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A good first impression needs to be accomplished rather quickly in order to grab someone’s positive attention. I want so very much to create that impression just for you, my loved one, my friend, and my chosen one. (My chosen one refers to any person who has chosen to read my story.)

My life has been quite an adventure. After combining the details, I look forward to sharing my story with you. My motive is to convey things that may have gotten lost in time if I would have kept all of this information to myself. You might be inspired to do something similar, and you definitely have my encouragement.
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Now, my story begins.
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Several years before I was born, my mom was helping her friend at her friend’s farming area. The two young women were hurrying to get bales of hay moved before a bad storm would make that impossible. My mom hurt herself from the straining ordeal and began to hemorrhage. She was in agony, and she feared that the damage would result in her never being able to have a baby.

Mom had grown up during the time of the Great Depression of the 1930s. It was now, in the early 1940s, and her childhood sweetheart (my dad) was fighting for our Country – overseas in World War II.

Before my dad was honorably discharged from the Army Air Corps, mom and dad were married in the very same house where (years later) my brother and I would come to know as our home.

As I began writing this story (in 2005), my dad still lived in that same home and continued living there until his death in 2014. After dad completed his assignments in the military, he and mom moved from Haxtun, Colorado, to Lincoln, Nebraska. Mom had never been away from her parents for any extended period of time prior to this. Dad and his parents and his sisters had lived in Lincoln for many years.

Jackie (a rat terrier that was white with a couple of black spots) was dad’s dog when dad was a kid and a young adult. Jackie remained with dad’s parents while dad was in the military. After mom and dad were married, Jackie would go with mom when she walked to the shopping area. The dog would wait outside of a store for her and walk back home with her.

When mom became pregnant with her first child (me), she was quite concerned, because of the incident that had happened when she had hurt herself (as mentioned earlier about my mom moving the bales of hay).

Mom was terrified that she could have a miscarriage. Mom thought that losing the baby would be something that would be totally unbearable; so, she emotionally detached herself from loving the unborn baby as much as she could. If the baby were to die, she needed to be strong enough to survive and not let the loss be so great that she couldn’t continue living.

At 12:12 a.m. on Thursday, August 15, 1946, I was born – a healthy little boy. Mom and dad were so surprised to see so much hair on such a little baby. Mom was so happy to see me, but she continued to ponder her fear of losing me. I (the baby) survived, but the terror didn’t stop for mom as she continued to ponder the impact it would have on her if I were to die in infancy.

Many years later, my mom told me all of this. Mom, also, said that she cuddled, fed, and treated me with all of the love any good mom would give a newborn, but emotionally she needed to protect herself from the possibility that I could still die. Mom had mastered being able to not allow herself to become too attached in case I were to die.

My very first home was in a rented house, with my mom and dad, and it was located at 225 F Street in Lincoln, Nebraska. The house that was owned by my paternal grandparents was located at 2115 T Street in Lincoln. It was so nice to live in the same city as my dad’s parents. Their house was home to them for the rest of their lives. (Note: The house is no longer there, and, a number of years ago, Trago Park [a city park] replaced the entire neighborhood.)

As an infant, I was riding in a taxi with my mom and her closest friend. Something caused the driver to hit his brakes, and I went flying out of my mom’s arms and ended up under the car seat. My mom was terrified until she found me, but I hadn’t been hurt.

One of my very first stuffed animals was a hippopotamus that I tossed into the wood-burning stove when dad was getting ready to close the door to it. Dad wanted to reach in and grab my stuffed animal, but mom strongly insisted that he not burn himself by attempting it and to let it go.

I named my favorite teddy bear Ginger. Ginger was soft and cuddly. I had another bigger teddy bear that I called Big Lummox. I didn’t give Big Lummox too much attention – probably due to its very large size.

The emotional bond of mother and child was confusing, but I knew I was loved by both of my parents. Dad was working lots, but mom was always home with me. If I wouldn’t take a nap, she would lay down, too. She said that as soon as she fell asleep, I’d get up and start playing. Apparently, the plan didn’t work for me to take naps.

