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Chapter  One 

 

In the spring of 1940, an English bobby came to our house on 67 Lexden Road and handed my mother a notice informing her that as alien residents, our family had seventy-two hours to leave Colchester, a town that had been a military post from Roman times.  

As word reached the members of my father’s small church congregation, his parishioners rushed to the authorities and pleaded that an exception be made for the American minister who had been their pastor for twelve years. Yes, England was at war with Germany, they said, and no, the United States had not yet entered the war as an ally—and might not do so, for all anyone knew—but they could vouch for their minister and for his wife and five children.  

For a while, it looked as though we would be allowed to remain. But then on June 4, an embarrassed bobby—the very same one who had delivered the previous notice—came to the door with another, and this time there would be no appeal. It was the day after the final evacuations of Dunkirk, and Americans or not, we were aliens and would have to leave this garrison town so near the coast where the expected invasion might  occur.  My  parents  were  informed  that  we  could  go  live  further inland—London, for instance. But there was already a Swedenborgian minister in London, and as there were no other Swedenborgian congregations—church groups that espoused the theological writings of the eighteenth century scientist and theologian, Emanuel Swedenborg— in England large enough to support a pastor, my parents decided that though they would go to London, it would be just until they could book passage for the United States—and home.  

I don’t remember the scene of the bobby coming to the door, but I have one flash of memory from that time. It’s a picture of my almost five-year-old self taking our small, spotted mongrel for a walk up and down the sidewalk in front of our home. I’d heard ominous snippets of adult conversation that I’d translated into the certainty that Betty wouldn’t be with us wherever we decided to go. I held tight to Betty’s leash and kept an anxious lookout for men I was certain would come 


V AS IN VICTOR 

take her away. Someone did take her away, but not on that afternoon. In the mists of my four-going-on-five-year-old mind, the two events—the loss of Betty and our family leaving the house on Lexden Road—are intertwined. Pets would not be a part of family life for the next few years. 

V 

How my parents came to be aliens in an England at war is a story 

that began more than a decade before the day of the bobby’s notice demanding our departure. Might their lives have been different if those years in England had ended in a more orderly fashion than our chaotic journey back to the States? Or was our leaving in this manner inconsequential in the grand scheme of things? Just additional evidence of my father’s proclivity for being in the wrong place at the wrong time? 

There’s a photograph that was taken on my parents’ wedding day. 

At one end of the double line, my craggy-faced grandmother in her sensible shoes and Sunday-go-to-meeting flowered dress stands beside my smaller, goateed grandfather, natty in suit, vest, and bow tie. At the rear stand my father’s four handsome brothers and a boyhood friend just a bit taller than the tall Gladish men. In the front row, the eldest brother’s wife holds a toddler, and further along the line is my father’s only sister, the sole bridesmaid. In the middle are my father and mother—she, an arm tucked in his, and he, looking incredibly young despite a carefully cultivated mustache. The mustache supposedly existed because of an industrial accident on a summer job, though I always suspected it was as much an attempt to look older as to hide a scarred lip. Victor was twenty-three, and Lucy, three weeks from her twenty-seventh birthday. It was June 18, 1927. 

I look at that wedding picture and try to find—in my father’s 

bashful smile, in my mother’s self-possessed one, in the serious or smiling aspects of the rest of the group— some inkling of the ripples and undercurrents of that June day. Why weren’t any of my mother’s relatives in the picture? Why did Lucy choose to have her husband’s sister as her only attendant? Were they great friends? As a child, I remember only impatience and something like annoyance in Mother’s 
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voice whenever she spoke of Aunt Louise. I know she couldn’t have her beloved only sister in the wedding because Aunt Grace had been heavily expecting her fourth child, and pregnant women were not invited to be in wedding photos in those days, let alone be part of the wedding party. But where had Lucy’s mother been? Where was her brother?  

Of course, I know the reason Lucy’s father wasn’t there. He hadn’t been in the picture for years. My maternal grandfather and grandmother had been divorced long ago, a fact so scandalous we children didn’t learn of it until my teenaged eldest sister found some letters in an old trunk that said as much. But whatever the embarrassment of a divorce in the family, I know that my mother dearly loved her mother, brother, and sister. So again, why only Gladishes pictured here? The Gladish men stand upright, confident, unimpeachably respectable—Victor’s minister father and his brothers, two of whom were businessmen, one a physician, and the youngest, though still in school, solid and broad-shouldered like the rest.  

