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The past, the present and the future
are really one: they are today.

T Harriet Beecher Stowe

We shall not cease from exploration,
and the end of all our exploring will be
to arrive where we started and
know the place for the first time.

T T.S. Eliot
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and the joy will burn out the pain.
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my paternal grandmotherCharlote (Juhl) Luick, in her living room

On the first of October 19@, Groucho Marx introduced lowhorn Johnny Carson on national
television. In turn, Carson welcomed Joan Crawford and Rudy Vallee, Tony Bennett, Tom Pedi, and the
all-male AfricarAmerican trio, the Phoenix Singers, as his first gaueatsl therewith took ove hosting
the Tonight Showor the next thirty years.

His opening monologue would become a staple of the nightly show with jokes lampooning the
newsmakers of the day. One wonders what that first monologue, now lost, included. Ditehion
that earlier that day, in strifetorn Mississippi, James Meredith had enrolled atvdlite 60le Misg as
the first student of color, escorted by small army ofJ.S marshals? Or that his first claséttingly,
Colonial History was boycotted by more than a third bfsregistered class members due to the hue of
their unwelcome classma skin?

Did Carson notehat four Soviet Foxtrot submarines, armed with nuclearptxrioes, had departed
bases in ectic Russia Or that they wereheaded for the Caribbean in anticipation of a Soviet
confrontation with the US over the deployment of missiles in Cubl&d®o, didCarson imagine that the
world was about to stare athut global destruction in the facethen escape it by a margin of haah



NCH SITE 2
SAN CRISTOBAL
1 NOVEMBER 1962

A few days latar less explosively but leavirlgsting ripples nonethelessDr. Nqg the first James
Bond film,premiéeredin British cinemasand the Beatles released their first singleve Me DoAlso in
October 1962: the & suffered its first heliopter fatalities in ViethamChina and India stumbled into
war over their contested shared bordeand, the reformist Second Vatican Council opened in Rome. In
the jungles of Panama the Bridge of the Americas opened, uniting North and South America foy land
the first time the hold-no-punches playwho@ Afraid of Virginia Woolbpened on Broadwayand,
Hurricane Daisy pounded the coast of innocent Nova Scotia.

Qoser to home, in Belmondowa,Uncle Henry Lui&& 73-yearold jaw continued to heahfter a 20-
something hitchhikehad broken it the previous JulyDena(Krame) Riggins and her husband, Robert,
opened the Sahara Supper Club alongside Highway 65, near Sfveffielfuture site of my future ncle
BobJone®) & S Q MiBoh wduldfan By future! dzy G [ 2dndsidesosgEni@ery Also in October
1962, Lorraine (Luick JoneSdefiant kid sister, 18-yearold SheranneLuick who had just started
learningabout buildingbeauty at La James School of Cosmetology in Mason ®dg preparing to slip
across the Minnesota border to secretly maarfellow minor of whom her parents did not approve

On the quieter maternal side of my extersive family, my grandparents EImer and ErmdFalcon
Thramswere prepalingto turn over Ashlawn Farf®& operation tomy young parents as of the New Year
And, Mom was in her eighth month of pregnanayith her third child me. (Had Kennedy and
Khrushchev not backed dowtfastminute, from the brink of nuclear holocaustwouldn® be writing
this now.And, you would®bereading ity |, 2 dz ¢ 2 dzftigy,eiherp S | £ A @S

Meanwhile,Aunt Della(Moorehead Hughes Trudad been released aftegervingeighteenyears in
the MinnesotaReformatory folWomenin Shakopedor two murders &ad was livingper prdoation with
her recently divorced(and about to divorce agaimaughter, Beverly, in Florid&nd, Della@ niece my
paternal grandmother CharlottéJuh) Luick who grew upwith Dellain the same househoidwas
wearing sunglasses in her farmho@aealimly lit living room The picture shows herstanding at the
bottom of plank staird@ dream about for years as a child. YHermed the sructural core of a house
that harbored scenes of crimes of the heart, not to mention at least one clearly codified in law books.



Dad and Mom, above, with Deb
and Dave - and me “in the oven”
still, at Ashlawn Farm, near Mason
City, lowa, in October 1962.

Newborn, right, is moi; curler-wea-
ring Mom is holding me; David
squats in front of TV showing duo
figure skating; Grampa Donald’s
cowboy-booted foot shows on
right, late winter 1962-63, on the
Donald and Charlotte Luick farm

near Thornton, lowa.