On Halloween night of 1946 or 1947, some trick-or-treaters stopped at our house for treats, but they had arrived after mom had put the candy away, and I was bedded down for the night. She asked the kids to wait for her at the front door while she went to get the candy (from the room where I was sleeping), but they followed her into the doorway of my dark room.

When I unexpectedly awoke, the first thing I saw was their masks. I didn’t know what a mask was until after that experience, but it scared the heck out of me. After that encounter, I didn’t want anything in any way, shape, or form to do with a mask. Masks had become something I would avoid in any possible way for several years.

Later in life, I learned that at a very young age, I would first put a cap on backwards and without hesitating turn it around to the correct direction – that was a constant way of how I would start to wear a cap.

At the age of two, when the neighborhood kids would come over to play, I would get the exact number of cookies for however many kids were there. My parents were quite surprised at the way I would do that – long before I learned how to count and from not yet being taught how to do this.

One of the neighbor ladies knew that I enjoyed playing with clothespins, and she would let me attach them to different areas on her. Looking back, I can’t imagine the patience that dear woman had.

As an infant, I would say, “Din mommy din.” This meant that I was wanting her to wipe my chin for watermelon juice or ice cream that had dripped down to my chin. Before I could properly say goodnight, I would tell my parents, “Happy Neats.” I think that meant I wanted them to have happy dreams.

Before I could speak clearly, mom told me that she would find me resting my head on my hand, and she would ask what I was doing. I replied, “me tinking” (meaning that I was thinking).

When I was very young but able to eat regular food and snacks, my mom would occasionally buy a can of mixed nuts and would share them with me. She knew that my favorites were cashews; so, she would pick them out for me. If I already had some when she found more, I would say, “Dot some.” This meant that I already had some – (got some).

Lou, the waitress at our family’s favorite restaurant (in Lincoln) loved me unconditionally. She would take me (still an infant) back to the kitchen of the restaurant and find me a banana; that was my special treat.

Grandma and grandpa, on my dad’s side of our family (who also lived in Lincoln), always treated me really good, too. I remember grandma’s homemade noodles that she would serve with chicken. The noodles were really thick and tasted really good. Grandma’s homemade strawberry cake was made with so much love, and it had big strawberries baked inside and several layers of cake and strawberries with lots of sugar.

Dad would say, “Come to the kitchy for chicky” (meaning: Come to the kitchen for chicken) at those special times and throughout the years that followed – just before it was time to eat.

I was only two years old when mom and her parents (my other grandparents who lived in Haxtun, Colorado) took me on my very first train ride to Pennsylvania. We went by a zephyr, and it was so exciting.

There was a little girl of a different nationality and around my age, traveling on the same train, and I gave and received my very first kid’s kiss. Mom and my grandparents really got a kick out of that very innocent occurrence. That little encounter, also, brightened the lives of others in that part of the train.

On that vacation, I really liked a clerk at a neighborhood grocery store, and I would go looking for him when I was at that store. He would have fun, teasingly, hiding from me until I could find him. He would also give me a candy ice cream cone and then try to give me more, but I was satisfied with one and wouldn’t take any more. I was taught good manners, and it is so much fun looking back at those early results.

My grandpa took me on a ride at an amusement park while we were visiting the East Coast. I wish I could remember the ride more clearly, but it was something that went into the air and was a gentle ride. I also remember, during that same vacation, having my very first barbershop haircut, and the barber told me that the clippers were like a Zephyr train (like the one I had ridden).

It was around this time (being around two years of age), that a relative’s dog knocked me down and chewed all of the buttons off my coat. The dog didn’t hurt me at all, but it sure did startle me. I had a fear of most dogs for many years after that. I know a dog can sense fear, and I quickly learned that it’s so important to hide that fear in any possible way.

As Christmas was getting close, I was encouraged to talk with Santa Claus at a department store, I told my parents that I would talk to Santa but only if he took off his mask. I definitely knew that he was Santa; I just didn’t want to be around his mask. It would take quite some time to adjust to realizing that a mask wouldn’t hurt me.

