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PROLOGUE

 


In oneself lies the whole world and if you know how
to look and learn,

the door is there and the key is in your hand.

Nobody on earth can give you either the key or the
door to open,

except yourself

Jiddu
Krishnamurti

 


The little hummingbird is checking out the
red blossoms on the bottlebrush bush. Through the many decades of
my life, I never knew that hummingbirds made sounds, but this one
is producing faint chirps and “twitters”. Always something new to
learn! The tops of the tall pines across the way are swaying in the
sea-breeze, which is painting sparkling patterns on the pond's
surface. A white heron banks and deploys its feathered flaps for a
landing at the pond's edge, a few feet away from the 'gator. Life
is good! In fact, life is perfect! “How can you think that!”, my
intellect cries. “Most people would agree that the idyllic scene in
front of you is beautiful, even perfect, but there are countless
other scenes around our little planet that are ugly, full of pain
and unhappiness. People's lives are devastated by violent storms,
terrorist bombs, disease, famine, and financial crises. Even
greater problems are on the horizon as global warming begins to
change our planet. You must be in denial, or aloof from the
struggles and suffering of humanity!”. A rebuttal then proceeds in
my mind. “I remember clearly the Great Depression, World War II,
with its devastation and wholesale death, and the bloody wars and
cold wars since. I have watched loved ones suffer and die. Physical
pain and terror are not strangers to me, and my body is covered
with scars from many surgeries and radiation treatments. Many times
I have faced and accepted the possibility of not waking to see
another day. I believe I am quite familiar with the 'slings and
arrows of outrageous fortune''. Yet, from deep in my heart, my
'center', is a knowing, a certainty, that smiles at the arguments
of intellect. Life IS perfect, after all. All is well. In a later
essay, I’ll explain how this is true.

 


Everything is perfect in the universe - even your
desire to improve it.

Wayne
Dyer

 


 


 



INTRODUCTION

 


This book is biographical. It is my story.
Everyone has a story; to a large degree, each person is their
story. Our experiences, and what we make of them, sculpts and molds
us all through our lives. We are all interconnected within our
human organism, humanity. And, what we are, as individual people,
affects the whole of humanity, and our planetary whole. As we
change, and evolve, so do the greater wholes. I feel that it is
always appropriate to share one's story, as each is unique, and we
all have benefited in many ways from the ideas, insights, and
understandings that many people have shared down through the
ages.

I am grateful to all the people throughout
history who have shared their discoveries, ideas, and insights with
us, and if there is something in my story that encourages a reader
to move further along her/his path, then it is worth the effort to
write it. And it has been an effort; words can not convey
experience, only remind those who have had the experience, or point
the way toward new experiences. What I think may be worthwhile is a
first person account of one journey, a quest, as realistic as
possible, told in the language of our modern, post-industrial, age.
Knowing that each journey is unique, we can nevertheless see common
elements in each person's experiences and discoveries, as we, as
persons, are products of our human culture, as well as of
nature.

As I look back through the memories of eighty
years of living, I am somewhat surprised by the realization that my
life has been quite unusual compared to what I know of other
people's lives. I have always felt that people take me for a more
or less “ordinary person”, and I have kept most of my extraordinary
experiences to myself, even from those closest to me, as I felt
there would be few who could understand what had happened to me,
and where I am in life. For the last thirty years, I have
gratefully lived in a state of consciousness that is quite
different from what I had known in my earlier life. I have become
so accustomed to it, that I expect others to experience life as I
do, and I am always a little surprised when I hear others talk
about their lives. I try to remember what it was like for me,
before the “awakening”. Now my mind is quiet when I want it to be.
It is no longer a chattering "monkey brain", and there is no
deep-seated fear or anxiety. Mortality is no longer an issue. My
quest of many decades ended long ago; I am content with my personal
self, and am not looking for changes. I love life, and all it
encompasses. I am not a recluse; I like to be involved with people
and the affairs of the world, and feel compassion and admiration
for everyone who is struggling and searching, wishing I could
somehow open a door for them so they could know the beauty and
perfection of Life as I do.

What concerns me is the fact that the great
majority of people have an inappropriate concept of what it is like
to be a person who has been “awakened”. For thousands of years,
there have been those who experienced a radical transformation of
identity, and there has always been misleading concepts about the
“awakened”, or “enlightened” ones. Some of the so-called
“enlightened” ones have left very simple messages telling people
that they already have enlightened consciousness; they have “Buddha
nature”. But seeing through the distorting lenses of ego
consciousness, they do not see or experience this, so many seek for
fulfillment outside themselves, where “the light is better”. I
experienced a radical transformation of identity thirty years ago.
When I read the descriptions from the more awakened ones, I relate
to them. The way they experience worldly life rings true to me.
Before my transformation, I held the inappropriate ideas about
these individuals that most people hold. That these are “super
people”, more spiritual, more evolved. I envied them, and wanted
what they had. I could not understand that by not totally accepting
myself, and by looking elsewhere for what I thought would enhance
me and my life, I was preventing awakened consciousness. I could
not believe that I already had what the exalted ones had. So, I
searched and tried many methods for “self-discovery”. When the
awakening came, it was not what I expected. I fought it through
four days and sleepless nights, until I finally surrendered to the
unknown.

 


In my story, I will tell of many of my life's
experiences to give a sense of how all those experiences, profound
and trivial, evolved the personality I was identified with, and
prepared it for the climactic breakdown and breakthrough. From my
story, the reader may get the idea that I am an extraordinary
person, and that my life now is idyllic. I hope I can convey to my
readers that each one is as extraordinary, and ordinary, as I am.
Like you, I am experiencing being an individual human, with many
limitations, and pains. Yet, I am aware that beneath or behind the
imaginal screen our lives and world are projected on, there is the
peace and love that is beyond verbal description. Your story may
not sound as exciting to you as mine, and your life may seem full
of limitations, fears, and pain, but you can transcend it all and
experience life as I do, without going through a traumatic
transformational experience. This will be addressed in a later
chapter.

It is in our nature, as humans, to try to
understand the world we live in. Ever since we began to think about
things, we have explored and created verbal descriptions of the
many aspects of life in this reality. In recent centuries, a
scientific method of research and investigation has given us a far
more useful concept of our reality than our ancestors had, and
radically changed the way we perceive and conceive our world. Now
our human culture is again experiencing a further transformation.
As long as we are alive in this world, we are human bodies and
personalities; consciousness is shaped into human minds by our
marvelous brains, and is affected by the electro/chemical processes
within. To believe that I was an “entity” separate from my brain
and body was a roadblock on my path. As is the belief that we are
“only” the brain and body. When my human mind was turned off, I saw
our world as perfect beauty, perhaps what Jesus of Nazareth, that
very influential messenger, described as the “Kingdom of Heaven”.
Since then, I have a kind of double vision; I see and feel our
world of pain and suffering, but have an inner knowing that beyond
my sensory experience and intellectual understanding, “all is
well”.

In spite of my acceptance of the scientific
understandings of the world we share, I have had many experiences
which do not fit into our modern understanding of our “reality”.
The paranormal events I describe may sound like fancy or
exaggeration to the reader, but are not deliberate fabrications.
Whatever their nature is, they are my experiences, and my best
attempts to understand them. If they arouse skepticism, know that I
too found them hard to believe, and even now will not totally
accept the usual explanations that people have for such events. I
cannot put them in the categories of “real” or “imaginary”, but
feel that we humans do not fully understand either our “reality” or
our “imagination”. Renowned relativistic and quantum physicist Sir
Arthur Eddington said: “it is a primitive form of thought that
things either exist or do not exist; and the category of things
possessing existence results from forcing our knowledge into a
corresponding frame of thought.'”

