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Foreword 
Dad asked me to write a foreword for this book sometime 

around Thanksgiving of 2008, and I have to admit I had mixed 
feelings. Not about the book – that, I knew, would be a great 
encapsulation of stories, writings, and memories that could be 
enjoyed for years by those who had written the pieces and by 
the rest of the family. Nor was I hesitant because I thought it 
would take effort. Instead, I had some doubts because, while 
the compilation of all these pieces was a time consuming 
effort, writing the “right” words to appear before them all, to 
frame the sixty-some pages in an appropriate light, seemed 
daunting. When struggling with what to write, my father tried 
to reassure me by telling me that if I think of it as a foreword, 
that might help me write it, and that it could be any length I 
want. Though these suggestions did help, writing personal 
thoughts is never an easy thing. That, after all, is why my 
mother’s annual Christmas letter usually arrives at the end of 
January. 

Then I started thinking about the impetus of this book: 
honoring memories and writing. A friend of mine in law 
school, who is Jewish, recently visited his girlfriend over winter 
break and took part in his first Christmas Day. He complained, 
half jokingly, that the unwrapping process took seven hours. 
“Everyone opened the presents one at a time!” he lamented. 
And suddenly I was back in Des Moines, growing up, with 
what seemed like countless adults opening one present after 
another, while I had to wait my turn to open a new gift. Often a 
present would be accompanied by a story – who got what 
where, what the significance of a book was, or why a silly gift 
represented another gift yet to come. 

When I admonish my sister to be patient on Christmas 
morning, I try to remember how I felt when I was her age. Still, 
I can’t help but explain to her, as I explained to my friend after 
his first Christmas morning, that relishing the long process of 
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opening presents is the most enjoyable part. The memories I 
have as a ten-year-old help me enjoy our Christmas Days more 
than if I had begun each Christmas in a flurry of gift un-
wrapping before retreating to play with my new toys. 

But for this family, I think writing, reading, and memories 
are in some way intertwined. One of my mom’s favorite stories 
from my childhood, and a fond memory of my own, is of a 
gloomy weekend we spent in Chicago fifteen years ago when 
we voraciously consumed (her reading to me) To Kill a 
Mockingbird while my dad attended a conference. And then I 
thought of how every night growing up, my day ended with 
my parents reading a story to me. This winter, with my sister 
taking part in the same nightly reading ritual, my parents read 
To Kill a Mockingbird to her, and I was happy to be home on 
vacation from school to hear a large chunk of it. 

Read the stories in this book years from now. They’ll evoke 
positive memories of the past.  Each story, poem, or essay 
recalls a memory about the author, and brings back the same 
types of memories I experience from each Christmas Day, or 
from reading To Kill a Mockingbird. 

January, 2009 
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Happy Christmas to All 

Happy Christmas to all! It’s almost Christmas. Everybody 
has got their Christmas trees and lights. Everybody can’t wait to 
celebrate Jesus’ birth. I haven’t got my Christmas tree yet, but 
we will soon. We will decorate it so it has so many decorations 
that you can’t put any more. My cats will be very happy with all 
their presents like, ribbons, and toy mice, and feathers on 
strings with catnip, and everything will over whelm them 
because it’s their first Christmas. Nobody can sleep on 
Christmas Eve. Thinking of their presents, and Santa with his 
reindeer. When they are asleep they dream of sugar plums, and 
presents, and all the fun they will have in the morning. I myself 
can’t sleep on Christmas Eve. I can’t wait till the morning when 
everyone wakes and comes down stairs and start ripping up all 
the wrapping paper, and loving all their presents like, new 
dolls, and toy cars, and everything thing they want. I get over 
whelmed myself with all my presents and new toys. After the 
morning and all the opening presents, I can’t wait for the 
evening when most of my relatives come over and there’s more 
opening presents, but I can’t open them until everybody arrives. 
Everybody is so happy on Christmas and I love it! I love when 
everybody is so happy because then I fill up with joy. We have  
dinner and everybody starts telling jokes or they start 
conversations. My mom makes the best Christmas meal and 
everybody starts complementing her. Some of the complements 
are like, “Great meal Leslie,” or “Leslie, you have to give me this 
recipe.” My brother dad and grandpa start a conversation about 
religion, my mom and aunt start cracking up and everybody is 
happy. I hope other people in my neighborhood feel as happy 
as I am! 

I LOVE CHRISTMAS! 

December 2006 
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My Life as a Snowflake 

It was December 1st. I was about to jump off our cloud with 
my family when every other snowflake yelled “Good luck.” We 
jumped off on the count of three. “1, 2, 3 jump!” my mom 
yelled. We jumped. We started floating down to the yard 
below. The yard was covered with my friends. I landed among 
them and we started to talk. My mom snowflake joined in, then 
Rob snowflake (who’s my brother), then Molly snowflake 
(who’s my sister), then my dad snowflake. Soon the whole fam-
ily was deep in conversation. Suddenly we were lifted in the air 
by a shovel. We got thrown into the road. We sat there till 
morning. 

The next morning, just as the snowflakes were waking up 
we got pushed down the road. I was still asleep when this hap-
pened so when I woke up I was in a yard with a lot of stranger 
snowflakes. They must have come from a different cloud I 
thought to myself. I was scared. But suddenly boots came 
crunching through the snow. The person grabbed a hunk of 
snow with me in it and started rolling it all over the yard. I was 
upside down, I was right side up, I was on my side. I was get-
ting smooshed up against snowflakes I didn’t even know. Next 
they picked us up and placed us on another ball of snow. After 
a few minutes, a big orange stick came through the ball and hit 
me in the chest. Two big pebbles came in above me, five more 
came in below me in a curve. I was so dazed I didn’t under-
stand why everybody else was talking about something called a 
snowman. 

I waited in that ball for a couple of days. On the 3rd day I 
heard the crunching of snow under feet again, then suddenly 
the ball I was in was lifted and thrown to the ground. The ball 
broke apart and I was free! Oh no!!! 

I was getting squished into a ball again. The person picked 
up the newly made snowball and threw it. I went whizzing 
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through the air and hit somebody in the chest. I slid down and 
hit the ground again. I didn’t get picked up again for the rest of 
the snowball fight. 
The next day it started to get hot. I started to sweat. Each hour I 
was getting smaller and smaller and smaller. By noon I had one 
more hour to go before I was gone for good. 1:00: I’m water. 
This has been a fun and scary winter. Next winter I want to stay 
in one yard. For now I will evaporate back up to my family 
cloud and wait till next year’s adventure. 
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Lost in Space 
 “Ring!!! Ring!!!” Went my alarm clock at 7am. I really 

didn’t want to wake up. It was the last week of school, why 
couldn’t school just be over already? I reluctantly swung my 
legs over the edge of my bed and walked drowsily to the 
bathroom. As I saw myself in the mirror I almost screamed!!!! 
My hair was a mess and there were terrible bags under my eyes. 
I got right to work. I started with my teeth. It was my going up 
ceremony today and when I smiled I didn’t my want my teeth 
to be disgusting!!! Then I did my hair. My hair was a bird’s 
nest!!! My brush could hardly make it through one stroke. 
When I was done with my face I moved on to my clothes. I 
went back to my room and started rummaging through my 
closet. I threw out most of my shirts onto the floor but I finally 
found the shirt that I wanted to wear. It was blue, which is one 
of our school colors so it was perfect!!! Then I went through my 
drawer, which holds all my pants. I found my favorite pair of 
jeans and tugged them on. When I was finally finished getting 
ready I went down stairs very slowly. Could this really be 
happening? I thought to myself, am I really going to high 
school next year? I wasn’t ready for that!!! It seemed such a big 
building compared to my middle school!! When I made it to 
the kitchen still worrying about high school my mom already 
had breakfast ready. I sat down and just stared at the food on 
my plate “Are you hungry darling?” my mom asked.  

