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  Section I


  Betty


  (This Section is From Betty’s Point of View)


  Chapter I


  The One Thing That Must be Faced by Each of Us, is Death.


  With Death Sometimes Comes the Truth About Life.


  The call came late in the night; the call no one wants to get. The call that told me my father was dead.


  My brother said, “Just come, please, and I will explain all of it to you when we get home.”


  I was up late that night, studying, when the phone rang. My final exams for college were scheduled for the following Tuesday, the week after Thanksgiving. My father had been planning to come for my graduation in December and I was planning to surprise him when I gave my presentation as valedictorian of my class. He would be proud of me, the first of his thirteen children to finish college. Then, we would celebrate together. He always said that the oldest set an example and would be held accountable. If I graduated, then each of my siblings would stand a chance to make that choice.


  My father also had plans to come to my home in California the following summer, shortly after Memorial Day. He had asked me to help him transcribe the daily journals (all those little spiral notebooks) that fit so well in his shirt pocket. They were the daily journals he had kept on a regular basis and hidden away all those years, since World War II. Dad learned to keep a journal while he was taking special training required by the U.S. Army before he went to his next assignment.


  It was a strange assignment, I thought, recalling the bits and pieces he had told me off and on when I became a young adult. He told me he was stationed at a classified, top secretradar site in upstate New York during the war. It hadn’t made a lot of sense to me then and, like a lot of young people, I wasn’t much interested in history. Words like “top secret” and “Nazi Germany” and the “SS” were basically meaningless to me as a youth. It was just history I had to learn in school. But now, with him suddenly gone, some of our conversations came back to me and questions began to loom in my mind. I wished desperately that he were still around to answer them.


  My thoughts began to wander while I was trying to put together all the things I must do to get to where he died in Illinois. I woke my husband, Douglas, and we put plans in motion for me to go help my family; Douglas was working on a project for the government and could not travel at the time. It was quite the ordeal, since I needed to fly to get there in a hurry. Last-minute tickets were a real mess to get, and the cost was unreal. The airlines no longer had bereavement tickets available to families in need of last minute tickets, but charged extra when they knew the customer had no choice. At least the closest airport was in a town within reasonable driving distance to my father’s farm in Illinois. The problem was that I had to change planes—twice—to get to Chicago, and fly on a little “puddle-jumper” into Peoria. One of my brothers would pick me up at the airport then drive 45 miles to the farm house in the country where my father lived with my step-mother and their five children. My father had remarried after he and my mother divorced.


  With my travel arrangements taken care of, I called my mother to let her know that Dad had died. Mother had remarried and was living in Texas. She said she would meet me in Peoria and asked me to pick her up at the airport.


  On the way to Illinois, I began to remember my childhood and some of the quiet walks and times my dad and I had together. I began to remember the “stories” he would tell me about Germany and how beautiful it was, how clean the people were, what wonderful food, and how they were always there to help a friend or neighbor. My dad told me he had married two women in his lifetime. He married my mother, Elizabeth, right after high school. Their first child was Howard. My mother was pregnant with me when my father (knowing the war with Germany was imminent) enlisted in the Army along with several school friends.


  After talking to several people whose judgment they trusted, they decided it was better to enlist and try for a better assignment than take their chances with getting drafted and just being “fodder at the front”. There was some mix-up in Dad’s paperwork in the Army. Mother told me, that on his first leave home, shortly after I was born, the Army suggested they divorce (the first time) to get all the paperwork for the Army straightened out. So they did.


  Then they simply went down to city hall and quietly got remarried. It seemed to be the family joke, that each time Dad came home on leave it was to be with my mother when she had a baby. Or, we would find out after he was gone, that she was pregnant again. Dad promised his commander that he would name his next child after him if he could get Dad home in time to be with my mother when their next child was born; the child turned out to be twins. One of the girls was stillborn, and the other girl, my dad named Billie Jon––after Dad’s commander, William J. Donovan.