Did Lucy—the flirt, the heartbreaker, the wild child whose older brother had arranged for her to go east to a church school in order to remove her from the unwelcome influence of her Chicago companions—did this young woman with the enigmatic smile in the wedding picture wish to emphasize only the Gladish element of her new life? Did she want so much to be part of their respectability and the success my father had promised? If so, she got her wish, at least as far as the respectability she envisioned. After a promising beginning, however, that other thing—the success part—would crumble, leaving only the dust of dreams. 

In the beginning, their life was joyous. In an anniversary card Victor sent Lucy the June after that wedding day picture, a handwritten message reads, “This has been the greatest year of my life, and I think of yours; may those in store be still richer.”  

Shortly after writing that note, my father, a newly-ordained minister, sailed with his wife and six-week-old baby to take up his first pastorate in England. It wasn’t an easy trip. Still weak from the difficult 
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birth of their first child, my mother had to cope with seasickness and a colicky Laura. In a letter written to a friend just days after that ocean voyage, my father wrote, “Every once in a while Lucy would hold up her right hand and swear that she would never again travel with such a young baby.”  

The formal English manners of the young couple’s parishioners may 

have veiled—but didn’t curtail—their eager, kindly interest in the new pastor and his wife. Perhaps my father’s serious nature fit more easily with English reserve than Lucy’s exuberance, but they seem to have managed quite well. He plunged into his ministerial duties, and she spent her time worrying about little Laura’s continued stomach problems, gamely washing nappies by hand and hanging them about the kitchen, and entertaining parish guests who politely spooned her gravy onto their plates, thinking it was some sort of thick, American soup.  

Whatever doubts these parishioners may have had about their 

young pastor’s vivacious wife, if indeed they did, the letters they wrote during the years after my parents left England tell of the great affection they came to have for her. On more than one occasion when I was in college, I was cornered by some elderly English lady on a visit to our American campus who told me what a wonderful pastor’s wife Lucy had been.  

Apparently, my father did well in his new post, though the first 

months must have been difficult. It wasn’t only adjusting to a strange country and a different culture, it was facing winter in a drafty house whose only sources of heat were fireplaces that sometimes worked and other times merely smoked. It wasn’t just cold, but damp—in the little study where my father wrote sermons until chilblain set in on his hands, in the dank little school where he taught as headmaster, and in most of the homes of his parishioners.  

There is another picture in the album on my desk, a studio portrait 

taken sometime during that first winter. It shows Lucy holding baby Laura on her lap, and my eldest sister doesn’t look a bit colicky—she’s grinning like a little imp, her eyes alight with merriment. Mother, 
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however, sits like a sad, lovely Madonna, her head slightly lowered and her dark, watchful eyes looking straight at the camera. It’s a striking photograph. When I asked about this picture years later, my mother’s explanation for her pensive air was that she was pregnant again, and ill—very ill. Mother had looked at the photo for a long, thoughtful moment before adding that the picture had been taken because there had been a very real possibility she might not survive the pregnancy. At the time, my adolescent reaction was that Mother was being overly dramatic.  

But she lost the child—and quickly became pregnant again. She carried the baby to term, but this second daughter, my sister Dorothy, came at an inconvenient time. My mother had worked as nursemaid-cum-family help for a wealthy family during her three-year engagement to my father while he was in theological school, and the wife of Mother’s former employer had given her a boat ticket to accompany my father to the U.S. for a Church Assembly. Now here she was with a small child and a three-month-old infant. With the memories of the horrendous trip to England with six-week-old Laura not that far in the past, how could she have contemplated taking both little ones on an ocean voyage? If she didn’t go, however, when would she have the chance to see her family and friends again? In the end, she and my father left little Dorothy with the nurse and took their not-quite-three-year-old with them.  

How could my mother bear to leave her three-month-old child for the several weeks the trip would take? Perhaps she was desperate to see her friends and family, but realized she couldn’t manage the trip with both children. Or maybe she was completely exhausted from two births and a miscarriage within two years and simply had to have some time away from her life in England. I can imagine both her heartache at having to leave Dorothy and her determination to seize the chance to see her mother and sister again. I cannot, however, begin to imagine my mother’s feelings when, during the trip home, she discovered that she was pregnant once again. 