“Yea I’m hungry,” I replied, “I’m just worried about high 
school next year.” She smiled down at me and said,  

“Darling you don’t have to worry everything will be fine,” 
then she added, “You better get going or you’re going to be 
late for school and you should wear a raincoat to it’s raining.” I 
walked to the door pulling my raincoat off the hook and 
headed out the door. I started walking down our street to my 
school in the rain and kept my eyes on my feet. Many thoughts 
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were running through my head. What if no one liked me in 
high school? All my friends were going to different school so 
what if I didn’t have any friends? What if the seniors teased me 
cause I was alone? Then I told myself, you could what if all the 
way to school so shut up!! The voice in my head was right, 
there was nothing to worry about!!! I was almost to school and 
puddles lined the streets all over. As I was walking I stepped in 
a puddle and instead of just getting my shoe wet I actually fell 
through the puddle!! Then I was falling. I fell for a long time 
and the only thought running through my head was, I’m going 
to be late for school!!! I wasn’t thinking about anything 
important like if I would ever see my family again!! I finally 
stopped falling and landed on my butt in the middle of the 
street. When I looked around me it looked a lot like my street 
did this morning accept it was sunny and all the houses were 
on the opposite side of the street like the gray house that is 
across from mine on the left was now on the right!! This was 
the weirdest place I had ever been!! I got up and started to walk 
towards where my house was now. I knocked on the door and 
my mom opened it, which was weird because I thought my 
mom was where I had come from! She said, “Welcome home 
honey!! Was it a short Wednesday?” All I could say was ‘yes’ 
and this person who wasn’t like my mom at all but looked like 
her a lot let me in. I tried to put my backpack down on the 
couch but the couch was on the other side of the room!! I went 
upstairs and went to sit on my bed but I feel on the floor!! 
Again my bed was on the other side of the room!! I was in 
some kind of opposite universe!!!! This was very weird. Did I 
have to wait till it rained again so I could slip through another 
puddle? What did I have to do to get back to my world? I went 
down my stairs again and into the kitchen. My “mom” was 
fixing lunch. I had some interrogating to do. First I was going 
to ask MY questions. “Mom,” I said, “can I go to a concert this 
weekend?” 
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“Sure sweetie.” Was what she answered. That wasn’t like my 
mom at all!!! She never used to let me go to any concerts!!! My 
mom was usually strict and stodgy this person was fun and 
sparky. I had one more question. “Actually I don’t want to go 
to the concert I want to go sky diving instead is that ok with u 
mom?” without even looking up from the pot of water she was 
pouring pasta into she answered “Of course!! That is a great 
weekend activity!!” I was appalled. My mother would never let 
me do that!!! This was getting very, very weird. I just walked 
right out of the kitchen. My ‘mom’ looked up wondering then 
went back to cooking. I went on the computer and tried to go 
on sim.com but it said ‘site does not exist’ and it gave me 
suggestions of what I might have meant and one was mis.com 
and of course that one worked and was exactly the same as 
sim.com. Everything must be backwards here. I tried every one 
of my favorite sites by spelling them backwards and they all 
worked just fine and were exactly the same as the originals. 
Then I thought, I have to get out of here. This wasn’t the place 
for me. I grabbed my raincoat and ran outside. I ran through 
the neighborhood searching for puddles any puddles left over 
from any storm. Finally I found a very small one and I stepped 
in it. Nothing happened. I waited. Still nothing happened. This 
wasn’t working I was getting annoyed. Then suddenly 
overhead I heard a deep low rumble of thunder that meant a 
storm was coming. I was obviously happy but I had to get 
inside before the storm hit because I couldn’t look crazy staying 
outside as a storm is coming. Then again that might not be so 
crazy here. Anyways I went back to the house and waited. Soon 
I heard the “pitter pat pitter pat” of the rain on the roof. Once 
again I grabbed my coat and ran outside. There were puddles 
everywhere for goodness sake!!! I raced from puddle to puddle 
almost slipping a couple times and trying them all. Then I 
stopped dead. There right in front of me was a puddle that 
seemed to sparkle as if sunlight were shining on it even though 
it was a gray sky and pouring. This had to be the one. I ran to it 
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getting my hopes up high. I stuck one foot in it and I was 
flying not falling but flying. Then all of a sudden I was 
standing in the street again with my raincoat and it raining. At 
first I thought it hadn’t worked and I was still in the parallel 
universe but then a saw the stoplight and they were green for 
go and red for stop!! In the other world it had been red for go 
and green for stop!! I was home!! Then I checked my watch and 
it said 7:40am. I had to get to school!!! I started running down 
the street. Soon after I thought, “I’m glad I’m here and going to 
high school instead of stuck in that other world doing 
nothing.” And I kept on running until I got to school. 
 
The End 
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Christmas Letter, 2008 
December 22, 2008 

Dear Family and Friends: 

It snowed all weekend and the world outside is wild and white 
and sparkling in the sun. This almost never happens in Boston: 
it’s Christmas and white and everything is just as it should be. 
Well, not quite everything.  

The first several inches of snow descended on Saturday. It was 
frigid outside, and I had to go to the supermarket, but my car 
was covered in snow and ice. I had a bright idea, however: 
rather than start scraping and brushing in the cold, I would let 
the car do most of the job for me while I stayed warm. I turned 
on the motor, and went back into the house, leaving the car 
engine running. I swept the kitchen floor, and emptied the 
dishwasher. When I returned to brush off the car, the mounds 
of snow did, indeed, slide off easily – with a satisfying 
“thwoomp” onto the ground. The inside was toasty warm. It 
was still snowing and the sun was beginning to set; I looked 
forward to driving in the twilight paradise. But when I turned 
on the windshield wipers, they remained stubbornly immobile. 
It didn’t take me long to realize that I’d burned out the 
windshield motor. I recognized the symptoms right away 
because I did the same thing three years ago.  

Our regular mechanic is Ernest, a naturalized Haitian-American 
who owns and operates the Gulf Station in the center of 
Westwood. A few months ago, he installed a new clutch for 
me. When he handed me the bill, he said, “You know, this 
clutch, it is not supposed to be going out so soon. You must 
be riding it. Are you riding the clutch?” Then, without waiting 
for an answer, he passed his eyes over the rest of the car. “Also 
where is the grille that’s supposed to be in the front?“ he asked. 
I myself had had the vague sense that something was missing. 
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When I explained to Steve that I wanted to take the car to a 
different garage and thus avoid Ernest’s inevitable lecture, 
complete with finger-wagging (“You have to take off all the 
snow before you do that thing, you know. Otherwise you ruin 
the motor….”), Steve scratched his head. “It’s silly to take the car 
to somebody else when Ernest does such a good job for a 
reasonable price,” he said. “Just tell him to lay off,” he advised. 
“And if he still tries to harangue you, switch the topic to 
politics.” 

It’s true that Ernest and I have often commiserated during the 
Bush years. But now what is there to say? Although the 
economy is in shambles and world peace seems further from 
reach than ever, we share an overriding joy over the election of 
Barack Obama. It excites me even to write the words: President 
Barack Obama. I’d like to emphasize that I fell in love with 
Barack long before the Hawaii photos were released. He’s 
bright and competent and, above all, thoughtful. I am trying 
hard not to be too optimistic, to remind myself that Obama has 
inherited a mess and that digging ourselves out is going to take 
time and patience. But after eight ruinous years, our new 
president will, at the very least, swear to uphold the 
Constitution of the United States and know what he is talking 
about. 

Last November, when I sold my business, I decided not to stay 
with the new “team” because I was beginning to loathe my job 
– and that was when I was my own boss. I also wanted to finish 
my novel and publish some other writings. To date, however, I 
have still not finished Encore, have submitted very little, and 
published nothing at all, though I did receive one rejection 
slip. Instead I: annoyed people on the telephone and in person 
at their doors on behalf of the Obama campaign and supervised 
a large home construction project commencing in February and 
finishing last month. Naturally, I’d heard home construction 
horror stories; I am apparently not one of those people who 
benefits from the mistakes of others. (The addition was 
completely my idea; Steve assented against his better 
judgment.) We built some nice new rooms, but the experience 
was…not fun. 
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Unlike me, both Emily and Rob have published pieces this 
year. Rob's article, in American University International Law 
Review, volume 23, number 5, is "Selling Medellin: The 
Entourage of Litigation Surrounding the Vienna Convention on 
Consular Relations and the Weight of International Court of 
Justice Opinions in the Domestic Sphere." Emily's more 
modestly entitled, "My Life as a Snowflake" appeared in Hutch 
Magazine in June. 

