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    I dedicate the pages of this book to all my friends and acquaintances that I have known over the years
in High School, Church and Air Force.
This is their story.
Grant Fellows

      

    


About the Author ...

Grant Fellows is a teenage romance author.

He is retired and lives in a large city suburban environment.

Prior to his retirement, he worked for forty years in Business consulting. He started writing when he wrote articles for his clients on different business topics that reflected on their own companies, but had not yet establish himself as an author.

Grant Fellows was inspired to write about his own past and the kids that he grew up with.  He knew that younger generations are direct contributors to American History.  Remembering his own past led him to write about the connection he and his friends had to America in the 1950’s.  Grant, himself, served in the United States Air Force in the early 1960s. Life is full of many detours and he did not want these years to fade away in time.

His writings are literal and based on truth.  His writings are very rich, descriptive and appealing to the reader.

His novels “Our Younger Years” and “My High School Sweet Heart” are connected to the High School teenager and their part in American history.
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This is a story about a very special group of boys and girls that lived in the same neighborhood. They went to the same schools and attended the same church.

This group of young people belonged to a church group that took them from the Junior High School days into the High School years. It created a bond between them over the years into adulthood. The church was a prevalent part of their lives.

The church group organized activities and dances for the members.  They shared their younger years together.

The Asian war came along and the United States got militarily involved in Vietnam.  With the complexities of the war the church group got separated after high school graduation. The boys of the group contributed their skills to the Asian conflict with their enlistments into the United States Air Force.

The following pages are about this very special group of young people and their families.

This is their story.

I dedicate the pages of this book to all my friends and acquaintances that I have known over the years

in High School, Church and Air Force.

This is their story.

Grant Fellows
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The day started out with a clear blue sky and sixty degree temperatures.  It was a normal fall day, in September, for the Chicago area.

What made this day different was that Bernie Brook and his friends were starting Junior High School today.  The transition from sixth grade to seventh grade finally happened and it brought a new kind of school life.  Now the social events would be different with basketball games, track races, parties and dances.

Bernie opened the door and stepped out his door.  He turned around and gave a quick goodbye to his mother inside the house.

Ron Harty lived just a few doors down the street from where Bernie lived.  This was Bernie’s first stop in his route to school.  Even when the boys went to Grade School Bernie always took this route and the two friends walked to school together.

Along the way, the boys would pass Bill Pried’s house.  As soon as they came up to Bill’s side walk, leading to his house, their friend came darting out his door.

“Hi!”  Bill smiled as he approached Bernie and Ron.

“Hi!”  Ron responded with a smile.

“This is the day!”  Bernie added.  “It is a beautiful day for school.”

The three boys headed towards the school.  When they walked to the grade school it took about thirty minutes, but the Junior High school was further and took up additional time.

It did not take long before the three boys could see the school up ahead of them.  There were kids standing all over the grounds.  Many of these students would be new friends to each other, as the Junior High School District took in a large area of grade schools.

Bernie quickly glanced over the crowd to see whom he knew.  As his eyes scanned all the kids, his heart jumped a beat when he caught Betty Gilford within his view.

Bernie, Ron, Bill and Betty knew each other from third grade.  They were also members of the same Church and were friends for a long time.  For Bernie, though, Betty had a special place in his heart.

“Hi, Betty!”  Bernie smiled as the boys approached her.

Betty looked up with her blue eyes and gave a small smile back under her light blue rimmed glasses.

This meant a lot to Bernie.  He felt like the whole day was successful with this meeting.  In grade school, Bernie had an inner crush for Betty from fourth grade.

“Hi, Betty!”  Ron smiled.

She looked at Ron and gave him a smile.

Ron, also. had feelings for Betty.  He knew that Bernie liked her and tried his best to catch the girl’s attention over his friend.  It must have been some kind of miracle that the two boys stayed friends: with them sharing the identical feelings for Betty.  However, this mutual attraction may have kept them together all these years.

While this was going on Bill Pried just observed the happenings.  He knew Betty as a friend from school and Church, but did not hold the same feelings for her as his friends.

The bell sounded from the school building and all the students assembled to enter.  They already knew their assigned homeroom to get the day going.  Thus, the three boys and Betty scattered to their assigned homeroom in their new school.
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It did not take long before the kids were used to being in Junior High.  The rules were different in comparison to grade school.  Just the change over from one school to another was like being a child one day and turning into an adult the next.  The reasoning for these rules, of course, was to get the students ready for High School, just a few years ahead of them.

On the bulletin boards, the first dance was advertised.  School just began and the new social events were already starting.  To the older students, who were in Junior High last year, these dances were old news.  To the younger students, who just started seventh grade this year, this was all new.  Most of them did not even know how to dance!

The school did its part in preparing the new kids for the dances.  The event was scheduled to take place in October, for Halloween.  Instead of reporting to the physical education class for sports the students found that the school had dance lessons planned.  At least for a few weeks the girls and boys gym classes were combined.

Bernie reported to his gym class as he had been doing since he started.  When he entered the school auditorium it did not take him long to realize that the dance lessons were starting.  He saw the room full of girls.

His eyes quickly scanned the room for somebody he knew.  Over in the corner he could see Bill sitting.

“Hi!”  Bill smiled at Bernie as he approached him.

“Boy, this place is crowded,” Bernie grinned.

“I know,” Bill answered.  “There is nobody I know!”

One of the teachers walked out in the middle of the floor and blew a whistle.  Within a few minutes there was complete silence; you could hear a pin hit the floor.

“My name is Leroy Paso,” He announced, “Today we are going to learn some basic fundamental steps in dancing.  To begin the class we will match everybody up with a partner.  He or she will be your partner for all the classes we will have.”