Ego, the Latin pronoun, which means “I” in
English, is not considered to be good or bad in this work. Nor is
the newly framed name “Egoland”, which represents human culture,
created by collective egos. Ego simply is a fact of our lives. We
all have egos- mental concepts and “personalities” that represent
who we are as individual persons. Language and thinking evolved as
new and improved ways to communicate with each other and are
indispensable in our modern world, and verbal thinking created our
ego personas and continues to support and add to these mental
conceptions. But there is far more to our story than what we think!
More to our world and selves than what we now perceive. Science has
shown us that we are creatures of an insignificant planet, in a
galaxy of billions of worlds, which is only one of billions of
galaxies. We don't amount to much, in the greater scheme of things.
But we are not only very small parts of a much greater whole; we
are also the whole, itself! And it is possible to know this, not
just to think about it. Many individuals have realized this. If
human culture is to survive for another millennium, I believe that
it must become less ego-centered, more universal, and more humane.
And, it is possible- it requires the desire and will to open our
minds and expand our individual and collective consciousness.

Writers sometimes have personal biases and
belief systems, and their writings can be slanted toward promoting
their beliefs. I believe that no human intellect, no matter how
brilliant, has all the answers. Nothing I say should be taken as
“truth”; my ideas are presented only to stimulate thinking. We may
like to believe we have the “truth”, or the only “true way” to it,
but if we really look at the world today, and know its history well
enough, we can see that none of the answers from the past has
solved the problem of humans not living together in peace and love
on this planet. The problems we face everyday cannot be solved with
the old ideas and methods from the past, because they are the same
problems our ancestors struggled with for many millennia, without
solving. We egotistically named our species “Homo Sapiens”, which
means “wise human”. I think it would be more appropriate to call us
“Homo Cogitens”, “thinking human”, as we have shown little wisdom
while remaking our planet. We need new solutions, but they can only
be found by transcending our age-old “human nature”, expanding our
concepts of our little local selves, and the self-created
boundaries of our Egoworld. We must change it into an Ecoworld, a
holistic, planetary way of relating to each other and to our Earth,
with all it contains, or we may destroy our culture and our
planet.

 


 


 


MY STORY

 


For want of discernment the most precious jewels

lie in the dust at the feet of men

while bits of glass are worn on their heads

But we should not imagine that the gems have sunk in
value

and the bits of glass have risen in importance

When a person of critical judgment shall appear,

each will be given its right position

Chanakya

 


 


 


CHAPTER 1. My Arrival

 


Between our birth and death we may touch
understanding,

as a moth brushes a window with its wing.

Christopher Fry

 


It is a sunny Saturday morning in November of
1927. Arta, a young woman, is lying in a hospital bed, her mind
trying to function normally through the remaining anesthetic, and
savoring her joy at the knowledge that her baby boy had finally
been delivered. Then she became aware of the memory of a startling
event that had occurred while she was under the effects of the
ether. She had experienced an unimaginably powerful “bang” as she
later described it. Then a voice from nowhere said “here we go
again”, and she knew it meant that the world was being reborn.
(This phrase reminds me of James Joyce's “here we go again gaities”
in Ulysses, which she had never read). At that time,
Einstein and the astrophysicists held the concept of an eternal
universe, and many years would pass before the theory of the “Big
Bang” beginning would take hold. ..I am now in Egoland, but not yet
of it.

I was born into a much different world from
that of today. There were fewer people in the stores, which were
smaller. Fewer cars on the road. Fewer choices of foods, and
manufactured items. Communication and transportation were much
slower; the pace of living seemed more leisurely than today's.
“Eating out” in a diner or restaurant was a “once in a blue moon”
treat; the housewife/mother was expected to provide tasty meals
three times per day, on a tight budget.

 


As Charles Lindberg was winging his way
across the Atlantic for the first time, my body was developing in
my mother's womb.
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It was the nineteen twenties, and that world
now seems more naive. Humanity was moving into its teens; growing
faster, trying new things, and bending rules. Looking for
entertainment and excitement. European nations were still
rebuilding after the destruction of the "great war", while in
America, it was boom time; almost everyone was making more money,
and having good times partying, dancing the “Lindy hop”,
“Charleston”, and “Black Bottom”. Movies, phonograph records, and
“bootleg booze” were popular. Many were speculating in stocks,
which looked like a quick way to get rich. It seemed that
prosperity would last forever. But it was inflating like a bubble,
and bubbles are prone to burst.
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My first sports car...John Samsen

 


 


Of course, I don't remember the twenties. My
earliest memories were recorded in the early nineteen thirties, the
time of the “great depression”. As my memories surface in my
consciousness, imagination is taking me back in time to those
years. The old newsreels we see now give the impression that the
world was black and white in those days. What I now see does not
contain much color, either. it seems to be a more drab world. Since
the shock of the financial collapse, most people are now more
conservative, and this is reflected in the grays and dark colors
people choose for their clothes, automobiles, the interiors of
buildings and homes. Everyone is wearing hats when they leave their
houses. Men are wearing them to show their status in life; Fedoras
and homburgs for business and professional men, and caps for the
working class and unemployed. Most women wear hats and gloves
outdoors, and dresses and skirts which are now several inches lower
than in the “twenties”. Many women still wear “flapper” hair styles
and cloche hats designed in the twenties, but they look a little
out of place now in the conservative 'thirties. People are expected
to fit into roles and behave according to society's rules. There is
more conformity in this world of the 'thirties than there was in
the 'twenties; and much more than in the world of the twenty-first
century.

In our basement is a relic of the 'twenties;
a hand cranked “Victrola” with records of Rudy Valley, Bing Crosby,
Paul Whiteman, and other bands and singers. I often wind up the
phonograph, put on a record of a band, and march around our
basement to the music. Sheet music is popular; most folks I know
have pianos, and department stores often have women playing the
latest songs so the sheet music will sell.

My nineteen thirties world is pretty much
limited to our house and neighborhood, and what little I know of
Fort Wayne Indiana. My father, John Edward Samsen, is gone most of
my waking hours, working long hours cutting meat in a grocery. He
and my mother started from scratch to build a family in the
mid-nineteen twenties, and as the depression arrived, he was able
to keep his grocery job, eventually rising to manager.

I wonder what it would feel like to be as
tall as my father; and I place a chair by the wall with a pair of
my father's size 11 wingtip shoes on the floor below. As I stand on
the chair and look down at the shoes, I wonder how anyone that tall
could keep from getting dizzy and falling. Mom keeps measuring my
height and making marks on the kitchen doorway, so I can see how
fast I am growing. I wonder if I will ever be as tall as my father.
I'm almost tall enough to see over our icebox.

My mother received a business education and
desires a career, but since my birth, she has fallen into the
pattern of housewife and mother, which our "thirties" society
prescribes. As I am the only child at this time, the “pride and
joy”, I am receiving a lot of attention. I was encouraged to learn
the language, and to talk, which I did at a very young age. My
parents tried to teach me that my name was John Richard Samsen, and
I stubbornly argued that my name was “George Chain”. This name
still seems to fit me better than John Richard Samsen, but I see
that I will have to give in to their wishes. In the future, I will
be puzzled by the fact that I remembered this odd name.