Rob, 26, is entering his final semester of law school. When he 
interviewed for jobs in Boston, we got our hopes up 
prematurely. He and his girlfriend Jess, with whom he now 
lives, both accepted jobs at the DC law firms they worked for 
this past summer. It’s sad that he will remain so far away, but, 
on the other hand, he has a job, albeit one requiring him to 
work twelve-hour days. It’s also a big thrill when we see him, 
which we do often. 

Emily, 10, is in the fifth grade. When she emerges from her 
room, we are never sure who will appear, Emily the little girl or 
Emily the teenager. She is very, very cute. This year she has 
become smitten with the Cullens. For those of you fortunate 
enough to have remained ignorant of this lore, the Cullens are 
a family of vampires at the center of Twilight, a series of four 
books that tells the tale of a torturous love affair between the 
vampire Edward Cullen, and Bella, a human girl with a smell 
intoxicating to many vampires and, I guess, humans, too. We 
all read the first book and just hope that Emily doesn’t make us 
read the others.  

A few short years ago, Steve wrote a book extolling Reagan as 
the last Jeffersonian. This November, though, he went out to 
vote saying how strange it felt to disagree with so much of the 
Democratic Party platform and still vote for its candidate. My 
credulity was strained to the breaking point when, right after 
the election, he added that he thought the whole Republican 
Party deserved to be put out of business.  On the personal front, 
Steve has, this year, also put himself through some rigorous 
athletic training. In a recent four-mile local race, he ran at an 
average of 7 minutes and 33 seconds a mile. 7:33 is almost 
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exactly how long it takes me to walk from the parking lot into 
the grocery store. 

Increasing slowness and decrepitude notwithstanding, I look 
forward to 2009. I have always felt blessed by my family and 
friends. This year, for the first in a long time, I also feel honored 
to be part of a nation that couldn’t be fooled all of the time.  

Wishing you a glorious New Year full of love and promise, 
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Sally and Harry's Scary 
Halloween 

Did you ever hear of two nice mice, Sally and Harry? 
They went into that hallowed night, scared as they could be. 
Two mice, two tiny little mice, out on Halloween, 
Trying so hard not to be heard, not to be seen. 
Everything they did that brave night 
Seemed to offer hope things would go right. 
Bold but nervous and scared, 
They scampered up to that old house, 
That abandoned, dilapidated dwelling up on the hill. 
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Why did they go out that night? 
Perhaps they wanted to prove 
That small, nervous creatures 
Can be courageous, and move. 
What might they see if they ventured out? 
What might happen if they went up that hill? 
October 31 is not a night to be out after dark. 
The house up there had no warm lights, no people, 
No friendly sign to welcome little travelers. 
Just a ramshackle pile of peeling paint,  
Rooms inside to house spirits unknown,  
No one could remember when they’d last been seen. 
No one ever went up there on Halloween. 

Sally and Harry wouldn’t be foolish, 
Cautious they were, cautious and slow. 
They left the nest in their bright little bungalow, 
To go out under the cold street lights, 
Crisp leaves blowing here and there, 
Rustling over the pavement in the fall, chill air. 
Sally had her kerchief, Harry a snack from his room, 
They held hands for comfort, 
Some security for the ominous gloom. 
They had only each other to face this adventure, 
To protect one another for now and forever. 

Now you know why those heroes did what they did, 
Why they went up that hill, not into their bed. 
Friendship. Adventure. The need to prove 
Two creatures of stature 
Could create a legend, 
Win glory and gains among family and friends. 
Earn admiration and fame for their generation. 
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Everyone woke on November the first, 
Hoping to congratulate, fearing the worst. 
Sally and Harry didn’t come back, 
No story to tell, no legend to track. 
Everyone wondered, what happened to them? 
We didn’t see or hear  the good or the bad, 
What happened up there, happy or sad. 
I’d say it’s best we never find out, 
To keep the adventure a bittersweet tale, 
To wonder what happened up there on the hill. 
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 Childhood Dreams 
Why is growing up so sad? 
Why do childhood dreams go away? 
Why do children want to grow up? 
They’ll want to go back someday. 

I have a son and a daughter, 
Twenty-six and ten at the moment, 
Twenty-seven and eleven soon, 
Twenty-eight and twelve after that. 

Son, you grew mightily fast, 
Daughter, faster still, 
No way to pause for a break, 
Or savor a moment today. 

Let’s take a walk around the block, 
Let’s stop for a minute and talk, 
Look at me and let me look back, 
Joyful eyes to remember what’s lost. 

You’re going to get a lot from life, 
I’m afraid I won’t be there to say goodbye, 
Do your best, whatever you do, 
Happy youthful dreams can come true. 



 

 24 

Divine Destiny 
We have no reason to doubt, 
That we have a divine purpose, 
A destiny laid out for us at birth. 
God has a plan for our lives, 
Something wonderful shall happen. 

I brought you out of Wisconsin,  
To be with your family again, 
More than that, I brought you back  
So you could be a father once more, 
To bless and fulfill you and them. 
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Twinkle Toes and Fingers Spry 
Now, back at work am I, 
Twinkle toes and fingers spry. 
Give me some rhymes, 
Beat me some time, 
Go the beach with salt in my eye. 

Christmas comes all too soon, 
Another year past in this room. 
Wrap up so many presents, 
Ribbons, boxes, and portents, 
Wondering if next year’s a boon. 

No! Not next year, another one already? 
Make time stop, hold yourself steady! 
I can't stand this race, 
Going too fast a pace. 
Front me a slower vehicle named Betty. 

My dad wanted to name our station wagon, 
A big brown Ford when cars were buggin', 
He thought he'd call it Brown Bullet, 
That was the affectionate phrase for it. 
The name didn't stick, though, for all the rubbin’. 

You can measure out your life by the cars you drive, 
We had a dark brown Chrysler in the Valley City drive, 
Followed by a white wagon by Chevy, 
The big brown Ford from Dewey, 
Lastly the Mazda and Thunderbird, biggest of the five. 

What claws keep us anchored and down? 
What joy to rise up and throw off that frown! 
Turn the corners of your lips upward, 
Let a glint of joy lead you forward. 
Joy in your eye for others to see, yes, it's found! 
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Put energy into whatever you do, 
Take pride in your works, whether many or few. 
Walk with God every day and night, 
Welcome the Spirit, be calm by might. 
Walk humbly and straight with goals anew. 

Tell me son, is it worth the trouble? 
Speak up now, don’t just mumble. 
Go for a walk, clean off the bed, 
Have some cocoa, lay down your sweet head. 
Tend your spirit on the double. 
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Limited Vision 
That's enough for now, then, 
Stop pushing your perennial pen. 
Climb those blasted stairs, my friend, 
Sleep’s the eternal cure for men. 

Before you close your eyes for everlasting rest,  
Ask your maker for peace and freedom from fear. 
When he comes to take you home,  
Reunion is near: smile for joy,  
Rest in peace, cry a farewell tear. 

But what, I ask, what if I don’t finish  
The work you want me to accomplish? 
What’s the joy in that, to come home 
With little to show, nothing but foam? 

Who are you to say, you haven’t done what I asked? 
How can you know the full compass of your life’s meaning? 
Do you insist that every accomplishment draw its own picture 
In your mind? Do you discredit all the invisible deeds  
That don’t feed your ego and lift your self-esteem? 

I won’t try to answer you, Mr. G. 
Except to say that I agree. 
Take me home, early or late. 
With your grace, I’ll watch and wait. 

Let me pray, though, one brief hope, 
That you reveal, when you’re with me, 
What my life meant, beyond its scope. 
What did I accomplish, when I couldn’t see? 
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Rufus, That’s Rubbish! 
(Rufus and the Gregarious 

Goblins) 
That's rubbish, Rufus! 
Rufus, that's rubbish. 
Rufus the roofer makes rubbish from rhubarb. 
That's not possible, Ralph, you know it's not. 
You make rubbish from rice, not rhubarb. 
Rice rubbish is superior to rhubarb rubbish. 
Rufus the rice rubbish man competes with  
Ralph the rhubarb rubbish man. 

