Trip to Oklahoma and Puerto Rico 1.

June 7th, 1992

In the Air
Sometime in March I decided to go home to Oklahoma to see my ailing aunt and also
attend the 100th reunion of my High School. Unfortunately my aunt died before I could
get home. I called Sandy Treiber, our late Elinore's niece to arrange my fravel schedule.
According to my credit card I did this on March 30th. Then the airlines decided to have a
price war and there was much to do about the original schedule. I finally worked it out with
Delta by calling them well past midnight. When I was sure that all was well I said good-bye
to my classes and I was ready to go.

Early morning June 7th, actually a half hour before the alarm went off, I was wide awake. 1
got up and fixed my coffee and went back to bed until I heard the bell alerting me the
coffee was ready. After two cups of coffee and a bagel I got myself ready for the flight. I
bathed and shaved, closed my luggage, which was no casy job. All this time Alex knew
something was different. He followed me from room to room with his head cocked to one
side. I could tell he wasn't going to like what was coming up. In fact the whole week hadn't
been the normal routine. First he had his shots and the next day he was washed and
groomed.

I called the limousine service to make sure that there were no slip- ups. That part went
without a hitch. I knew I was going to have a difficult time leaving Alex. After all, we have
never been separated this long before. After I was dressed I took him for a long walk. This
was also not the time usual to have our morning outing. There were very few people on the
street, and I took longer at every stop. Believe me, when Alex wants to stop he stops. He
plants four paws into the side- walk and nothing but brute force will move him. I have
often thought that we would do better with him on a skateboard.

Willie, the elevator man, allowed me to put the luggage in the elevator so I would not have
so much to carry. Checking on the apartment was my next step. Water off, fans off, dishes
washed and the apartment looking nice so when I returned I wouldn't be knocked over by
the sight of what sometimes I become accustomed to. By the time I got to the front door
the limousine was there. The ride to the airport was pleasant and the driver spoke English.
Making conversation was fun. He was from Honduras. Those of us who live in New York
City very seldom get a driver who understands a word you say, or at least they play like it.

At the Airport I checked in and set off all the alarm systems because of the metal brace I
wear on my knee. I pulled my pant leg up but not far enough to show the whole brace. I
was soon surrounded and had to hold my arms out like Jesus on the cross while they went
over me with a scanner. I will say that the seats were so close together that it was not easy
getting comfortable. We got drinks and lunch that was cold, but I ate it. After all I paid for
it. Everyone knows how cheap I am. Oh yes! While at the airport I bought a teddy bear for
Nick, my newest nephew, saying I LOVE NEW YORK.



I am writing this part while we are in the air to Dallas. I must say the computer is working
No one is small enough to get down the aisle without hitting those of us on the aisle seats.
A small inconvenience.

When we landed at the Dallas Airport, I had to change planes from one gate to another.
My connection to Oklahoma City was at least a mile and a half away from the boarding
gate. By the time I got to the gate I was pooped out. The flight is so short that by the time
we we got to our flight level we began our descent. We got a free drink of soda, and before
we could finish it the flight attendants were collecting our glasses.

I was met by three beautiful ladies: Wilma, Evelyn and Katie. They all looked twenty years
younger than they are. Wilma's hair is the most beautiful silver I have ever seen. Wilma is
81 and she does not have a wrinkle. I got to spend the rest of the evening with these three
ladies. Wilma is Uncle Russell's and Aunt Stella’s daughter and Evelyn and Katie are the
daughters of Uncle Mac and Aunt Vivan. We had an informal dinner and just talked. We
all seemed to agrec on every thing. Wilma and I both have total recall. I remember Wilma
coming from Mo. and living with Uncle Mac and Aunt Vivan. In my mind they were
almost like sisters, because every time I went to visit they were all there. We told stories of
Aunt Oma and Aunt Vivan. They were my mother’s sisters, but Aunt Oma always lived
with Aunt Vivan. We always got a big laugh at their expense. They did not get along too
well and yet they loved each other very much. I can't remember which one said it, but I
grew up hearing, "Just because you are blood relatives doesn't mean you have to like each
other."

There is something in our genes that makes us animal lovers. 1 do believe Evelyn is worse
than I am. She has an alley cat, Vanessa, that is part wild and, Mackie, the cutest-dumbest
dog, I have ever seen. The dog crawled in my lap and let me pet him for hours. As many
of you know, Alex, my dog, gives me only five minutes a day of love and it must be in
private. A stranger gets all the kisses and attention from Alex. I have always said if you
have an ego problem Alex is not for you. That night I slept like a log.

Evelyn came back from her aerobics class and we went over to see Wilma and her dogs.
Wilma has one dog, medium size, named Adolph, and a Great Dane named Morgan.
Morgan standing on his hindlegs must be seven feet tall.