My brother, Bob, born twelve months after Dorothy, was the last child for a few years. At that time, most people in our small 


V AS IN VICTOR 

Swedenborgian church adhered to the stated ideal of not interfering with however many children the Lord might choose to give a family, and in America, families of ten and twelve children were not unusual. In England, however, church families seemed less assiduous in accepting this perceived doctrine. The national norm—even in my father’s pastorate—was one or two children. I’m sure my mother’s frequent pregnancies were looked on with astonishment, if not askance. It was only in later years that her vague, euphemistic murmurings about the trials of abstinence gave me a clue as to how she and my father had tried to handle the dilemma of my mother’s fecundity.  

Aside from these almost continuous pregnancies, Mother still had 

her duties as the pastor’s wife. And in the midst of it all, her beloved mother died. Word of my maternal grandmother’s death crossed the Atlantic by telegram, reaching the house on Lexden Road days after the memorial service. There was no possibility of going home for the funeral. So except for my father’s presence, Mother grieved alone.  

My brother, Bob, the only boy in the family, grew into an adorable 

little tyke with a mop of curly, golden hair. Female parishioners seemed unable to keep their hands off those curls, and Bob didn’t appreciate it. According to family lore, on one memorable occasion, three-year-old Bob got off his tricycle and, for no apparent reason, trudged over and kicked a woman who had been innocently chatting with Mother. I’d hazard a guess that the woman had been one of the adoring ladies who hadn’t been able to resist smoothing his curly locks, and on seeing her, Bob decided he was going to make a statement.  

Three years after the golden-haired tyke’s arrival, my sister Sylvia 

came along, and then two years after that, so did I. 

V 

In my father’s file cabinet, I discovered two large cardboard boxes 

whose lids closed with silver metal latches. The cardboard of one was greenish marble, and the heavy black binding on the back had “Letters” printed in silver. The other was black and white speckled cardboard with “Letters” printed in black on its faded red binding. These boxes contained carbon copies of just about every letter my father typed for 
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the ensuing twenty some years on his old-fashioned typewriter with round, black, silver-edged keys. I’ve used these letters to tell Victor’s— and by extension, our family’s—story. 

During my parents’ early years in England, there was a growing theological controversy, and an early letter hinted at this. In 1930, my father wrote his younger brother, Dick, asking him to give Bishop de Charms a message about a “ . . .  Mr.  Pfeiffer  and  De  Hemelsche  Leer . . .” Pfeiffer was a Dutch minister, and the movement—De Hemelche Leer— could be translated Heavenly Light. 

Victor said that Theo Pitcairn, a wealthy American minister, had recently brought Mr. Pfeiffer to England for a “Priests’ Meeting” with my father, Bishop Tilson from London, and another minister, a Mr. Bjork from Scandinavia. My father wrote, “Mr. Bjorck was greatly impressed, and so was I,” and he wanted Dick to give Bishop de Charms a message that he had been surprised by the humility and patience that Pfeiffer had shown and that “those who judge Pfeiffer by Theo’s interpretations may very likely read implications into Pfeiffer’s statements that do not belong . . .” In other words, he urged deCharms not to be too hasty in his judgment of Pfeiffer’s opinions.  

The letter was an indication of what seemed to have been the opening salvo of a looming conflict within the church. It was a small cloud on the horizon that would grow into a storm of controversy— rocking the church, alienating friends and tearing apart families. 

Aside from letters, my father had only occasional contact with his colleagues in the U.S., and when a visit from fellow clergymen occurred, it was a cherished event. On a trip Bishop de Charms and his wife made to England in 1931, my father attempted to meet their train as it made a brief stop in Colchester on its way to the port where they’d take a ship back to the States. His idea was to present a bouquet to Mrs. de Charms to show his and my mother’s appreciation of their visit the preceding week. My father’s efforts to get flowers proving unsuccessful—I picture a frantic, belated rush to find a florist, a street flower vendor, or any sort of store selling flowers—he got a box of candy instead. Box of candy in hand, he raced to the railway station only to arrive as the train pulled 
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out. In light of my memories of my father rushing to catch streetcars or any kind of transportation, I can readily imagine the scene. In a letter he sent to de Charms afterward, he stated ruefully—but with a playfulness that tells me he could laugh at himself and wasn’t always a solemn young man—that he was rather glad he hadn’t been able to buy the bouquet after all. As a matter of fact, “ . . . this I look on as a special Providence of some kind . . . for I never eat flowers.” 

