Dad was just a little farmer. 

Al only had two weeks of vacation time so we had
to start our trek back to Signal Hill by June 1st or June
2nd. We couldn’t afford to stay any longer. Dad could
be dying, but by golly, there was no money to do
anything else. And I belonged with my husband. My
dad was well taken care of. 

We said our farewells. The last thing Dad said to
me was, “I’m sorry you kids had to work so hard. But
I couldn’t have made it without you.” It was an
apology, but he had nothing to apologize for. He did
without so that we kids could have an education. Back
then, kids often dropped out of school to help out on
the farm. Times were tough for everyone.

It took us at least five days to get back home. We
didn’t have freeways in those days. We were probably
beating the speed limit back at 55 mph on old Route
66. When we returned, the Hancock Fire was out. In
its place was greasy, oily soot that took forever to
clean up. 

We hadn’t been home very long when Dad died. He
died on June 12th, just 11 days short of his 66th
birthday. I didn’t go to the funeral. We didn’t have the
money for another trip to Ohio.

When my dad died, my mom had to give up her
position at the juvenile hall because the job called for
a couple. She still had the farm so she went back to
the farmhouse. Momma met Carl Rindfuss, a school
crossing guard, two years later. Carl lived 20 miles
from her; he was a widower with no children. He
started calling on Mom. She and Carl got along and,
by golly, they got married. After they married, she
sold the farm and moved to Carl’s farm near Bucyrus,
Ohio. Eventually they bought a house in town. 

Carl and Momma had a good life together. But Carl

Farewell to Father
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didn’t have the give and take of a family man. He was
kind of stiff. Still he was the only grandfather that
most of the grandchildren ever knew. When the
grandkids came to visit he would turn his hearing aid
just right so it would squeal. The little kids thought
that was funny. He liked entertaining them. He was
straight faced, but you could tell he was getting the
biggest kick out of it. 

Carl lived to be 92 and left his share of the house to
Momma. On her own again, she took in boarders to
make ends meet. That’s how she met Bill Goebel. Bill
had a handicap; one of his arms was shriveled. His
story was that as a baby he was left lying on his side
too long and that cut off the circulation. 

They were good companions for awhile. He mowed
the lawn for her and did other things. Eventually they
got married. After they married, Momma put Bill in
her will. She didn’t tell any of us she was going to do
that. She just made out her will and then sent a copy
to my brother Dean, who was the executor of her
estate. 

The first I heard of it was when I went to visit
Momma after Al died. We were talking and she said,
“When you go see Dean, you should look at the
papers he has.” Dean hadn’t mentioned any papers to
me. As soon as I got to Dean’s house, I asked him
about it. He said, “oh yeah” and handed the will to
me. He hadn’t even looked at it. 

I couldn't believe what was in it. Momma had
given Bill the right to life estate. As long as Bill was
able to live in that house, he could stay there. Oh my
God! I came unglued. I asked Dean if he understood
what that meant. Her estate couldn’t be settled until
Bill died and he could live another 20 years. There
was a big age difference between them; she was much
older than he was. 

I told Dean he had to see an attorney right away.
Dean picked up the phone, and it being a small town,
was able to find an attorney we could see that day. I
handed the attorney the will and pointed to the passage
about Bill. I said, “Now you tell me what this means.”
And he did in plain language. It meant exactly what I
thought it meant. 

I don’t think Dean got the implication even after
we spoke to the attorney. So on the way back to
Bucyrus, I stopped in Mansfield to see Lois. I wanted
her to read the will. She got it right away. Her face
turned red and big, old fat tears started rolling down
her face. Lois was just beside herself, much more so
than I was. 

The next day I went back to Bucyrus with the copy
of the will in hand. Momma and I went into the living
room and talked. I handed her the will and said, “Tell

me what this is about.” So she told me. Bill had been
good to her and she wanted him to have a place he
could call home.

Then I filled her in on the legal ramifications. I
said, “Do you realize that your estate can’t be settled
because of this? The family is responsible for the
maintenance and upkeep of the property. You don’t
give Bill any responsibility.” 

She was horrified. She hadn't thought it out. She
didn’t take the age difference into consideration or
what it would mean to the family. Well, she finally got
it! She went trotting down the street to her attorney
and found out that unless Bill signed off, she was
stuck. Bill wasn’t about to sign off. We didn’t dare let
him know what was going on. 

Lois and I did a lot of talking. We came to the
conclusion that the only thing for her to do was sell
the property. We convinced Bill that it would be better
for them to rent a smaller house rather than continue
taking care of that big house. We kept emphasizing
how big the house was. Bill agreed that Momma
should put the house on the market and it sold very
fast. They moved into a cute little yellow house with a
nice green lawn. 

Oh my gosh, what a catastrophe that could have
been! If Momma hadn’t said something to me, and if I
hadn’t challenged Dean on it, Bill would have had life
estate. 

Things were calm for awhile after that. Momma
and Bill did quite a bit of traveling by bus. They
visited Gordon in Kansas City and Evelyn in Tucson.
They even came to Signal Hill once. Bill did some of
the strangest things. He had this little notebook he
would record figures in. When he came over for
dinner, he would try to figure out the value of the meal
served. He made all these records; it was a big deal. 

None of us liked Bill but as long as Momma was
happy, she was the one who had to live with him. But
it wasn’t long before he got abusive and started hitting
her. Then there was an incident that ended with
Momma running out of the house and a call to the
police. Between Lois and Dean, they got her to an
attorney and she filed for divorce. So that took care of
everything. And as it turned out, Bill did live a long
time.

After Momma got rid of Bill, she moved to
Mansfield to be closer to Lois. She found a little one-
bedroom apartment with a kitchen in an independent
living senior building. She also was active at the
senior center. They had a bus that took seniors to the
senior center for the price of a quarter. Lunch was
provided five days a week, free of charge.

FAREWELL TO FATHER



Momma ultimately had to move on. She became
forgetful. One Monday morning she called my sister.
She didn’t know what was wrong, but she was so weak
she couldn’t get out of bed. Lois immediately drove in
to town and took her to the doctor. The doctor asked,
“Well, when was the last time you ate?” She couldn’t
remember. She had forgotten to eat over the weekend.

Lois helped Momma get into a group home for the
aged. They had a big family-style table and a living
room with all these rockers. Momma liked it there.
She played the piano and took it upon herself to care
for everybody. As long as she ate, the only health
problem she had was sinus infections.

The problem was none of the stairs there had
handrails. When I found out about the stairs I had a fit.
I told Lois that there had to be something better. But
by that point Momma didn’t have much money left
anymore. Luckily when my brother Gordon saw the
conditions at the home, he and Dean literally picked
her up and took her to Dean’s house near Canton,
some 90 miles from Mansfield. 

They found a caregiver in Canton that Momma
could afford. Unfortunately, it wasn’t much better
there. In the end, Dean’s wife Josephine helped
Momma get Medicaid to supplement her small social
security income. Dean had once said, “No one in my
family is ever going to have to do anything like that.”

Well, someone in his family did.

They found a nice facility for Momma in a good
part of Canton. She got along very well there until her
memory began to fade. One day she wandered away
and got lost. She ended up knocking on someone’s
door to ask for help. That meant she had to move to
the locked facility floor.

She continued to deteriorate. She was getting up
into her late 90s. One night, Dean called. He said, “I
don’t know what to do. Momma won’t eat and the
doctor wants to insert a feeding tube.” Dean told me
she was closing her lips and refusing food and water. I
said, “Dean, remember, she worked in a hospital and
I’ve heard her say that it was terrible how some people
lingered. She’s giving you a message. No way do you
authorize that tube. She’s telling you, ‘I’m done. Let
me go.’” 

He let her go. She died on October 6, 1996, just 22
days shy of her 99th birthday. I’ve already told Neena
that if I’m terminally ill and can’t speak for myself, I
don’t want to be put on life support just because she
can’t let me go. She’s got to do it. It’s horrible to make
people live when they’re of a certain age and have an
illness that they can’t survive. 