Wilma took Evelyn and me to lunch in a quaint little restaurant, a place that would look
more at home on Cape Cod. It was an antique shop with a small eating area. You order
your food and pay before you sit down. Then they would call out your order and you get
up and serve yourself. The food was not bad. We sat and talked. Wilma, as I said is in her
80's, and knows more about the family than anybody clse. She remembers growing up on
the farm and the cousins, Aunts and Uncles that I had only met once, when I was about 10
years old. She remembers the horse and buggy days. I will repeat, she doesn't have a
wrinkle and her hair is pure white. Maybe I am prejudiced, but our family is really made up
of physically beautiful people. I guess I forgot this, not seeing then very often.



On the way to Wilma's I wanted Evelyn to stop at a drug store so I

could pick up powder for my rash. At the check-out counter there was a large display of
condoms. Well, Evelyn and I could not help but to make some comment. The young girl
behind the counter was quick to point out that they came in sizes. Evelyn thought that one
size fits all. I said "Dear, it has been a long time, hasn't it?" I told the girl that in New York
they also come in flavors. She knew what I was talking about, but Evelyn's comment was,
"Why on earth?” and again I said it has been a long time. Evelyn muttered under her
breath, "Not as long as you may think." I taught my 72 year old cousin some things that
came with the invention of the wheel.

Evelyn, took Wilma and me to see where I was born. 1t is still there only it is boarded up
and looked much smaller than I remembered it. We also drove by our old house on East
12th Street which is now a huge hospital complex that covers seven or eight square blocks.
A few buildings I remember.

After dropping Wilma off, Evelyn still had some shopping to do and I sat in the sun while I
waited for her. You New Yorkers don't understand that in Oklahoma strangers speak to
each other. I was soon in conversation with everybody. White hair and beard are just a little
out of place, but looking like a WASP that had gone wrong I was still treated like an Okie.
When I come back and say t-i-n and really mean t-¢-n don't be too surprised. It doesn't take
long for that southern accent to come back. I don't want to imply that Okies are not smart
because we are----we just talk funny.

After we got home I had Evelyn call Dixie to come to dinner, because she has a calming
effect on Plato. Dixie is Evelyn's friend and couldn't be more of a family member if she has
been bomn into it. In fact we have adopted her and vice versa. She has a clearer picture of
our family because she can view us from a distance. I adore her.

Plato arrived an hour early and afier a strained embrace said, "Man, I never thought you
would ever be fatter than 1." I have to go along with this, because he had lost alot of weight
and looked great. Since I last saw him he had had a couple of serious operations. I looked
at him very closely and said "For a man 72 you are really handsome." His retort to this
was, "I am only 71 !!!". Dinner went very well although Dixie had to kick me under the
table a few times. You see Plato remembers (if he remembers) things differently than the
rest of the world. Evelyn and I agreed that my father's eyes were as blue as mine. Plato
insisted that they were green. We finally compromised that they were blue- green.
Whatever story I told he had to top me. This is the norm. Plato went to school with Lonny
Chapman and Dennis Weaver. I made brownie points by telling the story that when our
cousin Lou Antonio came to New York City and stayed with me, that Lou knocked on the
door of Lonny Chapman's and when Lonny opened the door all that Lou said was,"I'm
Plato's cousin.” Lonny told me this story. He was invited in and later Lonny produced and
directed an Off-Broadway show staring Lou. Lou won an award for this performance and
the reviewer called him a young John Garficld. L.ou went on to star in a number of
Broadway shows. Later Dennis Weaver had Lou direct "Mr. Ben" starring Dennis. Before
Lou left New York for the gold coast he played in "Faust” at the Phoenix with our own



Nancy Barrett. I must say telling this story and making Plato the hero made the rest of the
evening nicer.

When Plato left he actually embraced me like he really did love me. I am sure in that
screwed up mind of his he does. That was the end of day two.

Day three has just begun. Evelyn is leaving me to write so she can play tennis. She really
bitches if she does not get to play with really good players. Like me she likes to move and
be challenged. It is in our make-up. As you know I am not going to give you a class that
dosen't push you to the edge.

Evening is approaching and our guests are beginning to arrive. Wilma was the first to
arrive, then Plato, Mack, Carolyn his wife, and their two girls Katie and Gwen. I must say
it is not hard to tell that we are related. Cot and Katie came in from the lake that they
assured me was there when I lived in Oklahoma, but to tell the truth I never saw water
except at the pool or at the reservoir, Lake Overholser.