  Dad came home at least once every year. After Jane, his seventh child was born, it seemed that he was gone longer than usual. Of course, I was only aware that Mother was unhappy and Dad was not home as often. When he finally came home, my mother went from ecstatic at the sight of him to a state of shock. After greeting each of his children, we were shuffled into the basement to play. Then, after we listened to a particularly long argument, Dad came in alone and told us that he and Mother had had a misunderstanding that would take a long time to resolve, and that he would not be around as much. But it did not mean that he did not love her or us. It meant that all of us had to be more understanding with Mother and our siblings. It was important for us to learn and practice infinite patience for their actions because, “Sometimes people do things they would not do if they were not so unhappy.” My parents divorced for the second time.


  It seemed that whenever my dad came around to see us, we would be happy and my mother would be so unlike herself. She made remarks which Dad would try to appear that he was not reacting to, but I knew the remarks made him sad. However, my dad was not one to give up. We understood that he would be there, whenever Mother would allow it. He made us understand that we needed to be as grateful (as he was) that she would allow him to come.


  My grandmother, my mother’s mother, would have a lot to say whenever she knew he was coming and would always be there when he came. It was definitely not all good. Dad steadfastly held to the statement that he would make to Mother and Grandmother each time he came home: “I will love Ezzie all of my life!” Ezzie was my father’s nickname for my mother, Elizabeth. We children knew that we loved them both and that they both loved us in return.


  After several years of fighting whenever they saw each other, they told their children that they decided to remarry. It seemed they had finally worked out their misunderstanding. In total they had eight children. Two of the children died at birth––my twin and Billie’s twin.


  When they divorced for the third time, Dad was given custody of the three older children and Mother received custody of the three younger children. The three oldest children––Howard, Billie, and myself––had a schedule of visitation that allowed us to spend time with each parent and time with our siblings. My schedule was for 15 months with my mother and nine months with my father; my older brother, Howard, spent 12 months with each parent. Billie, my younger sister, spent six months with each. The remaining children were still very young and stayed with our mother.


  Several years later, Dad married again. My dad and his second wife, Kathy (only a few years older than I was), had five children together. The schedule allowed us to spend time with them and to get to know them, also. Of course, they were much younger than we were, and we felt like glorified baby sitters.


  However, the traveling back and forth gave us a good understanding of geography. Our father was great about telling us the history of the states we crossed and how lucky we were to be living in the United States. His stories always had emphases on the benefits and responsibility of living in the greatest country on the earth. Mother told us that his attitude was because he had been in the military and close to the war. He taught us to have confidence, to have pride in our country, to understand the need to be protective of our rights, and to know how to stand up for ourselves. We were taught to have ambition and he instilled in us the drive to make a difference. We were taught that success is having the courage to make a difference, the urge to take the next step forward, and to progress without stepping on someone else’s toes.


  During the time I was with Dad, he would tell me little “stories”: about the history of our German heritage and a little about his time in Germany as a small child visiting friends and family. He told us where our family came from when they came to America. I would always listen politely, like most children, and would only retain parts of the story. It seemed like a wonderful dream that there was a place in the world where everything, even the rooms were big and beautiful; the house and gardens were always well kept and ready for visitors; flowers were always in bloom ready to be picked and put in vases on the side bars. Even the yard was always green and appeared to have been mowed and trimmed “properly”. The dishes were always washed and ready to be “properly” set on the table, with silver placed in the exact proper location, napkins and a napkin holder placed correctly. All of this, was done to show respect for the guests who would soon arrive for dinner. Most important of all, no one spilled anything on their beautiful clothes. There were castles on the hill and everyone was so polite.


  As a child, I thought Dad’s stories were just stories like the ones we saw in the theater downtown. Only the theater had soft comfortable chairs for us to sit in that were placed so that everyone seated anywhere had a clear view of what was going on. The movie star people were the people who lived in large beautiful homes with happy and well-trained servants to fulfill their every request and actually provided the reality of their dreams. Women were always perfectly dressed in the most lavish gowns, the men in ties and tails, and they made a visual rendition of the reality of the lucky rich. In the movies, one could see that the parents loved and spoiled their children, often times buying the children great presents for no reason, spending time with them to play ball or to play in the sandbox. The mother always made sure they got a small supper tray when they were sent to bed without supper, for some slight indelicate action or statement. I would wonder often how my father could spin such tales. I knew the places, settings, and the people in their lavish lifestyle were what everyone dreams of; but I was a child that lived in reality. My reality was none of those things.