❖
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In 1959, Neena turned 4, which meant she was old
enough for nursery school. Al and I both felt that as

an only child, Neena needed more companionship. She
didn’t have any other playmates in the area. It was
also time for me to get back to work. We needed the
money.

I managed to get a clerical job at Douglas Aircraft
Santa Monica, located off of Cherry Avenue and
Wardlow Road in Long Beach. Douglas Aircraft was
shipping missile parts for the Thor Missile to Spain,
Italy and England. It was a two-year contract—again a
two-year contract. 

With that, I could afford to take Neena to nursery
school. There was a very nice nursery school across
the street from Signal Hill Elementary School. So later
when Neena was ready for kindergarten, she only had
to go across the street. For the first day or two, Neena
cried when her mommy left her, but after that she
loved Mrs. Hoffstead. Mrs. Hoffstead told me that as
soon as I was out of sight, I was forgotten. After that,
Neena had a heck of a good time. To this day, she
looks back on the time she spent there with such
pleasure. That was probably the best money I could
have spent.

Somewhere along in there, Al decided the guards at
Douglas Aircraft needed to create an association
because they had no benefits. Luckily Al was able to
go through the association in El Segundo and get us
Kaiser medical coverage. When Douglas Aircraft got
wind of this, they finagled around and cooked up
some reason to fire him. 

Al wasn’t going to put up with that. He hadn't done
any of the things they had accused him of. He took the
matter to the National Labor Relations Board. In the
meantime, he had to get a job. Local Union 1 hired
him as a guard down at the harbor. While there, he
made some good contacts. 

He fought Douglas Aircraft for two years and
eventually won. They had to pay all his back wages
and rehire him. Then, not long after he was rehired,
there were big layoffs. Of course, he was among the
first to go, but at least this time it was done legally. 

Sometime in 1961, Al decided he wanted to use his
beauty license again. So he took the car and went to
Tucson by himself to look for a job. He wrote every
day to tell me how things were going. 

He eventually got a part-time job at a nice beauty
shop. He actually made a whole $45 a week doing
haircuts. His claim-to-fame had been his haircuts, and
they were still well received. Al even won over a hard-
to-please young Jewish woman with tight, tight curly
hair. He was used to the texture of the hair because he
had a lot of Jewish clients back in Massachusetts. She
was so thrilled with her haircut, she became a regular
customer. It was a whole big deal.

Al was staying with our friends Lorraine and Larry
Bird. It wasn’t long before I started getting telephone
calls about his behavior. Lorraine and Al clashed a lot.
She called to tell me how he was carrying on. Of
course, I knew exactly what he was doing. He was
being very annoying, taking charge in somebody else’s
house. Ultimately, he went to live with a couple who
were usually gone all day. There were fewer problems
there.

Al wanted me and Neena to join him in Tucson. So
I was supposed to be packing and getting ready for the
move, while he dictated what to keep and sell. The
move didn’t work out though. He finally gave up,
loaded everything in the car and came back. 

Al and I had a friend who worked for Los Angeles
County. Our friend brought us a list of upcoming
county jobs to consider applying for. As for myself, I
was still finishing up a two-year job at Douglas
Aircraft. Al applied for and got a tax collection
investigation job. He would be going all over the
county collecting on unsecured personal property and
unpaid taxes. 

Al was very good at his job. He had a way about
him, an approach that was not harsh or threatening.
People cooperated with him. He could fit in wherever
he went, and he did. He was well liked and he was
honest. Al believed in being fair to his fellow workers
and I’m very happy Neena picked up on that. 

When the job ended at Douglas Aircraft, I was
fortunate enough to get a job in the department of
social services at L.A. County. We only had one car,
so I took the bus or rode to work with another girl.
Eventually, I got a bicycle so I didn’t have to depend
on anyone anymore. I would put my heels and lunch
in the bike basket and peddle to work in tennis shoes.

Back to Work
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I rode my bike in all kinds of weather. I had a green
slicker and a hat; the whole works. 

From about two blocks east of Cherry Avenue, I
would take 20th Street to Long Beach Boulevard. It
was a mostly black neighborhood, but I felt perfectly
safe. These old guys at Orange and 20th Street would
call out to me as I rode by. They thought I was a
teacher so they’d say, “Morning, Teach.” I'd just wave,
give them a big smile and keep on going. 

I went in as a typist/clerk and in five years I
became an eligibility worker. I started out working in
the old age security section. That job changed some of
my opinions about the elderly. They had saved, but
they were living longer and the cost of living had risen
drastically. I also saw a lot of women who had not
been included in financial planning and were now
widowed. 

It was very interesting work. It was actually social
work, but under a different name. The social workers
had lobbied for clerks to do their paper work so that

they’d be free to do social work. The social workers
got their wish, only we were doing exactly the same
thing they were, just with a lesser title and lesser
money. I also had to get a car for that job because we
made periodic house calls. Al found a used VW Bug
in good shape that served me well.

Al’s car eventually gave out in Pasadena or San
Dimas. It was going to cost a lot to get fixed. In the
meantime, he’d be without a car. Well, he needed a car
for his job and he had his eye on a brand new
Volkswagen Bug. 

He conferred with me. He didn’t take charge of the
money; we worked at it together. He was very good
about that. I said, “Okay, go ahead.” He used his old
Chevy Club Coupe as a down payment and came
home in this pretty little Volkswagen Bug. He took
such good care of his cars. He always kept them
washed and clean.

❖

BACK TO WORK

Al and Marjorie Posner and co-worker Bob Briggs,
Majorie’s retirement party, March 15, 1974







By 1965 we were in the financial position to afford
house payments. We wanted to buy Mrs. Minnie

Varcoe and Miss Georgia Glenn’s property and give
them life estate, but they wouldn’t sell it to us. Land is
very important to some people. If they have land, they
have security. 

We finally had to tell them that we needed our own
house. We didn’t want to pay everything out in taxes.
So we went house hunting in Lakewood and East
Long Beach. Then we looked in our own
neighborhood. 

That’s when 1918 Raymond showed up for sale.
We looked at it on a Saturday and within a day or two
it was a done deal. Just like that. 1918 Raymond was
only a block and a half away from 1996 Dawson. One
of our old Dawson neighbors did the same thing. They
bought the house next to us on Raymond Avenue, and
Neena and their daughter became good friends. In fact,
they’re still friends and neighbors. Both girls now own
their childhood homes. 

Not long after we moved in, I was awakened by the
sound of a small aircraft flying very low. It was early
in the morning and very foggy out. Moments later, I
heard it crash into the telephone company yard on the
southwest corner of Cherry and 20th Street. All aboard
were killed. Years before, a similar crash had occurred
at the corner of 19th and Raymond, killing Mayor
Morris Shoup’s young boy. Coincidentally, that boy
had lived at 1918 Raymond. Spud Field was named
after him.

We had an interesting annual event in the
neighborhood. Tod Faulkner, aka Kid Mexico, a big
old-time boxer, hosted a huge Christmas party at his
house on Cerritos Avenue every year. Going to his
house was quite an experience. His walls were lined
with photos from his heyday. There were pictures of
him with movie beauties, golfing buddies and all kinds
of celebrities, including Bing Crosby and Bob Hope. 

On the big day he’d dress up in his Santa Claus suit
and toss toys out to the crowd of children. The
children brought large boxes with them to haul home
their loot. Each year he selected a young girl from the
community to be the “princess.” One year, Neena was

chosen. Al chauffeured Neena and her “attendant”
Charlene Hopkins to the party in a big old car he
borrowed from (long gone) Osbourne’s, located on the
corner of Cherry Avenue and 20th Street. He even put
on his guard’s uniform (minus the badge), a hat and
white gloves to play the role of chauffeur.

As Neena got older, she wanted to spend more time
with her girlfriends and participate in after school
activities. She was allowed to spend the night at a
friend's house if Al and I felt that the friend had a
conscientious mother. But there were a lot of things
Neena didn’t get to do. By the time Al got home from
work, he was exhausted and just wanted to spend a
quiet evening with his family. That meant that he
wanted Neena at home. He didn’t want to worry about
where she was or what she was doing. As a result, this
curtailed many of her after school activities.