Other letters to Bishop de Charms during these early years bespoke 

an easy relationship between my father and his young bishop—de Charms had been recently ordained into the third degree of the priesthood at thirty-nine. One letter contained a lighthearted aside concerning preparations for a Church Assembly and the participation of London’s elderly Bishop Tilson. 

There was some talk between Bp. T. and myself about the 

advisability of taking the sermon on Sunday . . . I believe he 

nourishes a hope that I will say something to you about it on 

my own account. I believe that the matter struck his mind 

something like this:  There are two Bishops taking part; the post 

of honor next to presiding is reckoned to be the Assembly 

sermon; perhaps I should allow this honor to be forced upon 

me—for the upkeep of decorous appearances.  

And in a hasty, handwritten note that same year concerning where 

Bishop de Charms and his wife would stay during the Assembly meetings, my father said that one of his parishioners would like to issue an invitation, but the parishioner’s wife had hesitated, asking my father whether perhaps the Bishop and his wife were “too good” to stay with them.  

I told her that while Mrs. de Charms was quite a holy woman, 

you had not yet been purged of the habit of punning—and I 

thought you would be quite pleased to stay with them. 

All in all, things seemed to have gone quite well with the young 

pastor and his Colchester society in those first years—with one exception. In a letter of March 1934 to Bishop de Charms, it appeared 
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that the ‘De Hemelsche Leer’ doctrinal debate had escalated to a raging controversy.  

Evidently, my father still did not totally agree with the Bishop. He wrote that when de Charms was in England on an upcoming visit, perhaps he could “. . . make  a  ‘sound  Academician’  of  me . . .” This doctrinal discussion concerned the view held by a few ministers and laymen that an enlightened understanding of the theological writings of Emanuel Swedenborg was possible for those who were in, or on the path toward, a “regenerate state”—a state in which one is spiritually reborn. One of the impediments to this position was that when a person believed he was in this regenerate state and then made pronouncements about what the Church should teach, it was apt to annoy persons who did not agree with these declarations.  

While not subscribing to what became known as “the Hague position”—as De Hemelsche Leer  came  to  be  known  in  the  General Church—my father told de Charms that he felt these dissenters had been harshly treated by those within the church hierarchy. He took issue with a statement that “the Hague people” were foreign to Church traditions and the founding fathers’ principles. Perhaps, he said, one should be less interested in former Church positions or “traditions” than in what it presently believes.  

My father tended to see both sides of an argument, a stance that did not allow him to denigrate those with whom he disagreed. It also tended to infuriate those who felt strongly about one particular position—and thought he should, too. 

I confess that I have not been able to see the teaching . . . of Messers. Pfeiffer, Bjorck and others as so subversive as [the one] maintained by yourself, Bishop Pendleton and others . . . I have not been convinced of the correctness or the value of some of the things that have been said against the Hague position . . .  

He went on to say he didn’t find that Swedenborg’s writings taught the “Divinity of the ‘reception of the regenerate man,’” but he could readily see how others might have thought so. He concluded with the thought 
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that he might have been mistaken in his perception of de Charms’ attitude, which he had admired in the past. 

It’s actually pretty tough language coming from a young minister to 

his bishop. At the moment, however, the proposed theological debate had to take a back seat to the Depression that was making itself felt most desperately in America and, to a lesser extent, in England. Only a few weeks later, de Charms wrote to say his proposed trip had been cancelled as he had been unable to raise the necessary funds for it. He did not, however, ignore the ideological dispute.  

. . . [Y]ou are somewhat critical of the stand taken by Bishop 

Pendleton and myself. I am not averse to criticism, and would 

be interested to know just in what way you think my stand has 

been extreme. 

Two more paragraphs of abstruse theological argument followed in 

which de Charms stated his position. Although it’s impossible for anyone well-versed in Swedenborgian beliefs to disagree with a good many of de Charms’ statements, it might have come as something of a shock to those of the “Hague position” to find themselves accused of teaching that man could become Divine. 

In June of 1935, my father left a wife who was once again 

pregnant—within three months I was due to join the family—to go to a General Church Assembly in Pennsylvania. Controversy aside, it seemed to have been an exceptionally pleasant visit for my father, who listened to and commented on the papers presented, conducted a worship service on June 17, and met with old friends and colleagues. In a letter written just after the Assembly, my grandfather told his son that he was “proud to have a son who is doing such good work . . . .” It was the last time Victor’s father was to write such a letter. A few weeks later something happened—an event that sent shock waves through the family that reverberated for the rest of our lives. 