  When my father talked about our heritage, he would describe the family home in Germany. The family passed down the legend that the original castle was built and used as a monastery in the year 1200. With the volatile happenings during the times—the 13th century, and the ever-changing governments and positions of religious beliefs ever changing, the castle came under review many times.


  The original castle site was chosen for several reasons. Three sides of the hill had bare straight slopes due to lava stones. There were no trees on the steep slope and it was not conducive to crops. The granite rock offered an excellent firm and strong foundation for a castle. As three sides of the hill were very steep and therefore only the east side required extra fortification. From every side at the top of the hill, the entire valley could be seen, giving the defender a better chance of defending it. The town was located a short distance away. The area all the way around it was deeply forested, offering game, food, and rolling hills that could be cultivated. Just a short distance away in the town lived the people who worked in the castle and cultivated the fields to earn their living. They were also expected to defend the castle. The town was clean, well maintained and very pretty.


  Three corners of the wall around the castle were made of huge pieces of lava stone. Parts of the large stones were carved to look like bricks to resemble the rest of the castle. Much of the timber used to build the castle was from the surrounding forests. The foundation was carved into the granite of the hill. Many of the buildings extended several stories underground. Some of the granite from the hill was used to make the upper stories of the buildings within the castle. As a result, there were tunnels throughout the castle where troops, servants, and residents could move freely between the separate buildings regardless of the weather. Of course, there were secret passages known only to the residents and a few trusted servants that would allow them to escape if the castle was ever overtaken.


  A square building was built and manned at all times with pigeons trained to fly into the town if an alarm needed to be given. From the top of the square building, one could see the entire valley—perfect for defense of the castle and the valley.


  There were several buildings used for a variety of purposes and at one time, it was considered two castles. Then the two were joined together sometime in the 1400s.


  Over time the castle fell into disrepair and decay. Each time the castle was rescued, there would be additional fortifications made. It would be restored and expanded. A cistern was built, which was called the “Big wheel well.” It was a large room cut into the granite, sealed with clay, having a system of wooden piping that went into the castle. After several expansions and repairs, it became the water system that still provides the water supply to the castle. The walls show signs of notches for bowmen, cannon embrasures, and the ravages of various attacks.


  The family was forced to sell and leave the castle due to political unrest in the mid-1800s. The name of the castle was changed. The family migrated to America and used their funds to assist other members of the family who wanted to relocate to America.


  Excavation of some older parts of the castle reveal about 100 inhabitants could have lived in the castle at one time. Today it could be considered a small town all by itself, including: the residence, a chapel, school house, knight’s hall, a guest house, the grain processing and food storage building, a large wine facility, guard house with a weapon storage facility, stables, administration building, private residences and other buildings. Parts of the castle are still in disrepair and they are currently being restored. Today, the castle is occupied as a bed and breakfast hotel and takes reservations a year in advance.


  Chapter II


  The Funeral and Family Needs


  As I traveled to Illinois for the funeral, everything was in turmoil. The plane was late, the weather was stormy, and there was a lot of turbulence. Of course, that made us late for our next connection. When we finally boarded our plane we had to wait for some simple problem which took over an hour to resolve. When we arrived at our final destination, I learned that my baggage had been lost. I had no clothes except the ones I had traveled in. I was unable to reach my husband. At least my brother was there to pick me up at the airport.


  As we drove toward the farm, and I began to look at the landscape, I began to remember my childhood and how involved my father was in our lives. The huge oak trees reminded me of the tree-house my family built together when we were children. We spent many hours planning each and every board, how it would be laid out and where the nails would actually be placed so that it would be safe. We actually planned and made the rope ladder so we could climb up and then pull up the ladder when we got safely inside. There were windows made of leftover wood that we could close so that it would keep out the weather when we wanted to. We would take food up there and picnic. It was a great play house. Each of us had a special part and we did it as well as we could. To us, it was the most beautiful tree-house ever.


