
ARTHUR

More Questions Than Answers

[image: ]

Randy Linss

Copyright © 2026 Randy Linss, All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form, by any means, including electronic or mechanical, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for brief quotations in a book review. 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

FOREWARD

ARTHUR’S EARLY YEARS ON THE FARM

BROTHERS GROW IN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS

AN ANGER EMERGES

A SEPARATE LIFE

A TURN FOR THE WORSE

____________

WOULD LIFE NOW BE ANY DIFFERENT?

WHERE DID THE MONEY GO?

____________

LIVING WITH THE PAST

____________

Sign up for Randy Linss's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

FOREWARD


[image: ]


There lies a faint mark in the annals of time, thus recognizing the existence of yet another human life.

On November 28, 1922, a baby boy was born on a farm somewhere between Freeburg and New Athens, Illinois.

Arthur Edward Linss lived his early years through the Great Depression. Like most people of that time, he knew what it was to work hard for the meager existence common in the day. There were few indulgences, but no one missed them, as they had never known of them in any way.

Although not the youngest of five children, he grew up along with his older brother, Walter, as well as his three sisters, Ruth, Florence, and Jean. The siblings were all closely bonded at some point during their years on the farm. But it was also during that time that some resentments and traces of bitterness were spawned.

I am left to tell this story solely by memory, as there's now no one left to ask for their additions; at least none that will talk with me at this stage of life. Still, I’d likely be the most qualified to tell the story, as Arthur was my father.

At times during my life, I've referred to him as my dad, but I really can't say he ever epitomized that role. It was more often his brother, Walter, whom I looked up to in that capacity, he and my Grandpa Fred Balke.

Respect is also a sketchy term. It's something to be earned, and I can't truthfully say that's something he ever earned from me. But I should give him his due. He always went to work five or six days a week, and I can never remember missing a meal. So, I expect I owe him that.

There are very few times I remember him smiling; even fewer times when I can recall a laugh coming from him. The handful of times I vaguely remember that happening were times he was lost in the memory of his days "on the farm". He would tell a story of his hard work and times of few pleasures, yet he would remember something about those times that would bring out a genuine laugh.

My father was never happy in life. While still a youth, he became bitter with the fact that Walter left the farm during his years of service in the Army. He felt this was a slight toward him, leaving him to do the hard work on the farm.

In later years, his bitterness stemmed ironically from the fact that, after a marriage likely arranged as a ticket to get him away from the farm, he was unable to live there with his family any longer. He never liked living in Cole Camp. He didn't like Mom's family, the people he worked with, or those of the town. He had "nicknames" made up for many of those he was forced to spend any time in their presence.

Honestly, I'm not sure why he ever married my Mom. Maybe, at the time, he saw it as a ticket off the farm, although they would likely have met while he was driving a truck throughout Missouri and Arkansas for a local hatchery near Freeburg. How they met is another unclear issue.

During that time, she worked as a hospital nurse in Mascoutah, Illinois. But that may have been after being married. As I say, the details are quite lacking.

At some point, they moved to Cole Camp, where, by all accounts, the trouble began. After working briefly for the City of Sedalia, operating a jackhammer on street building projects, he ultimately landed a job at Pittsburgh-Corning, where he remained for the next 33 years until retirement.

I was the younger of the two children that I’m sure he fathered. I can attest to those two with some degree of certainty, although rumor has it that he may have sired at least one younger half-sibling in later years. He chose to show any affection he was capable of to his daughter, leaving me much on the brunt of his ire and general ill-temper.

I was never able to quite live up to his expectations, although it was never clear to me what they were. I was an inconvenience and a regret in his eyes. When he saw me doing things as a young boy that he was never able to do, he never hesitated to remind me of that at any opportunity.

Although I was rarely idle, operating a lawnmowing business from the time I was seven or eight years old until graduating from high school. During my high school years, I spent any extra time I had hauling hay, picking beans, painting houses, or doing any other odd jobs anyone would hire me for. Still, in his eyes, it was never enough.

