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			Preface

			In conveying memories from my life’s story, I am hopeful that the events, details, and accompanying emotions will afford you a moment to reflect as a kind of conduit to your own life’s events. While some of these episodes initially may have created a wide range of pessimistic or even gloomy feelings and reactions, what remains important is how those stories and the memories they created in my life serve as lessons or instructions by which I live.

			My targeted audiences are three-fold. First, I want my wife, Cindy, and my son, Damian, to have a clear timeline of my life and the events that shaped who I am and why I think and act the way I do. While they have heard many of these stories, I hope the chronological order and added details will buttress their understanding. The second audience is my grandchildren. As they will receive substantial trust distributions in the future, each may want to know more about who Papi was, what he was like in greater detail, and what made him the way he was. Thirdly, it is my most fervent desire that an unrelated reader may generate a glimmer of hope through a connection to one of my memories or, perhaps, a methodology of how I sought to learn by choosing a different perspective and resultant course of action. I am indeed extremely fortunate.
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			Memories: 
Timeless Treasures of the Heart

			I was sitting on the dock on the bay behind my house and marveling at the enchantment water holds for me. The water always seemed to transport me back to a typical summer day many years ago: Billowy clouds like dollops of white cotton candy were suspended in a brilliant blue sky. The crystal-clear water at the lake’s edge gently lapped across my tiny feet as I stared down, mesmerized by the darting minnows and the sun’s reflections. I momentarily noticed the wrinkled edges of my diaper until the voices nearer the house broke my wonderment. “Boo, where are you? Boo?”

			This was my first memory in which I was conscious of my surroundings, of myself and of things outside of my control. Later in life, it would be the things outside of my control that would shatter my focus—and at times my being. Yet, this initial memory also presented an important insight into the moment and was a powerful lesson of free choice. I had choices: to stay in the moment at the water’s edge, with its magnetic pull, or to heed a call and return from the water’s edge to the calling.

			Those choices always ran a gamut, including, though not limited to, staying focused in the moment and enjoying the enchantment that it delivered; accomplishing a task, be it short and direct or longer term and more challenging; or resigning to the distraction at hand and becoming stuck. I would soon learn in the years ahead that there would be times, given my age and corresponding resources, that those interruptions were overpowering and required immediate attention. Yet, I always carried the memory at the water’s edge to convey that  I had choices. As I matured, I further learned that those choices had consequences and that those consequences were not always according to my timeline or tantamount to desired outcomes. That choices have consequences and other lessons will follow after a few more memories.

		

		

		
		
			La Mia Famiglia

			I was the third of three boys and was born on October 29, 1951. My father, Mateo or Matthew, was born in 1908, which was five years after his parents arrived in America. His father, Antonio Cornacchione, was born in 1885 in Fossalto, Italy, a small town with a population of one thousand or so inhabitants in the region of Molise, located north of Naples and landlocked in the central part of Italy. Antonio and his wife, Margaret Agnes Fierro, arrived in Boston in 1903 via the ship Nord America.

			My father was of average build: five feet, eight inches or so, medium frame, and around 170 pounds. He had thick black hair which, over time, turned black and gray and thinned; yet his deep brown eyes were always prominent. My father and his parents relocated from Boston to Indianapolis in 1920, at which time my father was twelve years of age. Through incredible focus and hard work, and maybe a desire to escape his somewhat dominating mother and meager background, my father eventually graduated from medical school from Indiana University, served as a lieutenant colonel in the army, and later established a general practice of medicine on the southeast side of Indianapolis, near Eli Lilly and Company and in the center of an Italian American neighborhood. While in military service, my father met my mother, Janice Leta Cross, and they married shortly after the end of World War II. They were married for eleven years and divorced when I was five years old. It was my father who called me Boo and would do so the rest of his life. It was my father, too, though at a two-hour distance from me due to divorce, who would stay in touch, drive distances to attend a few of my high school basketball games,  remember my birthday, congratulate me on my accomplishments, and encourage my educational and athletic pursuits.

