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Disclaimer:  The story is true to the best of my recollection.  Now according to my children, my recollection has been hampered greatly by my association with Jim Beam. If they are right then this book would be hotter than anything that Harold Robbins ever wrote.  Unfortunately, I have no memories of these sordid and risqué things they tell me about.  This is not intended to be an exposé nor is it my intention of embarrassing anyone with this story.  There are many embarrassing stories that I could tell about my children, but I figure that if they want those stories told they should write their own memoirs. It is also not necessarily in chronological order.

Prologue

The world has changed drastically since I was born in 1944.  Look around you at all the electronics you have today and realize that almost none of those existed when I was born.  There were no television sets or at least none that common people owned.  There were no recording devices for video or audio. Radios were so big and heavy that you could not carry them around with you and even if you were strong enough you could only carry them as far as the cord would allow.  There were no video games.  TikTok was the sound that a clock made not an application for a computer that had not been invented yet.  Social media was the interaction of children on the school bus or the playground.

Children had to amuse themselves by playing games with one another or by reading books.  If you owned a record player it was likely one that you had to wind up before playing.  You didn't just pop into Wal-Mart to buy your groceries, clothing, hardware, pet food, or other miscellaneous items.  There is a good chance that you had never heard of a TV dinner.  Your milk was probably delivered to your door or you got it firsthand from a cow.  For most people, they had never ridden on an airplane.  Space travel was still only in the imagination.

If you had an electric washing machine it probably had two rollers that you fed your clothes through by hand for the water to be wrung out of them.  There was always a chance of catching a body part in those rollers and having it pulled through.  Thus comes the expression "getting your tit caught in a wringer."  You did not throw your clothes in the dryer.  You hung them on the line in the backyard and prayed it did not rain.

You got your news from a newspaper or by listening to the radio.  If you did have the news delivered to your door it might be a couple of days late because it was probably sent by U.S. mail.

You learned what the weather would be by looking at the sky.  "Red sky at night, sailor's delight, red sky in the morning, sailors take warning."  Or one of my mother's favorites, "A fleecy sky never leaves the ground 24 hours dry."
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Chapter-One I Wasn’t Born In a Hospital
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My life started on a risky note.  There was still a little more than a year left in the Second World War when I was born in a house on a farm in the Western New York township of Randolph.  I do not know why I was not born in the hospital either in Salamanca, New York or in Jamestown, New York.  Perhaps it was because of financial reasons or perhaps the rationing of gasoline.  In any event, old Doc Holton came out to the house with his big black bag and when he left with it there was another Simmes boy for the farm to support.  My brother Bruce was three years old at the time and the story was relayed to me many years later that he was convinced that the Doctor had brought me in that big bag and left me with my mother.

I never considered the added risk of an at-home birth to my life expectancy until I began looking back at all the other things that went wrong in my youth.
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Chapter Two-Toy Guns and Anti-Social Behavior
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It is hard to believe in this day and age when children are expelled from school for putting two fingers together with their thumbs on top to emulate firing a handgun that there was a time when bringing toy weapons to school was an acceptable practice.  On any given day you could find cap guns, wooden guns, toy swords, and rubber knives, which were brought to school as toys.  And amazingly not one person was ever shot or stabbed by them.

Now I have to tell you that I have no memory of much of anything that happened to me during the first five years of my life.  I am sure there are plenty of people that find that unbelievable but those folks may not have lived as long as I have.  I wish that I had started a diary when I was six months old and then all this would be documented.  

However, there are a couple of incidences that were told about me enough times so they stuck in my mind.  One was when I was approximately three years of age.  My brother Bruce who was three years older than I was had some of his friends over to play hide and seek.  Somehow we ended up in the haymow.  I had a large toy pistol with a long barrel and I was hiding behind some hay when George Wendell stuck his head over the hay mound and announced he had found me.  I guess he regretted that immediately as I understand it I hit him over the head with that toy gun and announced, "You’re out cold, I'm Gene Autry".  And George later announced that he almost was too.

How true is that story?  I really cannot say as everyone involved that day or who heard the original recital is dead.  So there is no one left to confirm or deny it.  One thing that bothered me years later, when my sister I believe again recalled it, was that it happened in our haymow.  That mow was very high and the wooden ladder went straight up.  The rungs were quite far apart and it seems unlikely that a three-year-old could have climbed it by himself.  Of course, I suppose one of the older children could have helped me up there.  

