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			Foreword

			When I was asked to write this foreword, Mark gave me his partial manuscript. It was then I realized we had blinked and somehow became a cliche, the one where, when asked, “What was it like being a kid?” Better to take their phone, hand them a popsicle, push them outside, and tell them to be home when the streetlights came on. This was literally our life, playing in the neighborhood without a net. 

			I have known Mark since childhood when we were neighbors and friends having dirt bomb fights, and jumping out of trees with a pseudo parachute, made out of a bed sheet and clothesline. It is amazing how Mark has managed to retain his youthful soul. When you read this book, you can’t help but to feel refreshed by the good nature and clean quality that permeates the author’s personality and style.

			If you have ever met someone with such a good heart, that you just know they make the world a better place, then you have met Mark. If you have wondered how the world let them go free, and uncynical, turn these pages and you will get the sense of it.  

			It has been my privilege and blessing to know the author and to have him call me his friend.  

			He better say nice things about me.

			Jay Vallone

		


		
			Introduction

			Introduction

			Grandpa Pawlak used to say, “You watch that Markie (his term of endearment for me). He’s going to be somebody someday. I don’t know if it’s a mayor or president, but you mark my words, he’s going to be somebody.” Well, I have never been a mayor or the president, of course, but I am a writer. Writers do not only transcend the norms of life, writers can define them. I suppose I was divinely placed in the middle of a large family for just such a purpose. Several friends and family used to tell my parents that they should write a book about their unusually large family. That did not happen. They left this world “for a better country…” (Hebrews 11:16). Could it be that task was bequeathed to me?

			If it was, I didn’t fully grasp the magnitude of just such an endeavor when I set sail to record some humorous stories about my childhood and growing up in a large family. Soon the stories began to take shape, and the shape morphed into a book. This book, like a ship, was set on its course. At times the sailing was smooth, other times the seas were very choppy and the vessel would come close to sinking. However, through it all the ship kept aright and continued its course to completion.

			One of the purposes for the book was to obliterate the cultural stigma of large families’ survival, too many mouths to feed, unruly children, and so forth. I believe Sweet 16 accomplishes that plus provides humor along the way. Another purpose is to encourage and inspire other authors to tell their childhood stories. I know there are humorous happenings in other families all across this great land. In these topsy, turvy times, don’t we need lighthearted, wholesome reading? I believe we do.

			Allow me to introduce to you Sweet 16, a memoir of growing up in an American Polish, Irish, English, a little Welsh, German, and French family with fifteen siblings. Our parents took the divine directive to be fruitful and multiply seriously. After all, Dad was a math teacher. In our generation, large families were the norm, not the exception. Once in a large family, forever in a large family. Your mindset is cemented, and you don’t ever forget. Even now at family reunions there is a struggle not to slide back into your childhood role within the family. You wrestle with seeing your siblings through adult eyes, fighting the family’s ocean tide trying to pull you back into emotional adolescence. And with sixteen of us, one could get lost before Dad could stammer out your name. 

			In order to remember all my siblings’ names, our family created an in-birth order singsong. If you are old enough to remember the cartoon lead-ins to songs asking the viewer to follow the bouncing ball, please follow the imaginary ball over each name and sing with me to the tune of “Row, Row, Row Your Boat.”

			Karen, Kathy, Michael, Mary,

			Peggy, Lynn and Mark,

			Ellen, Lisa, Kevin, Anne,

			Rob, Doug, Dan, John, Tom.

			This book is a compilation of my childhood with my siblings. I like to refer to it as, like a Cheaper by The Dozen plus four. But really, it’s so much more than that. During a person’s lifetime, history gets revealed. Real honest to goodness history. As my precious wife often says, “We all have a story to tell.” 

			This is the Pawlaks, however, mostly from my perspective. I did ask for feedback from all my siblings as well as a brotherly friend. Some did respond; their stories are included in this book. I suppose it’s just as well, because getting fifteen different perspectives could lead to quite a confusing array and much too long a read. What you hold in your hands is the product of nearly eight years of love, sweat, toil, and of course, tears. 