My parents and relatives usually call me by
my middle name, “Richard”. I have learned that there is a nickname
for Richard, "Dick", and I think that I will insist on this name,
if they refuse to let me be George Chain. In the future, when I am
a grown man, I may decide to go by my first name, "John". Although
I can get accustomed to these names, they will never feel “right”
for the person I feel I am.
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The house we are living in is a small one
without insulation that my maternal grandfather Sam, who is a
contractor, and depression days thrifty, had built for my parents
soon after they were married. I have a sand-box in the back yard,
with a toy street car in it, and a big tri-motor airplane which I
sit on and pedal around.
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My friends are Buddy Bux and “Little Willie
Witt boom-boom Fort Wayne” as he calls himself. I hate the Burless
girls next door; they pulled up my nasturtium plants that were
ready to bloom. And, I am afraid of “Connie”, the girl across the
street, who insists she will marry me some day. One dark evening
she tried to kiss me, and while running from her, trying to escape
a fate worse than death, I was impaled on a rose trellis. I clearly
remember standing naked in our kitchen, crying, as my mother
plucked thorns from my skin and dabbed Mercurochrome all over me.
She said I looked like a “painted Indian”.

 


Not long ago, my mother told me:

“Your dad and I are going to the hospital and
we will bring home a new baby”.

“It will be two babies”, I replied.
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Mother Arta with sisters

 


After my identical twin sisters, Jeanne and
Jeannette, were born, a “maid” moved into our house to help with
the children. During these depression days, many young women are
available to work in homes taking care of children, for little more
than room and board. I am now experiencing an unexpected “shift” in
my little local world as the attention I have been receiving is
shifting to my little twin sisters. My mother says "The Little King
has been dethroned!" I’m managing to adjust to the new state of
affairs, and I do did enjoy the responsibility of being “big
brother” and “protector” to the twins.
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I recently experienced a “rite of passage”
when my sisters were being bathed in the bathtub; I had undressed
and was waiting behind Waneta for my turn when suddenly a wave of
modesty enveloped me, and I quickly dressed. From then on, I bathed
myself.

 


Mom told me that school would be a wonderful
experience. Then she took me to my first day in kindergarten. Due
to my birthday being late in the year, I was four years old when I
started. I soon decided school was not wonderful, and by noon, I
had left and walked home. My mother immediately returned me, and
told me to stay in school whether I liked it or not. Since I'm
smaller and maybe less developed socially than the others, I've
found that most of the children are not interested in me. This, I
believe, will set a pattern that may influence my future life. My
mother said that I learned to talk, read, and count very early, and
had a bright intellect. Later on, I felt I was “not OK” physically,
but my one asset was my quick intellectual mind, which did not
endear me to my peers. I was mostly a “loner”, and had friends who
also were rejected by their peers.

I also remember being taken to Sunday school
for the first time. Although I was now of school age, I was placed
in a sand box with toddlers. I felt highly insulted, and made a
fuss. My parents were summoned, and after they convinced the
teachers that I was older than I looked, I was moved up to a first
grade class. I already had a skeptical mind, and the bible stories
read to us seemed fictitious to me, like fairy tales, and when they
were presented as true stories, I felt that we were being lied to.
My mother said I never believed in Santa, but went along with that
program for the sake of my younger sisters.

 


There is no need for temples, no need for complicated
philosophies

My brain and my heart are my temples; my philosophy
is kindness.

Dalai
Lama



 


 


 


CHAPTER 2. Mortality

 


Men fear death as children fear to go in the
dark;

and as that natural fear in children is increased by
tales, so is the other.

Francis Bacon

 


I am now around five or six years old, and I
am standing in the kitchen of our small house; my mother is washing
the dishes. We have returned from the funeral of my great
grandmother where I had looked upon her still, waxy looking face.
My mind is working on a problem that is bothering me, and I decide
to get my mother's input.

“Will I have to die?” I ask. A few moments go
by, and then her answer:

“Everyone has to die, eventually; that's the
way Life is. But you have a long time to live, so you needn't think
about it now. Besides, when you do finally die, your soul will go
to Heaven.”

“Hmmm...” I think about her words, and then
say:

“What good will it do ME if my soul goes to
Heaven- I'll still be dead!”

I was already identified with the mental
concept of who I was, as a person; not as a “soul”. At least in my
case, I think that the knowledge of one's mortality creates an
“angst”, a subconscious anxiety that affects our lives in many
ways. We are not usually aware of it, but when it finally ends,
when we really accept our mortality, we experience peace of mind.
This angst, I believe, has been a motivating force in my life,
creating a strong desire to understand what life was all about.
While I was in public grade school, I also “home schooled” myself
by reading library books on comparative religions, mythology,
history, and science; subjects that fascinated me as I learned
about human thinking and beliefs. I paid only cursory attention to
most of the subjects in my public school, unless they were in line
with my interests. I seem to have been a born skeptic, and found it
difficult to accept any explanations or doctrines as “truth” either
from religions or the sciences.

After a couple of years in grade school, we
moved to another part of town, and I made new friends, and enemies.
The world was still in depression, but we children were not. Life
was mostly fun, with games of hide-and-seek, kick-the-can, cops-and
robbers, and Halloween pranks. My father was gone most of the time,
working day and night to support our family, and now was building a
business selling radios. A big cloud over my life was my small
size. With a name like “Samson”, I was the target of teasing by the
kids in school. Not being as tall and as strong as the others, I
was not wanted on their softball, football, and basketball teams.
This was a source of disappointment for me. I spent many hours on
vacant lots, throwing and batting my softball, and thought I was
getting pretty good, but in the few games at school when the
captains were forced to put me on their teams, I was not very
competitive. I now bless all the “knocks” I received in my life,
because I know that without them, I would not have become the
person I eventually became.

For many semesters, a group of boys chased me
home from school, threatening to “beat me up”. I had three
alternate routes to take in the seven or so blocks to our house.
There were no school buses for us, so I had to walk, or run, as the
situation demanded. One day the “gang” found me, and I ran from
them. I noticed an open front door on a house ahead, and could see
an open back door through it. I ran up the front steps and got a
snapshot of several people with open mouths as I ran through the
living room, kitchen, and out the back door. The boys didn't have
the nerve to follow me through the house, and I proceeded home
without being bothered.

“You need to stand and fight them, if
necessary” my father offered. “Don't let them push you around!”

“But they are all bigger than I complained.
“They'll beat me up”

I couldn't believe that I could win. Dad had
another idea, and offered the leader of the pack ten cents a week
to protect me, but Eddie replied that it was worth more than that
to “pick on” me.

Sometimes I was pushed around, and knocked
down, but the boys never really hurt me, physically. Eventually the
day came when I decided to resist. I had stopped in the little “mom
and pop” grocery store on one of my routes home from school, and
bought a nickel lemon meringue pie. I had hardly begun to eat it
when the “rat pack “ ambushed me. I was surrounded before I could
flee, and Eddie, the leader, began to shove and threaten me. I
remember thinking “oh, what the hell”, and slammed the pie into his
face. The gang erupted in laughter at Ed as he tried to pick the
goo out of his eyes, and I walked away, thinking I would now really
get “beat up”; but I was not followed, and the game was over. From
then on, I walked home in peace. After this turning point, I had
more friends, and was happier; however, I still did not appreciate
school. Our grade school had a music class where we had to sing
together such great hits as “Sweet little Yo San, from old Japan”,
and “Come, sail away with me, in our aeroplane let us fly. We were
given instruments to play in a kiddie orchestra. I was not very
enthusiastic about my instrument, which was two knobby sticks to
click and rub together.
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A child educated only at school is an
uneducated child.