  I remember the walks in the woods, picking wildflowers for our mother, gathering herbs for our grandmother, and talking about the world outside of our home. We talked about history, how important math was to our lives, and that no one knows everything, Dad taught each of us how to live on a farm and by planning, we would have plenty of food through the long winters. Each of us had to take care of animals on the farm and we learned how to work together as a team to accomplish almost impossible things. We saw eggs turn into chicks, saw how a sow took care of her piglets, learned how a cow somehow knew which calf was her calf, and learned that kindness created a bond with the animals we raised and made them glad to see us.


  When I walked into the house, the family was there waiting. They seemed to be all talking at the same time. They were discussing what had to be done, what, where, when, and why. I was told that no arrangements had yet been made, because, “You are older than the rest of us and we are waiting for you.” Right or wrong, it seemed that all the final decisions were mine. At first I thought it was because I did not really live there, so I would be easy to blame. Then, I remembered that my brothers and sisters were near the same age as my own children. I looked around to see what needed to be done first. Then I realized they were in shock too.


  All I saw was food–food sitting on the table, food on the china-closet counters, food on the stove, food on the kitchen counters! It took awhile to get some organization for the food, and the refrigerator was stuffed with food. We had to borrow another refrigerator from a neighbor, to put the rest of it in. My brothers were sent after the spare refrigerator. When all the food was taken care of, we began to look at other things. I finally got immediate needs done and then took the time to try to find out what had happened to my father.


  I sorted through the information that came at me from all sources: police, family, neighbors, and friends. It seemed like it came at me from everywhere all at the same time. Dad had been at Grandma’s house, (my stepmother’s mother’s house) and told her that he was not feeling well and thought he should stay there and watch a little TV. It was one of my sisters’ birthday and Grandma and she were planning to go out for a free birthday dinner. Dad told the two of them to go without him and he would make it up to my sister with homemade ice cream the next day. He really made the best homemade ice cream.


  They asked him to lock up and then left about 7:30 p.m. They planned to return between 9:30 and 10:00 p.m. When they returned, the house was locked from the inside and they could see Dad sitting on the couch. Even though they banged on the door, he did not get up and let them in.


  The neighbor, Donny, a cop, heard the commotion, came over, and offered to help. He broke into the house and found Dad dead. Donny called in the situation to the police station and they were quick to respond and requested a medical examination.


  They asked Grandma if anything else had been disturbed or was missing. So she continued to check, and noticed that a drawer in a dresser was not closed properly. Then she checked the other drawers in the dresser, including the drawer where Dad kept items in case he was spending the night, as he had planned to that night. That was when she noticed that all his spiral notebooks (his journals) were missing. These were the journals we were to transcribe together right after Memorial Day. My father had kept his spiral notebooks rubber-banded together, in date order, in that drawer in the back bedroom of Grandma’s ever since he had married my stepmother, Kathy. This back bedroom was always available to him whenever he was too tired to drive home from work, or when it was snowing so badly that he couldn’t drive home. We all knew that no one was ever to touch the notebooks. I knew then that something was seriously wrong.


  The policemen again began to check the house and found that all the windows were securely locked from the inside. The doors had metal screen locks, and they were all securely locked from the inside. Winter locks in Illinois were made so that even in a tornado, the windows and doors would not open without help. The locks were set into the facings and were screwed into the wood so that the entire window or door had to come apart if it was forced. The locks were in place, secure, and not tampered with. Everyone in the family thought it odd that his journals were missing. However, the policemen did not want to dwell on them because they just thought of them as notes. Since the notebooks were private, they did not consider them of any real value. The police figured he must have moved them before he locked up the house, or just before he died. But why would he have moved the books that had been safely in that dresser for years? And he had added new ones to a drawer as each one was completed.