With that, the instructors lined the girls up on one side of the auditorium and the boys on the other side by height.  The corresponding person in the opposite line was their partner.

Bernie walked over to the girl in the opposite line that would be his partner.  At first, they just stood next to each other and did not say anything.  Every occasionally the two “kind-of” glanced over at each other.

“OK, guys,” Mr. Paso started.  “We will now learn the different holds, beginning with the Two-step.”

Bernie had a little experience with this, thanks to his Mother.  So he knew how to hold his 

dancing partner.  However, when he stepped forward, he realized his partner did not know what to do.

“You hold my shoulder with your left hand,” he smiled.  “Your right hand fits in my left hand.”

“Thank you!”  She smiled with a soft voice, looking through her blue-rimmed glasses.

“What is your name?”  Bernie asked.

“Jeany,” She answered.  “Jeany Offerinski.”

“Hi!”  Bernie responded.  “My name is Bernie.  Bernie Brook.”  Inside he felt that this could be Betty, but she was not in the class.

This casual acquaintance with Jeany would last only a short time.  At the end of the dance lessons the gym classes would go back to the normal girl and boy classes.

Right now each day the school had these dance lessons for two weeks.
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The weekend of the scheduled dance arrived.  It fell on the last Saturday of October 1955 but was not supposed to be a Halloween event.  The younger kids remember the grade school parties, with customs and décor, but this would be different.

In the last few weeks, the students had quite a few dancing classes.  The classes were made to get the kids use to the basics of dancing.  Now they will have a chance to practice their education and to see if they learned anything.

Saturday night came quickly.  Bernie and his friends were looking forward to this night.

All dressed up in a suit, white shirt and tie, Bernie left his house on the way to the dance.  His first stop was Ron’s house.

“Hi!”  Ron smiled at Bernie, as he came out the door.  He was also dressed up for the events of the evening.

The two boys walked over to Bill’s house.  It was a beautiful night for an event such as this.  The stars were out and the temperature was an average, autumn, forty degrees.

Bill came walking out his door, all dressed up, as Bernie and Ron approached his house.

“Let’s get going so we don’t miss anything,” Bill smiled.

As the boys approached the school, they could tell there was something going on.

Kids were standing around at the entrance of the auditorium all dressed up.  Cars were driving around dropping students off.  There was a bit of excitement in the air reflecting the festivities that were about to start.

Upon entering the auditorium, kids were scattered all over the large room.  Decorations were affixed to the walls and ceiling.  Folding chairs were lined up along the walls to accommodate the students with sitting room.  The music was being presented from a large LP Stereo set with large speakers.

Bill, Ron and Bernie filed into the room.  They were ready to enjoy themselves.

Bernie looked around quickly to see whom he knew.  The one person he was particularly interested in was Betty, but he did not see her around.  He did see Jeany sitting in a group of girls.

One of the instructors put a record on the stereo and turned it on.

Bernie felt a little hesitant but slowly walked over to Jeany.

“Do you want to dance?” He smiled.

“Yes,” she responded.

With that, the two walked out on to the dance floor and started to dance.  The two young partners danced two records in a row.  It was as if they knew each other for years.

"So, Jeany,' Bernie started a conversation.  "What High School are you going to, after Junior High graduation?'

"Rosevelt High."  She smiled.  "I wish I could be at your high school,"

"Leyden High School?" Bernie asked.

“Yes," she smiled.

The dance ended and Bernie walked over towards Bill and Ron, where they were sitting.  He knew Jeany was not happy going to Rosevelt High.  He felt sorry for her.

Bill moved over a chair to make room for Bernie.  Ron, Bill and Bernie sat together.

Bernie was looking around the crowd when his eye caught Betty stepping through the door.  His heart took a quick jump at the sight of her.

The next record was played and Ron jumped up and ran over to ask Betty for a dance.  Bernie was not surprised that Ron would do this.

“Don’t let it bother you,” Bill whispered in Bernie’s ear.  He could see what happened.

Bernie smiled at Bill.  He knew he was right, but it really upset him that Ron could be such an idiot.  This competition went on in grade school and now it was continuing through Junior High school, as well.

Bernie did manage to get a few dances with Betty.  Everybody enjoyed themselves.
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Bill Pried woke up.  A little day light was coming through his bedroom drapes.  For a moment, he just laid there in bed; then realized it was Saturday.

“Wow!”  He whispered to himself as he picked up the drapes and looked outside.  There was snow on the ground and it was still coming down!

He reached over and grabbed his trousers, shirt and shoes.  With haste, he got dressed and left his bedroom.  He could not wait to go outside into nature’s wonderland.

Out the front door he ran, right into the drifting snow.  It must have been coming down steady all night; as the depth appeared to be at least a foot.

Right behind Bill came his younger brother Bob.  Even though Bob was a few years younger than Bill and his friends, he participated in many of their activities.

Trudging through the knee high drifting snow Bill and Bob headed for Ron Harty’s house.  The sky was gray with clouds and blowing snow, but this was beautiful weather to do something.

“Hi!” Ron smiled as he came out the door.

“Boy, what a day!”  Bill exclaimed.

“Let’s build something in the snow,” Bob suggested.

“A snow fort or a snow man!”  Bill shouted.

The boys were starting to get going with the first snowball when Bernie joined them.  The Snow was coming down heavier and they did not see Bernie approaching.

“Hi,” Bernie smiled at his three friends.  Bernie had just finished his newspaper route and knew the snow was deep.

“We are building a fort of snow!”  Bill shouted through the blowing wind and snow.

With that, the four kids started full construction of their snow project.  The snow was damp and packed good solid snowballs.  The bigger the balls got the heavier they got.  It took the boys a better part of the afternoon to build the walls.  However, towards evening, the project was about finished.