George
Santayana

 


 


 


CHAPTER 3. The Nineteen Thirties

 


The only thing we have to fear is fear itself.

Franklin D. Roosevelt

 


The kidnapping of the Lindberg baby was a
sensational media event, and everyone talked about it. My basic
insecurity was enhanced by the knowledge that children could be
abducted and killed. This created in me a fear of being in the
dark, and I worried that someone could ladder up to my window, and
“get me”. Besides these fears, I had mysterious “night terrors”
experiences.

I am lying in bed, waiting to go back to
sleep after I had awakened and had gone to the bathroom. I can see
that the hall light is on- I always insisted that it be left on all
night. Then, as my mind slowly shifts to the sleeping mode, a noise
begins inside me. Frightened, I try to move and get fully awake,
but it is too late. As it happened many times before, I am unable
to move, but still see my room lit by the hall light. A horrible
feeling is filling my being, and I feel a strong vibration. I want
to cry for help, but cannot make a sound. The noise becomes a loud
roaring, and I am pulled away from my world, into a frightening and
incomprehensible realm. There are no forms, as in my normal world;
only phantom shapes that have properties that terrify me- later I
would think of it as a realm of geometrical principles; like
infinitely large forms, infinitesimal things, a plane that is so
flat and thin that it passes through me, although I no longer have
a body. I can somehow feel the thinness and smoothness, and the
feeling is awful. There are shapes that are immense, and I am so
tiny that I feel like an atom, pressed against a planet. The
closeness is terrifying! There are other things, but I cannot
describe them or think about them. None of the forms suggest
animate beings, and nothing threatens me, but the fear of being
lost in this incomprehensible world is the most terrifying thing
that I will ever experience in my life to come. There is a sense of
life and death about it.

My parents are trying to wake me from the
spell. It takes a while. My fingers look like extremely “thin
sticks”. I am in the bathtub, sitting in warm water, calming down,
and being very still. The water surface becomes very smooth, and I
fear it will penetrate me- like the terrifyingly smooth plane in my
alien world. I scream and splash wildly. There is no way to tell my
parents what had happened to me. They tell me I am having
nightmares. Little do they know! After a while, I am once again in
bed, and afraid I will be drawn into that abstract realm again, but
this time I finally fall into a normal sleep.

I had many of these terrifying experiences,
perhaps once a month, between the age of six and thirteen. I have
asked many people if they had similar experiences, but have not
found anyone who can describe anything quite like them. They remain
a mystery to me. How could a little boy who had no intellectual
concepts of infinity and geometry, have experiences of them? Years
later I learned about Plato's conception of a world of ideal forms
behind our created world. His ideal world included a mathematical
realm where geometric principles existed as probabilities on which
to build physical realities. I wonder if Plato had similar
experiences to my “night terrors”. In later life, when I was
exploring my mind and consciousness, and felt braver, I tried a
number of times to get myself into such an experience, but as the
weird feeling tone associated with it began, my mind refused to go
there. I have had several “out-of-body” experiences, and they
usually began with vibrations and noise that seemed similar, but
the frightening feeling-tone was absent, and the experiences were
enjoyable. I feel that these terrifying experiences had to have had
a strong effect on the person I was becoming. Despite my fears, I
enjoyed my life.

 


It seemed that the folks I knew in Fort Wayne
were doing pretty well, despite the depression. We kids had bikes,
and BB guns, and toys, although nowhere near the collections that
kids of the 21st. Century have. We made a lot of our toys, like
rubber guns and kites, and played with marbles, “jacks”,
“Tiddelywinks”, “YoYo's” and board games. The way we played marbles
was different from the way kids in other locales did it. We stood
erect and tossed a marble to the ground. The opponent then tossed
his “shooter” at the marble on the ground, and if he hit it, he
could keep it. There was always a sharpshooter in each group of
boys who wound up with big bags of marbles. I usually lost mine,
and had to buy more to replenish my supply.

I especially liked group games, such as “red
rover”, “tap the ice box”, “hide and seek”, and rubber gun battles.
Many of us boys had to wear knickers. We wore them stuffed into
high leather boots, and imagined we looked like military officers
in jodhpurs, which we thought looked very “keen”. The boots had
jack knives in side pockets, with which we played “mumbly peg”.

I looked forward to our Sunday motor trips to
a northern Indiana lake where my grandparents had a cottage. My
folks and I slept upstairs, which was one large room, partitioned
into separate sleeping quarters by curtains hung on wires that
stretched across the width of the building. Access to the upper
floor was by a stairway that could be pulled down from the ceiling
of the living room. The cottage was typical of those that ringed
the shoreline of Crooked Lake, where local legend told of a
shootout between the Feds and the Dillinger gang in a cottage about
ten down from that of my grandparents.

Grandma Kessler was a short but very wide
lady who had been a Myers before marrying my grandfather Samuel.
They had three daughters and a son, David Kessler. I was
middle-aged by the time our family admitted to our Jewish genes.
Great grandfather William Washington Kessler, whose name had been
changed in infancy, was a Jewish orphan who was raised and
Christianized by a Methodist couple. WWK served the North during
the Civil War as a drummer boy, participating in many famous
battles. After the war, he became a cobbler. He must have been
proud of his ancestry because he named his son Samuel, and his
daughter Lodema was buried in a Jewish cemetery. After finally
learning the secret, my mother was proud to reveal that she was one
quarter Jewish. The other three quarters was a mix of German,
French, and who knows what. My father was a mixture of Dutch,
German, Scotch, etc.

My grandfather Sam fixed up a small bamboo
pole for me, with line, bobber, sinkers, and a hook, and I enjoyed
fishing for small fish off his pier. Both grandparents loved to
fish, and the large “chicken wire” livebox attached to the pier
usually contained a large population of freshwater fish; bluegills,
crappies, an occasional bass, and perch. Grandma usually had fish
dinners for us; the fish filet's were dipped in milk, then flour
and breadcrumbs, and fried. It seems like they were the tastiest
fish I have ever eaten! My grandmother also kept a large cookie jar
on her kitchen counter, always filled with her homemade “sugar
cookies”.

Sometimes I would row my grandfather's heavy
wooden boat to a marshy area where I caught baby turtles, which I
took home for pets, and to sell to other kids. I liked animals and
had many pets, besides our dog and baby turtles, including
canaries, tropical fish, guinea pigs, a rabbit, and a chicken from
my aunt Lot's farm that was supposed to wind up as a dinner
entrée'.

 


I was strongly attracted to comic books, and
always read the colored strips in the Sunday newspapers. Some had
been popular before my time, but lingered on for a while- Felix the
Cat, The Katzenjammer Kids, Jiggs and Maggie, Buck Rogers, etc. I
preferred newer strips, like Flash Gordon, Prince Valiant, Apple
Mary, Chief Wahoo, Dick Tracy, and the Disney comics. Sorry, Walt,
but Mickey and Minnie never appealed to me, but I did like Donald
Duck, who was an individual and sometimes rebel. He usually got
himself in trouble, and vented his frustrations with loud “duck
talk”.

Between my home and school was a drug store
that had a rack of comic books. I would often drop in to try to
read the comics while the druggist was busy with customers. When he
was free, he would remind me that reading comics in the store was
forbidden.