When | stug the photo of blindered Gramma now, after recent revelations of banal evils timt
childhood selinever could have imagined having happened in our family, | can only conclude that poor
dLittle Lottiee was doing her best tblock out that which she couldot bear to look at in the face. She
could not endure what was right in front of hevpuld not go away, andias crushing her to her core.



| was three and a half years old whety paternalgrandfather DonaldGeorgeluick dropped dead
of a heart attack on Thorntd® Main Street while eating an ice cream coftevasa temperat, early
summerlowaevening, Fday,8 Julyl966.He was 54 years old.

Over thealmost half centunsince | assumed that my few memories of Grampack reflected more
my own agendgacked projections than any shreds of realgyven my immature age when he didd
the course of exploringhe roots of my fathe® family however, | recentlyincovered(at age 51just a
few of its many secrets andids. Though | did@ know the truth then, | feelvindicated now, that
althougha little tykeat the timel had accurately readur patriarch® aura.

JAN . 63

Grampaluickentering the corncrie y KA a 'y R DNI YYI Q& FI N

Stilltoday, | can vividlyrecallthat mysterious, speechless man floag alongthe shadowy, linoleum
floored living room of my Luick grandparefarmhouse.That memoryis triply uncomfortableto me.
Frst, | feel a cool shdder go up my spine when I recall his imagecond,its implications aresuchsad
ones And, hird, recallingit casts a gloomy pall over me

Asmy family@ selfappointed historian | pride myself on recalling past events or settings factually,
and on heroically refraining from editing thanpositively or negatively to suit my own needs or
intentions. In this casehowever, all indications argand five older relativeshave vouched for the
accuracyof my recollectiors) that my child intuitiort a sense that something murky and deeply
disturbinghappened in that housevolving Donald, Charlotte & Gowas spot on.

I now know this becauseevelations innumerous recent phone interviewsr emailswith Jones
cousing my deceased fath@ nieceg jibe with my own experiencesvly cousin Barbara was born ten
years, one month rd eighteen days before me; her younger sister, Peggy, six years, ten months and
nineteen daysWhen | forwardedo them the photo of Charlotte playing stationary hidend-seekwith
troubling spirits in her austerely furnished living room, Jeanetthefr kid sister, bornin 1963,some
eight monthsafter me) responded

Thanks[Upon seeing this imagélcould feel the cool linoleum, and even smell her house! 1@ttdimk |
remembered the farm that well, but | knew the spot instantly.



In turn, her oldersister, Peggy, emailed back

| also remember the exact spot and remember the house like the back of my hand. Over the years | would
dream | was in the house. | could write a book about that house. Just about the house.

Peggy later clarified, in greater dd{avhatthe repetitiveimagesthat visited herentailed:

In my dreams, | would be driving out on those crazy lowa gravel roads; lost and looking for grandma's
farm. | would find the farm and be sdfpl do remember feeling a bit scared standing at thedaf the
stairs looking up. | can't remember anything bad happening, but because of the turn in the stairs, you
couldn't see all the way up. Mawakestate] memories collide with my dream memories so it is difficult
to keep the 2 separated.
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Struck tha two of us Luickluhl grandkids should have recurring dreams about that hoasd
specifically that broken stairway wondered what personalitgr eventthat once was in ithaunted us
years later SqQ during a phone date with their older sistercasually asked Barbara ias opposed to
met shecouldremember the sound of Grampa Lu&k/oice. Assuming she dakshe was a maturing



thirteen and a half rather than three and a half like me at the time of DdBadibath at 54, she
surprised me no smadllit when she saidWell, na now that | think about it, | do@¢

Soon after that puzzling disclosure | dialed my two sibtingsbbie,sevenyears older than me, and
David,fourt and found, again, that neither could recall the sound of our paternal grahdf@ voice.
oOkaye thought 1,6s0, like werewe grandkids outa lunch or somgtin(back therv¢

David and Debbikuickwith our cousin Barbara Jondsyg, center)playing dressip, summer 1962

When, however, lasked Gary Luitk5 2 Y I f RQa&a & 2 dzyt3ifShé @&ould rerheiniber niy2 dza A y
AN YRTI G§KSNDaresgopdedd $ 2 od 2 St fad MEI & R2y Qisebdnd! FSg
OANIKRIFI® ¢KSYy 52yFf R RASRZI nbiINBl ALyRRISER G/ Fy Qi al @

By nowboth puzzledyet excited by the prospect that my childhood nightmares might have had
something to do with the world around me thamith any agitateddemons inside me, dontactedmy
Gramma LuicR halfsistei@ (Cledd) daughter Janet whose parents were with my grandparents when
Grampa died She swiftly confirmed my suspicionAs shecarefullyput it, & didn®@have anything against
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Donald, but whenever my folks walitake me with them to visit Mon® halfsister, Charlotte, | always
had a bad, dark feeling as if there was something not right about that man.

oReally2 | grilled, pretending to be neudt, even disinterested.