With so many restrictions, things kept building up
until one day Neena ran off. She had her own bank
account, so she had the means to run away. She
opened her first checking account when she was 12
years old. Whenever she received money gifts, she’d
put them in the bank. That way she learned to manage
money and a checkbook. 

She didn’t leave a note or anything. We called
everyone we could think of, but nobody would tell us
a thing. Finally, we got a telephone call from Susie’s
mom. Neena was good friends with Susie and trusted
her mom. 

Neena and a girlfriend had taken a Greyhound bus
to San Diego. Along the way, they met a woman who
persuaded them to go with her to the navy base. Neena
got scared and called Susie’s mom, but was too afraid
to call us. It took awhile for Susie’s mom to convince
Neena that we weren't going to kill her. She said,
“Your mother and dad are so upset. Please call them.”

She finally did call, crying and crying. “Can we
come and get you?” we asked. Neena agreed, yes, we
could come and get them. Then we had to figure out
how to get onto the navy base. It took some time, but
we eventually found them. I drove our 1972
Volkswagen Mini Bus home while Neena and her
daddy sat in the back talking. Oh my goodness, how
she and her daddy cried together, making all kinds of
promises to each other. I was just happy that they had
finally come to an understanding.

Things calmed down and life went on. Before we
knew it, Neena was 18 and graduating from high

1918 Raymond Avenue

_____________
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school. Oh, and getting married. She’d met a young
man, Werner Kuttig, and oh dear they wanted to get
married. Her dad jumped in. Boy, she’s going to have
the wedding of her life! She was right out of high
school and her dad went along with it. I thought she
was moving too fast. 

We got acquainted with his folks. His family was
very German. They had immigrated to the U.S. when
Werner was little. They were nice, hardworking
people. Neena and Werner were married at the old
Elks Lodge Dome on Willow Street and Grand
Avenue. She had a gorgeous formal wedding with a
beautiful long satin gown, veil—the works. 

Around the same time, Al won a four-year term as
treasurer of the city of Signal Hill. It was a part-time
job so he could continue to work for the county. Al
also became really involved in American Indian rights.
Not that he had an American Indian background
himself. He was a first-generation Polish
American. In fact, Polish was his first language.
But by the time I knew him, he spoke perfect
English with just a trace of a New England
accent. 

Al worked with Danny Davey and
Congressman Craig Hosmer to create an
“American Indian Day.” The celebration was held
in August at Signal Hill Park and attended by
well-known American Indians like Red Dawn,
Jay Silverheels and White Cloud. American
Indian clubs from neighboring cities also joined
in the festivities. There was dancing, American
Indian food and American Indian goods. 

Al and Danny Davey also organized a major
American Indian event. They invited American Indian
boys from winning Arizona baseball teams to Signal
Hill for a visit. A big bus was dispatched to pick up
the 24 boys and eight parents. 

The women were housed with host families and the
boys and men were housed at the community center.
Volunteers prepared meals for them and the Lion’s
Club provided sleeping bags and sports equipment.

The kids had a lot of activities lined up. One event
included local vocalist Annette Wray and Navajo
Indian artist Robert Draper. Annette sang “Indian
Love” accompanied by only a single drummer. Navajo
Indian artist Robert Draper presented the city with a
large painting, which was later hung in the council
chambers. We even got a special permit to perform
smoke signals on top of the hill. It was a spectacular
sight.

They went to the beach and got their feet wet in the
ocean for the first time. They were treated to a cruise
of the harbor and lunches at Ports O’ Call and
downtown Long Beach. The highlight of their trip was

a Dodgers game. There was even a welcome sign
for them on the Magic Message Board.

Al's next American Indian venture involved
Neena. Neena hadn’t been working because her
husband didn't want her to. No, his wife stayed at
home. Al and I knew that staying at home
wouldn’t be good for Neena. She needed to do
something or she was going to get into mischief. 

Al decided to open an Indian jewelry store and
let Neena be the proprietor. Neena’s husband may
not have wanted her to work, but he went along
with it. The store was in Long Beach on 7th
Street. We set up shop in a little house that Neena

and her husband also lived in. The living room was the
store. Al would go to the reservation to buy the
jewelry. After I retired, I occasionally accompanied
him.

In 1973, Al suffered a heart attack and had to take
disability retirement. He was physically and mentally
unable to continue working for the county. After that,
he completely devoted his attention to helping
American Indians. 

Al’s next project was American Indian Volunteers,
a non-profit group he created. Our most ardent
supporters were two wonderful old black ladies. They
were thrilled to pieces to help and refused to take any
goods or money for their services. We ran the
organization out of an old garage in Long Beach that
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the owner let us have for a pittance. We collected
donations and sent the suitable items to various Indian
reservations. Local Indian organizations were
welcome to take the donations as well. 

Donations that were not suitable for reservation
life, such as electrical appliances, ladies high heeled
shoes and items in poor condition, were offered for
sale at a modest price. That was the organization’s
only source of income. Al and I took absolutely
nothing for our own use. American Indian Volunteers
was in no way connected with Neena’s Indian jewelry
store. 

I took an early retirement in March of 1974, after
14 years with the county. By that time I was no longer
an eligibility supervisor for the elderly. Laws had
changed. The services I had provided were now listed
under Social Security, so I was transferred to an intake
unit in Aid to Families with Dependent Children. I had
to learn a new set of rules that were just different
enough to make my job difficult. 

I became a part of a dysfunctional seven-person
unit. Somebody had quit but no one was hired to fill
the position. Everybody was scrambling to cover the
extra case files. So when I was summoned for jury
duty, I didn’t fight to get out of it. I served on and off
for about a month. It was such a relief to be away
from my job that once my jury duty was over, I
decided to take an early retirement.

After I retired, I concentrated on taking care of Al.
Most of the time, he functioned beautifully. In fact,
99% of the time he was very loving. He was not mean
or abusive. There was never any doubt in my mind
that he was true to me. I knew he wasn’t out chasing
other women. He couldn’t have kept his mouth shut;
he would’ve had to tell me about it. 

Al persuaded his friend Big Bob that it would be
fun to take some Indian goods on the road. They
traveled to different trading posts in Arizona and New
Mexico in Bob’s big motor home. Then they stopped
in Tucson to visit some friends. 

At times, it felt like a relief to have him gone, but it
was also a constant worry. That’s when I began getting
the telephone calls again. They were just like the ones
I had received back in 1961 when he was trying to
establish himself in the beauty business. In fact, he
was even staying with the same friends. It was very
distressing. I took it upon myself to be embarrassed
for him, even though there was nothing I could do to
change it.

Eventually they came home and Al came off his
manic high. I found out that while he was gone, he
had run up some bills. Al thought we were deeply in
debt. Yes, he had spent a little more than he should

have, but if we needed to there were goods we could
sell to cover the debt.

We sat down very quietly. I took out a yellow tablet
and did the figures. I tried to reassure him that we
could pay it off little by little. I said, “This is our
income and this is what we can do. It isn’t so bad.
We’ll take care of it. But it’s going to take a couple of
years.” I was very calm; I wasn’t panicky at all. Al
was still pretty worked up though.

I tried to persuade him to see a psychiatrist and get
on some meds. Lithium was a brand new drug then. At
my last job I had gotten to know a psychiatrist who
practiced in San Pedro. I knew that in an emergency, I
could take Al to him. 

Al wasn't against the idea, but he wanted to put it
off. The day before he took his life, he said, “I've
pulled through these low spots before. Just give me a
few days and I promise I’ll go.” Al hadn’t done
anything threatening, so I couldn’t force him to see a
psychiatrist. I said, “Okay, but I really think you
should go. The doctor will give you an appointment
right away. All you have to do is call.”