			I used to think I led such a boring life, but growing up in a family of sixteen, what could be boring about that? I was raised in a small town called Fredonia, near the great Lake Erie. I didn’t know it was a small town, but the small-town life I found, has its advantages. I believe, as small business is the backbone of the economy, small towns are the backbone of a nation. My town wasn’t the most well-known, but it has a history and that is interwoven in this book. Also woven in this story is the house that I grew up in, known simply as 411. Most of my childhood and early adulthood were packaged in this house. But it was more than a house, it was a memorial to a time… a history.

			I welcome you, the reader, to tromp down memory lane with me to meet the Pawlaks. The most interesting, fun loving, punny, conglomeration of siblings to grace the doorstep of my heart. In sharing my family, I share a piece of my heart. I present Sweet 16. 

			Lubic! (Enjoy!)

			Mark S. Pawlak
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			The Terry Taurus Trailer

				

			
			The Terry Taurus Trailer

			1979

			It was a cold, blustery, wintery spring day in 1979, with wind gusts up to 70 mph slamming into the trailer and the pickup, causing the trailer to fishtail all over the icy road. The Nor’easter had come and come with a vengeance. Huddled in a mass of humanity were eleven of us who had the fortune, or misfortune, of having to sit in the back bed of a pickup with a cap cover on it. The cover, our winter coats, and some worn out army blankets provided the only barriers between us and the storm. 

			Dad and I had fashioned three old bus seats into a U formation and bolted them down onto the bed of the pickup. In addition, the pickup was hauling a twenty-seven-foot Terry Taurus trailer. It really must have been quite a sight watching our small caravan traveling down the road. Very fitting since one of my mother’s favorite movies was Desi Arnaz and Lucille Ball’s The Long, Long Trailer. Now Mom was starring in her own version. Like some kind of bad dream, we made our way the thirty or so miles from our home in Fredonia, New York to the Pennsylvania state line. 

			With foresight and in case of emergency, whether it was bathroom breaks or a medical need, Dad had installed an intercom system between the cab of the pickup and the pickup bed. Fortunately, this allowed those back in the bed the ability to communicate with those in the cab. We were just approaching the outskirts of Erie, Pennsylvania, when a major gust of wind slammed into our mini cavalcade, causing Dad to nearly lose control of the fishtailing trailer. 

			My sister, Ellen, ever the opportunist to seize on fear, began sing-song chanting, 

			“We’re all going to die!” 

			The intercom crackled, “Is everyone all right?” 

			A loud “Yes!” was the collective reply.

			There were fifteen of us all together making this frightful journey. Dad, my older sister Kathy and her two children, Andy and Elizabeth, were all in the cab. While Mom, myself, plus nine of my younger siblings were in the back.

			We were the second troop of the birth order, the lower ten children. Ellen-the quipster, Lisa-the redhead, Kevin-the jokester, Anne-the quiet one, Robert-the twelfth born, Douglas-the sponge stuffer, Daniel-the trusting one, John Jude, who was born with Trisomy 21 (Down syndrome) named after the Catholic Patron Saint of hope and impossible causes,1 Thomas, the largest baby in the family, and me, the seventh in a family of sixteen children. Sweet Sixteen.

			We had gotten into this predicament because my next younger brother Kevin and I had coaxed Dad into starting this trip regardless of what the weather prognosticators were saying. All we saw were a few snowflakes fluttering down and melting on the steaming pavement of our driveway. We were oblivious to the major storm that was in the forecast. Dad was unsure if he was willing to take the risk for our Easter vacation. However, with the prospect of a family vacation in sight we were anything but practical.

			“Oh Dad, it’s only a few flurries,” we implored, “we’ll be long gone before the storm even hits us.”

			Quite optimistic of us considering we lived in a heavy lake effect snow region just south of Buffalo, NY. Whether our coaxing worked, or Dad had already purposed in his heart to take the risk, I can’t say, but there we were cuddled in the bed of the pickup just outside the Erie, Pennsylvania city limits, reeling from the full brunt of this late season storm. 

			Mom was sitting in the middle of the U-seated configuration trying to keep everybody calm. She was engaging everyone in playing typical Pawlak family-on-a-trip games, like the ABC game or singing songs in the round or in this case, the U. When suddenly, the wind caused a whiteout across Dad’s field of vision, forcing him to slam on the brakes. Just as suddenly, the huddled mass of humanity fell forward on top of Mom, who had been propelled forward with the momentum of the braking motion. All our winter coats, scarves, and old army blankets draped over Mom like a funeral shroud.   