0Oke Jaret didn@waver,dyes! here was no warmth, no seaghat he had any time for mé.

At that point the transAtlantic phone connection between Dresde@Germany,and Northwood,
lowa, seemed to go deadidan? | called out thinking @ lost her.

0Oh, [n heret she shot backdl was just asking myself @1 thinking now that was how | felt then, or
if that@ howl really felt at the timet

OGANcE | prodded,cwhat@ ya come up with?

oNoe Jansad, cthat@ the unconscious feeling | really had.

oCan you recathe sound oDonald? voice, Jaréd inquired further.

For a heavy moment the line again fell silent. Finadhe addediYou know, | ca@honestlyrecall
that | ever heard your grandfathespeake

mysteriousDonaldGeorge Luick

oReally? | marveled, given that Jan wasother sevenyears older tharcousin Barbara, who was
already considerablgnore awarethan me at the time the man left our midst

oNow Charlotte, she waalwaystalkin® but Donald | could hear Jan wag her head by the slight
swing in her voiceghe was a man of fe, if any, words

11
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Grammaand Mom serving Christmas dinndr958; (top) Gary Luick19%62; (below) Janet Gullicksqril965

My grandmothe® voice | too,remember well.

When | was but a boy, Gramma Luick used to sit me down next to héreowornvelvet, oakleaf
green sofa and talk withor at least,tot me. Wed dchatt or at least, she@d expound about
everything and nothing for endless hours. By nature verbal and curious myself, | found it fun to listen to
Gramma cute storiesand silly notionsof things or times long lost, of her workidfpr a dime an bur
during the Deressiorg at stores alongRockwel® long Main Streeiof being valedictorian of hedclass
0Q81¢ or of &drivinCthe tractor through the cornfields, lookior lost cowsé

As tactilely hungry as anyone, | enjoyed her scooping me up next ted@eEezing my smooth little
body against her shrunken, diminutive frame. While relaying serial, seamless storidssshench up
her face, purse her lips, wiggle her nose, then flutter and roll her eyes while rocking her head back and
fortht like Charlie Céplain playing a Hindu dancer. Gramma would mimic the characters she was
describing and even act outat least from the waist up, hands flyimmghe action she was conveying.
Who needed to turn on the telliwhen Granywas around?

12



Greg Stles @) with hisGreatGramma Luickl99%

At the same time, something felt subtijet stubbornlywrong. Onsomelong weekends or short
weeks 14 stay inthat empty farmhousewith her, snippy Tammy the shorttempered Shetland Collie
that served adone sentinel over thefarmyardr and Susanthe glossyblack cat that kept watch for
rodents in the barn When | awokel@ pad down the stairs, slink past the dining room buffet to the
kitchen door and find Charlotte standing at the kitchgink window, holding court with herdel

Perplexed by her incessant whispey to unseen entitiesl@ slowly approach her and quietly adk/ho
ya talkifwith, Gramma? to which sh& replyoOh, ro one inpartic@ar.£
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Cousin Jeanette remembers “sleeping over in the summer, windows open for those summer breezes.
The sound of clanking hog feeders would always lull me to sleep. [In the morning Charlotte] would
feed us breakfast until we popped. Oatmeal? Sure. Toast? You bet. Pancakes? Why not? Grapefruit?
Well... maybe with sugar on it. And her clear, plastic Kool-Aid Man pitcher was... the coolest. Kool-Aid
poured into colored, tin cups. The best!” In response, our aunt, Sheranne, wrote “Jeanette that is so
neat! | also remember the clanking hog feeders and the quietness outside - which | really miss!”