You see when I grew up the grass in Oklahoma City was yellow and the dust storms were
regular occrruances. Now the grass is green and the trees are in full bloom. Katie called to
my attention that we grew up during the drought in the thirties. That is when John
Steinbeck wrote THE GRAPES OF WRATH. It is funny that in my mind I never grew out
of that time. The drought and the depression are my deepest memories of Oklahoma.

I must say the evening went well, I actually enjoyed our converations. Plato used to be a
great story teller, most of them lies from start to finish, but fun to hear if you had to only
hear them once. Now Plato’s mind is slowing down and by the time he gets to the the end
of a story it is all you can do to keep your eyes open. If you wait ten minutes he will tell the
same story again. I am afraid there is a problem that no one wants to face.

Cot, Katic's husband, has become as addicted to his computer as I have to mine. This is not
in the genes because Cot and I are not related by blood. He brought some of his stories for
me to read. I have learned more about him from his writing than I have since we were
youngsters in high school. Katie and Cot got married right after graduation. They had gone
to school together. His family and ours have always been in some way attached. Cot's
Father was the personnel manager at THE OKLAHOMA NATURAL GAS AND
ELECTRIC CO. I do believe we all had worked for him at sometime in our lives. In fact I
wonder if he didn't employ half of Central High School.

Evelyn's boys Mack and Kip are cut from the same cloth as me, bleeding heart liberal
democrats. Mack and his wife Carolyn are into education and Kip works at the Oklahoma
Zoo. He won't admit it, but I know he loves his animals, otherwise he would not have
stayed for eight years. After a big meal (the only kind this family knows how to prepare,) I
love the fact that they are all so health conscious, but precede every meal by saying "Oh!
this is a one time event and won't hurt us.” I heard this every day I have been here. Evelyn
found in the back of her freezer a container of peach daiquiries. She swore that it had been
there for ten years. I am sure it was pure alcohol. I drank three and felt great. The next



moming Evelyn went to her aerobic class and came home and I still hadn't moved. She was
ready to call 911 when I finally wandered out of the room way past noon to get a cup of
coffee.

Bill and Darlene Thrower, my high school buddies, called to get together. I was best man
at their wedding, but after this trip, Bill is really the best man. They came by to pick me up
for the day. I had not seen Darlene since I saw them off on their honeymoon in 1945. Bill
stayed with me in New York City about 8 years ago. I do love them as much now as I did
when we would double date. We got the Year Book out and went page by page trying to
bring each of us up to date. With the war and the aftermath they moved all over the United
States. Darlene's hair is white as snow and Bill, who was skinny and short in high school,
has filled out as much as I had. What a pleasure to be around non-dancers who don't give a
damm about their waistline. I didn't say anything about their size nor did they mention
mine. Darlene brought out their wedding pictures with me as best man and I looked like a
Hollywood star. I must say I never thought of myself as handsome then and as you know I
don't now, but if I looked liked that picture I could have gone for myself. I hated the
evening to end. We planned lunch on Friday and all day on Saturday with my high school
girl friend coming in from Dallas. Do you know what it is to turn the clock back 50 years?
Real love is good old friends. I tell you something, they live high off the hog on less than
my rent. (Swimming pool included. ) It is an enticing thought to move to Oklahoma, but
then I would miss New York City. I guess I can't have my cake and eat it.

Dee, my brother, his wife Luella, his daughter Jeanna and her husband Phil and their new
baby Nick are due any time. Dee is just one year older than me. I am 66 and Dee is 67.
Mother and Daddy were homy little devils. (in case you are wondering how I got this way.)

When Dee's brood arrived and the house filled up, I was moved out of the bed I was
sleeping in so Dee and Luella got the double bed. I went to stay with cousin Kip, Evelyn's
younger son. He lives alone in this great house that he bought and is restoring. It is almost
finished. I have a feeling we would all like this place if it was located in the heart of
Manbhattan.

Can you believe that I was awakened by birds singing outside the window. I almost forgot
what a wild bird sounded like. I also saw a cardinal. When I lived here this was a common
sight. I remember robins with their red breasts and blue jays. One time the cottonwood tree
next door was black with crows on route to whereever. Many years later I saw the movie
BIRDS and it all came back to me. I think it was a frightening sight even then. Kip has a
large well behaved dog and cat. I really can't believe that there is not a dog and cat in every
house of my relatives. Kip would transport me in the mornings back to Evelyn's. One
thing--we all had friends left from our youth that would want us to eat with them or at least
see the City that has changed so much that Dee, Plato and I got lost two blocks from
Evelyn's. Everyone talked about streets and places that weren't there 50 years ago. I was a
real tourist. The other times I went back I wasn't interested in seeing the changes, I think
because I wasn't prepared for change. Shopping malls had replaced downtown. Hotels
were replaced by large motor lodges, larger than anything we have in New York. My