“You can't read the comics unless you buy
them”.

“But I have to see which one I want” was my
usual reply; that did no good.

When I had a spare dime, I found that I could
sit at one of the round marble tables slowly drinking a malted milk
or an ice cream soda, and peruse a comic book. The store owner
would wait until I finished the treat before taking away the book.
Sometimes I pretended I was drilling for oil, slowly pushing the
straw into the scoop of ice cream until it broke through and I
could suck up the chocolaty oil. No doubt I set records for the
time to consume a soda or milk shake!

I still remember when the baby Superman
arrived from the planet Krypton, and that event was soon followed
by the debut of Batman and Robin. All this fed a young boy's
appetite for fantasy. My friend Bruce and I made capes and
pretended we were the original “dynamic duo” Bruce Wayne and Dick
Grayson. After that, came a steady procession of male and female
super-heroes.

We kids went to the movies often, usually on
Saturday afternoons, when the adventure serials were shown; and
after school, enjoyed radio programs, like “The Lone Ranger”,
“Terry and the Pirates”, Don Winslow of the Navy”, Little Orphan
Annie”, and “Sky King”. In the evenings, our family often sat in
the living room listening to such radio programs as “Fibber McGee
and Molly”, “Red Skelton”, “Jack Benny”, “Fred Allen” and “Bob
Hope”. And sometimes scary dramas on the “Hermit's Cave” and “I
Love a Mystery”.

 


I
like nonsense, it wakes up the brain cells.

Fantasy is a necessary ingredient in living,

it's
a way of looking at life through the wrong end of a
telescope.

Which
is what I do, and that enables you to laugh at life's
realities

Theodor Geisel

 


 


 


CHAPTER 4. Segregation

 


I refuse to accept the view that mankind is so
tragically bound

to the starless midnight of racism and war

that the bright daybreak of peace and brotherhood can
never become a reality

I believe that unarmed truth and unconditional love
will have the final word.

Martin
Luther King, Jr.

 


There were some folks in town who did not
have it so good. I was not aware until years later that Indiana had
“Jim Crow” laws, and was once the home of the Grand Dragon of the
Ku Klux Klan. There were no “colored kids” in my grade school
classes, or in the Methodist-Episcopal church we sometimes
attended. “Colored folks” were required to sit in the back of the
public trolley cars, and restricted to the balconies of theaters.
Once, there was a story in the newspapers that a “colored woman” in
the balcony of a movie house had stopped up the sinks in the
upstairs women's room and turned on all the faucets. The water ran
through the floor and down onto the people in the seats below. I
agreed with the writer of the article that she must have been
crazy. I could think of no other reason for that behavior. We
accepted our Egoworld as it was, without question.

There was also prejudice against others, like
Armenians, Lebanese, Greeks, Italians, and other darker
complexioned Mediterranean or Semitic people, although they
commingled with us mostly German and northern European types. I saw
few Hispanic or Oriental people in Fort Wayne, at that time, and I
knew of no Native Americans, except venerable Chief Little Turtle,
who, legend had it, lived in a small house somewhere in Fort Wayne.
There were many Jews among the people I knew, and I was not aware
of prejudice against them, except for the stereotypical ethnic
jokes, but no doubt they could tell a different story. We kids were
taught family rules, and moral and and social laws. When we broke
the rules, “blame and shame” were levied against us, sometimes
reinforced with spankings. Fortunately, we were not strongly
indoctrinated with the ideas of sin, as more religious folks were.
I don't remember how, but sexual and “bad words” taboos were
strongly built into my belief system. What we learned in the first
few years shaped our self and world concepts for many years to
come. I had absorbed a little of the bigotry of the times, and had
no desire to associate with people of different races, but that
changed as the civil rights movement developed and I learned how
unfair our national system really was. I especially regret the
treatment the “Native Americans” received from the United States
government and the Army. I learned that at one time, there was a
separate “Indian” nation covering much of present day Illinois,
Indiana, Ohio, and Kentucky. They had a legal treaty from the U.S.
government to exist as a separate entity, and many Indians moved
there after being pushed out of eastern states. Then, as more
settlers wanted the land, Washington reneged on the treaty and
forced the Indians westward. All that remained of this history when
I was a boy, besides large arrowhead collections which I envied,
was the great variety of native tribal and personal names; we were
on the Miami river, close to the Wabash. There was a Pawnee
library, a Tecumseh school, and we vacationed at Pokagon state
park, and camp Pottawatomie. There was also Lake Tippecanoe, and of
course, Lakes Michigan, Huron, and Erie.
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CHAPTER 5. Ancient History

 


“Truth is a gem that is found at a great
depth;

whilst on the surface of this world,

all things are weighed by the false scale of
custom”

Lord
Byron

 


In my early years, I was totally hooked on
“modernism”, and “progress”. Drawing came easy for me, and I was
sensitive to the aesthetics of line and form. The sleekest and
fastest aircraft and cars were my idols. I wanted nothing to do
with things that were “old fashioned”, and disliked the homes of my
grandparents which had furnishings of a bygone era; early twentieth
century.

Entering the house of my mother's parents
gave me a feeling like that of a funeral parlor. It was dark, and
small, and furnished with relics of the past. Sepia photos of my
grandparents' early life hung on the walls, adorned with peacock
feathers. They and their relatives appeared in old fashioned
clothes and formal poses that hearkened back to a time past.
Crocheted doilies tried to protect the backs and arms of the
chairs. Ferns in hanging baskets did little to dispel the somber
mood. Particularly spooky was a basket made from the armor of an
armadillo, its tail bent into a handle.

When we visited my dad's folks in Ohio, it
felt to me like going back in time, even though it was only a few
miles from Toledo. The small hamlet had outdoor wells with hand
pumps for water (which sometimes had black fragments of leaves in
it), “privies”, a central coal-burning stove for heat, and a
wood-burning stove in the kitchen for cooking. Electricity had
arrived there, but there were still kerosene lamps around the
house. The warmth from the living room coal stove trickled up
through ceiling vents into the bedrooms above, doing little to
break the chill of cold winter nights. The icy bedroom closets held
“thundermugs” that I reluctantly visited at night. The village
women wore “flapper” hairstyles and shapeless dresses that may have
been in vogue during the “roaring twenties”, which were, to me,
ancient history.
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My father's family would gather in the parlor
to talk, and often the conversation would gravitate to their
ailments. My aunt Inez who was very emotional, would often break
into tears when recalling pains she had suffered in the past. I
wondered why her memories would cause her to cry. Dad's family had
never forgiven him for moving to the “big city” and not marrying a
local girl. My mother and I never felt welcome. The only things I
miss about Clay Center was lying in bed and listening to the
haunting whistles of the steam locomotives as they came closer, and
finally rumbled by, a couple blocks away, and my grandfather Gus
Samsen, who was kind to me. He was a lay minister in the little
Methodist church, and never traveled farther than two hundred miles
from his home, during his lifetime. I rode with him as he drove his
little Model A around the few blocks of houses that constituted
Clay Center, visiting neighbors. Grandmother was a prematurely gray
haired woman (formerly red head) who was extremely fastidious, and
who obviously was nervous when I was around, afraid I would track
in dirt, or maybe break something. If she and my aunts suspected me
of being a troublemaker, there were grounds for that.