Dad was always sure to invite his widowed mother to join our innumerlblsehunting trips,
combing the Upper Midwest fareplacement mares or a new stud. If Gramma noticed me noticing her
staring out the window, muttering to herself in the backseat as we crisscrossed the American Heartland,
she didi2seem to mind blatanthbetraying her own odd setfilk. When she wag®clasping my little
kid@ hand, she was fingering the dusfjeenexshe always had crammed into hirmlesspocket or
trap-like purse, wadding it, then unfolding and-veadding it untilthat harassedpiece of paper tissue
disintegrated into a puff of powder. | wondered, all the while, who she was talking vaitid why.

| could and did overlook my paternal grandmoth& quirky habits, but had a much harder time
forgiving feeling interchangeable. Whemvas with her | felt like the center of her compact univarse
but likely so did the score of other kids | later found @hd@orrowe from their willing parents. | knew
that my siblings took turnsstayirQvith Gramma so wasr® surprised when, for one, cousiBarbara
reported going on the same grocery runs to Mabbs on Thor@tein Street with Charlotte, eating the
same cylindrical, orangsherbet popups, feeding dripping wash through the same clanking wringer in
the basementor éhelpingg mow the lawn sumunding the asbesteslad house What gave me pause
was when | found out that Jan Jacobsen, Grampa D@naldter Vor& youngest of three, alstkept
Charlotte company out on the farhfor stints at a time That Grammaalsodspent time with her half-
sister CleoJuhl Gullicksan/ f S BuSb&nd Don and theiyoung daughter, Janetfar afield from
Thomton, in Northwood took me abackas that did@fit her oft-repeatednarratived had no siblingé

14



(I. to r.) Delbert, Cle@ Charlotte Juhl, circa 18; Helen (Juhl) JohnspBertha(Hadsll) Juh) Cleo (Juhl)
GullicksonCharlotte (Juhl) Luickazel (Juhl) Tro@ Edna (Juhl) Hanspn $ NJi K'lbighalay,yApril1978

When | askedomt now herself a grandmotheof fivet about her motherin-law@ revolvingoster
of juvenile guests, Phyllis di@hesitatebefore rejoining

Oh, thewoman hated being alone. S@$top bybn the way from Mason or The Lake her wayback to
Thornton, then sit around &ip an empty tea cup till it wa#o late to drive homen the darKand
spend the nightAs ifshe didi2want to be alone, sh@ do anything to avoid speling nights on her own
there on that farm,in that empty house

Although no joinerGrammadid seem to beforever visiting one of her halflozen halfsiste's and
step-mother or égointa coffee€ with any number oféfriendst she@ then sit aroundafterwardsand
bad-mouth endlesslyin their absencefor their ¢chic shag rug or ésmart golf carg Or, if sh&d
exhausted her list oéxcuses tovisit us otherwise shed find some creeping malady that need#tk
trained medical attentionshe always avoidadand thus, happily, havenather topic to dissect for
hours withinitially empathetic,but sooncaptive listenergyeing theclock omearestdoor.

Likeeveryone else in the family,saa kid | was@ sure dwhat [was]the matter with Gramma but
assumed it had to do with me.was sure,however, that the repetitive nightmaresl hadtook place in
Grammd farmhouse. One involved a witch who waited for méhat crook of tlose stairs, beneath the
lone stairwell window thatin reality, always had a mountain of dead flies heaped between the storm
and the sash in an otherwise tidy hoasas if Charlotte could@bring herself to sweep away the dead.

The senarioof the seconchightmareunfolded always the same, always against a black background,
in front of whichappearedfirst a bright-blue square, then #loodred triangle, followed by a yellow
circle The formgook turnscomingfrom ¢off-stage€¢ Theymade low-level thudding orshrill, squeaking
noises as they slowlmoved acrossa void, then silently swallowed the form that preceded theumtil
the universefell dark again This unsettlingdream | haddozens of times; after eachawoke feeling
afraid, empy andforsaken
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American Progredsy Germarborn American painter Jalhn & W2 &abt£1872

That theserecurring nightmare arose out of my famil® unreflectivepursuit of the American Dream
made me wonder, as a teenageoming of ageluring the natio® two-hundredh birthday, where the
connection was: What had happened totugthat had we doneand thus becomgwhile wandering
around the New Worldor several centuries that gave methis constant albeit vague feeling that
something was amiss in my fatt@&housée

The extreme discomfort, fear andesolation| felt in my fathe®@ family@ home, in my paternal
grandfathef presence and during the two, eveapeating nightmaresthat haunted me for over a
dozen years led me to seek relief frame subsequentdeadly bleaknessin my search for plausible
sources of our familg troubles in the New World discaered that whatsteeredmy grand/parent2
behaviormostwas least obvious or conscious, the deepest hidded most sinisterTo locateprimal
causes Icould confront then exorcise,l had to shift through decades,generations of accumulated
emotional debrisThe results of my lifelong search for ragefrom all thatnow restin your hands.