If the Santa Claus wasn’t wearing a mask, I had no problem at all going directly to him. In 1949 our family traveled from Lincoln, Nebraska, to Haxtun, Colorado, to visit my grandparents on my mom’s side of our family. Grandpa knew that I was scared of masks; so, he bought one and put it where he knew I’d find it – in one of my favorite places to play – in the clothespin box.

Grandpa wanted so much to help me to learn to not be afraid of masks. It seemed that mask was always appearing all over the place, and it wasn’t hurting me. Later that year (1949), he (my maternal grandpa) passed away. I can still remember mom seeming to be so calm at the viewing in the mortuary. She told me that grandpa was asleep and wouldn’t be waking up again and that he had gone to heaven. I remember being held so that I could give my grandpa a goodbye kiss.

My maternal grandma’s home (which later became my family’s home) actually consisted of three small houses. The main part of the house was the living room and the basement (which was used as the kitchen for a number of years).

The actual kitchen and bedroom were a second small house that had been moved and added to the living room – the main house. The third addition was referred to as the little house, which consisted of only two bedrooms that was added to the structure, but it had a small separation between it and the main house.

The enclosed separation was referred to as being in between the houses. (Years later, just prior to our family moving into that house, a bathroom was installed within an area that had been a corner of the kitchen.)

February 4, 1950, mom and I (Chase) arrived in Haxtun, Colorado, by bus, from Lincoln, Nebraska, to live with grandma. Maternal Grandma Ella Wood (later Bjorklun) had been visiting us in Lincoln, and she returned to Haxtun with mom and me. The next day, February 5, 1950, dad arrived in Haxtun, by bus, and this completed our family moving to Haxtun.

My brother Warren was born on September 5, 1950, at 9:10 a.m. (possibly 8:50 a.m.) at the Phillips County Hospital in Holyoke, Colorado.

We lived a short time (at our family home) with my maternal grandma. Then, we moved (probably in 1951 or 1952) from grandma’s house to another house for approximately two or three years. It was a house that we rented from Celeste Donnelly. After grandma remarried (May 10, 1954), our family moved back into grandma’s house – the same house of my mom’s childhood and where she and dad held their wedding in 1945. We moved there in May or June of 1954 before leaving on our trip to the East Coast in June of that year.

(Note: This is the house that my mom’s Grandmother Mary Ellen [Bagley] Wood had given to mom, but grandma lived there until grandma’s second marriage – as previously arranged for grandma to live there until she no longer needed it.)

Our vacation was in our brand new 1954 green Ford. Mom had sold her previously-owned farm land, and that made all of that possible – vacation and a new car. A little further into my story, more details will follow about that fun-filled vacation.

Green was my very first favorite color as a very young youngster. Thinking back about our first brand new car being green reminds me of how much I really enjoyed the green color in traffic lights – especially after dark in Lincoln.

In my teenage years and early 20s, turquoise became even more special and became my favorite color. My first phone that I was able to have in my Denver apartment (at the age of 19) was turquoise (my choice), and I was able to have chimes installed (instead of the regular ringing sound) with a volume control (something I still miss being able to have and use).

Blue became my favorite color somewhere in my 20s and has been my favorite color ever since (even as an elderly adult, now).

When I was very young, not knowing where the fear came from, mom would find me crying and ask me what was wrong. I told her that I was so afraid of going into the service (military). She told me that she wouldn’t lie to me, because some day I may have to do that, but I had many years ahead of me – all of my school years – before that would ever happen.

Years later, she told me that I was the only person she knew who could cry up a storm and not shed a tear. For many years, I would force myself to hold back the tears; however, I’m unsure of why I did that.

Also, during that same time period, mom came home and saw me crying. She asked me why I was crying, and I told her that I thought she had gone away and died. She was briefly at the neighbor’s house, and I wasn’t being neglected by any means. I have no idea where or why I would think that way, either.

Back in the 1940s and 1950s, a popcorn popper was a regular household item. There was a hotplate that had to become very hot before the popcorn would begin to pop. I remember my mom telling me to not touch it. As a kid, I had to make the mistake of not listening and learning that hot means hot. I never tried that, again.