The next morning, he woke up and got dressed as
usual. He looked so good that day. His hair was just
starting to gray at the sides. He was freshly shaven
and wearing his western-carved leather belt and big
turquoise and silver bracelets. He went to make the
rounds at city hall. He was friends with the police
chief and a number of the police officers so he stopped
by the station next. He seemed perfectly normal.

Then Neena called. She needed a ride to the bank
and wanted to know if one of us would pick her up.
When Al came home I told him that Neena needed
him to take her to the bank before opening the store
that day. No, he didn’t want to do it. I tried to
persuade him, but he said, “No, no, you go.” I finally
agreed. Before I left, I stood on my tiptoes, put my
arms around his neck and kissed him. I said, “Now
don’t do anything stupid while I’m gone.”

I picked up Neena, took her to the bank and
dropped her off at the jewelry store. Back at home, I
called out to let Al know I was home. I discovered that
while I was out, he had gone through a manic episode
and shot himself. He took his life on June 16, 1975. 

It was devastating. The police came and they
wanted to go over what had happened. After awhile,
I realized I needed to tell Neena. The police chief
wouldn’t let me face that alone, so we went together.
Neena's eyes widened and her mouth dropped open
when she saw us. “It’s my daddy, isn’t it?” she
asked. She took it beautifully but it sure has left a
mark on her.
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Some years before, Al’s son Robert—Neena’s half
brother—had also taken his own life. So Al had that
on his plate as well. He felt guilty about the way
things had ended between them. Robert and his young
wife had stayed with us for awhile because they were
thinking of settling in California. Robert was going
through a real manic time. His little wife kept going
down to the corner liquor store to buy him pints of
alcohol. He was higher than a kite, but there was
nothing we could do to help them.

Then to make matters worse, Robert got the idea
that we weren’t proper parents. He wanted to take
Neena away from us. He would make sure that “she
was raised right.” That was a very uncomfortable time. 

Al told them they had to leave, which they did after
Stella sent them some money. I tried to explain the
situation to Robert’s brother Andy. I told him that
Robert needed to get medical help. Oh no, all Robert
needed was to be loved, understood and to get a job.
Not long after that, Robert chose to end his life.

I had a family gathering for Al at a park in Signal
Hill. Stella, Andy, his wife Heather and their two
daughters came to the event. By that time, Andy and
his family were living in Hollywood, but Stella came
all the way from Boston to attend. 

Stella and I did a lot of talking and became
friends. We came to an understanding. Al and Stella
could have made it work if his mother and brother
had stayed out of their
business. We both
understood what it was like
to have Al’s mother
constantly trying to
undermine you. Where I got
the guts to stand up to Al’s
mother, I don’t know, but I
did.

Stella and I kept in touch after that. Later on, when
my fourth husband Jay Grommé and I made a five-
week trip across the United States, we stopped in
Massachusetts to see her. She was a very gracious host
and we had a lovely time. When her health began to
deteriorate, she moved to California to be with Andy.
At family gatherings, she and I always sat together
and talked.

In addition to the family gathering, we had an open
house to remember Al. We put out food, beer, wine
and whatever else was left of his booze. Even though
he wasn't a drinking man, he always had booze on
hand.

I kept so busy that I didn’t have time to dwell on
my sadness. Sure, I missed Al. We had some
wonderful times together. On some level, it was also
relief though. I felt guilty about it, but I was relieved
that I didn’t have to deal with his mania and
depression anymore. 

I wasn’t afraid of being alone. I had been on my
own before and knew I could take care of myself.
Even when I was with Al, I had gone through all sorts
of scenarios in my head, all kinds of “what ifs.”But I
knew that Al would never let me go. He needed me. If
I had forced the issue, I could have been the cause of a
bad breakdown. It didn’t help matters that there was
always a gun oiled and ready in the house. 

Life had to go on. After working the numbers, I
realized that I couldn’t afford
to keep the Indian jewelry
store open. Neena went on to
do better things and I was
able to keep things going. I
took some Kelly Girl temp
jobs. I did some interesting
things. 

❖
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Al was in his second term as city treasurer when he
took his life. I was interested in being appointed to

finish out his term so I called one of the council members
for more information. I put in my application, got the
position and was sworn in. 

I didn’t know where to start. Luckily, the city had a
very efficient financial group. The woman in charge of
the department made sure I knew
everything I needed to know.
Besides signing payroll checks
twice a month, my main job was
to attend council meetings. In
fact, I still attend council
meetings once in awhile. If I’m
not feeling particularly good,
going there really perks me up.
Usually four out of the five
council members will come
down off the podium to give me
hugs and shake my hand. It just
makes my day! 

During my time as city
treasurer, the city became a part of
the redevelopment agency. It was
exciting to be involved with such a big project. We got
lots of publicity complete with a big blown up check. It
was a big to-do because so many of the old timers were
against it. They got up in front of the councilmen and
said, “We don’t want any outsiders telling us how to
spend our money.” They didn’t understand that the
money was already allocated for certain purposes. 

Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to finish out the term
either. I needed to take care of my third husband
Norman, who had fallen ill. Al and I had been friends
with Norman and his wife Alma Lou for years. Alma
Lou and I originally met through the Daughters of the
American Revolution (DAR), which I’ve been a member
of since 1965. Sometimes Al and Norman would stop by
after our DAR meetings and then we’d all go out and
have a nice time together. 

Alma Lou died suddenly of an aneurism just six
weeks after Al passed away. They had just moved to
Yucca Valley and now Norman was on his own. He was
so lost. When Norman was ready, he wanted to mark her
grave with a DAR emblem. He called me to ask what he

needed to do to get it. I said, “Would you like me to go to
Green Hills with you?” He said, “Oh, would you? I’ll
buy you lunch.” So we had lunch and then went to the
cemetery. 

After that, we started seeing each other more
frequently. Norman had a lot of friends in Signal Hill and
Torrance so he was often in the area. He also still banked

in Torrance, where he and Alma
Lou had lived some years before.
He’d call and ask if he could stop
by. It was “How about going to
lunch?” or “What should I do
about Alma Lou’s things?” We
were lonely and had a lot in
common. 

He wasn’t tall and slim like
the other guys in my life. Norman
was just a sweet guy who was
lonely as all get out. I don’t even
remember how it came up. He
asked, “You think maybe we
should get married?” I wasn’t in
love with him. I was very, very
fond of him and I’m sure he was

fond of me. We were comfortable together. 

Norman was so grateful that I agreed to marry him.
He missed having a companion. I was 17 years younger
than him, but we still had a chance for some good years.
I wasn’t afraid. We told Norman’s son and daughter-in-
law about our engagement over dinner. While we were
eating, I caught them staring at the big diamond ring I
just had made. I had created one ring from three smaller
ones. After years of wearing large Indian turquoise and
silver rings, I was used to rings of that size. Besides, I
had the stones, so why shouldn’t I make the ring I
wanted? 

I let them know, in no uncertain terms, that I had paid
for the ring. Norman had nothing to do with it. Things
lightened up a bit after that, but I’m sure they were still
suspicious of me. I never really bonded with Norman’s
son and grandchildren. They weren’t warm people. They
didn’t reach out to me. 

We were married in Glendale at Neena’s Aunt
Jeraldine and Uncle Arthur’s house. Arthur’s wife
Jeraldine used to be a cruise director on the Princess line.
She had used her cruise ship experiences to write the
original book and outline of the script for the Love Boat.
We were married near their pool. It was mainly a family
thing, with Norman’s family, Neena and my close
friends. It was nice.

Norman LaPorte

_____________
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on their wedding day, September 4, 1976. 

Marjorie posing with Signal Hill’s first
redevelopment check–

$2,477,627.98 to be exact



We had a really good time honeymooning in Hawaii.
We visited five islands, spending a short amount of time
on each one. Norman knew Hawaii pretty well because
he used to work as a telegraph operator for the White
Cruise Line, going between California and Hawaii. After
doing that for a number of years, he switched careers and
became a mechanic. 

I kept my house but moved some of my stuff to the
Yucca Valley home. By that time, Neena had divorced
Werner Kuttig and was living at my house. I didn’t
change anything at the Yucca Valley house. It was
comfortable. 