Chapter  Two 

 

 

Early in that ill-fated year of 1935, my father had written to Bishop de Charms about the success of the young minister Cairns Henderson’s motorcycle visits to outlying church members and my father’s worry about being able to serve these distant families when Henderson left to take up a new ministry in Australia. Victor, fearing the effect of the disruption of these visits on the isolated families, offered to take on the visits himself along with Wynne Acton, the new minister in London. They’d only have to arrange to buy Henderson’s motorcycle, said Victor. 

The thought of my father, the least mechanical of men, riding anything more complicated than a bicycle boggles the mind, but I realize that when it came to something as important as visiting his far-flung parishioners, he wouldn’t have hesitated. And I have a sneaking suspicion my father figured that if his friend, Cairns Henderson, could travel about the countryside on a motorcycle, so could he.  

On May 13, 1935, a recently retired, forty-six-year-old airman named T. E. Shaw, who was in reality the extraordinary T. E. Lawrence of Lawrence of Arabia, had a motorcycle accident on a narrow country road and hit his head on the asphalt. He died six days later. In July of that same year, twenty-nine-year-old Victor had a motorcycle accident that did not quite kill him, but did change the course of his life. 

My father had stopped for an overnight pastoral visit with a family in Bath before going on an extended trip to outlying parishioners, and according to what the eldest daughter told me years later, at some time during dinner, he had mentioned having periods of dizziness. His alarmed hosts attempted to dissuade him from leaving the next morning, but my father brushed aside their concerns, insisting there was nothing seriously wrong.  

So Victor set out for Cambridge, his next stop—classes and sermons securely packed in the motorcycle’s side-bags. Apparently, at some time 
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during the ride on that uncharacteristically hot July morning, he fainted. Although my father had no recollection of the accident, the police who were called to the scene surmised that he had lost consciousness and fallen backward. But for his leather helmet, the accident might well have had the same result as that of airman T. E. Lawrence, for Victor was dragged along, head bumping on the country lane, for whatever length of time it took for the cycle to veer from the road and hit a tree. 

The police took him to a country hospital, and there my father 

remained, unconscious for eleven days. Mother sat beside her thrashing and delirious husband, afraid he wouldn’t awaken, terrified of the brain damage that might become apparent if he did, and fearful of the effect all this would have on the child she was carrying.  

People did what they could. The Coopers, who lived just down 

Lexden Road from us, took Laura to live with them. Dorothy and Bob went to the Prykes in Chelmsford, and the baby, eighteen-month-old Sylvia, remained at home with Ivy, the maid who had helped care for her since birth and had become as much a friend as a servant. Hour after hour, Mother kept vigil. Day after day, friends, parishioners, and the hospital staff held their breath and hoped for the best. As the agonizing days crept by with no improvement, my mother at first requested—and then demanded—that Victor be transferred to a larger hospital. She finally got her way. On the twelfth day, her still unconscious husband was loaded into an ambulance and transported to Homeopathic Hospital in London.  

The next morning, Victor awakened.  

An announcement in the September issue of the church magazine, 

New Church Life, read, “We learn with deep regret that on July 15, a serious accident befell Rev. Victor Gladish while riding a motorcycle near Bedford . . .” It told of Victor’s being removed to London and said, “The following day he was normally conscious and improving according to a cablegram received from Mr. Colley Pryke . . . this is the last information as we go to press, August 3.” The squib ended with the news that Victor’s sister, Louise, had sailed to England to be with the family.  
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The elderly executive bishop, N.D. Pendleton, expressed his shock in a letter written to my mother from his vacation spot in Indian Lake, N.Y. two weeks after the accident on July 29.  

Miss Ellen Wallenberg [one of my father’s aunts] has written us of Victor’s very serious accident. I earnestly hope that he is now on the way to recovery. Not more than a week ago, I received a letter from him, telling of his enjoyment of the Assembly, and of his happy meeting with friends and relations. I now hear that owing to a serious motorcycle accident, he lies unconscious in a hospital. Please accept my deep sympathy. I eagerly look for word of his recovery.  

Had no one other than my father’s aunt apprised the bishop of the accident? And only by letter? Telephones, after all, were not a recent invention. I wondered what steps the church hierarchy had taken to ascertain the extent of my father’s injuries. Except for snippets in the New Church Life magazine, as far as I could discover, this letter from old Bishop Pendleton had been the only reference to my father’s accident in the files of the church archives for this year. Unsurprisingly, after July, there are no letters in my father’s files for 1935.  