			We called my father’s mother, Margaret Agnes, Mamie. Mamie was born in 1889, and she migrated with her husband, Antonio, to America in 1903 as part of the great wave of migration to the United States in the early twentieth century. I never met Antonio, as he passed in his early fifties, during the 1940s, although I did know he was a seamster. My earliest memories, ages three to five, of Mamie stemmed from when my parents were living together in a suburban setting with large acreage on the southeast side of Indianapolis before the I-465 loop was constructed. I recall Mamie being present and not liking my mother because she “drank too much,” often said in Italian along with some other choice words which I didn’t understand but clearly recognized to be negative from her facial expressions and the tone of her voice. Sometimes Mamie’s commentaries would erupt in broken English. Mamie was very proud of her son, my father. Nevertheless, given a matriarchal orientation, she ruled the roost and felt it was my father’s first duty to take care of her until her death in 1975 at the age of eighty-six. My father did exactly that.

			My mother, Janice Leta Cross, was born in 1922, which translated into a fourteen-year age difference with my father. She was also about five feet, eight inches tall, though with a large frame, large breasts, and thick auburn hair which accentuated her green eyes. My mother attended one year at Michigan University. I suspect her short-term collegiate experience was due to her proclivity for men and alcohol, although World War II had erupted during that time too.

			My mother had grown up with an accomplished father, Cecil Cross, who was born in 1895 and who was an insurance company senior executive and former Olympian athlete in track and field. He had studied actuarial sciences at Michigan University and was elected into the Michigan academic/athletic Hall of Fame. I am confident that my fluency in math and proclivity in athletics, in part, stemmed from my grandfather. My contact with this grandfather was extremely limited, as they lived in Fort Wayne, Indiana, and he passed December 23, 1959, at the age of sixty-four, while hosting a Christmas party with his wife. I had moved from Indianapolis to Fort Wayne following my  parents’ divorce in 1956, my first-grade year of school. Therefore, my exposure to Cecil was sparse in a short period of less than three years.

			My maternal grandmother was Leta Harriet Cross, whom my brothers and I called GaGa. She was typically Victorian in demeanor, given her background, the time period, and her age. GaGa was born in 1900; consequently, GaGa always seemed to be at an emotional distance in some respects. During the visits we had, she would always have Archway’s Mrs. Linnie’s cookies on hand and would typically take me to lunch at Hall’s restaurant as I became older. GaGa also always funded whatever school clothes I may have received from second grade through high school; so, in balance, she was somewhat attentive and to a small degree involved. It was interesting to note that my mother always called her father “Daddy” and her mother “Mother” instead of something more affectionate.

			My mother also had a younger sister, Aunt Bobbie, who was an incredible person and an accomplished actress and golfer. Early in my life, my aunt and her family lived in the suburbs of Chicago, so I would see her and my four cousins maybe once a year when they came to Fort Wayne to see Cecil and GaGa. In my elementary school days, Aunt Bobbie and her family moved to the West Coast south of San Francisco. In both Chicago and on the West Coast, my aunt had leading roles in major theatrical productions, such as Auntie Mame and Gypsy. Ultimately, her amateur acting resulted in some national advertising jobs for Weight Watchers, a cruise line, and so forth. Her acting also led to some interesting personal friendships she enjoyed with the likes of Carol Channing, Woody Allen, and others. At the same time, Aunt Bobbie excelled in golf, as evidenced by her winning numerous club championships as well as the Indiana State Amateur Women’s Championship, in which I caddied for her. She was truly an exceptional, kind, witty, engaging, and loving person.

			My two brothers, Tony and Matt, were respectively four and six years older than I. Before I moved to Fort Wayne at age five, older brother Matt had moved to live with our maternal grandparents, Cecil and GaGa. I suspected in hindsight this was due to my parents’ turmoil at home. When I moved to Fort Wayne, I was in elementary school and Matt was in junior high school; therefore, we didn’t have  that much in common and didn’t spend much time together. In the summers during his high school years, Matt lived with my father in Indianapolis and worked at Sealtest Dairy, where he made sherbert ice cream, something he would not eat for the rest of his life.