We had a nice visit with his sister Esther who lived
just over the border from Carlsbad, New Mexico and
Texas on this great big ranch with 25 square miles of
land. She welcomed me because I was taking care of her
big brother. We also visited his nieces, who were very
good to me. 

We had to cut the trip short because he wasn’t feeling
well. He was having urinary problems. As soon as we got
home, we went to the Kaiser in Fontana and found out he
had prostate cancer. 

When Norman’s sister heard the news, she insisted
that we come back to New Mexico to see her doctor
friend. It was between Norman and his sister; they were
making the decisions, which was alright with me.

We didn’t stay in Hobbes long. They determined that
Norman needed more help than they could provide at
their small hospital. So we were sent to Houston. There
Norman received a gold seed implant, a cancer treatment
developed by one of the doctors on staff. 

The Houston hospital treated us royally. Norman had
this great big room with very elegant furniture. Since the
gold seed implant was high in radiation, it wasn’t safe for
Norman to have visitors right away. So sometimes I
stayed with a woman from the Cattleman’s Association
who had graciously offered me a bed at her home. When
the radiation had worn off enough, the hospital made up
a bed for me in his room and fed me. They were very
nice but it was tedious. 

We spent a month in Houston. Norman was still very,
very weak when we made the car trip back to Hobbes. A
few days after we got back, he was so sick we had to
make a trip to the hospital in the middle of the night.
They had to operate; he was so full of cancer. He was too
far gone for the gold seed to work. Norman and I spent a
month at his niece’s house recuperating.

It was time to go back home. Norman was ready to
leave and we both had things to take care of in
California. Norman and his sister Esther chartered a
small plane and flew into Yucca Valley. I would have
preferred they fly into Long Beach, but Norman didn’t
want to do that. Meanwhile, I drove the car back home. I

got in on a Friday night and was there to meet the plane
the next day. I picked up some groceries and helped him
settle in. His sister wasn’t really doing anything. She was
just devastated that her baby brother was in such bad
shape. It really fell on me to take care of him.

I had to run some errands in Signal Hill and Torrance
some 125 miles away, so I left Norman with his sister.
Once I finished, I headed over to my house in Signal
Hill. As soon as I pulled up, Neena came running out.
Norman and his sister were on the way to the Kaiser
Harbor City Hospital. He had a bad episode and spent a
week there. In the meantime, Esther stayed at my house.
But she wouldn’t go to the hospital to see him. She
wouldn’t do anything. She was totally frozen. Eventually,
she went back to New Mexico.

September became October, and Norman’s birthday
came and went. Back at my place, I had full care of
Norman. Most of the time, he was in bed. Then late at
night on a Sunday, he lost consciousness. He was
groaning and we didn’t have any pain medication so I
called Kaiser for an ambulance. They wanted to know if
I was afraid to be with him should he die. No, I wasn’t
afraid. I’d been through it with Andy. I needed the
ambulance because Norman was in pain and I couldn’t
leave him alone to get medication. 

I called his son on Monday morning and he came
down. The next day Joe and I were sitting in Norman’s
hospital room, talking quietly. He was on a respirator.
Every few minutes we’d get up to check on him. Then, I
heard the ventilator just stop. It was all over. He died in
December of 1977, just after his 76th birthday. We had
already made our plans at Green Hills. Norman was
given back to his Alma Lou, his first love. 

Norman hadn’t completely planned everything though
because nothing was prepaid. But I’d been with him
when he made his will and we’d discussed his wishes. It
was understood that I would not have any expenses when
he passed away. He was leaving everything to his son
and wanted his family to use the money he left to take
care of the expenses. The words had been said, but not
written in his will. 

The bill came to me anyway. I let his son know in no
uncertain terms that this was not his father’s intentions.
Then I told the mortuary that I was not responsible for
the bill. There were hard feelings, but I stuck to my guns.
I kept the car we had purchased together and returned
everything else that was his. Other than the car, we had
kept everything separate. 

That was the saga of Norman LaPorte.

❖
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Alone again, I filled my time with senior activities
and volunteer work. I continued to be active in

the DAR and went to city council meetings. I was and
still am very much involved in the community, and
don’t let anybody forget it!

I met Jay Grommé though my friends Nick and
Betty Mekis. In December of 1979, I was invited to a
New Year’s Eve party at their house. The girls were
teasing me because I’d come to the party without a
date. I tried to defend myself. I told them I didn’t
know anybody to invite. 

Just then the door opened, and some new people
came in. There was this high-pitched woman’s voice,
laughing and bubbly. One of the ladies spoke up and
said, “I know! We’ll introduce you to ‘Papa’ Jay.”
Nick and Betty had known Jay Grommé for a long
time. Recently widowed, his wife Connie had died
suddenly that previous November. 

Yes, we were introduced. We stood and talked a bit,
shed a couple of tears over the fact that we were both
widowed. Then I sat down with a couple of friends
who were discussing topics that interested me. After a
bit, Jay came over and sat down beside me. 

Just before midnight, they turned the television on
so we could watch the ball drop in Times Square. We
stood up for the countdown, counting with them. Then
everyone was saying, “Happy New Year” and hugging
each other, and Jay kissed me. He said, “Ooh, pretty
nice. Let’s try that again.” He was a funny guy. 

A month later, I saw Nick and Betty at Lidos, a
Signal Hill restaurant (at Willow Street and Temple
Avenue) that we all gravitated toward. They invited
me to join them for dinner. We were talking about the
party, so I said, “If a certain somebody should ask for
my phone number, it’s okay to give it to him.” 

In February I got a telephone call. Jay wanted to
have dinner with me that evening. I’d already made
plans with some friends though. It was a small group
of women so my absence would have been noticeable.
Besides, it wasn’t right to cancel on them at the last
minute even though I would have preferred to go out
with Jay. 

I told him I needed a rain check. Right away he
asked, “How about Wednesday evening?” The
following Wednesday, Jay pulled up in a nice car
promptly at 7 pm. He came all dolled up. Back then,
the men were wearing casual leisure suits with
matching shirts and slacks. He was 6’1 and had these
long side burns. He was quite an imposing figure. 

He took me to the Velvet Turtle, a fancy restaurant
right off of Atlantic Avenue on 33rd Street. He sure
got off on the right foot—he arrived on time in a nice
car, had dressed up, and taken me to one of the best
places in town. We both had the lamb chops and a
bottle of wine. All in all, it was a very good dinner.
And maybe I shouldn’t say this, but he took me home
and spent the night.

He started spending more and more time at my
place. He’d often leave for work from my house. The
guys on the job liked to tease him. They’d ask, “Are
you going to Signal Hill tonight?” He’d grin and say,
“Yep, I’m going to Signal Hill.” I guess that was quite
an accomplishment for an old man. 

Before long, his easy chair and other little things
had made their way over to my house. We didn’t
spend much time at his house because his youngest
son and granddaughter were living there. He didn’t
like going home because it didn’t feel like home
anymore. That was one of the reasons he spent so
much time in Signal Hill. 

In September of 1981, we took a trip to Las Vegas
with a group from Our Lady of Refuge Church. We
had a very nice trip and were set to come home
Sunday afternoon. When we got up that day, he asked,
“What would you like to do before we leave?”
Tongue-in-cheek, I said, “Well, we could go grab a
taxi and get married.” Oh, oh, oh, he was stuttering.
Eventually he managed to say that when he got
married he wanted his family to be there. Okay, so that
took care of that.

September and October came and went. Neena
started to voice her concerns about our arrangement.
She thought he was taking advantage of me. Jay
wasn’t being a freeloader though. He bought groceries
and helped out around the house. I assured Neena that
he was carrying some of the load. She went along with
it. After all, she liked him. More importantly, she
knew that Jay and I had fun together. 