			Fighting for her suffocating life, our mother began flailing away at the mass of humanity. Then, amidst the arms, legs, and blankets, children began to fly back into their seats like they were put from forward to reverse on an old movie reel. For the remainder of the trip, Mom stayed in the cab, and we never discussed the episode again.

			All had gone according to plan, or so Kevin and I thought. Now we were on the west side of Erie, PA bounding toward Cleveland, Ohio, past the point of no return. We couldn’t turn around and head back even if we wanted to because the storm in the Dunkirk/Fredonia area had grown worse. The only option was to move forward. 

			Looking back, this trip seemed to be a microcosm of life in the Pawlak household. Blustery, dangerous, and full of humorous drama. I was sure proud to be a Pawlak (pronounced pahv-lock). My parents had set out to have a large family ever since going to the theater to watch the 1950’s version of Cheaper by the Dozen. It was in their make-up. Mom, I figured had the upper hand. She was from a large Roman Catholic Irish/German family and grew up on a farm in the town of Dunkirk at the beginning of the Depression. Dad, however, was an only child born to a nice Polish couple who also were Roman Catholic in Dunkirk, New York.

			They married September 22, 1951, when they were both twenty-one, and like many of Dad’s projects, it happened extremely fast. So fast in fact, Mom only knew of the wedding two weeks in advance!  By August 1952 Karen and Kathy were born. A year later Michael arrived, and Dad and Mom were off to the parental races. A short year later came Mary, then Margaret Susan or (Peggy), next in line was Lynn, and I came two years later, number seven.

			Naturally, not knowing my parents’ intentions, I expected to be the last child and attempted to put the skids on this child factory —of course to no avail. I was able to hold that position for nearly two and a half years until Ellen arrived. Then came a fiery redhead named Lisa, who would occupy the bassinet next. (I discovered later in life that both Ellen and Lisa are rainbow babies, a child born after a pregnancy loss). Followed by Kevin, who is six years younger than I, and next was my sister Anne. Anne’s birth was particularly trying for my mother; she would nearly lose the baby and her life in the process. The doctor stated he could not save both Mom and the baby. 

			Mom’s simple reply was, “Then save the baby.” 

			Such a courageous stand and one she would make throughout her life. Like Hezekiah in the Bible, Mom was gracefully given many more years to live. She not only lived, but proceeded to give birth to Robert, Douglas, Daniel, John Jude, and Thomas by the age of forty-five!

			Mom absolutely adored children and would just glow in them. She loved children so much that when the older ones got married and left the roost to start their own families, Mom began offering childcare for several of the young teachers at the local High School. Dad and Mom also loved to travel and visit their grown children and their families, so it was under this pretense that we embarked on this trip. 

			This storm was reminiscent of two years prior when the Eastern seaboard was literally buried with the “Blizzard of ’77.” The blizzard arrived in late January, my senior year at Fredonia High School. We would be off from school for two whole weeks! This in of itself was a major deal. Schools in New York State, especially south of Buffalo, rarely cancelled due to snow. I mean this blizzard was so horrible with winds that whipped snow drifts as high as rooftops, burying cars in Buffalo, New York. I am told the effects drooped down into the Mid-South and all the way up into Canada (if you want a mental map of its scope). 

			In our area lake effect snow dropped in measurements of feet not inches. I remember the snow whipping down, not like the vertical scenes of fluff, but in an angry slanted force. 

			Dad would be telling me, “Mark, would you go out and shovel the driveway?” 

			He would ask, but there was no reply other than yes. I simply had no choice. I would then put on layers upon layers of clothes and go out to shovel our long, long driveway. The snow would course down so heavily that I could not even see the end of my shovel, nor the difference between the base of the driveway and the edge of the road. 

			I would finally finish my shoveling and just come in, run my hands under cold water to acclimate them to the warmth (a common practice to prevent the pain of near frostbite), remove my layer upon layer of clothes, make myself a nice cup of hot chocolate or tea with loads of sugar, and settle down to watch some television. 