			I believed Matt was more heavily influenced by the initial turmoil at home between my parents and subsequently later with my mother’s alcoholism and related antics. Matt was old enough to fully understand what was going on, but he was not mature enough to know that my mother’s behavior was not his fault. Both my brothers and I had no knowledge or direction on what to do: We simply did not have sufficient life experience to possess the adequate tools. In any event, I believed those conditions were a cause in Matt, earlier in his adult life, being somewhat introverted around new people. He did obtain his degree in accounting from Indiana University and later became the chief financial officer for the Indianapolis Museum of Art. Matt’s employees loved him, and he was a great boss in all respects. His employees warmly called Matt “Nippie,” an affectation from his high school days. We remained in touch throughout our lives, although contact was pretty much limited to two, at most three, telephone calls each year on our birthdays and at Christmastime. I always felt that Matt would be there for me at any time and for any reason. I simply would have to say, “Matt, I need you.” There just were not the conditions at home in our earlier lives to build a more regular and deeper relationship, and the age difference of six years was significant at the time. Matt fathered two children, Teri and Matt Jr., whom I called Fred and Wilma respectively, and we all had close relationships. Matt Jr. and his wife, Allison, had a beautiful daughter, Elizabeth. Teri had three children: Even, Sarah, and Jacob. Matt Jr. and Teri were always close, and their families were close-knit and full of love and respect. I knew Matt loved me, and he knew I loved him. We shared the same badge of courage: We survived our mother.

			The amount of time spent with my other brother, Tony, was limited, too. When I was five, just before leaving Indianapolis, I recalled Tony being spanked with a belt one evening in the bathtub. Tony could not have been more than eight or nine years of age. Soon thereafter, Tony went away for treatment. I believe he had a ner vous breakdown. Nevertheless, when I was in elementary and junior high school, Tony and I shared some time together, as he excelled in athletics and I sometimes was allowed to tag along. Most of Tony’s friends were athletes like he, and there always seemed to be a need in pickup games for another player, hence my attendance. When I was attending junior high school, Tony was fully engaged in high school and was a recognized and accomplished athlete in basketball and football. Tony had his first serious dating relationship with Karen, whom he ultimately married. Consequently, my time with Tony was limited, though more than with Matt.

			As an aside, Tony’s life took a dramatic turn his senior year in high school. One December night in 1967, Tony let my dog, Duchess, outside to go to the bathroom. He slipped on the top step, which had a thin layer of ice, and fell. As he fell, his arm went through the glass window portion of the door, and his bicep and ligaments were severed completely, thereby ending any and all future athletic endeavors. It was terrifying, because Tony and I were alone as my mother was out on a date or at a bar. Nevertheless, I called 9-1-1 for an ambulance. I will never forget Tony’s determination throughout the rest of his life in accepting the results of that accident and making the most out of it. It was my first clear understanding of one of my life’s lessons: It’s not as important what happened, but rather what you did with what happened. Tony’s attitude in recuperation and well beyond were simply astonishing and exemplary. There may have been times when Tony would reflect on what life could have been like if the accident had never occurred, but for the most part, he focused on Karen and, ultimately, his children and career.

			Over the years, Tony developed a keen interest in learning all of my father’s mother’s Italian recipes, or more accurately, he watched how Mamie made things, because recipe cards were not part of her kitchen regimen. Tony’s love of cooking carried on in his adult life as a regional manager for Sysco, a food distribution company, in southern Michigan. When calling on new accounts to sell a recently introduced product, Tony would ask for a skillet and use the new product in the preparation of a quick dish, by which he was demonstrating the product’s utility while at the same time adroitly building a relation ship. I was sure a touch of Mamie was in some of those dishes. Tony loved people, and they loved him. His devotion to his wife and three children was unshakeable, although for a short time, Tony, too, had some issues with alcohol. Tony always treated his family as preeminent from the earliest days of marriage and while raising the children. Tony’s family had Duncan, a massive St. Bernard, who was the king of the house and deeply loved by all. It seems as if Matt, Tony, and I all had an affinity for dogs.