If Rufus is a nebbish and Ralph’s a raconteur, 
What is Rex the Pomeranian doing in Dayton? 
If Rex the Pomeranian’s doing nothing over there, 
What keeps him from walking on air? 

Gregarious goblins gather garden garbage. 
Bountiful bees bring back beautiful bras. 
Roaring, rotund rats roam round the racetrack, 
While towering trees trap Toby's tentacles. 

Gregarious goblins gobble garbage in the garden. 
Without a garden, goblins  
Wouldn't have any garbage to gobble. 
No garbage to gobble in the ghastly alley ways. 

We must distinguish between 
Grotesque garden garbage, 
Gargantuan garbage gardens, 
For nothing gives a garbage goblin 
More gobblin’ garbage than a  
Garden full of garbage. 
But remember that any garden 
Has just so much garbage in it! 
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For goblins in a garden, 
Gobbling garbage is like  
Sipping wine in the summertime. 
The goblin goes from ghastly growth 
To gastronomic gourmet. 
And you wonder, how did I ever get along without this? 
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Sunday Morning Bagels 
Crispy critters! Give me a doughnut! 
It's Sunday morning in the home hut! 
Give me some shuteye, some rest I say, 
I need to go down and dream I'm fey. 

Bogus bandits buy bagels by the bag. 
My daughter calls her art teacher Mr. Bagel. 
She calls her fourth grade teacher Mr. G. 
May I call my mechanic Mr. T? 
Maybe he’ll buy me bagels and fix my car for free. 
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A Flag for All to Flee 
(Thoughts for the Fourth of 

July) 
I drove to work today, 
Saw the American flag flying over there, 
Symbol of shame now every time I see it. 
Symbol of prisoners piled in a pyramid, 
Naked prisoners piled up for the world to see. 

I admired the flag, as a Boy Scout revered it. 
Raised the flag every morning in junior high, 
Lowered it at the end of the day. 
Don't let it touch the ground, fold it properly, 
Treat it with respect. 

Everyone and his neighbor 
Flew that flag after 9/11, 
Till they were tiny little rags 
Tied off on radio antennas of cars 
Going sixty miles an hour. 

The skull and bones stand next to the stars and stripes. 
The white red and blue meant help is on the way, 
Rescue prisoners from the swastika, the sickle, the rising sun. 
Now we see intimidation, murder, ruthless rape and coercion. 
What do people think now when our flag sails over the horizon? 

Abu Ghraib, Guantanamo, Bagram AFB. 
Extraordinary rendition and coercive interrogation, 
Waterboards, electrical wires, wanton cruelty and control. 
Dead prisoners everywhere, died in custody. 
Our own little holocaust, take pictures for the world to see. 
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Our soldiers and sailors serve the flag, 
Honor its spirit of freedom wherever they go. 
They trust our leaders, fight bravely in good faith. 
Some return home in a flag-wrapped coffin, 
No pictures allowed then. 

The flag's not something we revere 
Only out of pride for our country. 
As it matters to others, it matters to us. 
It stood for all the best in the world, 
Glorious, sturdy hope for good men and women. 

“My dream is of a place and time 
Where America will once again be seen 
As the last best hope of earth.” 
Lincoln wrote in the middle of a struggle 
That looked so endless, so bleak and so hopeless. 

Our dream vanished in Baghdad, 
An appalling invasion gave it to our enemies. 
One suicide bomber after another blew it up. 
Our hope brittle with fear, our constitution dead, 
Buried with blood under that pyramid. 

The shock toppled us, scored and scared us. 
The twin towers fell and we didn't know what to do. 
Step up now, lead the world for the fight to come, 
We chose shock and awe, fear, folly and revenge. 
Our time is over, so short a time and we’re done. 
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Old Habits 
Old habits: what are they? 
Settled, regular practices – that’s what they are. 
Why do habits hinder the way, 
Like stickers on a beautiful hillside? 
Human nature, a preacher would say. 
Old unhappy habits die hard, hard, hard, 
While sincere resolutions emerge stillborn. 
Bad habits love to stick and stay here. 
How to shake one? Not through futile hope. 
Only with pluck, prayer, and a powerful heart. 

Bedtime 
Pee yew! Pee yew! 
Watch where you put those smelly feet! 
Tickle time at bedtime, that mischievous look again. 
What a lovely, fun loving girl 
Playing on the bed with Daddy. 
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Odd Connections at the CIA 
I thought of a story today while I was raking leaves, 
Thought I'd like to tell it in these lines. 
Wouldn't want to try it in paragraphs. 
It's a short story, too personal, too much mine. 
Doesn't seem worth telling in normal time. 

Now I don't remember the story, though. 
It came close to consciousness, but now it's gone. 
The harder you try to remember it, the more it recedes. 
You just have to be open to it when you think and write. 
Be open to the stories that illustrate your life. 
Tell other people who you are in their common tongue. 
Speak honestly to others for their sakes, forever young. 

It didn't have to do with raking leaves or building rock walls. 
My mind follows such wonderful pathways 
During physical work. 
Don't try too hard to remember, 
All good things come to those who wait, 
Those who wait patiently in faith and peace. 

Write the story of your interview at the CIA, 
About the polygraph exam and what came after that. 
That would be interesting if anyone ever read it, 
Though it ought to be told only after I die. 

Am I ever going to do something adventurous again? 
When will you act without a safety net? 
Where is the courage, confidence, and capacity? 
Has middle age worn me down that much? 
Have I lost the desire to be different, make a difference? 
Rouse yourself, act without fear, trust serendipity. 

When you think you’re lost, 
Don't be so sure you’re right. 
Consider the possibility, you may not understand 
Either yourself or your own situation. 
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You could be mistaken about the significance of your life. 
It could be a lot more significant than you think. 
That's the lesson of It's a Wonderful Life: 
People make more of a difference than they realize. 

Imagine if George Bailey had killed himself,  
Good man that he was. Imagine if he had let despair  
Defeat his spirit. Ask your friends for help. 
Swallow the bad and hold the good close to your heart. 
Those are the lessons, the lessons of life. 

Two months before he died, 
Robert F. Kennedy stood on a flatbed truck 
Before a crowd in Indianapolis. 
April 4, 1968, the night James Ray 
Shot Martin Luther King in Memphis. 

Bobby quoted from Aeschylus that night, 
He used to carry those poems 
In a well worn paperback. 
After he delivered the terrible news, 
Bobby quoted these lines from memory: 

“He who learns must suffer.  
Even in our sleep, pain which cannot forget 
falls drop by drop upon the heart until, 
in our own despair, and against our will, 
comes wisdom by the awful grace of God.” 

Well I can’t say this job interview 
Brought that much wisdom (or suffering). 
They say it doesn’t pay 
To dwell on life’s unexpected turns, 
To ask what if about what never was. 
Yes it's the story of the CIA interview, 
I thought of it while raking in the front yard. 

Think if that interview had gone differently, 
I'd be a government functionary. 
Analyst in an agency that struggles more than most. 
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Here's the background for that interview: 
I was on my way out of academics, 
Or thought I was. 
I hadn’t even gone to Carthage yet, 
But I wanted to serve my country once more. 

They told me they wanted me to take a polygraph exam, 
Told me the reasons why, blackmail and such things like that. 
Said they were going to ask me  
About drug use and homosexuality. 
Interesting choice of questions, don't you think? 

Well I called the guy up 
To tell him about this experience I had when I was little. 
How would that come across in the polygraph test? 
No point in going all the way to Washington, 
If you know you're not going to pass the polygraph 
No point in going all that way, 
Only to be snared in the polygrapher’s lair. 

"Not to worry," said the fellow on phone, 
"We have a category for that: 
Youthful experimentation, we call it. 
It doesn't count, the polygraph won't count it against you." 
Okay, good, I'll come to Washington. Thank you, sir. 

The interview didn't start off all that well, I have to say. 
I stayed up late as usual, then overslept the first day. 
What did they think, with this elaborate screening, 
I'm in bed the first morning, pleasantly dreaming. 