The four boys stepped back to view the completed fort.  It had large snowballs lined up in a circle to make a massive wall with an entrance at one side.

Bernie went inside the fort and started to pack a snowball, while his friends were admiring their project.  With a quick move, he threw a completed snowball at Bill, hitting him in the shoulder.  This started a snow fight between the four boys.

The afternoon hours ended and the dusky hours of evening began.  Even with darkness, the 

boys were continuing their sport of snowball fighting, running through the still falling snow.

Using the fort wall as shelter Bernie hid behind the icy mound of snow.  Every few seconds he would jump up and throw a hand full of snow at one of his friends.

As the boys were throwing snow back and forth, a car approached.  The headlights were dim at first as it pushed through the wall of falling snow on the street.  It moved slowly, towards the area where the three boys were standing.

Bernie picked up a hand of snow.  With both hands, he packed a ball of freezing snow and ice.

Jumping up from behind the wall of the fort, he threw the snowball.  Like a lazy bird in the air the ball of ice flew high and straight towards the passing car hitting the open indirect window.  The frozen ice ball entered the car!

“Oh my God!” Bob yelled.

For a moment, everybody just looked as the auto came to a stop.  They could see the red tail lights going on and off, as the driver must have been moving around inside the vehicle.

“Look, the door is opening!” Ron yelled.

“Let’s get out of here!”  Bill exclaimed.

With that, the four boys scattered.  Each took the most direct route they could find, leading from the, now, parked auto.

Ron ran as fast as he could.  Somehow, his legs moved faster than his body.  Even with the knee-high snow, he seemed to float over the mounds of snow.

Bob and Bill took two different directions.  They both knew that they were going to have to get to their house.  To confuse any pursuer they ran over fences, driveways and lawns.  They made a circle around their house on the block.

Bernie darted straight through yards and passed over fences as if he were riding a cloud.

“Oh God!” He whispered to himself, knowing that Ron, Bob and Bill were not to be seen.

Looking over his shoulder Bernie could see a flash light beam following him.  Nobody said anything, but he knew the owner of the flash light belonged to the car and he was after him.

Running through backyards and scaling fences he ran all the harder.  He did not think he could keep this up, as his legs were giving in to him and the snow was too deep.  Turning corners, climbing through bushes and darting down alleys he kept running until he felt like his heart was coming out his mouth.

Falling down on the ground, he rolled under the protection of some hanging branches of a nearby bush.  Scared and frightened he laid motionless.  If the pursuer was close behind he had to wait it out ... he did not have the strength to go on. 

“I wonder if he is still there.”  Bernie questioned himself, after waiting five minutes or so.

Slowly he crept out of his hiding place.  Looking cautiously around, he could not see anything, except the street light reflecting up from the snow-covered ground.

With that he started for home; wondering if his friends were all right.

They will keep this experience to themselves.  The subject will only be discussed privately when they are together alone.
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It was now the Saturday after Thanksgiving 1955 and things were starting to look like the coming Christmas season.  The youth group of the United Church of Christ was especially excited with the holiday season.  Preparations were under way for their own celebrations this very evening.

The youth group, which they called the Youth Fellowship, was run solely by the kids of the Saint Paul’s United Church of Christ.  The Youth Fellowship had eight active members to their group ... Nana Gewog, Clare Hyson, Bill Pried, Ron Harty, Frank Wegton, Virginia Wegton, Betty Gilford and Bernie Brook.

Reverend Sievert, the pastor, administered the Youth Fellowship meetings that were held the first and second Saturday of each month.  They allowed for dances, outings and recreation in between.  He tried to keep his influence at a chaplain level.  All the kids in the group had a deep respect for Reverend Sievert as a clergy and close friend to whom they could confide in.

Bill Pried took a step out his front door unto the porch area outside his house.  It was a typical gloomy fall day, but he felt excited knowing the Youth Fellowship was going to have a Christmas party.  This took all the gloominess away that the day presented.

“Hi!”  Bernie smiled as he walked up the sidewalk leading to Bill’s door, with Ron Harty just behind him.

“Kind of gloomy and gray out,” Bill smiled back.

“That’s alright,” Ron responded.  “We have lots of work to do at the Church.”

“I hope Frank and Virginia show up,” Bill added.  “We will need their help.”   He was referring to two of their friends that belonged to the Youth Fellowship.

With that, the three boys started to walk in the direction of their Church.

As the boys entered the vestibule of the Church, they gave immediate notice that the lights were on in the meeting room annexed to the main building.  As they approached the entranceway leading into the room voices could be heard inside and recognizably clear when the door was opened.

Reverend Sievert was sitting with a group of adults.  They are discussing some parish business.

“Hi, guys!”  Reverend Sievert smiled when he saw the three boys.  “I will be with you shortly.”

To give the pastor his privacy back with his visitors the boys headed through the swinging doors going into the kitchen, which was adjacent to the meeting room.  Upon entering the kitchen area, Frank and Virginia Wegton looked up and smiled.

“Hi!”  Frank responded.

“We just got here,” Virginia added.

Frank and Virginia were twins.  Even though they were brother and sister the resemblance was very apparent.  They even shared some of the same personality traits.

“Reverend Sievert has some visitors this morning,” Bill smiled.

“We know,” Virginia acknowledged.  “Clare and Nana are coming over to finish decorating the Christmas tree, but it cannot be done until the room is empty.”

Virginia was referring to Clare Hyson and Nana Gewog.  They were both long-term friends to the Youth Fellowship.

Just as the group was thinking about Clare and Nana, the kitchen door opened slowly and Nana peeked around the corner.