By November, I decided enough was enough. We’d
been together almost two years. By that point even

Jay Grommé
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one of his granddaughters had asked when we were
getting married. I cornered him one day and said,
“You know, I think we should get married.” With my
upbringing and my friends, I wasn’t comfortable
continuing on the way we were indefinitely. Besides, I
was only 62. I didn’t want to be a widow for the rest
of my days.

Again he stuttered. I said, “Okay, you don’t want to
get married. Then I think you should move back to
your little place and if you want to date, call me. We’ll
go out. And I don’t mind cooking a meal for you once
in awhile.” With that, things changed real fast. He
didn’t want to give up being taken care of. At least,
that’s the way I viewed it.

He said, “Well we should do it before the first of
the year.” Of course, I knew what that meant. If we
were married before the first of the year, tax wise we
would have been married all year. He was still making
pretty good money for an old man; he was 75 by then. 

We conferred with the family and decided on a
December 2nd wedding. Neena and her second
husband Cliff Krieger offered to have the wedding at
their very nice house in Huntington Beach. I contacted
someone out of the telephone book to perform the

marriage ceremony. We invited Nick and Betty, my
brother-in-law Arthur and his lovely wife Jeraldine,
Jay’s sons, Jay Jr. and Michael, their wives and
children. Food was a family-style potluck lunch. It
was very simple. I was 62 and Jay was 75.

With that, we came back to Signal Hill. A few
weeks later we had a reception in downtown Long
Beach at the Hung Jury Bar and Restaurant. We had a
wonderful time.

Jay’s family accepted me just beautifully. They
always made me feel welcome. Jay Jr., Jay’s oldest
son, was especially sweet and accepting. Of course, by
the time we got married, Jay’s family was used to
having me around. I had already hosted plenty of
family gatherings and play dates with Jay’s grandkids. 

Jay’s grandchildren had wanted to know what they
should call me. I told them they could call me
whatever they were comfortable with. “Would you
mind if we called you grandma?” they asked. I was
honored. They decided I was good enough to be
grandma. They’re sweet.

❖
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Seven years after Jay and I married, we decided
we’d prefer to live in a condo. Neena

inadvertently introduced me to the idea. She had just
divorced her elderly husband and was looking to buy
a condo. We went to see a condo building right
across from city hall on Cherry Avenue and Hill
Street. The building had gone into bankruptcy and
sat empty for five years until a group of attorneys
banded together to buy it. They had just finished
getting it ready for the market when we saw it.

Jay and I both liked the condo so I decided to buy
it. We still had houses, but my arthritis made it hard
to take care of the yard, and Jay was rarely ever at
his house. Besides, we both wanted to be able to
come and go as we pleased without all the extra
upkeep and responsibility. 

Jay Jr.’s wife Nancy was a realtor. I wanted to see
what she thought so I invited her and Jay Jr. to our
house saying, “If you come over, I’ll make dinner.
There’s something I want you to look at.” They
agreed. I showed them what I had in mind and she
said, “I think it’s a good idea. You should do it.”

The next day, I told Neena about my plans. I was
all ready to list my house for sale so I could buy the
condo. When she heard what I planned, she got
upset. She said, “You can’t do that! That’s my
house! I want to buy it.” I didn’t think she could
afford it but that didn’t dissuade her. Neena said,
“Let me find out if I can afford it!”

I called Nancy and said, “If you haven’t already,
please don’t list the house.” I put a down payment
on the condo and Nancy started working with
Neena. Neena had some cash from the divorce
settlement. Boom, boom, boom. Just like that, I
owned a condo and Neena owned a house. She was
thrilled to pieces. 1918 Raymond was her home; it
was where she grew up. She kept the big bedroom
and rented out the front, back and detached rooms to
her girlfriends in order to make the mortgage
payments. She’s been there ever since.

I bought the condo as my separate property. I
never wanted to combine our money. We had

separate families and we kept separate property. I
laid out all of our money, income, expenditures and
property—what was his and what was mine. Then
we presented it to Neena and her husband Steve and
Jay’s two sons and their wives. 

Jay contributed a prorated part of the household
expenses and paid all of the car expenses. Jay also
paid for most of our travel costs. Jay had more
expendable money than I did and he was willing to
spend it. I made our agreement clear with the family
upfront. If he wanted me to travel, he would have to
pay for it. 

Jay finally retired when he was 78, and from then
on we traveled a lot more. He and his Connie used
to travel with a group in Signal Hill. We had a great
time on an Alaskan cruise we took with some of Jay
Jr.’s Shriner friends. On another Shriners trip, Jay
and I and two busloads of people traveled as a group
through Denmark, Norway and Sweden. That was
especially fun because so many of us were already
acquainted. 

Towards the end of the group tour, we took a
train to St. Petersburg, Russia for a two-night stay.
That was quite an experience. When we got to the
border, they changed crews on the train. Suddenly
bathroom doors were locked. If you needed to use
the bathroom, you had to ask the matron for a key. 

One of the first stops on our tour was the
Hermitage, a building filled with treasures from the
Siege of Leningrad. People were lined up around the
block just waiting to get in. Because we were a tour
group, we got to go in through a side door without
waiting. We saw so many interesting and beautiful
things in St. Petersburg. And, of course, there were
the infamous long food lines. 

The food was just as interesting. I remember we
had eggs with blood-red yolks for breakfast. Being a
farm girl, I knew that the yolk color depended on
what the chickens were fed. The hotel made us a box
lunch for our trip back to Helsinki, which was both
the starting and ending point on our group tour.
They had packed hardboiled eggs, apples and not
much else. It was different; not quite what we were
used to. 

From Helsinki, Jay, Jay Jr., Nancy and I
continued on our own to Hamburg. We were going
to spend a week visiting distant Grommé cousins in
Germany. Jay Jr. had found them when he was
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stationed in the army and they’d become friends.
Everyone else had already met, so I was the outsider. 

Two of Jay’s cousins lived in Bremen, Germany,
a seaside city off the North Sea between Germany
and Denmark. We stayed with cohabiting sisters
Hanna and Emmé. They were so gracious. They
insisted on taking us all around. We also visited
some of the younger Grommé cousins. Helga, her
husband Helmutt, and their two young daughters had
just returned from living abroad in Africa. Their
house was full of beautifully carved African
furniture. 

It was just such a nice experience,
it’s hard to describe. It was all so new
to me. I was trying very hard to be on
my best behavior. I didn’t want to do
anything to inconvenience them or
embarrass myself. 

Years later, the four of us visited
Helga and Helmutt again. This time
they were living in a small village
near Cologne, Germany. It was
wonderful to see them. Helmutt drove
us all around the city and Helga was
as gracious as ever. One morning,
Helmutt got up early and peddled over
to a bakery on his bicycle. He came
back with a huge sweet roll that was
made up of all these little loaves put
together. That’s one of my favorite
memories from the trip.

Stopping in the ancient walled city
of Rottenberg was another highlight. We
took one of the special Christmas
shopping tours they have in the fall for tourists. The
stores were just wonderful. Oh, I’d love to do that
again. 

We took another trip to Germany after touring
through Europe with Jay’s distant cousin Millie and
her husband Andy. We spent three days exploring
Athens. It was fascinating to see the Parthenon; it
was like something that you just dream about. 

Istanbul, the original Constantinople, was next. It
was such an interesting old city. We took the ferry
across the Bosporus to the Turkey side of the
country where all the rug merchants were. We
bought a couple of beautiful rugs and had them
shipped home. I bought a long runner that worked
beautifully in the condo. It was different than buying
rugs in this country. They served us tiny cups of
ouzo and we haggled with them. It was exciting. 

From Istanbul, we crossed through communist
Bulgaria, Romania, Hungary and Vienna, Austria. In

Vienna, we left the tour and continued on to
Bremen, Germany to visit more Grommé cousins.
Their home had been in the family for years and had
even survived a bomb attack during WWII. It was
fascinating to see exactly where the repairs had been
made.

From Bremen, we got on a train and went to
Amsterdam to visit Conrad Dirkse, a friend from
Long Beach. He was originally from the Netherlands
and happened to have a flat in Amsterdam as well.
When we met him at the train station, he had
flowers for each of us. He was a total gentleman. 