It was two days of interviews, I think. 
The lie detector lies at the end of the first day. 
I had a premonition of trouble after that. 
I thought about it while swimming laps  
In the hotel pool that night. 
Then took a sauna, wondering how this could turn out. 
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The second day they put you through the routine stuff, 
Blood test and things like that. 
I hate to have my blood taken: 
Needle in that big vein right in your elbow. 
All for nothing now because 
That lie detector has screened you out. 

So let’s look at the polygraph test,  
Where they ask you personal questions. 
“Are you telling the truth?” the machine asks. 
“Give it to us straight.” 

You walk into this undistinguished room, 
Government issue all around: gray metal desks,  
Green walls, fluorescent lights, linoleum on the floor. 
They hooked those sensors and things to my legs, 
I don't remember what else they used to monitor me. 
What a strange practice! 
Who had the odd belief that this was a good idea? 

Well he asks me the questions I expect, 
And the results aren't good. 
The polygrapher is concerned. 
He knows how to operate the machine, 
He wants the results to be good. 

The agency needs good people, 
This is one of the last hoops, 
You don't want to lose someone this late in the screening. 
Just keep the needle within the accepted parameters. 

Well I couldn't come through for him. 
I was nervous about the question, that's all. 
No matter how often he asked it, 
I would be nervous when I gave a truthful answer. 

I don't even remember the question, 
Let alone the answer I gave. 
I just remember being nervous, 
Knowing that the moment had come. 
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"What more can you do, then? 
What more can you tell me?" he pleads. 
I could see the man was concerned. 
He just wanted to sign my sheet, 
Move me to the interview's exit stage. 

"Let's make one more try," he said. 
"Let's see if we can make that needle calm down. 
Why don't you tell me a fantasy, a story you imagine. 
Then we'll run the test again, to see if we get better results.  
Let's give that a try." 

I'm not a great story teller, 
But I didn't see I had anything to lose. 
So I told a story about naked wrestling. 
I don't remember if I threw in a fireplace. 
I think I'd seen something like that in a movie, 
The story came to mind when I had to think of something, 
When I had to think of something, sitting in that chair. 

He proposed that the imaginary story might clear things up, 
Might make the needle settle down. 
Perhaps the polygrapher couldn't think of anything else, 
Or perhaps the technique had a good record of success. 

When my naked wrestling story was finished, 
The polygrapher excused himself, 
He left me sitting in that chair a long time. 
Then he came back in that room and said we were done. 
That was a surprise, we were supposed to run the test again. 
What happened to our plan? Isn't this a little abrupt? 
I didn't say anything, nothing could save the situation now. 
I rose from my chair, disconnected from the polygraph. 
No more sensors to stimulate the needle when I'm nervous. 

I could only reconstruct what happened, 
He didn't tell me anything when he returned. 
He must have seen his manager, 
To tell him what was going on in room 3-B down the hall. 

They talked about this strange case for a good spell. 
We can't lose someone who is so clearly qualified. 
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Yet we can't take a chance with the rules. 
What happens if something happens, 
If we surpass the polygraph's parameters, 
And something bad happens down the line? 
We'll be in trouble! 

So they dismissed me without an explanation, 
People don't ever like to say anything negative, 
They'll never tell you why. 
I should have asked him why, though. 
I should have asked him why that fantasy flopped. 

So the polygrapher went home that night, 
He told his wife: "You know, we had an interesting case, 
An interesting case down at work today. 
I should tell you about it when we have some time." 

"The guy couldn't pass the polygraph test, 
The guy couldn't pass, but he obviously wasn't lying. 
The test is supposed to screen out dishonest dudes, 
This time it screened out a totally honest guy." 

So youthful experimentation had a big impact on my life. 
Not categorized as youthful experimentation at Langley. 
Not when you're hooked up to the polygraph. 
You can't make the needle stop jumping. 
“You're a highly educated person,”  
The polygrapher says plaintively. 
What will my boss say?  
Help me make this right, he suggests. 
Don’t let the polygraph's needle rule. 

Youthful experimentation versus the lie detector: 
Who will win that one, I'd like to know? 
Who will go on the reject list after coming so close? 
Everything happens for a reason, 
Remember things turn out for the best. 
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Twins Game on the Radio 
I miss nature so much. 
Yes, the whispering pines, 
Every resort, it seems, 
Uses that phrase, 
But it's peaceful, 
Sound of wind in the trees. 

Tinkling sunlight on the surface of a lake. 
It doesn't make a sound, 
But the sparkles shimmer, 
And they're so bright 
You want to remember it forever. 

Do you remember? 
Let's play do you remember. 
Do you remember when 
We used to drive into 
Minnesota's lake country? 
A road trip was still a big deal then. 

We came from dry North Dakota, 
Not many trees up there. 
The land of ten thousand lakes 
Waited for us beyond Fargo, 
And I wanted to see the blue water through the trees. 

Hamm’s, the land of sky blue waters, 
Twins games broadcast on the radio in the summertime. 
Hamm’s commercials always came on between the innings. 
Harmon Killebrew in the outfield, 
Bob Allison at second base. 

My childhood in Valley City is certainly over now. 
Gone with the baseball games on the radio. 
And the magic of childhood for Emily is soon gone. 
It makes my heart ache. 
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I wish I didn't have to work quite so hard. 
I look around me, and I wonder why  
I have to work so hard. 
Why don't things come easier for me? 

I do want to go back there. 
Such security and happy memories. 
My mom always said, 
It was a good place to raise a family. 

I can't go back, though, 
You have to make a home for yourself here now. 
Yes, you can get homesick, 
And you don't even know why. 
Is that why I'm so restless? 

Please let me spend a little more time outdoors. 
I love nature, 
I need to be near you in the out of doors, 
And I miss spending time with you there. 

When I'm indoors so much, 
Make me remember what it's like out there. 
I can smile at others, 
When sunlit sparkles light my heart. 
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Harmon Killebrew 
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Bedtime Prayer 
His generosity makes you give to others, 
His service helps you help your brothers, 
Discipleship makes you wise by his measure , 
Prayer yields entrance to heaven’s treasure. 

His obedience wakes you to his voice, 
Enjoy yourself, smile, sing and rejoice. 
Obey him, like yourself no matter the price, 
God loves you, you cannot do otherwise. 

Above all, disciple, pray – quietly pray. 
Engage God in conversation every day, 
When you get up, when you speak, 
When you work, when you retire. 

Remember who you are, 
You are his son, holy in his sight. 
Beloved, forgiven, his child – he loves you 
More than you love your own children. 

More than that, he needs you 
Even more than you need him. 
That’s because all his creation 
Needs your love and ministration. 

So serve him well, make him happy. 
Be peaceful and calm, hold me now. 
Satisfy his sons and daughters, 
Thrive in his abundant gratitude. 
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North Dakota’s Browns and 
Yellows 

Remember North Dakota’s oaks and elms, 
The browns and yellows? 
You walk with Lora above Valley City. 
Can you see the powerful, soft colors 
In the distant hills of the Sheyenne River Valley? 
Do you remember driving to Kathryn to visit 
Little Yellowstone Park with the Jensens? 
Such a simple trip, such a special time. 
Grown-ups won’t ever grasp 
The gorgeous reality of it. 
The great challenge of those stepping stones 
In the rushing stream. 

Daylight turns to darkness again. 
Moonlight floods Lake Ashtabula in the north. 
Jan, Jill, and Gaylen go home to their beds, 
Brian, David, and Laura go home to theirs. 
Who could imagine those memories would last so long? 
Who would know that a simple annual picnic 
Would mean so much? 
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John F. Kennedy Is Dead 
Let's go back. 
Let's go back to Valley City, North Dakota. 
The date is November 23, 1963, my ninth birthday. 
The day after Lee Harvey Oswald shot  
John Fitzgerald Kennedy in Dallas. 
You stand by the leaf pile  
In the back driveway  
With Dad and Brian.  
People all over the country are despairing.  
How could this happen?  
It didn't matter if you were a Democrat 
Or Republican or Independent.  
That was not a good day.  
By November 23 the incredible event sank in.  
Everyone felt terrible. 