The other discrepancy was that I am sure it was told that George stuck his head up over a bale of hay.  I was much older than three when we got our first hay baler.  So it must have been a pile of loose hay. 

Another incident occurred when I was in kindergarten.  I had taken a double-barrel cork gun to school as a toy for recess.  It was fairly heavy as it had metal barrels.  For some reason, I had an altercation with the biggest boy in the class.  Like the .45 caliber pistol was the equalizer in the old west, that cork gun was the equalizer in my kindergarten class.  It seems I used it as a club to cut the bigger child down to size.  I do not remember anything else about that occurrence and it might have gone unremembered except that years later I found one of my kindergarten report cards where my teacher had noted that I was perhaps too violent and that I sometimes hurt other children.

Now one might ask what was the punishment for such anti-social behavior.  In all honesty, I do not recall.  I do know that I was not grounded from watching television or from my favorite video games.  We did not get our first television until some years later and there were no video games.  I can hear the young people now.  Horrors, how could anyone live without those necessities of life?  We did have a huge old tube radio that my parents listened to Amos and Andy and the Lone Ranger on.  Perhaps they restricted my listening for a time.  Truthfully, the episode with George was probably just laughed off.  The incident in kindergarten, not so much.  I would not be surprised that I might have gotten my bottom tanned for that one.  If so the tanning would have been administered by my mother.  In all my years growing up, I never saw my father raise a hand to his children except once.  And that was because my brother had disrespected my mother.

And just a side note, my father was not a hugger either.  While I don't remember him ever physically disciplining me, I also don't remember him ever hugging me either.  Perhaps that is why even to this day I find the idea of expressing myself by hugging someone other than my wife to be difficult.
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Chapter Three-I Was an Angry Child
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If the truth is known I have been angry much of my life.  I cannot pinpoint exactly why that is but I can tell you that I got in more fights in school than the normal boy that attended a small country school should have.  Most of them I do not believe I started but I never backed away either so the result was the same.

Sometimes it happened because I thought I was protecting a friend or someone that was picked on by a bigger kid.  I would wade in and before you know it fists would be flying and when it was over I usually had won.  But the strangest thing would happen the kid I thought I was protecting usually turned against me immediately.

Sometimes the fight would start over some trash-talking.  I remember one time my old nemesis Frank Snow introduced me to a new kid that had started at our school.  But the way he introduced him was to say how tough he was and how he was looking forward to seeing me get my ass kicked.  So naturally, I had to prove him wrong, and before anyone had time to think the new kid was laying on the ground bruised and bloody.

I have no idea why Frank felt it necessary to test me with someone else.  He could have whipped me on my best day and once he did just that.

The fights did not stop once I had left school either.  I remember one time when I was out drinking with a few friends I had at a bar called "The Jericho".  A guy that I didn't know asked me to give him a ride to Buffalo and that he would pay me $50 if I did.  I agreed and when he got into the car I asked him for the money before I would get on the road.  He seemed insulted that I did not trust a total stranger to do what he said that he would do.

I again asked for the money and he started swinging from the passenger’s seat.  Luckily for me, he took an overhand swing and he got more of the dome light than of me.  I knew that only a fool tries to fight inside of a car so I quickly got out rushed around to his door and pulled him out and began hitting and kicking him until someone finally pulled me off before I did some permanent damage.

Somehow the word got back to my parents and they had mixed reactions.  My mother was outraged not only because of the fight but because it happened in a bar parking lot.  My mother did not believe in alcohol of any kind except for medicinal purposes.  There was always a small bottle of whiskey in the cupboard to be administered a teaspoon at a time if someone had a stomach ache.  I know that my father found the teetotaling to be a bore.  I heard him say one time when we had pizza for dinner, “Pizza and no beer, oh hell.”

My father, on the other hand, sounded kind of proud.  That could have been because, in his younger days, dad was quite the scrapper himself.  My grandmother told me a story one time of how dad and my uncle Frank (my mother's brother) got into an altercation with a half dozen men in a bar in East Randolph.  They decided to take the fight outside and dad and Frank exited first.  They stood on each side of the door, which was wide enough for only one person to pass at a time.  As the six guys came out dad and Frank piled them up on the sidewalk ending the fight with no damage to themselves.

Another occurrence happened at a high school dance.  That was just plain stupid when my friend, Ron dared me to ask a girl to dance.  I was always one to take a dare and so I did not realize that the girl had a huge boyfriend.  I went over and asked her to dance and she readily accepted.  I am sure looking back that she wanted to make her boyfriend jealous and it worked.