			Then to my chagrin and horror, Dad would yell out, “Mark, I thought I told you to shovel the driveway!” 

			When I’d reply, “I did, I just finished a little while ago.” 

			He’d say, “Well, could you go out and do it again? I can’t even get the car out of the garage!” 

			Again, if you replied any other way except in the affirmative, well let’s just say, the only spot warm on your body would be your seat. Thankfully I was past my corporal punishment days. 

			Seeing the more complete view, one could understand Dad’s hesitation to begin this April trip in a blinding snowstorm and with no Rudolph to light the way. Apart from it being Easter vacation, we were making this journey to bring furniture to my sister Peggy in Odessa, Texas and in the process, visit my oldest sister Karen living in Midland. 

			Both Karen and Peggy had moved out of snow battered Western New York a few years prior. Since Dad had two weeks off from school, he and Mom had decided that Easter would be a great time to visit their daughters, see the Alamo, spend some time near Lake Charles, Louisiana to visit my Uncle Tom, and finish up at Disney World. Fortunately, we were able to make it through this section of the storm no worse for wear and proceed through Ohio toward Indiana on our way to those destinations.  

			My oldest sister Karen and her former husband Tom had moved to Texas due to Tom’s work for Marathon Oil back in the early ‘70s. Dad would take the northern route through the top hat of Texas this time. An additional benefit would be the travel time and distance through Texas would be much less. 

			Miraculously, we made it through Ohio unscathed, but trouble was lurking up ahead. We were just entering Indiana when my sister Ellen, as she often did, got car sick, or in this case, pickup sick. With little to no choice, Dad had to pull over and let Mom tend to Ellen. The decision was made that Ellen could lay down to rest in the trailer. At the time most states would not allow any passengers to ride in a hauled trailer. This was a risky thing to do as the only thing holding the trailer to the pickup was a hitch, some sway chains, and the plug-ins for the signal lights.

			When we stopped on the shoulder of the road, my older sister Kathy, while attempting to assist Ellen, tripped over the trailer hitch and twisted her ankle. When we resumed ambling down the road, we had two recovering souls convalescing in the trailer. However, this episode would pale in comparison to what would happen next.

			It seems that Dad was concerned about load balance with the two girls now in the trailer. Near as I can figure, he had decided the shift in weight of the two gals had to be offset. Around dawn, as the clear blue sky was inviting the birds to sing, Dad pulled the mini caravan into this high-class residential area of Saint Louis. All the houses were bigger than our house on 411 East Main Street, with clean cut lawns, and smooth, black-topped driveways. It was in front of one of the houses Dad had decided he needed to empty the water tank.

			“Now, in order to empty the water tank,” he would instruct, Dad was forever the teacher, “You must be extra careful not to release the septic line by mistake, because it is very easy to get the lines mixed up.” 

			Perhaps it was a faulty design, who knows, but there in that ritzy St. Louis’ neighborhood he emptied the septic line right on someone’s newly blacktopped driveway! We children, including Kathy and Ellen, had just taken the opportunity to stretch our cramped-up legs when Dad very abruptly exclaimed, “Ginny! Get the kids back in the vehicle and quickly. We have to get out of here!”

			Even as we pulled into a gas station miles away, we were all still on edge in a state of paranoia. This anxiety was preyed upon by Ellen, who evidently discovered the remedy for car sickness was feasting on our paranoia. Like a shark in bloody waters, Ellen struck. 

			Aided by distant sirens, she began her chant, 

			“We’re all going to be arrested!” 

			From time to time, I ponder that day, that St. Louis neighborhood, and if the owners had to eventually mow that section of their beautiful, blacktopped driveway.

			While in Missouri, we stopped to eat our lunch that we had packed in our red and white cooler. When we opened the cooler, we discovered most of the ice had melted, turning our mustard and baloney sandwiches into a pile of mush. Apparently, the warmer climates had melted the ice, or someone did not properly close the cooler lid (the more logical reason).

			Throwing the sandwiches away was never an option. We didn’t even complain. We just plugged our noses and ate, understanding with so many mouths to feed, you had better eat what you could or someone else would eat the sandwich for you. 