The leaves were brown.  
We had a lot of oak trees in that yard.  
Oh, I'd like to return to Valley City.  
I have to go back there before I die.  
We had that barbecue in the back yard,  
And the round green picnic table.  
We didn't eat there that often.  
We had a stand of oak trees back by that barbecue.  
I wonder if the barbecue and table are still there. 

That weekend in November 1963 
Is still so vivid and vague to me.  
I wish I knew what day he was killed.  
Was it a Thursday? Let's see if we can find out...  
November 22, 1963, was a Friday.  
That means I was in school when Kennedy was shot.  
That day we stood out by the leaves was a Saturday,  
The day it sunk in, the day people felt so awful. 
How could this happen?  
That's when everything started to go wrong:  
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Our innocence broken, Camelot shattered.  
We never recovered, people say,  
We never found our way again.  
One assassination after another,  
With Martin and Bobby next, in 1968. 

So how could the 1960s  
Have given us so little and taken so much?  
So little to hope for, so much effort expended.  
We made it to the moon on Kennedy's say-so. 
It was a tribute to him.  
He said we would do it, so we had to do it.  
But everything else was discouragement and death.  
We lost in Vietnam and that war destroyed a president, too.  
It's hard to imagine that Nixon, for the bad things he did, 
Would have had to resign had we won the war in Vietnam.  
No one wants to say that Vietnam  
Was the reason for Nixon's downfall,  
But somewhere in the national psyche  
We know that Nixon paid for the nation's failure there. 

Everything seems so little back in that driveway.  
All the space behind the house seems so constricted.  
We had this big side yard by our house.  
We used to play football in it.  
It was covered with snow all winter,  
But boy did we make use of it during the summer and the fall. 
The seasons came and went up there,  
And we didn't have any inkling about  
What waited for us when we left.  
Toil and trouble, and only memories of happiness... 

The television was on all weekend.  
I don't even know when the funeral was.  
It might have been Sunday or Monday.  
JFK was buried on Monday, November 25.  
Remember the famous picture of John Jr.  
Saluting his father at age 3?  
That is such a sad and evocative photograph.  
The television was Valley City's link to the rest of the world. 
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The newspaper, the Valley City Times Record, was so thin.  
We didn't even get the Fargo Forum.  
We did get the Minneapolis Tribune on Sundays.  
But the television was it that weekend.  
Everything we knew about the events in Dallas and Washington 
Came to us from Walter Cronkite and CBS News.  
The television was in our sunroom. 
 

 
 
My parents kept checking it. 
We children were just at loose ends. 
We knew something terrible had happened,  
But we couldn't really comprehend what.  
It was too big an event for us.  
I was nine years old that year.  
My brothers and sister were seven, five, and three.  
We just made it through the weekend together,  
But we grasped its significance  
No better than Emily grasped 9/11 when it happened.  
Emily turned nine just two days ago.  
She'll learn about that day in the history books.  
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Oh how sad for her that the country  
Had such poor leadership after that day. 

Who would want to be president now?  
Who would want the job,  
Given what's happened to our country?  
Who can succeed in it now that we've ruined everything?  
Hope isn't gone, though, until you give up.  

At some point, Brian, my dad and I  
Went back inside from that pile of leaves.  
The air was always chilly in North Dakota at that time of year. 
All the leaves were down.  
The pile of leaves back there wasn't all that large.  
It was back behind the bushes.  
To the left of the garbage cans.  
My dad was only 39 years old.  
Can you believe that more than forty-two years  
Have passed since then?  
I turned nine that year, and now I'm fifty-two.  
I turned nine that year, the year John F. Kennedy died. 
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Valley City State Teacher’s College 
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Superbowl and Super Tuesday 
What a day, what a contest! 
Politics and sports, so close together. 
Our team goes down to infamous defeat on February 3. 
Then McCain rises to famous victory on February 5. 
But Barack and Hillary have to battle till June! 

Mile-High Stadium 
Sixty degrees tonight, that's what they said. 
Now for a little skating before I go to bed. 
Obama spoke tonight, at mile-high stadium. 
A true break from partisan political tedium. 
Enjoy your work, from day to day. 
Love your family, love God and pray. 
Give yourself over to God tonight. 
Be peaceful inside, calm and contrite. 
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Remarks for Johnna 

Thank you all very much for coming. 

My mother was born Adriana Heyboer. My dad called her 
Mother. The rest of us called her Mom, or sometimes Mommer. 
Most of you called her Johnna. I did not stop to think what a 
beautiful, simple name that is until the messages of good will; 
gifts of food, flowers and plants, and letters of sympathy, 
sadness, and encouragement began to flow in about two 
months ago. Most of them were addressed to Johnna 
Greffenius, and I bean to hear what a lovely name my mother 
had. 

During the past several days I’ve thought about what made 
Johnna’s life important and worth remembering. Most 
significantly, Johnna possessed wisdom. A wise person knows 
the value of humility. A wise person knows what people need 
to be happy, and she knows what love is. A wise person 
sacrifices a great deal to get wisdom. She grows, learns, and 
changes all her life. A wise person knows herself, and she 
knows the meaning of goodness, virtue, and justice. 

Johnna was a wise person. People sought her advice, and this 
was not an accident. She listened carefully, and advised people 
according to their needs, plans, and interests. She counseled 
foresight, fair dealing, and discretion. Her understanding, 
discernment, and insight guided people, and helped them 
accomplish good purposes. To know Johnna was to secure the 
benefits of wisdom through her sound judgment. 

Johnna also possessed something that often accompanies 
wisdom. Wisdom is precious because it brings a certain 
brightness of outlook, a philosophical attitude toward the 
setbacks of life – an optimistic assurance that, on the other side 
of the balance, life has wonderful things in store. Proverbs 
describes wisdom in this way, and it also describes Johnna’s 
way of life: 
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Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
and all her paths are peace. 
she is a tree of life to those who lay hold of her; 
those who hold her fast are called happy. 
Strength and dignity clothe her, 
and she laughs at the time to come. 
She opens her mouth with wisdom, 
and the teaching of kindness is on her tongue. 

With that pleasant and kind voice, Johnna told me about when 
I was little. “Steve,” she would say, “I remember when you sat 
in front of the TV during the Kennedy-Nixon debates. I don’t 
know how much you understood, but you sure sat there a long 
time.” Then when she came to my room to talk to me at 
bedtime, I’d say, “Let’s talk about government,” and she’d tell 
me how many senators there were, and how many 
congressman in the lower house. 

It was clear early on that the son’s interest in politics came from 
his mother, but it took me a good deal longer to see how much 
she cared about her community. She cared about her 
neighborhood, her city, her state, her country, and the world 
beyond the borders of the United States. An immigrant who 
loved here adopted country, she steadfastly involved herself in 
its political life. No matter where she lived, she joined 
associations oriented toward public affairs, and contributed 
vigorously to their aims. A scholar wrote once that politics is 
“the long slow boring of hard boards.” Johnna saw the promise 
of democratic politics in this country, and she worked very hard 
in practical ways to improve it. “What can one person do?” 
people ask, but she would say, “Of course, one person can 
make a difference.” It just takes planning and preparation. You 
have to know what you’re talking about. Consistent with this 
outlook, Johnna voted, she attended caucuses, led workshops 
and study groups, lobbied, organized, argued and persuaded, 
and participated in commissions, committees, and civic 
associations. “There’s no limit to what you can accomplish of 
you’re willing to let others take credit for it,” a wise politician 
said. Johnna accomplished a great deal. She practiced an ethic 
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of public service, and she did it not to improve her own stature 
but to improve the communities she lived in. 