Not long after he awakened, my father was deemed recovered enough to return home. How incapacitated was he? It was hard to tell. He could not participate in the church Assembly scheduled for August, of course, and various laymen and ministers—two stationed in England and one in France—took over Sunday services at Colchester for some weeks. But within an amazingly short period of time, my father once again took up his duties. Here’s the Colchester Society reporting to the New Church Life in December 1935— 

We are thankful that our pastor, Victor Gladish, has recovered from the effects of his accident and has resumed his ministrations in the Society. 

The earliest mention I found in my father’s files of this period was his Report to the Annual Meeting, given on January 20, 1936. In a rather dark preamble, he counseled adherence to the church teaching that 
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those who trusted in Divine Providence were “in the stream of Providence” and content with their lot, knowing that whatever befell them was, in the long run, conducive to their eternal happiness. He mentioned that “distresses” and events that may be seen as catastrophes were of the Divine permission, not of the Divine will. The following paragraph was as close as he came to actually commenting on his accident— 

One trial . . . which I shall here mention . . . is the effect on the 

life of this Society of the mysterious mishap which I 

encountered this summer. . . . This same accident has served to 

bring home to the Pastor and his family not only the 

affectionate and loyal help which the Society stands ready to 

yield . . . There lies here one more confirmation of the 

important lesson that no man is indispensable, and no event 

all-important . . . 

It sounded as though he was trying to slip in—among the usual ups 

and downs of society life—mention of what was, in fact, an appalling accident, and that six months after what my father called his “mysterious mishap,” he considered himself pretty much back in the saddle. Victor may have claimed he was fine, but Lucy knew he wasn’t.  

Mother was right to be worried. No one would ever know what 

happened in those long moments when my father’s helmeted head bumped along the country road or during the twelve days he lay unconscious in the hospital—but there were definite changes. My father’s temper became noticeably edgy and unsettled, and there were physical indications of the trauma’s results. For the rest of his life, it seemed as though a synapse would occasionally misfire, or a neuron wouldn’t quite get the intended message to the muscle signaled. Whatever had happened, it became obvious—at first to my mother, and then to others close to him—that my father’s physical and mental powers had sustained an injury far more serious than first thought.  

What was it like during those first months of my father’s recovery? I 

can only guess. My mother, pregnant with me, had to tend to an ill husband, four children, and for some time, her sister-in-law from the 
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States. Louise, who had taken the first available ship to England at the news of her brother’s accident, had apparently been less than successful in her efforts to help our stricken family. When I asked about it years later, Mother, then in her eighties, compressed her lips and murmured that she rather thought Aunt Louise had rushed across the Atlantic because she hadn’t anything better to do.  

So my mother cared for Victor,  managed everything else in that chaotic household, and, on October 28, gave birth to me. I have a photocopy of the form my father filled out for the American Consulate—about six months after my birth. For years, I considered my father’s tardiness in letting the Consulate know I’d joined the family a rather amusing instance of scholarly absentmindedness. But now I realize it hadn’t been that simple. My father had been in no condition to attend to bureaucratic formalities. A letter Victor wrote more than a year after the accident said more about the state of our household during and after these months than he may have realized. 

. . . even  she [Lucy] does not realize how much of tenseness and strain there has been induced by my efforts to re-establish myself at home and in all fields. Lucy had been through much greater upheaval than I during and after my accident, and it was needful to lessen her responsibilities . . . as much as I could through the readjustment which the addition of another daughter . . . made necessary. Moreover, it took months and months to displace from her subconscious conception the sense of me as another child to care for, rather than a husband to lean on. She had sat beside raving me day after day at the hospital, and afterwards she carried the responsibility for my children and me. I could not allow her to cling to the full load of responsibility . . .  

But he ends on an optimistic note. 

. . . I think that we accomplished many useful re-adjustments, and that in recent months our ship has found smoother and more smiling waters—both domestically and forensically—by the better joint helmsmanship which we have arrived at. 
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It sounds very much as though my mother, an efficient woman and 

an excellent organizer, hadn’t been quite ready to give up the reins after having successfully run the household by herself. Along with nursing an injured husband, she’d had a baby and kept the household afloat. Perhaps she’d been a bit reluctant to cede control. 