“Hi!”  Nana smiled.  Her eyes glowing as she entered the kitchen.

Right behind her Clare entered.

“Reverend Sievert said that we can start right now,” Clare beamed with a smile.  A feeling of excitement sounded in her voice.

The seven young adults filed into the next room, just as Reverend Sievert’s visitors were standing up.  They were finished with their meeting and were getting ready to leave.

“Come on in,” Reverend Sievert smiled, motioning with his hand.

With that, the group started working at the task that was before them.  There were Christmas decorations to be put up and food preparations to get ready.  Each one of the youngsters knew what to do.

Bernie was in the sanctuary getting the Church readings ready for the coming prayer service, following the party.  Reverend Sievert had made some of the plans, but he left the Biblical readings and prayers to the Youth Fellowship.

Bernie was standing up at the altar area going over the service selections, when he could see someone move at the corner of his eye.  Looking up he saw Betty standing at the door coming into the Church sanctuary.  Betty was not expected to be at the Church until later on.  She had a family commitment to acknowledge at home.

“Hi!”  She smiled.  “Can I help?”

Bernie’s heart jumped a beat.  He was not expecting her to be so early.

“Sure thing," he responded.

She now came into the sanctuary and walked towards Bernie.  Looking over her glasses she 

glanced at the prayer books with her blue eyes glowing with the same excitement Bernie was feeling.

“Things look pretty good,” Bernie smiled.  “The scripture readings are selected.  All we need to do is assign the readings out.”

“That should not be hard,” Betty responded looking up.  “We can ask for volunteers just before the service.”

“Good idea!”  Bernie added.

With that, Bernie glanced over to her, just as she looked at him.  He could feel his heart pounding and felt very “warm” being beside her,

“Let’s go into the hall and see what’s going on,” He suggested, breaking a momentary silence.

“OK,” Betty smiled.

Taking a step toward Bernie, she came shoulder to shoulder with him.  As he turned to exit the Church, he reached his hand out and Betty clasped it hard and secure.

Evening came and the Christmas party went into motion.  The Youth Fellowship was having the time of their lives.  There were dart games set up and many other types of card games for the group to play.  They had music for dancing for anyone that wanted to dance.

The festivities of this night were very important to Bernie.  Most of the evening was spent with Betty.  He felt especially close to her and took advantage of every moment.  They danced together, played dart games and enjoyed each other’s presence.

Then, the time came to conclude the evening festivity.  The group assembled into the Church sanctuary for the closing prayer service.  The prayers and scripture readings were assigned to volunteer readers.

At the conclusion of the prayer service everybody filed into the adjoining meeting room.  All the members started to clean up.  They got ready to go home.
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It is now the second week of January 1956.  The holidays are over ... Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year’s ... and the Youth Fellowship is ready to start their planning for the activities coming up in the months ahead of them for this coming year.

Bill opened the door of his house to see what kind of day it was outside.  The sun was starting to come through the morning clouds, which hung over head.  The temperature was around 30 degrees ..., which is normal for January.

Bill was thinking of the Youth Fellowship meeting tonight.  They would be planning to go Ice Skating in a few weeks.  At the meeting, the group would make sure things are in place for the outing.

Bill put on his winter garments.  He headed for Ron’s house.

“Hi!”  Bill greeted his friend as he came up to Ron’s door.

“Hi!”  Ron returned the greeting.

“Have you thought about the Ice Skating?”  Bill asked.

“All the time,” Ron smiled.  “I look forward to the outing.”

“Reverend Sievert has all the details,” Bill added.  “He has the times of departure, transportation arrangements and other information.  We will find out tonight.”

“Let’s go to see Bernie,” Ron suggested.

With that, Bill and Ron went to Bernie’s house, which was just down the street.  When they arrived at the house Bernie’s Mother came to the door.

“Is Bernie home?”  Bill asked.

“Yes he is,” Mrs. Brook answered.

It took a few moments and Bernie appeared in the doorway.

“Hi!”  Bernie smiled, as he stepped outside putting his coat on.

Between the three boys, they discussed the coming Youth Fellowship meeting and the Ice Skating event.  As they were talking about the events, they slowly walked down the street towards the Church.  As they approached the Church, they could see Reverend Sievert was home ... his car was in front of the Rectory.

The Church Rectory was adjacent to the Church.  The pastor and his family lived upstairs.  Downstairs they had conference rooms where parish meetings are held.

As the boys approached the rectory, they could see the front door was opened.

“I wonder if Reverend Sievert is in the Church.”  Bill asked his friends.

“I do not know,” Ron answered.  “But, we are going to find out.”

The three boys approached the rectory door and knocked.  Almost immediately, Reverend Sievert came to the door.

“Hi, guys!”  He smiled.  “Can you wait a few moments?  We are finishing up a meeting.”

“Sure thing!”  Bernie responded.

The three boys filed into the reception room and sat down.

They often visit the rectory.  Reverend Sievert never seemed to care if they just “dropped” in, but sometimes he was busy with other matters.  When this situation would occur the boys would either come back at another time or wait for the Pastor to finish.  This time they decided to wait.

In a few minutes, the pastor came into the room.

“Well, my friends,” Reverend Sievert smiled.  “What can I do for you?”

“We are wondering about the Ice Skating event,” Ron smiled back.

“Everything in order,” the Pastor responded.  “We have set up all the details.  We know the departure times and the transportation to the event is set-up.”

“The weather has cooperated with cold temperatures,” Bernie smiled.

“I know,” Reverend Sievert smiled looking at Bernie.  “We will get down to the arrangements tonight.  Any problems or questions will be handled at that time.  For now, do not worry or concern yourselves.”