			After lunch we reloaded the pickup. Kathy took the opportunity to stretch out on the bus seat to rest her ankle, forcing all the others to sit in the middle of the pickup bed. Our little nephew Andy had moved from the cab to the back with her. Andy was very enthusiastic to see Trail Mobiles, the trucking line his dad worked for. Every time the toddler saw a Trail Mobile logo he would yell out, “Trail Mobile!” At first, this response from the small guy was cute, but after the forty-fifth time yelling, “Trail Mobile,” some of the younger siblings confessed to having the premeditated thought of stuffing the little tyke out one of the side windows. 

			Adding insult to injury, I would remove my sneakers as my feet would begin to burn. This action was met with a chorus of resistance to all who were trapped under the cap. A remedy to foot odor was soon discovered. My feet would have to dangle out the back flap of the cap over the gate of the pickup. At twenty years of age, I stood 6’3” so my legs out the back must have made quite a sight as we rolled through those Missouri hills. Although my feet came close, we still didn’t have to tie a red flag to my big toe. 

			Our trek took us to Missouri’s Route 44 which diagonally cuts through the state like a slice of pizza. This part of the trip seemed to take forever as the high profiled caravan battled headwinds across the wavey terrain.

			1975

			The mesmerizing scenery of Missouri sent me back in reflection to our first trip to Texas in 1975. Back then, as we approached Cleveland, Ohio we made a ninety degree turn to the south and headed down the long drive through Ohio toward Columbus and Cincinnati on I-75. After chugging through downtown Cincinnati, then going across the bridge over the Ohio river, we approached the state of Kentucky. 

			Upon entering Kentucky my nearly five-year-old brother Daniel saw the sign The Bluegrass State and promptly exclaimed, “I don’t see any blue grass!” 

			This brought a chuckle out of all of us. 

			Later, when we were well into Tennessee, Daniel erupted, “I still don’t see the blue grass!” 

			Everyone started laughing, but that comment made Daniel a marked man. Ellen now had him in her “too naïve” crosshairs, and she would make him pay. Such was the life of a Pawlak. You always had to be on your guard. 

			I also remember stopping at the Texas and Arkansas border to get gas in a little town at the time, Texarkana. At which point Dad cheerfully chimed in, “We’ll be in Midland in about six hours.” 

			If I thought Ohio was a long drive, Texas made Ohio seem like a stroll in the park. Texas seemed to be a state that had no ending.  

			In Texas, because it’s so flat, and by the time we reached West Texas it was dark, the perspective is misleading. Your eyes see the city like a dome of lights that surround it, and it appears like it’s just over the next knoll. Yet you don’t arrive for hours. But finally, when the enticing lights of Midland came into view nearly ten hours later, we couldn’t be more excited… and exhausted. We arrived late at night, pulled up into the driveway, and out piled the gang into my sister’s relatively modest sized house. 

			We were under the Conrad Pawlak itinerary for the time we were in Midland. Dad’s idea of travel and sightseeing was to take in as much as you could, as quickly as possible, all the area had to offer. To Dad, it was quantity and not quality. He did everything fast, much like his decision to get married two weeks from his proposal. He would have to rush about to make it happen. Mom, on the other hand, was the quality gal. She didn’t want to just stop and smell the roses; she wanted to watch them bloom and we children were caught in the middle. 

			I remember going to the Midland Museum in ’75, exploring the rich history of the oil industry and the boom it brought to the Permian Basin. Dad was briskly tromping through the museum while his then son-in-law rushed beside him to explain the historic facts about Midland, the oil derricks and machinery. 

			Dad would just nod or mumble, “Uh, huh,” then turn to his wife and say, “Come on Ginny,”  (his term of endearment for his wife Virginia). “There’s so much to see.” 

			Mom, forever the teacher, would just ignore the request and continue reading all the information on the plaques to the wide-eyed children. Dad made it through the museum in record time and then waited for his wife to complete the tour about an hour later.

			In looking back, who could blame Dad? His life was all about the schedule. It had to be in order to raise sixteen children. He was not to the regimented level of business guru Mr. Gilbreath mind you, (the Cheaper by the Dozen Dad), but he was close. 