The selflessness and energy Johnna showed as a citizen applied 
to her family life as well. Her illness last spring was so serious 
she could hardly leave the house, yet she went out to her 
favorite places to buy gifts of clothing for her new 
granddaughter. She never lacked time to talk with family 
members about what was on their mind. An illustration of 
devotion to her family occurred about fifteen years ago, shortly 
before Christmas. The family had begun to gather in Des 
Moines, but my brother in Louisiana had not arrived yet. One 
morning, fairly early, we received a phone call from a hospital 
near New Orleans. My brother had been in a serious car 
accident. The extent of his injuries wasn’t clear yet, but he was 
in the emergency ward. Later we learned that he had several 
broken ribs and a punctured lung. Johnna did not wait to learn 
the details about his injuries – she immediately prepared to fly 
south to be at her son’s side. Johnna would not regard her 
impulse as especially praiseworthy – any mother would have 
done that, she’d say. Yes, any mother would have. But her 
readiness to leave home at that time of year to be with her son 
in a hospital far away confirms how much she loved her 
children. She devoted herself to their welfare beyond 
estimation. Johnna stayed with my brother until his injuries 
healed, and we celebrated Christmas late that year. How lonely 
for him that December if Johnna had tarried in Des Moines. 

The sense of loss we feel now will subside gradually, though it 
won’t ever pass entirely. Even now, though, when in the midst 
of grief it feels so hard to do, we should try to be happy. We 
should commemorate and admire a life well-lived. We should 
remember why we loved her. She was optimistic about life, and 
this tough conviction that life holds good things for us carried 
her through even the terrible illness she had to endure at the 
end. This belief that life is good nourished and sustained her – 
it made her wise and selfless to an amazing degree. And it 
made her live with joy and hope. To borrow a passage from F. 
Scott Fitzgerald: 
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If personality is an unbroken series of successful gestures, 
then there was something gorgeous about her, some 
heightened sensitivity to the promises of life... This 
responsiveness was an extraordinary gift for hope, a 
romantic readiness such as I have never found in any other 
person, and which it is not likely I shall ever find again.  

Delivered October 8, 1998, at Plymouth Congregational 
Church, Des Moines, Iowa. 
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Marinus Heyboer, 1901 – 1988 
Opa was the youngest of four children (two boys and two girls) 
born to Cornelius Heyboer and Adriana Hollestelle Heyboer in 
a small town, Heinkenszand, near Goes in the province of 
Zeeland. His mother died of the flu when he was about fifteen 
or sixteen years old. His father died of cancer of the stomach 
(he was in his early sixties). The family was very poor. His father 
was a blacksmith and his mother cleaned houses for the well to 
do. He thought very highly of both of them. 

When Opa was thirteen or fourteen years old his father gave 
him a choice: he could become an apprentice either as a 
painter or as a carpenter. The family needed the money he 
would earn and could not afford further schooling. When he 
started working as an apprentice painter, Jaap Goetheer, born 
and raised in the same small town and who was about seven or 
eight years older, already being an excellent painter, became 
his mentor. They developed a lifetime friendship. 

Around the age of twenty Opa had become an accomplished 
craftsman and worked for several painting contractors in 
different parts of the Netherlands. He was also recognized for 
his leadership abilities and as a foreman supervised ten or 
twelve men. 

In his mid-twenties Opa married Wilhelmina Ligtvoet. After his 
first and only child was born, he looked for more steady work 
without travel. He started working for the Texaco Co. in 
Rotterdam. In his early thirties he was promoted and transferred 
to the Maastricht office where he became head of the paint 
department along with a number of additional duties. Five 
years later, during the middle of the depression, the large 
distributing center of the Texaco company in Maastricht was 
closed and as a result he lost his job. The family moved back to 
Rotterdam and after a couple of difficult years Opa established 
his own business. 
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In 1940 the Germans invaded the Netherlands and within a 
year they ordered all men between the ages of eighteen and 
forty-five to report to the German authorities to be sent to forced 
labor camps in Germany. Opa went into hiding and slept at the 
homes of relatives and friends. He moved frequently in order to 
make it more difficult to find him. One day, around 5:00 A.M., 
two German military police officers (the Gestapo) knocked  on 
our door looking for him. Fortunately he was not at home. 
They were told by Oma that, as far as she knew, he had been 
sent to Germany. They obviously did not believe her and they 
threatened to return in the future (they never did). 

During the last part of World War II many people died of 
starvation and Opa had to concentrate much of his energy on 
trying to find food to keep his family alive. Money lost much of 
its value since no food or other consumer products were 
available in the stores. The barter system returned and Opa had 
matches and lye (ingredients to make soap) to offer to farmers 
in exchange for food. He made many trips out in the 
countryside, often gone for days at a time. He used a three 
wheel vehicle with a wooden container in front. He would 
bring back potatoes, flour or eggs. He would relate stories 
about missiles flying overhead, never knowing where they 
would land (the German and Allied forces were only separated 
by some rivers crossing Holland). He saw people die along the 
way, weakened and exhausted in search of food. Opa himself 
suffered from malnutrition with big open sores around his 
swollen ankles (something doctors in Holland had never seen 
before until starvation in Holland became widespread). 
Fortunately after the horrible winter of 1945, peace came to 
Holland in May. The Allied forces dropped huge quantities of 
food from airplanes at various locations – this was distributed 
quickly and expediently. Opa soon regained his strength and 
could devote his full attention to his business. 

In the fall of 1956 Opa along with Oma came to the United 
States to be closer to their offspring. We were living in 
Minneapolis at the time. They stayed with us for a couple of 
months and Dad assisted Opa in making up a resume for his 
job search. He found a good job with Gust Roos, a fine 
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painting contractor. He enjoyed working for him for many 
years. In December, 1970 Oma died and Opa continued 
working at his job for three more years, retiring at the age of 72. 

During the next ten years we made a couple of trips to Holland 
together to visit family and friends. We enjoyed those visits very 
much and we reminisced about the many sad and joyful things 
we had experienced in the past. 

Opa was always loyal, reliable with a high degree of integrity, a 
great sense of humor and a ready smile. Even towards the end 
of his life he remained feisty and determined to stay as 
independent as he could. During the period of his illness there 
were difficult and sad days but we also had a lot of good times 
together. We will all remember him for his unique qualities and 
for the many joyful experiences he shared with us. 

Written by his daughter 

Adriana W. Greffenius 
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Middle Age 
Weren’t we happy then? 
Too many hopes disappointed... 
It’s hard to stay happy as you get older. 

Listened to Saturday, Here in the Park 
By Chicago with Emily on the radio tonight. 
Jon liked that song. 
Listening to it always makes me think of him 
And of the good times we spent 
Playing chess and basketball. 
We enjoyed being young, 
But I would say that enjoyment 
Has become hard work for us now. 
Doesn’t seem to come so naturally. 

We worry about money, 
About what would happen if we lost our children 
And most especially about what would happen 
If we lost our livelihood. 
Why should insecurity haunt us so? 
Why can’t we find someone to make us feel good 
About life, about ourselves, about the future? 

Some people do. 
They know how to nurture love. 

February 10, 2004 
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One Hundred Pitches, 
You’re Out! 

In the past few years, whenever I watch baseball with my father, 
the same issue almost always erupts to the surface. “Why’s he 
taking him out?” my father will complain loudly, as the starting 
pitcher hands the ball over to the manager, gets a quick pat on 
the rump, and walks off to the dugout. On comes the middle 
relief man, a creation of the modern era of baseball, and an 
institution that seemingly babies the pitcher, which my father 
detests. An argument about this practice almost always follows. 

My father has always been a casual baseball fan. In his youth, 
he followed the Twins, and, as far as I can tell, lost most of his 
interest in the sport for the next fifteen or so years. Perhaps his 
interest waned due to college, perhaps due to joining the navy 
or graduate school, or perhaps he just grew up and got busy. 
Whatever the reason, I am the impetus of his current, though 
mild interest in baseball, when I became passionate about the 
game in my mid-teens. By this time, however, the game had 
undergone quite a few changes, changes a traditionalist, like 
my father, had a hard time adapting to. 