The boys felt they were glad to see the Reverend on the Ice-skating.  The Youth Fellowship meeting, tonight, would produce all the information and plans needed to make the event successful.  They left the Church rectory with smiles on their faces.

The Youth Fellowship gathered in the Church sanctuary for opening prayers.  There was a feeling of excitement in the group.

During the Church service, Bernie noticed that Betty was not present.  He questioned, to himself, whether she would be present for the actual meeting.  However, after they left the sanctuary and entered the adjoining meeting room, he saw Betty waiting.

“Sorry I am late for the service,” Betty responded.  “I just got here.”

The young adults filed into the meeting room from the sanctuary.  Right before them was a circle of eight folding chairs....one for each group member.  They quickly went to the chairs and found one to sit on.  Reverend Sievert, also, had a chair reserved for him in the center of the circle.

“OK,” Reverend Sievert started.  “As you know we are going Ice Skating in two weeks.  The event will replace our regular meeting.  We will have a Church Service and opening prayers just prior to leaving.”

“Does that mean we will assemble in the Church sanctuary?”  Nana Gewog asked.

“Yes...that is correct,” smiled the Pastor.  “We have Mr. Pried and Mr. Brook that will drive us to the ice arena.  The arena is outside and we will need to dress accordingly for the occasion.”

Everything was in order...just as Reverend Sievert told Bernie, Ron and Bill earlier in the day.  The group of kids were excited about the coming event and felt assured that they would have fun.  They knew that there was a lot of work that went into the planning and scheduling for this outing.

“I think we should think of a Toboggan Ride event,” Nana added.

“That sounds good,” Ron smiled.

“When we get through with the ice skating we can plan to have a toboggan event,” Reverend Sievert smiled.

Everybody agreed.  They can put in plans for a Toboggan Ride after the Ice Skating is finished.

The two weeks leading to the Ice Skating event seemed to be a long time away, but the day finally came.  The excitement grew as the hour approached.

On the day of the outing Bernie found his friends in the sanctuary.  He immediately saw Bill and Ron but glanced around for Betty.  She was not present, yet.

“Hi!”  Bernie greeted Bill.

“Hi!”  Bill responded.  “My Father is helping on the transportation.”

“My Dad is here, also.”  Bernie smiled as he took a seat in the pew next to Bill.  Ron was sitting just ahead of them in another pew.

Just as the three boys were getting settled, they heard the sanctuary door open.

Betty entered the room.  This made Bernie feel good knowing she was coming.

“Hello people,” Betty smiled.

The first thing that Bernie noticed was Ron.  He jumped up from the pew he was sitting in and gave Betty room to sit.  She took the invitation and sat next to him.  This bothered Bernie.

The prayer service proceeded as planned.  It took about a half hour and the service was finished.  After the final prayers, the group of kids and their adult chaperons stood up and proceeded to exit the sanctuary.

Outside the Church, they found two cars belonging to Bill’s Father and Bernie’s Father.  The Youth Fellowship group divided evenly between the cars. The autos already had their engines running and things started happening...the Ice Skating event was now in motion.

It took only about a half hour and the cars arrived at the outside ice arena.  The kids exited the cars and entered the area where the arena was located.  They went over to where the skate rentals were located and picked their skates.

Bernie, Ron and Bill sat together along the outer edge of the arena.  Ron was on the opposite end from Bernie.  Betty got her skates on and sat near Ron.  At first, Bernie was not sure if she purposely moved over in Ron’s direction or she was just finding a spot to sit.  However, as the evening proceeded he was convinced it was planned that way.  It did not make Bernie feel very good!

Most of the evening was spent with Bernie watching Betty and Ron skating together and fooling around.  It really hurt.  Bernie kept remembering the Christmas party and how close he was to her.  Now the tables were turned around.  He was very confused.

The Ice Skating event ended right on schedule.  The group went back to the autos they originally came in and the cars went back to the Church.  Most of the kids had a good time, except for Bernie.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 7
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The second week of February 1956 arrived  With the Holiday Season gone the group of young adults were preparing for the remaining months of winter.  They would participate in further festivities along with the weather.

The most recent activity that they were considering involved a Toboggan ride.  However, to plan for this event snow would be required.

It was Saturday as Ron pulled himself out of bed.  He drew the blinds opened to see mountains of new fallen snow outside.

“Wow!”  Ron thought to himself.  He knew the Youth Fellowship discussed the setting up of a Toboggan ride.  However, no formal arrangements were made.  One of the reasons for delaying the event was the weather ... snow was necessary.  Now, Mother Nature has set the stage.

Ron opened his bedroom door and slowly stepped into the adjoining hallway.  The first person he saw was his Mother.

“Good morning,” she smiled at him.

“Good morning,” Ron smiled back.

“Do you want breakfast?”  She asked.

“No,” Ron replied.  “I am going to Bernie’s house.”

With that, Ron slipped his shoes on and put his coat on.  He headed for the door and went outside.

Over the night there must have been, at least, six inches of new snow that fell.  It was still coming down as Ron walked over to Bernie’s house.  According to the local forecast there was more snow coming.

Trudging through the snow Ron neared Bernie’s house.  Nobody had shoveled the sidewalks, yet.  However, he had no problem walking through the newly fallen snow.

Just as he was going to knock, the door opened.  Bernie stood at the entrance.

“Hi!”  Bernie greeted Ron.  "I saw you coming."

“Hi!”  Ron returned the greeting.  “Do you want to go over to Bill’s?”

“Yes, that would be good.”  Bernie smiled back.  With that, he went back into the house to get his coat.

In a few moments, Bernie came out.  The two boys headed to Bill’s house.  As they approached Bill’s house they could see Bill outside shoveling snow.