			He was not only our father, but he was also the main chef, the main shopper, the chauffeur, and the principal disciplinarian. Mom was busy doing laundry, providing childcare and cleaning up after her children. Dad was an extremely loving man to his wife and children and had a great sense of humor. He loved playing with his children, especially sports. He was a very committed provider financially for the family and would often take on two or three jobs — to keep us Pawlaks financially afloat. 

			In the summer he would work at the local steel mill or any other place. His basic philosophy of life was, “If you’re a good student and good in sports, your ticket in life will be paid.” I took Dad’s advice and my brother-in-law’s direction and found a track nearby where I could run, get away for a while, and work out. 

			When I returned from my run and headed through the back fencing toward the house, I walked past a small structure that had a couch in it. The shed had some siding missing so you could look in and see the interior. When I peered into the building I was startled to see my little brother Daniel “making out” with a neighbor girl! I stood there in mixed emotional amazement about what should be my course of action. 

			When up pops the near five-year-old from his kiss and says, 

			“Now for the long one!” 

			I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and seeing so I went and got as many of my siblings as I could find as witnesses. I found them sunbathing, then brought them over to see for themselves, their little brother making out with a neighbor girl. To this day we chide Daniel about that episode.

			The next day we took the camper and headed out with everyone to Carlsbad Caverns, New Mexico. West Texas is a very large and flat parcel of land. All the way from Midland/Odessa to the Texas panhandle you would observe land so flat you could see dust tornados off in the distance. Ellen decided, like so many other times, that it was pick-on Daniel time. She began to tell the trusting child that the reason everything is so flat out here was because it was the end of the world, and we were about to drive off the edge. Not to be outdone the others began to join in and played the part by saying their goodbyes pretending to cry and weep. Daniel began sobbing uncontrollably at this point; however, Ellen was ruthless in her attacks and had no mercy for the shook-up boy. She kept driving home the part of driving off the edge of the world with the other minions chiming in. 

			By the time we arrived at the Caverns we had to deprogram Daniel so he could enjoy the rest of the day. But this was typical Pawlak torture, starting with the oldest to the youngest; you never knew if you were going to wake up with your hand in a bucket of warm water or chocolate syrup all over your face. My older brother Michael was mostly the brain trust behind all the attacks. I can remember when he made a thin cardboard airplane, attached a sewing needle to its tip, and used the little diapered toddlers as his sadistic targets. He would throw the plane at the plastic pants and try to get it to stick in the plastic. He would also place coat hangers on his eyelids and let them dangle in an apparent attempt to freak us out. It worked. Natural Selection had nothing on us Pawlaks. It was quickly discovered whether you could withstand the heat, or you had to leave the kitchen. 

			On our way back from Carlsbad we were just outside of Pecos, Texas, when we had a flat tire (Probably Divine retribution for our treatment of Daniel). We pulled off the road smack dab in the middle of nowhere. With no spare or jack, Dad had to leave us and start walking on the side of the highway underneath the searing Texas sun. He was still in sight when a car finally did appear, and he was able to hitch a ride into town to get a new tire. 

			Meanwhile, the rest of us were stranded on the side of the road wondering if we would ever see our dad again. Mom and us older ones were trying to keep the younger ones calm, when internally we were all scared. This good Samaritan brought Dad to the garage which sent out a tow truck to rescue all of us. I could see the garage mechanics licking their chops as we pulled up and they saw the New York plates. When Dad was given the bill, the price of the tire had nearly doubled. Fuming with anger, but caught between a rock and a hard place, Dad begrudgingly paid the bill.

			We arrived later that night long past sunset telling Karen and the family of the adventure we had. We replayed the ride to Carlsbad Caverns, the dust tornadoes, the flat tire outside Pecos and the bill for the new tire.

			1979

			This memory seemed to bring me out of my daydream back into the clutches of our Terry Taurus travels through the grazing fields of Missouri. This awakening happened just in time to see the sign, welcome to Oklahoma. The next major city we traveled through was Tulsa. Then near Oklahoma City we made the exchange from Route 44 to I-40. By now the towns seemed to be flying by and soon we were entering the Texas state line.

			We entered Texas in an area that looked like a top hat. We motored along and before we knew it, we were coming upon Amarillo, Texas, making our connection southbound to I-27 toward Lubbock. By the time we reached Lubbock the sun was going down and everyone including Dad was getting drowsy. Our next destination was Midland and my sister’s place about two hours away. Exhausted from the day of traveling, I fell asleep.