When I was only around three or four, I was
petting my Aunt Esther's Persian cat on the back porch. There was a
gallon can of paint with a brush in it, and I must have been
considering painting the cat. I still have a memory of petting the
cat, and seeing the can of paint. When grandma looked out of the
door and asked me what I was doing, I replied

“Painting the kitty”.

“That’s nice”, she said, thinking I said
“petting the kitty”.

I considered this permission, so I picked up
the brush and painted a wide stripe the length of the cat's back.
Shortly after this, my Aunt appeared, saw what I had done, and
screamed. She picked up her cat and carried it into the shed where
she found a can of turpentine. She emptied the can into a basin,
and then plopped kitty into it. The cat let out a tortured shriek
and lifted off into an orbit around the shed, and then dropped
dead. I never understood why they always blamed me for killing the
cat; I only painted it! This story was repeated to me every time I
visited Clay Center; as time passed, with smiles, as they
eventually saw the humor in it.

The Samsens claimed German ancestry, and
Grandma Samsen said she was Scotch-Irish, although her father's
name was Shessler. I didn't learn the real story until 2007, when a
woman from the Netherlands named Samsen sent me an email telling
how the name originated. It seems that centuries ago, the French
had taken over some of Holland, and insisted that the people should
have surnames. The peasants, or serfs, who lived on and worked the
Sams farm, were given a last name Samsen, which meant “of Sams”. My
aunt Esther had always said we came from royalty. So much for
that!

Grandpa Samsen had a very typical general
store that had “Mail Pouch Tobacco” posters on the walls, cases of
curved glass that held sewing thread and other household
necessities, and a pot-bellied cast iron heating stove that the
village men liked to sit around, warming their feet on cold winter
days. And, a cracker barrel, of course. In front of his store were
two gasoline pumps that had to be manually pumped to fill the glass
containers on top to the gallon marks desired. Gasoline was
probably around a dime a gallon at that time.

 


A dime bought many things when I was a boy. A
loaf of bread, a bottle of milk, a hamburger, a milk shake, a movie
ticket, a ride on the street car, a Yoyo, or a small cast metal
Tootsietoy car. My allowance for several years was ten cents per
week, and I would run to the “mom and pop” drug store with my
dimes, and add to my collection of toy cars and airplanes. I looked
forward to occasional trolley car trips to downtown Fort Wayne, and
exploring the “dime stores”. When I was old enough, I enjoyed
riding downtown by myself on the “street cars”. These were electric
powered cars on steel tracks. They traveled all over our city and I
often rode them downtown just for the fun of it. A ride cost a
dime, or seven cents if one used a token, and one could transfer to
other cars and travel for hours. I tried putting pennies and
nickels on the tracks to see if the street car would flatten them,
like the trains running through Clay Center did. Once I put a CO2
capsule (they were used to create “fizz water” in carbonated water
dispensers) on the track in a puddle of water, so the conductor
wouldn't see it. As the street car ran over it, it cracked, and the
loud explosion sent a geyser of water up the side of the car,
giving me the impression that it had been torpedoed. The conductor
braked and jumped out to see what had happened. The flattened
capsule was still hidden in the puddle, so he walked around the
car, scratched his head, and got back in.

I lived near the end of a rail line, and I
would wait for a street car to arrive. The conductor would step
outside and raise the trolley to the wire, then walk through the
car flipping the wicker covered seat backs until they were all
reversed, then step outside and pull the rope lowering the trolley
that would now be in front. Sitting in the seat that was now
forward, he moved the lever that fed power to the motors, and we
were off on another adventure. I often sat in the rear driver's
seat and pretended to be driving, sometimes stepping hard on the
floor button that clanged a bell. Sometimes we kids would run up
behind a street car, grab the rope, and pull the trolley off the
wire. We thought it was funny to see the conductor get out and
reattach the trolley, but he probably didn't see the fun in it.

I often explored the Woolworth, Kresge, and
Neisner stores. These “five and ten cent stores” held a treasure
trove of small toys, mostly made in Japan, which aroused desire in
me. I knew I was “growing-up” the day when I couldn't find a toy
that interested me.

 


I received my ten cents per week allowance
for doing my duties, which included taking out the trash and
occasionally watching over my little sisters. I remember my Dad's
brother-in-law, Uncle Louie, visiting us, and I used the occasion
to con my dad; I asked him for twenty cents so I could buy a deluxe
YoYo, a large one with an airbrushed stripe, rather than the small
red and black ten cent ones I normally would have gotten. I figured
Dad would not want to look cheap in front of Uncle Louie, and would
give me the double allowance, which he did.

Every spring Filipino youths were brought to
the drug store near my school, giving demonstrations of YoYo
artistry. We boys would envy their skills as they showed us the
“round the world”, “sleeping”, and “walking the dog” tricks;
afterwards we would try to do the same. Only the deluxe twenty-cent
yoyos could do the tricks; the ten cent ones could not.

The drug store had a large glass case
displaying a great variety of penny candy. There were paper strips
with little candy dots stuck to them, and long black and red
licorice strips, which were not wrapped in paper. Suckers came in a
variety of flavors, in small and “all day” sizes. My favorites were
malted milk balls, which were two for a penny. Sometimes, when I
was more affluent, I would buy the two-cent chocolate squares. My
father would sometimes come home from work with a Hershey bar,
which he always divided between me and my sisters. I hoped that the
day would come when I could have a whole bar for myself. Dad
occasionally brought home a box of Cracker Jack for each of us
kids; caramel corn with a surprise gift in the top of the box.
Sometimes I would get a sea shell which would go into a glass of
water. After a while, the shell would open, and out of it would
slowly rise a stem with a bud. Then the bud would open, and a
(paper) flower would unfold. Sometimes there was a very small toy
car or airplane. My sister Jeannette almost always received a
whistle (which she didn't want) in her Cracker Jack; and “Jeannette
gets the whistle “ became a family joke, which she never
appreciated.

My father loved to tease and play pranks. He
often gave loaded cigarettes to friends, (almost all men smoked
then, but most women did not). Dad hid “poo poo” pillows under the
sofa cushions, and had drinking glasses with tiny holes in the
sides that dribbled down one's hand. He liked to confuse kids by
asking them “do you live in town, or ride a bicycle?” and often
“spoke in tongues” like “ah jah nechem sedadem, hooshenfant,
levitchwood”. After being asked many times what it meant, he
finally said it was Hungarian for “I want a pound of beef”. I
didn't believe that! Once on a car trip, my mother and sisters went
into an outhouse to relieve themselves, and, noticing it had a
sheet metal roof, my father tossed a large handfull of rocks into
the air above the privy. As the stones hit the roof with a roar,
the females burst out of the door screaming, with their pants down!
Needless to say, they were enraged at my dad, who was loudly
laughing. I received a lot of teasing from my dad, and did not like
it at all. Yet, it was imprinted in my psyche, and I did more than
my share of teasing and playing pranks.

“Richard, stop teasing your sisters, or
you'll get it!” warned my mother. I often teased my twin sisters,
and they did not like it, and usually “told Mom”. I received many
reprimands and punishments. My sisters also remember that I often
drew “paper dolls” for them with a variety of clothes, and they
looked forward to having me slip them under a door to them. For
several years, I drew a comic strip “Emperor Fooey Wong” for my
sisters and neighborhood friends. During “hard times” most kids
were given inexpensive toys, and we enjoyed them about as much as
more expensive ones. Paper dolls were very popular with young
girls. Maybe they still are. My sisters built up a huge collection
and seemed to like those I drew about as much as the professionally
drawn and printed ones.