“Hi!”  Bill smiled as Ron and Bernie came closer.  “I thought I would get out here and shovel some of this snow away.  It does not look as if it will stop.  I might just as well let it go and finish up when the snow slows down.”

“I hope the snow keeps coming!”  Bernie laughed.  “We have the Toboggan ride to plan for and snow is needed.”

“I know,” Bill smiled.  “But, I think we have enough already.”

“We should discuss any ideas that we may have with the group,” Bernie mentioned.

“That would be good,” Ron added.

There was going to be a Youth Fellowship meeting this evening.  The young adults would want to arrange for the Toboggan ride.

“I wonder if Reverend Sievert had made any arrangements.”  Bill asked.

“We have the meeting tonight.”  Ron added.  “At that time we will find out where we are.”

The boys turned towards Bill’s housel, trudging through the falling snow.  When entering the house they went down stairs into the Bill’s basement.

“Let’s play Chess,” Bill smiled.

“That sounds great,” Ron acknowledged.

“You and Ron start the first game,” Bernie smiled at Bill.  “I will play the winner.”

“That sounds great,” Bill replied.

The boys played a lot of Chess.  Usually they used Chess as a time waster.  In this case, they were excited about the coming Youth Fellowship meeting tonight.

Evening came.  The Youth Fellowship members assembled in the Church and prepared for the worship service, which always came before the youth meeting.

Clare Hyson and Nana Gewog stepped up to the pulpit for the Bible readings.  The whole Church was silent.  Then Betty Gilford led the prayers.

After the service, the group headed for the meeting room, located adjacent to the Church.  When inside they quickly sat down.

Reverend Sievert stood up and opened the meeting.

“As you know,” he started, “we are going to have a toboggan outing coming up. Mother Nature has set everything up and looks like we will have a great time.”

“Over the past week,” the Reverend continued, “we have put together all the plans for the outing.  Everything has been in order for a week.  Now we have set the date for tomorrow, as 

we do not know how long this snow will last.  All you need to do is come out and have fun.”

Everybody had a smile of excitement.  The festivity was less than twenty hours away!

The following afternoon came quickly.  The group assembled in the meeting room, again.  Everybody was at the height of excitement.  Two cars were outside that would transport the eager participants to the park where the toboggan hills were located.

Ron, Bill and Bernie were happy.  Particularly Bernie; as Betty was part of the group.

It did not take long and the group of young people arrived at the park.  They found a big crowd of people that were enjoying the snow covered hills.

Bernie got out of the car and started his walk to the hills of snow ahead of him.  He felt somebody grab his arm and looked to his side.  It was Betty and she smiled at him over her glasses.  The two accompanied each other to the hill ahead of them.

The toboggan sleds were furnished by the park.  When Bernie and Betty got to the top of the hill, they sat together on a provided sled.  Betty grabbed Bernie’s shoulders securely.  Looking over to Betty Bernie saw her blue eyes glance up to him with a large smile.

Next to the hills, there were refreshment stands set up with seating areas.

“Do you want something?”  Bernie smiled at Betty.

“Yes!”  Betty quickly responded.

Bernie put his arm around Betty’s waist.  Betty quickly hugged him close.  The two got a refreshment and sat together.  All this time Bernie’s heart was pounding.  Bernie took advantage of every moment.

Betty and Bernie went on endless rides together and were having a time of their lives.

With interest, Ron was watching what was going on between Betty and Bernie.  He remembered, very clearly, the ice-skating in January and how Betty melted up to him.  Now, he was very confused ... just as Bernie was during the ice skating event.  Ron even considered that Betty was playing a game between Bernie and Himself.  He was definitely not having a good time at the toboggan outing!

The afternoon passed quickly and it approached the time to leave the toboggan park.  As planned, the cars re-assembled to pick up the group.  The young adults were happy that they had a very fun full afternoon.
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The month of February 1956 brought excitement to the Junior High School students.  They were going to have a Valentine’s Day Dance at the school.

Remembering the fun he had at the toboggan outing Bernie wanted to ask Betty to the dance.  It took courage, but he decided to call her on the telephone.

Dialing the phone was a rough chore ... as he was shaking.

“Hello,” he heard a woman’s voice come through the head set.  It was Betty’s Mother.

“Can I speak to Betty?”  Bernie managed to ask.

“Just a minute,” she replied.

There was a few seconds of silence.  To Bernie, though, it seemed like hours.

“Hello!”  Came a voice that broke the silence.

“Betty?”  Bernie asked ... with every nerve shaking in his body.

“Yes,” she replied.

“This is Bernie,” he responded.

“Hi!”  Betty returned the greeting.

“I was thinking about you and thought I would call you,” Bernie shakily spoke.

“I was thinking about you, too,” Betty replied.  “We had a lot of fun at the toboggan rides.”

“I know,” Bernie replied with more assurance.  “Yes, we did have fun riding toboggans.”

“Yes we did,” Betty replied.  “I had a good time being with you!”

“You did?”  Bernie asked.

“Yes I did,” Betty assured him.

“Would you go to the Valentine Day Dance with me, coming up next Friday?”  Bernie managed to ask.

“Yes!”  Betty answered quickly.  “I would like to go with you!”

The two young people talked for a while.  Bernie felt very relaxed knowing for sure that Betty was a close friend of his, which was confirmed at the toboggan rides and now on the telephone.

From Bernie’s house, Betty’s house was on the way to the school, where the dance was being held.  The two agreed that Bernie would stop at her house on the evening of the dance.

“Well,” Bernie replied.  “I will need to go.  We will see each other at school.”

“Yes,” Betty replied.  “I will see you before Friday.  We can talk about the dance.”

With that, they both hung up the telephone.