			Tragedy struck when Tony died prematurely, before his two younger children had even finished college. His passing was unexpected and too early in his life at age fifty-five. Within two years or so of Tony’s passing, his wife, Karen, passed from a battle with cancer. In those intervening two years, Karen and I communicated regularly. I was someone who could recall so many details and memories about Tony, and Karen felt comfortable enough to talk about her illness with me rather than, in her mind, troubling her children.

			While Tony and Karen’s three children, Tony, Jon, and Jenny, were young adults, the blow of losing both parents was horrific and would only be exacerbated soon thereafter by the oldest sibling, Tony Jr., passing a couple of years later. The three of them would regularly get together. I am sure some of this was an informal type of group therapy and support function. I am also confident their love for one another was deep and pure. All three of them were together on Christmas, and I did what I could to make sure their Christmas was special. Eventually, Jenny moved to the East Coast to pursue an assistant professorship at a college while Jon and his family remained in Michigan.

			Jennifer and Jon were both married. Jon had children and a wonderful wife, Nicole, and he was devoted to all of them. He worked as a technician in radiology. Jenny achieved her PhD, was a published professor at Wake Forest University, and married Dennis, who also had his PhD. I did not believe Jenny and Dennis intended to have children. Jon and Jenny had solid careers and marriages. I had confidence they had learned ever so painfully that life was fragile and sometimes momentary, let alone challenging. They chose to move forward, for lack of a better term, and I was of the opinion that they  were fashioning full and loving lives. I was so proud of them then and continue to admire the lives they have today.

			In summary, relative to la mia famiglia, outside of my parent’s divorce at my age five, I appeared to be living a normal life. I lived in a middle-income neighborhood; my brothers and I were engaged in school and athletics, and we all had relatively strong social networks with our circles of friends. Most importantly, I had my German shepherd, named Duchess. All seemed at the time fairly typical. As was often the case, appearances were deceiving.
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			Elementary, My Dear Watson

			In my first five years or so, we lived just south of Indianapolis with some acreage that allowed for a more rural lifestyle which also made for a lonelier existence, with little to no attention from my immediate family except my dog, Duchess. Most of my memories at this time largely stemmed from walking across the acreage through tall, damp grass to our neighbor’s house in the mornings, at which time Momma Most would pick me up outside of the entry door to her mudroom and carry me into her kitchen. It was in the warmth of the kitchen where Momma Most introduced me to hot oatmeal and a variety of wonderful, home-baked treats. What I didn’t realize at the time was the importance of her being there for me and her motherly ways. My mother had been absent physically for a year or more while she had received electrical shock treatments in Michigan; otherwise, I only have a few clear memories of seeing my parents together for those first five years.

			There were glimpses of my brothers, but those were generally few and far between, as they were four and six years older and in school. Plus, those recollections were not always pleasant. For example, Tony spent some time in Michigan getting treatment for a nervous breakdown. My older brother, Matt, left to live with my mother’s parents in Fort Wayne. My father was building his medical practice. I was left alone for the most part, other than my morning rendezvous with Momma Most and my time with Duchess.

			Outside of the aforementioned moment at the water’s edge and visits to Momma Most, only two other memories from those early years come to mind. One, we had an old, used, wooden milk crate with separations for milk bottles. It was common in those days for  the milkman to make deliveries of milk crates filled with sixteen quart-sized bottles to particularly more rural areas, but I discovered the crate conveniently housed baby rabbits. Given the acreage on which our and the neighbor’s houses sat, it was common to see rabbits, and rabbits often had babies. The milk crates would house multiple bunnies at once and keep them relatively quiet and in place. Using a baby bottle, I had the pleasure of feeding milk to the bunnies in the discarded milk crates.

			Otherwise, the only other available memory is an overheard argument between my parents. I was playing with Duchess in the living room with an army truck that had a missile launcher for plastic-tipped projectiles. I recall also having a toy xylophone and tapping Duchess’s head with the xylophone’s rubber mallet. For so long, I thought the pointed crown of her head was a result of my tapping there. I really didn’t have anyone to ask about that. Anyway, Duchess and I were in the living room, at the end of which was a swinging door to the
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