I try to explain to him, again and again, that with modern 
medicine and current studies, managers feel (and are probably 
right) that to take a pitcher out after 90-110 pitches, regardless 
of the game situation, will preserve the pitcher. Leaving a 
pitcher in, especially when there’s a semi-comfortable margin 
for error, invites severe injury or a shortened career. Yet the 
responses from my father are always the same: “It’s not how the 
game used to be played,” “They never used to need that kind of 
pampering,” or “Look at all the troubles teams have with their 
middle relief.”  Sometimes he attacks using a combination of 
the three, but the result is always the same: a stalemate with 
neither of us satisfied and always a little bitter. 
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Sandy Koufax 
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When I look at the issue impartially, I have to admit that I’d 
rather see a larger role for a pitcher. I love seeing complete 
games. But, I see the wisdom of the managers. Pedro Martinez 
is my favorite pitcher, and as fragile as they come. In the 2003 
season, he posted his first complete game victory since 2001, 
and while I’m thrilled he got one, I can understand why there’s 
been such a draught: he started only 18 games in the 2001 
season, missed several starts the season before, and last year, his 
manager used him with incredible care. The Press, Red Sox 
Management, and the fans, had continually present fears of a 
tear in his rotator cuff. In 2003, despite being one of the best 
pitchers in baseball, Martinez still only pitched three complete 
games. Of the other top ten pitchers in baseball in 2003, 
determined by ERA, all but one had pitched more innings. 
Grady Little, the Red Sox manager, optimized Martinez’ 
usefulness by limiting his innings, and this regulation allowed 
him to post a very successful year. 

The two schools of thought diverge along the lines of being 
conservative, or being progressive in the context of baseball. 
Quite honestly, I’m probably a conservative. My friend, a stat 
freak that doesn’t put stock in batting average or wins, but 
rather in on-base percentage, slugging percentage, and ERA, to 
the exclusion of what the managers always refer to as “the 
intangibles” I consider a progressive:  The new wave of baseball 
fan(atic) who doesn’t follow the old school “wisdom.”  In some 
ways, I like the way he thinks because it appeals to science and 
entirely measurable qualities that suggest certainty. Though this 
part appeals to me, my reaction to the institution of inter-league 
games as something akin to sacrilege gives me away as a 
conservative. Moreover, I want to believe the managers when 
they tell me that so-and-so “adds something to the team that 
doesn’t show up in the box score,” though my friend would 
scoff at that remark. I disagree with a lot of my father’s 
principles, but in the end, his attitude has rubbed off on me - 
“It should stay the way it was when I was young.”  I don’t share 
his views, because I grew up in a different time, but I share the 
philosophy. 
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My friend, the aforementioned stat freak, would argue that the 
evolution of the game is not as pronounced as many would 
argue. The advent of a huge industry in relief pitching should, 
by all accounts, reduce the role of a starting pitcher in the 
game. One would expect, then, that the possibility of 300-
game winners in the modern era would be decreasing 
drastically, since there are now five-men rotations on all teams, 
and the starter doesn’t have a chance to win their own games 
quite as frequently due to the bullpen’s increased role. Yet 
when one looks at the figures, it appears that this is not the 
case: there have only been 20 300 game winners ever, and 
currently, there are two pitchers who have a legitimate shot at 
achieving this feat. Indeed, Roger Clemens just recently did, 
midway through the 2003 season, and Maddux and Glavine 
(both 38) have 289 and 253 wins respectively entering the 
2004 season. Both have a good shot at reaching 300. Other 
possible starters to reach 300 would include Mike Mussina and 
Randy Johnson, among others. If all these pitchers reached the 
300 mark, the current generation of baseball players will have 
posted five 300 game winners, 25% of the previous total, 
which spans pitchers of more than a hundred years of history. 
Clearly, by this estimation, the evolution of the game of 
baseball, with respect to starting pitching, has not changed to 
the point of denying pitchers a chance to reach this milestone. 

I could make a lot of these points against my father to boost my 
arguments. He’d never be a convert though, just as no one can 
convince me that inter-league games are a good idea. I just 
love the idea that two teams can never meet except in the 
World Series. And my father, who grew up with pitchers going 
the full nine, will never really like the idea of a set-up man 
coming in in the 7th simply because a pitcher has over 100 
pitches, and his manager put him on a strict pitch count. Sure, 
the game evolves, and in a way, that keeps it alive. But that 
doesn’t mean the changes don’t hurt. Baseball is, above all, a 
game of history, and because of that, fans cling to its past in a 
way unreplicated in any other sport. 
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Buddy the Great 
Rave On, a great song, the most compelling of all his greats. 
It contains the simple strains of a piano and country rock: 

The little things you say and do, 
Make me want to be with you, 
The way you dance and hold me tight, 
The way you kiss and say goodnight. 
Rave on, it’s a crazy feelin’ an’ uh, 
I know it’s got me reelin’ 
When you say, I love you. 
Rave on, tell me not to be lonely, 
Tell me you love me only, 
I’m so glad that you’re revealin’ your love for me. 
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Buddy Holly died on February 3, 1959, near Clear Lake, Iowa. 
He died in a plane crash 
With Ritchie Valens and the Big Bopper, J. P. Richardson. 
That’s the day the country mourned. 
Bad news on the doorstep,  
Sympathy for the devil coming soon. 

They took off for Moorhead, Minnesota, just around midnight, 
Not long after the Winter Dance Party in Clear Lake. 
Buddy went on that tour because he was short of money! 
A baby on the way, lots of expenses in New York City, 
Some time since his last hit, disappointing sales. 
He couldn't get his royalties out of Norman Petty, 
Almost broke, he went on tour in the Midwest. 

Play a concert in Wisconsin, 
Travel all night in the bus to Iowa. 
The bus’s heater is broke, 
It’s below zero in January. 
Everybody’s fighting a bad cold. 
He and his buddies decided to fly to Moorhead, 
Get some sleep and do some laundry before the next gig. 

The plane rolls down the taxi strip, 
Passengers can’t know they’re living their last minutes. 
The small plan accelerates, rises off the runway 
In snow and ice and bad visibility. 
The pilot couldn’t see the horizon. 
When that happens you can fly the plane right into the ground. 

The wreck lay in that snowy field all night, 
A few short miles from the airport. 
All his friends on the bus thought he made it to Moorhead. 
When Buddy and J. P. and Ritchie didn’t appear, 
The word went out: “Where are they? Find out where they are.” 
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So people looked. 
They found the remains of N3794N. 
Near a fence in that snowy Iowa field. 
Such a wintry scene,  
Such a lot of ripped, crumpled metal, 
Such shock across the land. 

We lived in Minneapolis in February 1959. 
Six months later we moved to Valley City, North Dakota, 
An hour west of Moorhead. 
Too young to know about the plane crash. 
Too young to dance to the music. 
Buddy was twenty-two  
When he sang for the Winter Dance Party in Clear Lake. 

We'll have a big dance party when we’re all together again. 
If it’s winter all the heaters will work. 
Peggy Sue wants you to come home. 
Leave me lie here in this field just a little longer, 
I want to rest in the snow before I go. 

What a shock, to see such a pile of metal, 
Three musicians scattered about, 
The pilot still at the controls 
You can't leave frozen bodies next to a fence in a vast field. 
What a shock, to know Buddy’s voice is silent forever. 

We have only the recordings now, 
The recordings make us remember. 
Let's remember what makes those songs special, 
Why do we like them the way we do? 
Let's remember what it was like when we were young. 
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Forever young, Buddy Holly didn't have to get old, 
Listen, do you hear that? 
He’s singing with the angels. 
Got a hoe-down goin’ with Gabriel and the Stratocasters. 
I do want to meet him, hear him, thank him for good times, 
Thank him for the simple, happy tunes he did with the Crickets. 

 
Buddy Holly 

Yes, we do need some sources of joy to get us through, 
Through frustration, loneliness and discouragement. 
His songs refresh your spirit, remind that life isn't so bad. 
Fun to be had, movement and love. 

So many love to listen to his music,  
Such joy for so many. 
When you hear his music,  
It makes you smile. 
The music's simple and pure, 
A model for hope, happiness and fun. 
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So we listen to Rave On, 
Peggy Sue and Oh Boy! 
Roller Coaster and That'll Be the Day, 
A dozen others that lift our hearts, 
Make us dance and sing along. 

Buddy's still with us, he smiles too. 
The great performer, the great lover of life. 
So lucky to have your recordings for all time. 
Bring youth’s simple happiness, 
Untroubled bliss to salve unborn stress. 

Dance with me, my girl, 
Dance with me while Buddy plays the guitar, 
His steel string Stratocaster, 
So happy in 1958 when you were only three. 
 