An indication that my father’s recovery was far from complete 

comes in a letter written in March of 1936. It was from Bill Taylor, the tall friend in the wedding picture. After recounting his troubles with his peripatetic job as a Liquor Inspector or “Revenue Man”—unique to those days of Prohibition—Taylor mentioned that “. . . The  pastor  spoke this morning of some of the difficulties you have been having as an aftermath of your accident.”  

Other scraps of correspondence I found in my mother’s papers also 

indicated continuing problems. But though these “difficulties” were apparently common knowledge, my father made no mention of his health in any of his own correspondence of that year or the next—except for one. In an angry letter, he replied to one that Dr. Iungerich, a ministerial colleague, had written to Bishop George de Charms. Iungerich’s letter, written in August 1936 and now resting in the Church archives, put my father’s problems in stark black and white.  

. . . Victor Gladish has not improved physically since his injury 

to his head a year ago as much as I had hoped. Lucy says the 

Doctor in charge is worried about him and advises 6 months 

complete rest. It was noticeable to all at the Assembly that he 

had a hard time controlling a sort of nervous irritability; trivial 

minutiae of practical matters being prone to chafe him. I had a 

long talk with both [Victor and Lucy] and they appreciated 

my offer to write to you to say that the time to be transferred to 

another field should not be deferred. Both would like to return 

to the U.S.A. and be near their relatives. 

But my father did not appreciate Iungerich’s offer to write the 

Bishop, for on learning of it, he fired off a lengthy rebuttal to de Charms, vehemently denying the need for any special treatment. He went on to say that Dr. Iungerich had misunderstood what Dr. Kenyon, our family 

Naomi Gladish Smith 

doctor, had said. According to my father, the London physician who’d been handling his case had made the suggestion of six month’s rest only if it could be arranged propitiously. Speaking further of Kenyon, my father said,  

He is a very good physician, but I think that an impartial observer would testify that he shows much more nervousness and irritability than that of mine which Dr. Iungerich referred to . . . I gather that he [Kenyon] is a little appalled by all that is involved in raising a family of five children while carrying on with one’s work . . . We who are more thoroughly educated in New Church principles than Dr. K. believe that the parent can progressively enter into his responsibilities and learn to fulfill them more and more, and even to love those which may seem very difficult at first . . .  

de Charms replied first to Iungerich, saying that though he anticipated the need for Victor’s return to the U.S., “the way does not seem to be open immediately.” And writing to my father on the same day, de Charms expressed relief that Victor was not pushing for an immediate shift, for he didn’t see how that could happen. 

. . . However, I shall have the matter actively in mind, with a view to finding a solution to your problem. In the meantime, I hope you will do everything possible to conserve your health. And if the need for an extended rest from your complex responsibilities should develop, please let me know at once, as I am sure a way could be found to give you the necessary relief. 

And that was the only offer that would ever be made of giving “necessary relief” to my father. To be fair, the all-encompassing Depression of the 30s must have taken most of the new acting bishop’s time and energy. The only other mention the bishop made of my father’s well-being was in a letter sent in December of that year where he reiterated the impossibility of moving Victor in the near future—“I hope you are improved in health and that the suggested need for a change has not become imperative. Because I see no way . . . to bring it about.”  


V AS IN VICTOR 

So Victor carried on. And so did Lucy. For months, and then years. 

During this period, my mother’s health became something of a problem too. Though my father’s letters contained no mention of his physical condition—and interestingly, there was no further mention of Victor’s health in any of the letters any of his correspondents wrote, either—he made increasingly frequent references to Lucy’s illnesses.  

Despite the economic depression that had oppressed England as 

well as the U.S. for a good deal of their time in Colchester, my parents had been able to employ a series of untrained country girls—mostly teenagers whose primary duties involved helping with the children. My mother taught the girls the rudiments of cooking and housekeeping until, with their newly acquired skills, the helpful and trustworthy ones got married and started homes of their own. The less helpful or untrustworthy ones simply left. There was even one young woman— her problem was never spelled out—who’d had to be put “into the hands of the police.” Toward the end of the decade as the Depression deepened, however, a maid became an impossible luxury, and by 1937, there was no one to help my mother cope with a damaged husband still in denial of his injuries, five children, and her own ill health.  

During this period, disturbing news crossed the Channel daily—

news that warned of Hitler’s ambitions as he strengthened his hold on Germany. But though it must have
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