He had made arrangements for us to stay in a
retirement building near his apartment. It was a tall
building with a restaurant and very small cubicle-
sized rooms. Our room consisted of two narrow cots
and a shower that practically sat on top of the toilet.
Poor Jay! He was such a big man, and that bathroom
and cot were so small.

Conrad invited us to his apartment for dinner and
we had Chinese takeout. It tasted a little different
than the Chinese food here, but it was still very
good. Before dinner we had drinks and pickled
herring, which I really enjoyed. I had learned to like
herring years before. 

Our host took us on a boat ride through the
canals, making sure to point out the red light district
because, after all, you’ve got to see that! We also
went to the Rijks Museum. It was such a fantastic
place. I always get excited when I see paintings
from the Rijks Museum on TV. I still can’t believe
I’ve actually seen the real paintings. 
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On the way to another museum, Papa Jay was so
busy looking around and having fun that he tripped
on the street car rails and fell. Luckily, he didn’t get
hurt. He just bounced back up laughing. That’s just
the way he was. Shortly thereafter, we flew home
having completed yet another wonderful trip. 

My favorite trip was the one we took with the
Elks of Long Beach-Signal Hill. Jay and I flew into
London a week ahead of time to do a tour of
Southern England. Then we flew over to Venice to
meet our ship. We had plenty of time to walk around
St. Mark’s Square, visit the church, go to shops, feed
the pigeons and watch boats floating down the canal
before boarding. It also turned out to be the same
week that Leon Klinghoffer, the American in the
wheelchair, was pushed off a cruise ship by
terrorists. Believe me, they made sure to check us
for guns before we boarded the ship. 

We sailed to Kusadasi, an old city in Turkey, and
stopped in Ephesus. At one time, Ephesus had been
a thriving city with magnificent buildings.
Unfortunately, earthquakes and the passage of time
had done a lot to destroy these buildings. There was
an amazing amphitheater built into the ground with a
huge center stage and marble seats. Some of us went
down to the main floor to test the acoustics, which
were just out of this world. Our fancy modern
equipment doesn’t even come close. 

I was especially interested in their public latrines.
There was this long seating arrangement made of
sandstone with holes cut into it. The men in our
group had a ball taking pictures sitting on the
latrines. 

I was also fascinated with the drainage tiles
archaeologists had discovered in the ground. Even
though the tiles were thousands of years old, most of
them were totally intact. As a country girl who has a
land drainage contractor brother back in Ohio, I
know that tiles are placed in the ground to drain low
spots, especially in rolling farm areas. This prevents
plants from getting drowned out by standing water
after a rain. 

We went to Karnak, the old biblical city of
Thebes, and Petra, the rose red city with facades
carved out of sandstone mountainside. It was
remarkable. It used to be a caravan stop before an
earthquake destroyed much of the city. 

While we were there, Jay stopped to have his
picture taken with a camel. He was on the camel just
long enough to get his picture taken. The next thing
we knew, he was tumbling off the camel’s back. He
wasn’t hurt though. When he got up, he was
laughing.

As we drove across the desert in our bus, we
passed lots of tents. I couldn’t believe that people
actually lived in those tents. And we saw goats
grazing on, what? It didn’t look like there was
enough food out there to sustain them. 

We went to Cairo and took a ferry across the Nile
River. At the other end, there was a bus waiting to
take us to King Tut’s tomb. I couldn’t believe that
we actually got to go inside. We finished off the day
with a tour of the queens’ tombs. 

Our last stop was Haifa. We had three tour
options available to us: Jerusalem; Nazareth and the
Sea of Galilee; and a half day tour to an oasis. Jay
wouldn’t help me decide. “Wherever you want to
go,” he said. I would’ve loved to go to Jerusalem,
but we only had one trip.

Being a country girl, I wanted to visit the
countryside, so I chose Nazareth. We stopped at a
kibbutz and had lunch there. It was very picturesque
with the buildings up on the knoll. They showed us
around their dairy farm and explained how they
conserved water for the crops they grew. 

I picked up a special souvenir at the Sea of
Galilee. I scooped some water into a bottle for my
friend Millie so she could have her own little piece
of the ancient waters. I just had so many amazing
experiences on that trip. 

When I wasn’t traveling with Jay, I was
volunteering. In 1994, Signal Hill voted me their
“Outstanding Older American.” I was really honored.
I didn’t feel as if I’d done all that much to deserve the
award. But apparently by being involved with things,
I’d made myself known.

All the cities in the county pick an “Outstanding
Older American.” Residents receive the nomination
form in their water bill. A group from Signal Hill
accompanied me to the big banquet they had at the
Dorothy Chandler Pavilion. Representatives from all
over the county came. 

One of the speakers at the event was Jack Smith,
a very well-known L.A. Times writer. He had bought
a house in Baja California and wrote a book about
his experiences there. I have a couple of his books,
including the one about Baja California. It was
exciting to hear him talk because I loved his stories.
I was glad I had a good seat in the middle of the
room. It was a lot of fun.

I also received local homage. They put me on the
front page of The Signal newspaper and later framed
the issue for me. I got a plaque from the city with
my name and a replica of an oil well on it. The
Signal Hill Chamber of Commerce gave me a
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framed citation. It was a very nice experience.

In 1999, Jay became ill. He may have had a
number of small strokes that affected his brain. I
wouldn’t be a bit surprised because his final illness
was caused by a major stroke. He became pretty
dependent on me in that last year. 

After awhile he didn’t want me to leave him
alone. Some of his granddaughters lived nearby, so
they’d come over to relieve me when they could.
Then I’d go out to the store or do something for
myself. One of the last times I left him with the
girls, he cried. He was so afraid I’d leave him. It
was wonderful that this fear and insecurity only
lasted for a short period of time.

Jay died on August 20, 1999, just before his
youngest son’s birthday. On Sept. 26 he would have
been 93. Jay and I had 17 years and eight months
together. It was heartbreaking to see him go, as it
was with all my husbands. They were all decent
men. 

Jay, Jay Jr., Nancy and I had already taken care of
everything. Things were done to suit the family,
which also suited me. I was so glad that I didn’t
have to worry about the family’s wishes. 

One of Jay’s Elk brethren conducted a private
service for him at the gravesite. His body was

cremated and laid to rest beside his Connie. I could
have reserved a space for myself next to him, but I
decided he belonged with his first wife. They had
been together for 54 years and she was the mother of
his sons. As for me, I have chosen to be cremated
and placed next to Neena’s father at Forest Lawn in
Long Beach. 

Later on, we had a celebration of Jay’s life at his
son’s Shriners lodge in Anaheim. It was a lovely get
together with a catered meal and an open bar. Jay’s
sons spoke about their dad’s life. There were a lot of
people there—Signal Hill people, his electrical
worker friends, my DAR friends, Jay Jr.’s friends,
Michael’s friends, and Jay’s grandchildren. We had a
great send off. 

Since then, I have missed him terribly. It doesn’t
seem possible that he’s already been gone for nine
years. But then again, Jay’s oldest son is now 81.
He’s only eight years younger than I am and still
calls me mom. Once in awhile people will look at us
kind of funny and I’ll say, “He’s my stepson.”
Michael is coming up on his 70th birthday. I’m old
enough to be his mother. It took Michael longer to
call me mom. Now he couldn’t be more attentive if
he tried. 

❖
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After Jay died I rattled around in that big condo for
another two years. But I was getting older. I had

reached my 80s. The condo was on a hillside and
walking wasn’t conducive for an old lady. If I wanted to
go anywhere, I had to drive. 

I knew about Bixby Knolls Towers because in June
of 1994 Jay and I had gone to an open house dinner
there. So I went back and asked for a tour, got the
brochure and had dinner there. I started thinking about
my friends Nick and Betty. Betty’s mother had lived
there for years. I kept getting reports from her about the
place. Neena had also been in and out of Bixby Towers
as the marketing person for the original Signal
newspaper and she liked it.