Having identical twin sisters was both a good
and bad thing for me. I felt like something of a celebrity pushing
them in their double buggy; yet I did not get nearly the amount of
attention that they did. But they were very cute, and had sweet
dispositions. My mother dressed them identically, and few people
could tell them apart. This they eventually did not like, as they
were treated like a pair, rather than as individuals.

Identical twins are clones; both have the
same genetic coding, and early on, their bodies develop
identically. Slight differences in their experiences cause their
personalities and behaviors to develop differently. Recent advances
in the biological sciences have found that it is not just the genes
we have that determine what we will become physically, but the way
our genes work, which is controlled by “switch” structures in the
DNA molecules that can alter the genetic codes during our lifetime
in response to many “outside” factors. My sisters are different
individuals now, and although they look similar, anyone can tell
the difference. One has had medical problems that the other has
not. A strange phenomenon has been that although living apart in
different cities, they unknowingly often bought identical shoes,
purses, and clothing items, and when one had appendicitis, the
other felt similar pains.

My sisters were fascinated by movie stars,
and collected movie magazines. When they were in their teens, we
made a family road trip to California, along the original “route
66”. My sisters got to see several movie stars when we went to the
Brown Derby restaurant, and Grauman's Chinese Theater. My mother
got autographs for them from Jimmy Stewart and Ronald Reagan. On
Hollywood blvd., a driver cut in front of our car and my dad
angrily yelled at him. My sisters screamed “Stop, dad- that’s
Ricardo Montalban!”

 


 


[image: tmp_fbbf47cbed90ea8cbe9846b157833134_P4R2sa_html_m16e4a205.jpg]

 


I hardly remember when Chang entered our
household. I must have been very young. He was a black Chow-Chow
puppy, and I gave him the only Chinese name I knew- Chang. He lived
with us for the next thirteen or so years, and was an important
part of my life during my childhood. Here was a wise old Chinaman's
soul in a dog's body. As a pup, he tried to be playful, but did it
in a serious way. He permitted us kids to dress him in pajamas.
Chang was very quiet and dignified. I think he barked only a few
times in his life, but when he did, one paid attention! Definitely
a one-family dog, he obviously loved us kids and respected my
parents, but was aloof to strangers, and even members of our
extended family. We moved to different parts of town often, and
when that occurred, Chang had to deal with the neighborhood dog
pack. When the dogs found that a Chow had entered the neighborhood,
they united and ganged-up on him. After the neighbors had broken-up
the dog fight, often with pails of hot water, Chang limped home,
bleeding from ears, tongue, nose, and other places. After he
healed, he went around the neighborhood taking on the dogs
individually. Then he was “top dog”. This happened whenever we
moved. Almost everyone allowed their pets to roam freely in those
days. This dog definitely had a “King complex”. When he crossed a
street, he held his nose up haughtily and paid no attention to
vehicles. Many times, he would drag himself home with various
fractures, and spend a couple weeks nursing his body on his rug. I
guess many people didn't take their sick and injured pets to vets
in those days. In his later years, Chang walked partly sideways,
like a canine “John Wayne”, with crooked legs that had not healed
properly. When Chang was in his teens, we were living in a woods on
a farm a few miles from Fort Wayne. I saw him crossing the highway
in his slow, dignified way, expecting traffic to slow for him. This
truck did not, and Chang went end-over-end into the ditch. He
dragged his broken body under our porch, to his blanket. This time,
my father took him to a vet, who said that the old dog would
probably survive again, but with more handicaps. He recommended
ending Chang's life of 14 years, and we decided it was time. When I
was younger, I couldn't bear the thought of losing Chang, but now I
could accept it. We buried him, with honors.

 


The cars of the time interested me, and I
learned to recognize many of the makes. I would often walk to the
end of our block and wait for my father to return from work and
give me a ride (for a few hundred feet) to our house. I watched and
identified many cars of the 1920's and 1930's going by. I enjoyed
riding in my uncle's old Model T sedan. Many of the cars of that
time had “suicide doors”- rear doors that were hinged at the rear.
If they opened while driving, the air would catch them and push
them all the way open. I recall the time I was standing in the back
seat of our car, leaning on the door, behind my grandfather.
Somehow my door opened and I was on my way out with the door when
my grandfather miraculously reached back from the front seat and
caught my arm.

Once in a while I saw Cords, Auburns, and
Duesenbergs on the streets. They were built in Auburn, Indiana,
about twenty miles north of Fort Wayne. A friend of my father
stopped by in his Duesenberg one day, and took my dad and me for a
ride. It was a Model J dual-cowl phaeton, in two-tone green, and in
immaculate condition. I asked how much it was worth, and the man
said “around seven thousand dollars” which was an impressive amount
then. If it still exists, in that condition, it would be a million
dollar plus collectible.

When my father's radio business was doing
well, he bought a Packard. It wasn't one of the big expensive ones,
but was a “Clipper”, a smaller six cylinder model made to capture
more conservative depression era buyers. While it was new, we made
a trip to Clay Center; I figured dad wanted to show it off to his
family. While everyone was chatting in the parlor, my uncle Howard
looked out the window, and said

“Looks like Ed got a new car.”

“What kind is it?” asked Uncle Walter.

“A Packard” said Howard. The room was silent
for a long time. Then someone changed the topic of conversation. No
one went out to look at our new car. Obviously, the small-town
family thought my father was trying to show them up.

I had a lot of respect for my dad. He seemed
so big, to me, while only five feet ten inches high, and very self
confident. He had a typical red head temperament. My mother told a
story about him when he was selling radios on time. Sometimes the
monthly payments of five or ten dollars stopped coming in and he
would have to repossess the radios. One Sunday he decided to drive
across the state line into Ohio to repossess a radio, and took my
mother along, holding me in her arms. We arrived at the “dead
beat's” house, and dad was told that the man was not home. Dad
pushed his way into the house, unplugged the radio, and quickly
carried it out to our car. As we were driving away, the “dead beat”
arrived, and when his wife shouted that we were taking their radio,
the man turned his car around and gave chase. For a while, dad
drove like a bootlegger running from the Feds, scaring my mother.
Then he thought “Why am I running from him; he's the one in the
wrong!” Dad braked the car, and the man stopped behind. Both men
jumped out and ran toward each other. Dad ducked an uppercut, and
then got in a good punch to the gut. The “dead beat” then turned
and ran back toward his car, and dad delivered a powerful kick
where the sun never shines. They did a couple laps around the two
cars with dad kicking the seat of his pants just like in a Mack
Sennet comedy, before the guy was able to get into his car.

 


The path one's life takes can be shaped by
little incidents. Around this time, I learned that the Hodell boys
down the street had built a shed on the back of their father's
garage, where they were building and selling model airplanes. When
I entered the shop, I saw scale airplane models made of sticks and
tissue hanging from the ceiling, and kits with the logos of
“Comet”, “Megow,” “Burd”, and “Cleveland Models”, stacked on
shelves. Besides the rubber band powered flying models, there were
also solid scale models for display. The atmosphere was heavy with
the aroma of glue and “banana oil” dope. I was instantly mesmerized
and felt I had entered a magical realm. I vividly remember one
beautifully crafted scale model of a red Italian Macchi racing
plane with large floats- the original had hit close to 400 miles
per hour in 1931, its speed a decade ahead of the military planes
of the time.