Bernie felt like he was sitting on a cloud.  He could not believe that this was actually happening to him.  It was as if he were dreaming.

The next day Bernie, Ron and Bill walked to school as they have done many times in the past.  This time, however, Bernie looked forward to school.  As he would see Betty.

As they approached the school building, Bernie’s eyes scanned the crowd of kids for his girlfriend.  It did not take long before he spotted her.  Betty was standing in the middle of a crowd of kids waiting for the school doors to open.

The weather was a typical February day.  The temperature hovered in the mid- thirty degree area.  Snow was still on the ground from the winter storm Chicago had in January.  With the weather, as it was, the school kids were patiently waiting to get in the school and go to their classes.

“Hi!”  Ron responded to Betty as the three boys came near where she stood.

“Hi!”  Betty returned the greeting.

“Nice day,” Bernie added.

“Yes, it is a nice day,” Betty responded.  She broke out into a big smile and looked at Bernie.

The school doors opened.  The kids hastily went into the building.  Bernie pushed his way in and caught up to Betty in the corridor leading to the classes.

“I will call you tonight,” Bernie smiled at her.  “We can talk about the times I will get you for the dance.”

“I will be waiting,” Betty smiled back.

He extended his hand out and Betty grasped it hard.  Then the two young adults separated going to their assigned classes.

Mid-afternoon came and Bernie was waiting to get home.  He knew that he would not see Betty at school, as their classes were at different times and locations.  He kept thinking about calling her this evening.

After school, he hastily headed for home.  He did not even stop to look for Ron and Bill, which he has done in the past.

Hi!” Bernie’s Mother greeted him as he entered the house.

“Hi!” Bernie responded.  “I need to use the telephone.”

“Sure thing,” she responded back.  “It is all yours.”

With nervous fingers, he dialed the telephone.

“Hello!” A female voice came out of the speaker.

“Betty?” Bernie asked.

“Yes!” Betty answered.

“I have been waiting to talk to you all day,” Bernie nervously announced.

“Me too,” Betty responded.  “If you have some time tonight maybe you can come over to my house.”

Bernie was scared, as he knew he might meet her Mother and/or Father.  They went to the same Church, so he knew who they were.  However, he never met them.

Bernie thought for a few seconds.

“Yes I can come over,” he quickly promised.  “Maybe after I eat supper.

“I will see you tonight,” Betty responded.

“About six o’clock?” Bernie asked.

“OK,” Betty answered.

They finished the conversation and hung up the phone.

It was 5:30 when Bernie left his house destined for Betty’s, which was about six blocks away.  It was now dark, but the weather was clear and a typical 45 degrees.

He turned down her street and approached her house.  After knocking at the door it opened ... Betty’s Father was in the doorway.

“Bernie?”  Her Father asked.  “Come on in.”

“Hello Mr. Gilford,” Bernie smiled.

Betty’s Father opened the door.  Bernie stepped into the house to see Betty standing right behind him.  Moving forward Bernie entered the room and sat down.  Betty sat next to him.  Her Father sat across from them.

“So,” her Father smiled.  “You are, also, a member of the Youth Fellowship.”

“Yes I am,” Bernie responded.  “We try to keep close to it.  Reverend Sievert is the leader.”

“Yes, I know,” her Father smiled.  “He is a good pastor.”

As they were talking Betty’s Mother and two sisters came into the room.  Her sisters were quite younger than Betty.

“Hi Bernie,” her Mother smiled.

“Hello Mrs. Gilford,” Bernie responded with a smile.

“Do you have any hobbies?”  Mr. Gilford asked with a smile.

“No. not really,” Bernie answered.  “Baseball, Paper Route, Boy Scouts and Youth Fellowship. That is about it.”

“Did you ever hear of Ham Radio?”  Mr. Gilford asked.

“No, I do not think so,” Bernie answered.

With that said, Mr. Gilford stood up.  Motioning with his hand, he invited Bernie to follow him.  Bernie stood up from his chair and followed him into another room.

Inside the room there was a large display of radio equipment.  A microphone and Morse code key was visible on a desk.  It was even clearer when Mr. Gilford turned the radio on with a pageant of lights.

“Did you ever try to learn Morse code?”  Mr. Gilford asked.

“Yes I did,” Bernie answered.  “I had to learn it to get a badge in the Boy Scouts.”

“That is great!”  Mr. Gilford exclaimed.

“I never could send or receive fast code,” Bernie added.  “I had trouble with it.”

As they were talking, Betty came into the room.  She smiled at Bernie, but did not say anything.  She grabbed his hand and held it tight.

“It does not matter how fast you can receive or send code,” Mr. Gilford smiled.  “Practice makes speed.  Accuracy is what counts.”

Bernie was impressed with Mr. Gilford’s hobby.  Even more so when he learned that a person could talk around the world.

After the demonstration Betty, Bernie and her Father went back into the front room.  Bernie sat down ... Betty next to him.

“So you guys are going to a dance,” Mr. Gilford responded with a smile.

“Yes,” Bernie smiled.  “Next week. the Valentine Day Dance.”

“We hope you have a good time,” Mrs. Gilford chimed in.

“We will,” Betty added.

“I think I should get going,” Bernie added looking at his watch.  “We have school tomorrow.”

“That is right!”  Mr. Gilford smiled.

“The dance begins at 7pm.  I will pick Betty up at about 6pm.  We can walk to the school, it is not far,” Bernie added.

With that, Bernie reached for his coat that was neatly lying on the couch.  He stood up and headed toward the doorway.

“Thank you for coming over,” Mrs. Gilford smiled.

Mr. Gilford opened the door.  Bernie shook hands with him and stepped out the door into the outside.  It took Bernie a short time to get home.