I’m not sure of my age, but I told mom that I found a sand pile. I thought I was having fun with it until mom realized that I was playing with a red ant hill. I have no idea how many of them bit me. I think mom was hanging clothes on the clothesline while we were talking, and she had no clue of the sand pile actually being an ant hill.

Before I was old enough to go to school, I enjoyed assembling kid-type jigsaw puzzles, but I wanted more of a challenge; so, I mixed several puzzles together in a bigger box and then put all of them back together. The adults were quite impressed when they saw me accomplishing it, and they often told me that.

Way back, prior to the early 1950s, the price for a local call from a pay phone (in the United States) was only a nickel before it was raised to a dime (that continued for a number of years after that). The phone companies had an excellent reputation for having clean telephone booths and a phone book that was in good condition, because those phone booths were maintained on a regular basis.

In the 1950s and 60s, gas wars were quite common. Filling stations would try to sell gas lower than other competitors, and the prices would get really low. A dollar would buy several gallons of gas. It wasn’t strange at all to go to a station and ask for a dollar’s worth of gas (up to four or five gallons – depending upon the price).

I sure do miss those days and the service at the filling stations that wasn’t something that required an extra charge. Without even asking before doing it, windows were cleaned and the oil was checked by the attendant.

As a young kid and as a teenager, I recall that we almost always had a card table set up for assembling jigsaw puzzles. All the way through being an older adult, I still enjoy the fun of putting jigsaw puzzles together.

When I was very young and was having very bad dental pain, I remember a visiting family friend praying specifically for me. I had toothaches quite often, and I would grind my teeth to help relieve the pain.

I had a toy mickey mouse that was kind of rubbery in texture. I remember getting quite ill after using my teeth to remove the black paint from the ears of that toy. Now, I understand why most toys are more thoroughly tested for safety before being given to small children.

Dad worked longer hours on Saturdays; so, he and I would refer to Saturday as being a big, long, long day. He would carry me on his shoulders at times, and I really enjoyed that.

Before my going to sleep, dad would lay down on his back, beside me, and then put me on his feet, and it would be like I was on a Ferris wheel. We also would pretend like we were riding tricycles or bicycles by moving our feet in the same manner, while laying on our backs. He would tell me bedtime stories about his childhood. Mom would tell me her childhood stories, too, or read a short story from a book before saying goodnight.

On September 12, 1951, in Lincoln, Nebraska, my paternal grandpa passed away in his sleep. Grandma told us that, in the middle of the night, grandpa awoke and told her that he would help her with the laundry the next day. Also, grandma said he told her that he had the very best sleep he had ever had. Then, he went back to sleeping and never awoke, again.

Grandpa passed away when my brother Warren was only one year and one week old. Grandma Edwards lived another eight years. After that, my other grandma, my maternal grandma, was the only living grandparent left until October 2, 1966 (when I was in the Air Force). The older generations had passed down their love, and since then their love has continued to flow through our family.

While my brother Warren was supposed to be taking a nap in his baby bed (this bed had railings around it to keep a little one from falling out), he got his head caught in between the bars. I yelled for mom (who was in another room), and in some way, I crawled in or reached into the bed to hold him up by his rear end. Mom told me that he wouldn’t have survived if I hadn’t done that. The railings came off the baby bed immediately after that.

Another time, when mom was briefly away visiting a neighbor, Warren and I were having fun rocking in the rocking chairs and we had switched chairs. After we switched chairs, the one he was in tipped over. He badly cut his lip on a floor lamp and needed mom’s attention; so, she immediately came home after I ran next door to tell her about it.

In grade school, when I was in the first grade, I had the exact same teacher who my mom had when she was in the first grade. Mrs. Allen was extremely good at teaching and discipline, but her tactics could seem rather strict and demanding for us kids.

It wasn’t uncommon to have Mrs. Allen tap someone on the head with a pencil or to verbally and physically demonstrate her authority if something wasn’t just right. I remember being taught how to draw the punctuation mark of a period, but I must have not been paying close enough attention, because when Mrs. Allen saw what I had written, she grasped my paper and directly took it to the front of the classroom. At first, I was starting to feel a tad elated that maybe she was going to brag about me; however, in total contrast, I learned rather quickly what it feels like to have a very humiliating experience.