You see, I made the mistake of doing a couple of things I really enjoyed: playing baseball and basketball, not only in the backyard but on organized travel teams. That was "an unnecessary extravagance" he was never able to enjoy in his youth, so why should I enjoy doing them now?

Although my parents' marriage never appeared to be physically abusive, it certainly was emotionally so, as he knew how to pull all the right strings to exercise his authority. Mom rarely had even the simplest of luxuries that other wives might have otherwise taken for granted.

When directed toward me, the abuses were verbal. I learned many "colorful" words and phrases through his scolding. One of the more creative threats he unleashed on me was evidently over a time when I was most likely making too much noise playing outside as a pre-teen. He came storming out the front door to make his point, then sealed it by saying, "And if you don't understand that in English, I'll tell you in some other language!" While it might have been interesting to hear what language he chose, as I have no recollection of him ever being bilingual, I opted not to press my luck.

Whenever I spent time on the bench during my baseball or basketball games, I remember visually scanning the bleachers to see if my parents were there. As you may have expected, I never once saw my dad in the crowd. My mom always seemed to find a way to be there, even if it meant walking to the games. 

He was also not a church-going man, so he was never in the pews for my confirmation or Sunday School programs. He DID attend my first wedding, although, to this day, I’m still not sure how Mom managed to pull that off. I remember his looks of extreme discomfort, though on that day.

"His" car was always sacred to him. Mom was rarely allowed to go anywhere in it. If the destination was on a gravel road, she may as well not have asked. It wasn't going to happen. If it were over ten miles out of town, it would "put too many miles on the car," although he drove 25 miles to work.

Eventually, Mom went to work and saved any money she could, eventually buying a car for her and me. She also bought her only electric washer and dryer, as well as the dining room set with a hutch and buffet that she’d always dreamed of owning.

He still made every effort to restrict my usage of Mom’s car, but if we timed trips well, we could usually get away with most of them. By the time I turned 17, I bought my first car, which was another thorn in his side because my car was “always in the way” when parked in the driveway. But he didn’t want me to park along the side of the road, because “it made the house look trashy.”

After I left home to make my way in life, Mom's life was made a living Hell, as if that had not already been the case. I will refrain from sharing the ugly details, but suffice it to say that my years of begging her to leave him were finally heeded. I helped her get an apartment and set up a life near me, in Sedalia.

Sadly, by that time, she'd been battling cancer for a few years already. She was only able to live on her own for just over a year. While I visited her at least once a day, what I saw was the life of a dying woman whose body was ravaged by the effects of cancer and chemotherapy. It pained me sorely.

, 

It broke my heart to have to consent to the doctor's mandate that she move to a nursing home. I felt as if I'd signed her death warrant, which in effect, I had. She lasted exactly one week at Four Seasons Living Center, east of Sedalia. It wasn't a pretty ending.

I don't mean to paint my father’s picture as an ogre, but I also feel compelled to tell stories as they are. Today, I remember him on what would have been his 103rd birthday. On April 18, 2005, he died at Golden Age Care Center in Stover of Alzheimer’s disease and dementia, at the age of 82.

I'd like to say that nary a day goes by that I don't think of him, but that's not something of which I'll try to convince you - or myself. Life with Arthur was only tolerable, at best.

For years, I'd not claim him as a father, and to this day, it's a connection I still can't say that I'm proud of, but he was my biological father.  I have to draw the line with that. An old saying seems to fit: “Any man can be a father, but it takes someone special to be a dad.” You see, in my mind, he was never much of a father to me. It's one thing not to feel loved by a parent, but to feel disliked is a completely different sentiment. That was my memory of growing up in the same house with Arthur. Even after 21 years in his home and 20 years after his death, I'm no closer to understanding him now than at any time.

Occasionally, I come across some information that clarifies something that had never been clear. But, just as often, something brought to my attention will only raise further questions. There are many things left to speculation.

By writing this book of my
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