The next morning came quickly.  Bernie met Ron and Bill as he walked to school, as he had always done.  However, neither Ron nor Bill noticed their friend changed from the day before, but he did.  He made big advances last night in building his friendship with Betty.  That meant a lot to him.

The week of the dance arrived.  At school, it was obvious of the coming festivity.  Everybody was talking about the dance and how they were looking forward to it.  Bernie, particularly, was full of excitement.  He was bringing Betty to the event.

The day of the dance came with haste.  Bernie prepared for this day and knew he was going to have the time of his life.  It was 5pm and Bernie was getting ready to leave.

“Have a good time,” Bernie’s Mother smiled at him as he came out of his room.

With that, Bernie left his house and headed to Betty’s home.  Fortunately, the weather was good.  The temperature was in the mid 40-degree area and clear.  It was a perfect evening for the dance.

Bernie arrived at Betty’s house.  Going up to the door, he knocked.  The door opened.

“Hi!”  Mrs. Gilford greeted Bernie with a smile.

“Hello, Mrs. Gilford,” Bernie returned the greeting.

She opened the door and Bernie stepped into the house.  He headed over to the living room area and sat down.

“Nice night,” Mrs. Gilford smiled.

“Yes it is,” Bernie responded.

Looking up he saw Betty enter the room.  She had a pretty red dress on that brought her pretty smile out even more.  In addition, Bernie was used to seeing her in “everyday” clothes, which made a big difference to him.  He was impressed.

“I guess we are ready to go,” Betty smiled.

Bernie jumped up and walked to the door.  Betty followed him.  Bernie helped her with her coat and they both headed outside.  Going down the sidewalk, leading from her house. Betty grasped Bernie’s hand.

After a very short walk, they approached the school.  They could see a lot of activity going on.  Kids were filing into the building where the dance was going to take place.

Bernie and Betty got into line to enter the school. When they got inside, they could see decorations that were put up for the festivity.

Bernie and Betty removed their coats and proceeded to enter the dance area.  Music was already playing.

“Do you want to dance?”  Bernie asked Betty.

“Yes,” Betty answered Bernie with a big smile.

Bernie grasped Betty’s hand and they went out unto the dance floor.  They started dancing with one of the slow dances ... “Ain’t That a Shame” with Pat Boone.  Betty put her head on Bernie's shoulder.

The evening wore on and both young people enjoyed themselves.  Bernie enjoyed being with Betty, which was what he dreamed about for a very long time.  This experience was going to lead to a very close friendship between them that would last for a number of years to come, even into High School.

The young couple was having so much fun together that time moved along very rapidly.  It did not take long before the dance festivities ended.

As they walked home to Betty’s house the two held hands.  They knew that in a very short time Bernie would be on the way to his home.  Leaving the events of the dance in memory.

“Good night,” Bernie smiled at Betty.  “Thank you for the very nice evening.”

“Your welcome,” Betty smiled back to him.  “We will need to do it again.”

“Yes,” Bernie responded.  “See you at school.”

Bernie walked her up to the doorway of her house.  Mrs. Gilford opened the door and Betty entered.  As she was going into the house she turned and smiled at Bernie.

Bernie proceeded to head toward his own house.
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The Easter Season of 1956 arrived.

All eight members of the Youth Fellowship were preparing for Confirmation in the United Church of Christ.

There were, also, a number of other churches involved from nearby areas that would participate in the festivities.  It was a large undertaking and Reverend Sievert was organizing all the churches leading to the sacrament.

All of the members of the Youth Fellowship were participating in projects to help them advance towards the sacrament.  Betty was teaching Sunday school classes on Sunday morning for the younger children in the parish.  Clare, Virginia and Nana were assisting setting up the Church for the event.  Bill, Ron, Frank and Bernie had odd chores to do.  This gave everybody a chance to get involved and to enhance their own education in the faith and to help other people.

Betty enjoyed teaching Sunday school.  It gave her fulfillment and accomplishment.  She also liked small kids.  Although she now was using Sunday school to help her into Confirmation, she had been doing it for quite a while before the sacrament materialized.

It was Sunday, a week before Confirmation.  Bernie headed for the area of the Church building where the Sunday School Classes were being held.  He was looking for Betty.

“Hi!”  Betty smiled at him as he entered the room, which was full young children.

“Can I help?”  Bernie asked.

“Yes,” Betty responded.  “Maybe you can help by organizing the books.”

With that, Bernie grabbed the religious books for the class.  He gave each child a copy.

He felt a feeling of comfort just by being close to Betty.

Looking up he saw somebody come into the room.  It was Ron.

“Hi everybody!”  Ron smiled.

“Maybe you can help us!”  Betty remarked looking up at him with a smile on her face.

With that, Ron came all the way into the room.  He seemed to know that Bernie was in the classroom to be near Betty.  He, also, knew about Bernie and Betty going to the Valentine Day Dance.

The three young people continued working with the young children.  Ron stayed as close to Betty as he could.  Bernie tried to keep his closeness, but it was not easy.  The two boys were competing for Betty’s attention.

The Sunday School Class session concluded.  The parents were picking up their children as they finished the adult Sunday Services in the Church.  Bernie, Ron and Betty were, also, ready to conclude the class.

In the last few months, the Youth Fellowship members were attending classes for the coming Confirmation.  Since the sacrament was now within a week, the young people had to participate in a final class of instruction and rehearsal for the event.  Wednesday evening was set.

Bernie, Ron and Bill filed into the meeting area of the Church where they usually hold their Youth Fellowship meetings.  The room was set up with a circle of forty chairs.  The extra chairs would accommodate the visiting students from neighboring churches and parishes.

As they
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