As she held my paper in front of the entire class, she exclaimed: “This is not the way to make a period. It’s a dot and not a big filled in circle or whatever this thing is.” I may have worded her words a little bit differently, but that’s what I recall, and I was extremely embarrassed.

In grade school, I was really shy and a very skinny youngster. I remember the kids mildly teasing me about being so skinny. I had a good appetite and ate as much as others, but I could not gain weight the same as they did. I wore suspenders for the very early years, and one day in the second grade of grade school, I went to school with one of my dad’s belts, because I hated being different by wearing suspenders.

It is funny to look back, now, and remember getting the suspenders out the very next day, because a belt just didn’t keep my pants up on its own. A year or more later, I was finally able to wear a belt with success.

Having a cowlick is bad enough, but to have two is even more challenging. I had one in the back and one in the front of my head of hair. As an older man, I keep my hair buzzed, but I’ll never forget how annoying those could be as a kid.

An outhouse served as a bathroom for many people who didn’t have running water in their homes. Electricity and indoor plumbing are luxuries that many couldn’t afford in the 1940s and 50s. This was especially true for people who lived on farms and miles away from being able to connect to a system provided by the closest town.

My maternal grandma had a cat named Buzz. He was a really good cat and became our cat after grandma married her second husband and we moved into her house – the house where my mom grew up and that was bequeathed to mom by her paternal grandmother. When grandma remarried and we moved into the house where she had been living, the cat became our family pet.

One time my brother Warren was getting a mild spanking from mom, and Buzz loudly meowed like he (the cat) was crying – as though the cat was the one being punished. We (our family) all laughed about that for many years after that incident.

When one of our cats had kittens, I would always teach them to lay on their backs. When they got older, it had become natural for them to let me hold them in that position. During my years of living with my family, we always had one or more pet cats.

Highland Center was a community not too far from where I lived (Haxtun, Colorado). Once a month, this small community would put on an event that would be similar to a talent show. I think they called it a literary. People of all ages were involved and everyone seemed to really enjoy the event. My usual favorite was whatever skit was being performed.

As far back as I can remember, my bedtime prayer was: “Now I lay me down to sleep. I pray the Lord my soul to keep. If I should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take. This I ask for Jesus’ sake. Amen.” Also, I asked God to bless my family and named some other loved ones.

We always said a prayer before meals. My prayer at meal time was: “Our Father we thank Thee, for we care, for food we eat and clothes we wear. Be present with us everywhere. Amen.” Our family meals were known as breakfast, dinner, and supper – in that order for morning, noon, and evening.

At a very young age, I had fun with dot-to-dot drawings. Krinkles, also known as Post Sugar Coated Rice Krinkles – similar to Rice Krispies – was my favorite cereal. Paper or cardboard cut outs of any kind fascinated me. I also enjoyed American Plastic Bricks to make little houses with doors and windows that actually opened and closed; this was my favorite activity. I would build a miniature house and feel so happy when adding the roof to it had completed my project.

Tinker toys, Lincoln logs, and pick-up sticks were all right but not near as much fun as playing with American Plastic Bricks. Before that, mom taught me how to make paper noodles by cutting strips of paper to amuse me. That’s almost comical, now. Yoyos were quite popular, but I never really reached any level of skill when playing with them.

My favorite comic book was Little Lulu and later Little Lotta, on occasion. Nancy Drew was my favorite series of books that I checked out from the library when I was a kid. I enjoyed magic tricks that I could order from a magazine or find at a store. It was fun to show my family and friends my latest achievement with magic.

When I was very young, my mom would often read bedtime stories to me, and one I recall was from a series entitled “Danny Orlis.” This was a story about a Christian boy and his adventures. Dad would tell me stories about his dog Jackie and the fun times they had together when dad was much younger.

Sometimes, I’m even surprised at my insights when I was a little kid. My closest friend told me that he might run away from home. I told him that if he did, that I would go with him. Also, I told mom that I sure didn’t want him to be all alone if he ran away from home and what I had told him. Mom was so wonderful about understanding the situation and didn’t imply in any way that she would try to stop us. I’m really grateful
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