  The police were certain that he had just been watching TV, because the TV was still on. They carefully looked through the house and determined that there had been no disruption in or around the house. It did not appear that there was a break-in. There was nothing really out of place. It appeared that Dad had used the bathroom, because the seat was up. Therefore, he could not have been in too much pain because he was able to move around the house on his own. Dad was pronounced dead at 11:20 p.m. at home of a massive myocardial infarction––a heart attack. When the police asked for Dad’s identification, it was discovered that his wallet with his identification and his keys to the truck were missing. Dad’s pockets were empty. An officer asked if anyone knew where he had been during the day. They were thinking that perhaps he had set things down, forgot to pick it them up, and left them somewhere.


  The police called his boss and was told that Dad had had his wallet, keys, and his pocket notebook at work, and that he had seemed fine while he was there. When Grandma went into the bedroom to get a blanket off the end of the bed for the policeman to use to cover Dad, she noticed that Dad had apparently lain down on the bed and remarked about it to the policeman. They said that he may have decided to lie down for a short time. The police then ordered Dad’s body taken to the funeral home. I did not need to ask which one because there were only two, and I knew Dad’s preference.


  After finding out all that I could from the family, I borrowed some sleepwear from my sister. Then I washed the clothes I had worn on the plane, and hung them up to dry before I went to sleep. The next morning I dressed, borrowed a car, and then went directly to the funeral home where I asked to speak to the director. I asked him if he remembered me. He answered, “Yes, you’re your father’s oldest daughter, Betty.” He remembered me because he knew I was the oldest of eight daughters. He had been a classmate and a longtime friend of my father and my mother. So he knew that my father had eight girls and five boys. He had also a crush on my mother in high school. She was quite beautiful and a lot of the guys in high school had a crush on her. However, she only had eyes for my father. “Heathcliff” was the nickname we called the funeral director. He had known me since I was a child. I asked him if an autopsy had been conducted and he told me that there had been none.


  I asked him, “I thought there was a law that anyone who died unattended must have an autopsy?”


  He said, “You watch too much TV.”


  He was told that it was not necessary to “put the family through all that. It was not necessary to be invasive of the body, since, basically, Dad had obviously died of a heart attack.” I asked if I could see my father and he hesitated.


  He told me, “Your dad is not yet ready for viewing.”


  I asked him, “Do you really remember me?”


  He smiled and said, “Could you give me 5 minutes?”


  I nodded. While I waited, I walked around the funeral home and noticed that there was family visiting a loved one already in a casket in the front parlor. When Heathcliff was ready, he called to me. Then I was ushered into a starkly white room and my father was lying on a table with a white sheet covering him. His head was on some type of small pillow—more like a platform than a pillow. He was pale and before I realized it I had touched his forehead to check for a fever. His head was cold, he needed a shave, and his face was solid, kind of hard. That was when I realized that funerals were needed for closure. There was no doubt that the man on the table was my father and that my father was really dead. His spirit was no longer in the body he had left behind and although I talked to him, I would get no answer.


  I told Heathcliff that my mother wanted to come over as soon as he was ready. She wanted time alone with Dad to say her last farewell. He said he would arrange it, since he had known them both. At that time the director confided to me,


  “I was ordered not to perform an autopsy by the sheriff, who received his orders from “above”.


  I asked who “above” was.


  He said, “The mayor.”


  I explained, “I can go to the mayor and find out why.”


  He then told me, “The mayor has his orders also. But, we all thought it did not make a difference, because your father had obviously died of a heart attack. His death was quick,” he assured me. “He didn’t suffer.”


  I felt betrayed in some way. I felt that there was something really wrong and I did not know what it was. However, we had all known “Heathcliff” since we were children. So why would he not tell us the truth? We also knew his father and his brother. He and his brother went to school with my parents. I just knew that we were not being told everything. But, I did realize that the first thing that needed to be done was to bury my father. I also knew that my mother would need me to have a clear head when she got in.


  The director told me, “Just call when your mother gets in and I will make sure to call and let your stepmother, Kathy, know when he will be ready for family viewing. I will allow your mother all the time she needs to say her goodbyes.”


  When my mother arrived, I picked her up at the airport and drove her directly to the funeral home, as arranged
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