My dad let me buy a finished solid model of a
Northrop monoplane; it probably cost a quarter. Not long after, I
persuaded him to help me build a stick-and-tissue flying model. He
hated precise detailed work, and bailed out of the project before
it was very far along, and I was unable to complete it. Sometime
later, I tried another flying model kit, and this time completed it
myself. It didn't fly well, or I should say, didn't fly, but it
began a hobby that I am still involved in seventy-some years later.
The “magic” of models still hasn't left me. In school, I often
sketched airplanes and cars in art class, and on the pages of my
school books.



One sunny day as I was standing in our
backyard, I watched a dirigible slowly and majestically cruising
overhead. I read the name “Macon” on its underside. The huge
dirigibles looked like an ideal kind of transportation, like aerial
cruise ships, but unfortunately most were brought down by storms or
fire, and that mode of transport was abandoned.

Dad sometimes drove us to the local airport
on Sundays to watch the aircraft landing and taking off. One day, a
friend of my father who was a flying instructor, saw us and offered
to take us up in his new Waco cabin biplane. I was thrilled, but my
mother was not, and did not want us to go. Somehow she relented,
and we five squeezed into the plane's cabin with the pilot. The
powerful radial engine roared as we sped down the runway and
climbed away from the ground. As we flew over our city, I peered
out the window next to me, taking in the exciting sight. My mother
said

“Don't lean over- you might tip the
plane!”

 


At the age of eleven or twelve, I think, I
was standing on the sidewalk between our house and the little
one-car garage. A birdbath was nearby. This scene is still clear in
my memory. I was thinking about my mortality, and wondering how
many seconds of time I would have, and how long my life would seem.
I thought of a clock going “tick tock, tick tock, ticking away the
seconds of my life”. I decided to think back to this moment many
times in the future, so I could find out what durations of time
felt like. Often, through all the years, I have mentally gone back
to that boy, and reassured him that there would be enough seconds
to have a wonderful life.

 


 


 


CHAPTER 6. BB guns and covered wagons

 


Life must be lived as play.

Plato

 


As I grew older, I had a great desire for a
BB gun. My experience was very much like that of the boy in the
annually repeated movie, “A Christmas Story”. Not long after a
Christmas was passed, I began lobbying for a BB gun that I hoped I
would get at the next Christmas. My parents tried to talk me out of
it, because to them it meant danger. I wanted a Daisy Red Ryder
Carbine, because, to me, it looked like a real rifle. As Christmas
approached, I thought I picked up signs and hints that I would get
my hearts desire, so when Christmas came, I was bitterly
disappointed to find a “Golden Eagle” beneath the tree. This BB gun
had a copper plated barrel, and no resemblance to a real rifle. I
did not hide my disappointment, and I was told to make the best of
it for a year, and if I had no accidents, like broken windows or
children wounded, I might get the Red Ryder next Christmas. The
“Golden Eagle” was better than no BB gun, and so I played with it a
great deal. I became a good shot, shooting bottles and old light
bulbs I had found in the trash cans down our alley. The next year,
I received the Red Ryder Carbine, and was on top of the world.

I have to think that the toy rifles, “tommy
guns”, and cap pistols that were produced in large quantities, and
the “cops and robbers” and “cowboys and Indians” games we played,
yelling “bang bang; you're dead!”, were the means of programming
our minds so that we would want to get into war and kill for our
country. As little girls were given baby dolls and paper dolls, so
that they would fall into the roles of mothers and consumers of
fashion. Young predatory animals play at attack and killing to
prepare them for their adult behavior. Seeing today's youth
engrossed in video games where they shoot the “bad guys” in every
gory way possible, gives me the creepy feeling that humanity is
preparing for an unprecedented blood bath, maybe even beyond the
horrible atrocities in Africa and Bosnia. When human minds can see
other humans as “targets” and “collateral damage”, our culture can
degenerate into another “dark age”.

 


During the late 1930's, my father purchased a
travel trailer- a “Covered Wagon”. It was covered with a maroon
painted fabric, similar to that on airplanes of the time, which
impressed me. It was one of the first recreational vehicles, and I
thoroughly enjoyed weekend trips to the lakes in northern Indiana
and Michigan. There were few commercial parks for RV's then, and on
longer trips, my father usually would talk the owner of a gasoline
station into letting us park behind it for the night, and we would
hook up to his electricity for a half dollar or so.

On one trip, we parked in a crude private
camp ground. There was a sign requiring all dogs to be tied up, so
we had Chang tethered to the hitch of our trailer. The owner's big
German Shepherd roamed freely, and saw our Chow dog and came
growling fiercely. Chang bared his teeth, squinted his eyes, and
growled “go ahead, make my day” in his best Clint Eastwood style.
As the Shepherd leaped onto him, Chang ducked underneath and opened
his belly. The big dog limped howling to his master, who angrily
ran up to my father and said

“Get your fifty dollar dog and thousand
dollar trailer out of here”.

My father said nothing, but hitched the
trailer to our car, and we departed. As he drove away, I heard Dad
muttering “the dog didn't cost nearly that much, and the trailer
was only eight hundred dollars new.”

Once we took the little “Covered Wagon” to a
state park for a week, and somehow all managed to sleep in it; Mom,
Dad, Jeannette, Jeanne, our maid Waneta, Chang, me, and Jimmy, a
friend of mine. After a couple days, Jimmy wanted to go home, and
Dad firmly explained to him that driving him back was out of the
question; he would have to make the best of it. He sulked the whole
time.

 


[image: tmp_fbbf47cbed90ea8cbe9846b157833134_P4R2sa_html_16ca94ae.jpg]

 


I always looked forward to camping in the
state parks, and fishing. My parents owned a succession of travel
trailers after retirement, and toured much of the USA, Canada, and
Mexico. This gave me the impetus to travel, kayak, camp out, and
cruise sailboats.

New Year's Eve came, and my folks were at a
party. 1940 was about to begin, and it seemed so strange and
futuristic to me as I had known only the 1930's. Pops and bangs
echoed through the neighborhood as people fired weapons and
firecrackers. I wanted to join the celebration, and walked out onto
our porch, and fired my BB gun. Its “phtt” was disappointing!

 


 


 


CHAPTER 7. “The War”

 


Hitler and Mussolini were only the primary
spokesmen

for the attitude of domination and craving for
power

that are in the heart of almost everyone.

Until the source is cleared, there will always

be confusion and hate, wars and class
antagonisms.

Jiddu
Krishnamurti
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In 1934, when I was seven years old, a boy
told me about a prediction his father made. He said that a great
world war was coming, and it would start in 1936. This sounded
serious to me, and I wondered what effect it would have on our
lives. I told my father about the prophesy, and he said that no one
knows the future, and not to worry. As 1936 arrived, the Italians
were invading Ethiopia and Albania, the Japanese were in Manchuria,
starting to invade China, and the Nazi's were beginning to make
their moves. The prediction seemed to be coming true. There was a
propaganda movement intending to keep our country out of the
foreign wars, and the bubble gum we kids bought contained
collectible cards called “The Horrors of War”, with pictures of
atrocities such as a Chinese baby sitting in a street with its arm
blown off. These cards only made us kids want to avenge the victims
by killing the perpetrators, who were usually “Dirty Japs” and
Nazi's. As the war spread in Asia, Europe, and North Africa, my
friends and I watched its development. I was particularly
interested in the military aircraft, and remember when the first
Messerschmidt and Spitfire fighters were presented in newsreels at
the movie houses.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/124060
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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