In addition, I could rely on what I’d learned at my
county job. It required that I often be in contact with
retirement facilities in Long Beach. Because of my job I
already knew what the quality of life was like at other
places, so I didn’t even have to visit them. 

I called Nancy and asked her if she’d list my condo
for me. When she showed me the proposed asking price,

I said, “Okay, add $10,000 to that. We can always come
down.” Nancy set up an open house on a Sunday, and by
Monday it was sold at my asking price. No quibbling.
Two guys who’d been together forever bought the
condo. They had been living in a hotel while they
searched for a place. Back in Kentucky, there was a
moving truck with their furniture in it waiting for them. 

They wanted a 30-day escrow, which didn’t give me
a lot of time. In the end, it worked out perfectly though.
Bixby Knoll Towers had an available unit on the ninth
floor. I wanted a bigger place with a shower; only
certain units have showers. They told me I could transfer
units as soon as one became available. 

I moved out of the condo and into a unit at Bixby
Knolls Towers within 30 days. When a bigger unit
became available, I moved there. As of June 5, 2009,
I’ve been here seven years. I have never regretted
moving to Bixby Towers. I may go by my old condo and
look at it with a little nostalgia, but I have no regrets.

❖
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Reflections
I’ve had such unique experiences with each of my

husbands. Andy was so sweet and caring. He came
from a different background and exposed me to a
different religion. 

With Al, it was being able to walk into the Phoenix
governor’s office without an appointment. When Al had
his job at the county he met all kinds of people—movie
people, people in government, people from the boxing
world. Big shots, I mean real big shots. Boxing people
came to parties at our little house at 1918 Raymond.
We'd invite Big Bob, who was a masseuse, and several
couples over for massage parties. Bob would bring his
folding table and I’d make a spaghetti dinner. 

Even in the short year and a half with Norman, I had
wonderful new experiences. There was the trip we took
to Hawaii and the trip to his sister’s ranch in Texas.
Even the trip to Houston for Norman’s gold seed
implant was a unique experience.

Jay Grommé was a totally different adventure. My
experiences with my last husband—and he is the last
because he’d be an impossible one to follow—were just

wonderful. We had such good times together.

None of my husbands lingered with sicknesses for
very long, which is truly a blessing. Yes, there was that
last year with Neena’s father when the manic depression
took over. I spent a lot of time with tight nerves, not
knowing what was going to happen next. But I was in it
for the long haul. I had made a commitment. And I was
needed. For some, that might have been bad. For me, I
guess it’s just a part of what I’m here for.

I’ve learned so much from being with my husbands.
Not just from our relationship as a family or as a couple,
but from the exposure to so many different, interesting
people and situations. I would never have had these
experiences if I’d stayed in Ohio and been a farmer.
Because I had the courage to move on, I did things that
the average person doesn’t get to do, things that I never
imagined possible. I’ve had a good life. I have no
regrets.

❖



Six-Week Muffins
1 15 oz box of raisin bran
1 cup Crisco (measure, then melt)
5 cups flour
3 cups sugar
4 eggs
1 quart buttermilk
5 teaspoons soda
2 teaspoons salt
1/2 package raisins

Mix bran, flour, sugar, salt and soda in a very large
pan. Add beaten eggs, melted Crisco and buttermilk.
Mix well.

Fill muffin pans 2/3 full, bake in a pre-heated 400
degree oven for 15 to 20 minutes. Batter will keep for
six weeks in a tightly covered container in the
refrigerator.

I have used this recipe repeatedly since 1975. I just
ran across a request for it in the Press Telegram and
e-mailed them the recipe. 10/24/07

--------------------------------------------
French Dressing
1-1/2 cups sugar
1 cup Catsup
1 cup vinegar
2 cups salad oil
1 or 2 teaspoons salt
1 teaspoon celery salt
1 cup grated onion
1/2 teaspoon pepper
1/4 teaspoon garlic salt

Mix in a blender until smooth.

This recipe came from a Mansfield, Ohio juvenile
detention facility kitchen (1964). It is so simple to
make, keeps well and is soooo delicious.

--------------------------------------------

Tangy Aspic
46 oz (Dole) tomato juice
2 tablespoons lemon juice
1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce
1 tablespoon sugar
1 tablespoon salt
1/4 teaspoon pepper
3 tablespoons plain gelatin
1/3 cup water

Heat tomato juice with lemon juice, Worcestershire
sauce, sugar, salt and pepper. Soften gelatin in cold
water and dissolve in above liquid. Pour into a 1-1/2
quart container, chill until set. Cut into squares to
serve.

Note: Can add finely chopped celery, onion, carrots
and peppers to taste.

Another easy dish with so little preparation time. I’ve
prepared this for large family gatherings for years.
Please try this recipe at least once. 

--------------------------------------------
Sandwich Spread-Pimento-Cheddar
1/2 lb aged Cheddar cheese
4 oz can or jar pimento
1 tablespoon green onion, chopped
1/4 tablespoon salt
1 tablespoon brown sugar
Mayonnaise to moisten
Sandwich bread

Cut cheese into strips, run through food chopper
(medium cutter) with pimentos and oil packed in.
Grind green onions.

Add salt, brown sugar and mayonnaise to moisten,
blending with a spoon.

--------------------------------------------
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Scramble (Delicious)
2 lbs mixed nuts
12 oz box Wheat Chex 
6  1/2 oz box Rice Chex 
10 1/2 oz box Cheerios
1 box pretzel bits
1 box pretzel sticks
2 cups salad oil
2 tablespoons Worcestershire sauce
1 tablespoon garlic salt
1 tablespoon seasoned salt

Mix ingredients together in a large roaster. Bake for 2
hours in a 225 degree oven. Stir every 15 minutes.
Makes 8 quarts.

--------------------------------------------
Portuguese Vegetable Soup
3 quarts boiling water
1 can red kidney beans
2 fresh tomatoes, peeled and chopped or 1 can tomato
3/4 cup small macaroni
1 cube margarine
1 can tomato sauce
3 small carrots, diced
2 large stalks celery, diced
1 large onion, chopped
2 medium potatoes, dice
2 zucchini squashes, diced
1 clove of garlic, minced
Small amount of cabbage, shredded
Salt and pepper to taste

Add carrots, celery and onion to boiling water. Then
add potatoes, zucchini and cabbage. Next add tomato
sauce, kidney beans, garlic and tomatoes.

When mixture boils again, add macaroni, margarine
and salt and pepper. Turn down the heat and simmer
slowly for at least 2 hours.

--------------------------------------------

Stew for all Occasions
3 lb lean boneless beef chuck, cubed
1 lb carrots (10 medium sized), scrubbed and
quartered crosswise
4 large ribs of celery, trimmed, washed and cut in 1
inch chunks
3 medium onions, peeled and quartered
16 oz can crushed tomatoes
2/3 cup of dry red wine or water
1/2 cup beef broth
1/4 cup quick cooking tapioca
1 tablespoon granulated sugar
2 teaspoons dried fine herbs or Italian herb seasoning
2 teaspoons salt
1/2 teaspoon pepper
2 small bay leaves

Preheat oven to 325 degrees. Mix tomatoes, red wine,
beef broth, tapioca, sugar, herbs, salt, pepper and bay
leaves in a heavy 5 or 6 quart Dutch oven. 

Stir in beef. Add carrots, celery and onions. Cover and
bake for 3 hours, stirring twice, until meat is tender and
sauce thickened. Discard bay leaves before serving or
refrigerating. Makes 8 servings.

Tastes best if made a day or so ahead of time.
Refrigerate or freeze up to 3 months. 

Note: For parties throw in 12 oz of small mushrooms
and 2 tablespoons of coarse grain Dijon mustard
before reheating. Simmer 10 minutes then stir in 10 oz
package of frozen green peas and continue simmering
another 4 minutes. Serve over buttered noodles,
steamed rice, dinner rolls or garlic bread. May also be
served with mashed potatoes or rutabagas. 

EXCELLENT!

--------------------------------------------
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