As I stepped out the door of the gym he was there and confronted me.  He told me that he had seen me dancing with his girl and he was going to beat the shit out of me.  I told him I didn't think so and let one fly from my hip catching him squarely on the point of his chin.  Most guys would have gone down and when he didn't I knew I was in trouble.  I don't know how long we went at it but at some point, I could hardly breathe because I was so winded.  So I took a couple of steps back and said, "If it is all the same to you I would just as soon call this a draw."  He replied that he didn't agree and I hit him again.  When it was all over I had a slight concussion and he had a broken jaw.  That was the only fight that I was ever in where a doctor's services were required.  Once again my mother was less than amused.

One kind of funny side note to this occurred when a friend named Carl John (they called him CJ) and I decided to go bowling one Sunday afternoon.  CJ decided to drive and we took a back road so that CJ could show me where another boy's car had been taken the night before after he was in an accident.  The junkyard was on the left-hand side of the road just before a railroad crossing.  No lights were flashing and the barrier was not down but for some reason, a woman driving a full-sized Mercury had stopped just before the tracks.  CJ was looking off to the left pointing out where Dale's car was and He never saw the stopped Mercury.  The little Ford Falcon he was driving plowed into the rear end of that bigger vehicle at about 30 miles per hour.

Nobody wore seat belts back then and my head hit the windshield and for a few minutes, I could not see because of all the blood in my eyes.

At any rate, we finally made it to the Jamestown hospital and a doctor that had taken a large Muskellunge fishing lure out of my head a few years before patched me up.  I had a huge turban around my head when CJ's father drove me home and helped me into the house.  My mother took one look at me and exclaimed, "You've been fighting again!"
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Chapter Four-Cement Walled Porches, Baseballs and Rocker Knockers
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What does a child do when they cannot watch television or play games on their computers?  For me, it was some form of baseball.  I loved the game but it is a hard game to play by yourself.  And so I improvised.  I spent hours tossing the ball as hard as I could against first the ground and then catching it when it would bounce up off the cement wall of our front porch.  

Of course, one cannot bounce a ball off a cement wall forever.  That is why God created small rocks on the side of a gravel road.  And of course, you need something for a bat.  Ah, yes the scrap lumber from my father's sawmill.  I would find a good piece of wood, whittle it down on one end for a handle and use it to hit those rocks over and over again.  I was always Mickey Mantle so most of the rocks were deposited either in the farm pond or over it, which would be a home run.

I loved baseball, there just were not enough neighbor kids close enough to actually make two teams to play.  And so I improvised by throwing and catching a ball and by hitting rocks, which I pretended were balls. My team was, of course, the New York Yankees.  I am not sure why I started rooting for them.  I was too young to have decided that they were my state's team.  I imagine that I was following my brother's lead.  But then he became a traitor in 1954 when he switched his allegiance to the Cleveland Indians.

But although I no longer watch or listen to baseball because I believe the sport has been ruined by free agency and huge money the one team I do occasionally check to see how they are doing is the New York Yankees.

It is amazing to me that today mediocre players make millions of dollars while in 1952 the highest-paid Yankee was Phil Rizzuto who made $52,000 and Mickey Mantle made a paltry $7,500.  Back then most of the players played not for the money but rather for the love of the game.

I remember reading about Mickey Mantle when I was a boy.  He won the Triple Crown in 1956 with a batting average of 353, 52 home runs, and 130 runs batted in.  Before the start of the 1957 season, he went into the Yankee's front office and asked for a raise.  They told him that they couldn't give him a raise.  They wanted to make sure his year wasn't just a flash in the pan.  In 1957, he did not win the Triple Crown but he did hit for a better average than he had the year before, batting 365.  Present day: Aaron Judge just signed a 9-year 360 million dollar deal because he hit 62 home runs.  I wonder if he will ever come close to those numbers again.

The next spring he again went into the front office and this time, he demanded a raise.  They told him they couldn't give him a raise since he did not win the Triple Crown.  He said, "Then I am going to hold out."  They informed him that if he did they would trade him to Cleveland for Rocky Colavito.  So of course, he did not hold out.  He later admitted that if they had known how much he loved the game he would have played for nothing.  

Years later I saw an interview with Reggie Jackson where he said that if it was not for the money he never would play a game.

It is disgusting to me to see people who could not have carried Mantle's bat making millions of dollars and filling their bodies full of steroids to do it.