			When I awoke, Dad was trying to navigate the vehicular monstrosity into my sister’s narrow driveway. It was very late at night when we piled into her place once again. We toppled into her house, famished and depleted as we crash landed on her living room floor. My sister Lynn met us there, after my other sister Peggy picked her up from the Lubbock airport. Lynn had flown into Lubbock from Albuquerque, New Mexico. She also had moved out of the storm ravaged northeast a year or so before. What a reunion! The only ones missing that Easter were Michael and Mary.

			We had timed our two-week Easter vacation to coincide with Easter Sunday in Midland, Texas. After Mass we unloaded Peggy’s furniture and met her financé David, a most likeable fellow and one who would fit in with the Pawlaks nicely. When you married into the family you had to have approval of the siblings as well. We had a very enjoyable afternoon soaking in the family atmosphere, telling the tales of our travels, and chuckling at the mishaps we had encountered along the way.

			We then headed to bed because we had a full day of travel the next day to San Antonio and the Alamo. Our travel south took us out of the desert flatlands to the hilly region of the Lone Star state. It took us a little over five hours with one stop for lunch and a bathroom break to get to San Antonio.

			San Antonio is a beautiful city. We split up our sightseeing groups. Some of us went to tour the Alamo. While others went directly to the River Walk. Thankfully, Mom was able to get Dad to slow down and take in the wonderful sights. That night at the KOA campground we watched Disney’s version of Davy Crockett, one of my favorites, starring, Fess Parker as Davy and Buddy Ebsen as his faithful companion George Russell. 

			We had missed our family Sunday night viewing, so it was good to catch the Disney movie. Back home on a Sunday we would gather around the television in the living room, some on the wall-to-wall carpeted floor, others on the couch next to Dad and Mom. Together we would watch the “Wonderful World of Disney.” After Disney we would catch “The NBC Sunday Night Mystery Movie,” either Columbo, McMillan and Wife, or McCloud. Columbo starred Peter Falk as the ruffled trench coated super detective; McMillan and Wife, with Rock Hudson and Susan Saint James, as crime solving sleuths, and McCloud with Dennis Weaver as the New Mexico Cowboy cop on temporary assignment in New York City. After our shows, the family would gather for the rosary and our culminating week of prayers. This was a highlight of our week as we each prepared for the school week dredge. 

			Upon leaving San Antonio, we drove through Houston where we could see the Gulf of Mexico. From Houston we headed for Lake Charles, Louisiana where my Uncle Tom was the parish priest. Dad told me he needed me to drive if we were going to be able to maintain our schedule. This put me behind the wheel of the entourage while cruising eastward on I-10. I had the window down due to the heat, when in flew this humongous bumblebee and lodged in my

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Connie and Ginny

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					giant steps-a leap as big as you can make 

					frog hops-jumping from a standstill position

					umbrella steps-twirling around at a 180-degree jump

					baby steps-which was the size of your foot. 

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Sweet 16 (The Upper Half)

			
			
    
			
			
    

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
    
			
			
    

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Sweet 16 (The Lower Half)

    
			
			
    

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			The Fires

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			It Really is My Sister's Purse, Officer

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Pranks on Steroids

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Trips, Trips, and More Trips

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Sweet 16 Photo Album

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Winter and Spring Games

			
			
			
			
			
					There was Kathy O., who was about the age of my twin sisters 

					Karen and Kathy. 

					Next were Karen O., who was my sister Mary’s age, and 

					Mike O., who was in Peggy’s grade, 

					Sue O., who was a friend of my sister Lynn, 

					Barbara O., who was a year younger than I, 

					then Jill O., and Jim O., who were around Kevin’s age, 

					and lastly, Jayne O., who was nearest in age to my sister, Lisa. 

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			Summer and Fall Games

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					The basket didn’t count unless it was made on the back of the donkey. 

					You could only get off the donkey to get the ball. 

					And have fun. 

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Pool Table Dining and Holidays

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Summer Moves and Other Happenings

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Legacy in the Loss

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Sweet 16 Poem
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