At some point, I believe that those playing the game will price themselves out of the marketplace.  It used to be that going to a game was a family affair.  I remember when I was a kid I could go see the Jamestown Tigers play a doubleheader for 85 cents
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Chapter Five-A Day in the Life of a Farm Boy
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A day in the life of a farm boy in the 1950s was filled with hard work and responsibility. It started with an early wake-up call from my father, who would pound on the ceiling and my floor with a long-handled broom at 5:30 A.M. While it was tough to leave the warmth of my bed, there was no option to sleep in as there were many chores to do on the farm.

During winter, my room was almost freezing as the only source of heat was from a vent that allowed heat from the kitchen stove to rise into my room. After quickly getting dressed, I would shovel a path from the house to the milk house and then to the barn. In summer, the first chore was to go out to the pasture and bring the cows into the barn to be milked.

Once the cows were safely locked into their stanchions, it was time to go up to the haymow and throw down hay for their breakfast. With 38 head of cows to milk, each cow needed a third of a bale, and they also got grain from the grain room. While shoveling the grain, I had to watch out for barn rats, which were nearly as big as a cat.

After completing these tasks, milking would begin, and pails needed to be carried from the barn, across the road to the milk house. This process continued until around 7 A.M. when it was time for me to get ready for school. My mother left the barn about 15 minutes earlier to start breakfast, which was always a hot meal as cold cereal was not an option for farm kids who needed their energy.

Washing up in the morning was quick, as there was no shower in the farm house, and I would change into the one set of school clothes allowed per week unless they were soiled beyond repair. The school bus arrived at either 7:45 or 8:00, and the ride would take a minimum of 45 minutes and sometimes an hour.

When the bus arrived on time, I had about 15 minutes to collect my books for morning classes and spend some time with friends before school started. The bus left school in the afternoon at 3:15, and if everything went well, I would be home by 4:00. We had an hour to kill before dinner, during which I might spend time with my horse or dog while my older siblings had their own activities.

In the fall, I could stretch the hour to an hour and a half by grabbing my shotgun and heading to the nearby woods for hunting. Afterward, it was back to the barn to milk the cows again.

Without a television for the first ten years of my life, the evening was spent doing homework, reading, or listening to the Lone Ranger on the radio. As a teen, I didn't have a set bedtime but would feel tired by 10 or 11, and the routine would start again at 5:30 the next morning. Despite the hard work, it was a fulfilling life on the farm, filled with responsibility and a sense of purpose.
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Chapter Six-Life Would Have Been Lonely, Except For Dogs and Horses 
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The picture below was taken in our front yard.  My grandmother lived in the trailer that is in the photo behind me.  The dog was named Mike.  My brother had one from the same litter named Pat.

And yes I still bite my nails.

I am sure that for the first few years of my life that my brother and I were close.  There was no one else to play with and our sister was much older than we were.  Ann was in fact 11 years older than I was and she got married when she was only 16 so she was not really a part of the family circle once I started school.  She did, however, take us to the movies on many Saturday afternoons.  

It cost 25 cents to get into the theater and another 12 cents for popcorn so with a little searching of the sofa cushions it was not hard to come up with the money needed to go.  Most of the shows were cowboy themes although I do remember seeing some of the great movies of all time as well, "The African Queen", "Gone with the Wind", and "Oklahoma" among others.

My favorite actor was Gene Autry and my brother liked Roy Rogers.  I think my sister liked Randolph Scott as many of the movies we saw starred him.

[image: Image]
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This is a picture of my sister, her second husband, and her children.

So for a few hours on Saturday life was good.  But most of the time when I was not doing farm work, I had to entertain myself.  Fortunately, I always had a dog and for most of my youth a horse.  They became my best friends and any time that I was feeling down in the dumps they would listen to my tales of woe.

Until I was about 13 my favorite horse was a Welsh pony named, what else, Champion.  And just so you don't think my brother was left out he had a big Palomino, called Trigger.  But I don't remember him spending anywhere near as much time with that horse as I did with Champ. 

At some point, as has to happen with all pets, Champion got old and had to be put to sleep.  My sister was raising horses and she had a young thoroughbred Morgan colt that she gave me.  I called him Prince and he acted the part.  He held his head up high like he was royalty and everyone and everything beneath him.

I didn't have any friends to speak of.  We lived out in the country and the nearest neighbor with children was about a half-mile away.  The only child they had that was close to my age was a girl and I didn't have time for girls.

Now I realize that a half-mile or even a mile is not a great distance.  But you have to realize that back then in a farming community, you just did not show up and expect to play with somebody.  It was assumed
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