16
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A fortnight after Charles and Diatefairy-tale royal weddingblue, white and red buntig still hung
like long, saggyace over Skipto® High Streetl had arrived in North Yorkshire at age 18 to attend
venerable Ermyste®@ Grammar, one of Engla@dlast haHdozen staterun boydschools. Tere, |
boarded with a welbff young widow Herveterinarian husband had dropped dead the previous year
while biking crosgountry through the DalesTwo of her threeteenage childrerlived at home. The
third, Matthewt setto study saddlemakingupon hisreturn to Britaint was to live in Pocahontas, lowa
for the year | occupied his space.

Skiptoa R S Glgh\StréeS ARigust 1981; Jenny, Clare and Matthew Guityame altered)n garden

Through theplate-glasswindow in Matthew® room | could see éndle Hill.l had given upmy
family@ generationsold spiritual home in Methodism a year earlighortly thereafterl found a new
one among Quakers. Ehisibldandmarksummit, some 30 kilometers away, was said to have been the
place where Quakesmhad its beginning. Problem was, without a caxploiing that emblematicsource
of several Quaker institutical names remained nigh impossible.

Until, that is, | learned of a North Country Quaker Youth Pilgrimage to take place in Lancashire that
fall of 1981 A group of youngdFriendgt as Quakers are formally calledrom England,Scotland,
Ireland, California, Pennsylvania and (now) lovaauld explore the rainy, windswept region where the
Society of Friends swiftly andsolutelyarose in the miel600s.We wae accompanied by the Quaker
childrer®-book author, teacherprofessional singeand peaceactivist, Elfrida Vipon{Brown)Foulds.

17
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to their refuge at dark Swarthmoor Hall. At the end of it all, we stoppeg atassive Pendle Hill, before
trekking on to Firbank Fell.

Everywhere we turnedye observedceans of darkness and oceand. ight!

Both Pendle Hill and Firbank Felfr above the emerald pastures and quiet moors of rural
Lancashire, impressed maeefyt as they had George FoXOne of Quakerdo@ earliestweighty
figures he had found inspiration while on top of Homounts at the end of WhitsurdiPentecost in the
U.S) in June 1652At Firbank Fellhe addressed a gathering of over a thousaseekers for three
hours. Today, bolted to the rocky crag where he stood is a dull, weathered plague. The uppermost line
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reads LET YOUR LIVES SPEAKcentral message of Fox to the people who already then called
themselvesoPublishers of Trutld. Thosesimple wods have guided me for more than thirty years, ever
since that visit to Firbank Fell.

s \ < vy 5. - > S g
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young Quakertaking breakswhile hikingto andat Firbank Fell in Cumbria, near the Lamiasborder

What is it that my life igsayinge Or yours? What do othershear that we may or not intend to
convey?Maya Angelou,tie AfricanAmerican writer, poet, actress and civights activistreminded us
that gpeople will forget what you said, people will forget what you did, but people will never forget how
you made tlem feelé

As | recordselectstories of the people who afforded migfe, |am mindful that whatever | relawill
only be aglimpsa subjective and colored more by how our family made me feel than by what they
might have said odone. In this way the lives of our ancestargpeal€ to usyears ordecadesafter they
havedied, whether or not they left behind many enduring tieg of their onetime, earthly existence.

As first a willful child, then a soegkarching young man, | navigatedy way through more than
enough time with my parents and gramdthers to fill endless chapters with colorful, compelling details
gathered from personal encounters. A central challenge in writing mimgdul accounts about my
grandathers and further back however, remains little of what | @n write comes frommy own
experience At the same time, witlihree exceptions my interpretation of whathavefound over thirty-
five years of researcimcludesno fictionalizing If | hadr® heard it, seen itsmelledit, read it, clipped it
out or held it, it didr® make it into this story(l have alteredfive person€namesin consideration of
their privacy.)

Still, while wanting to be true to factual events evers lexpo% the contradictory complexitiesfe in
each humanlife, I@n not always certain what of interest, relevance or use to staout distant family
members Here is a example:

As far as | can rememhdrmet my greaigrandfather George Michael Luick twicencewhen | was
about six at a Sundayafternoon Luickkamily gettogether in a musty rented hall otiny Thornton@
deserted Main StreetThesecond timewaswhen | waselevenyears old, during a sojourn ofcauple
days as my family wageturning from a trip to Yellowstoneand Grand Teton Nabnal Parks via
Cheyenn@ renowned annualrodeo. We had stopped in Grand Island, Nebraskéo visit 6Grampa
Georgé and his second wife, Olgaand exactly there liea gnawing question:

What to emphasize and therebyeternaliza when writing about peopld knew scarcely, if at &ll
What dol say about souls whbave ceased to existave foron afaded photo, in ascribbledentry in
some forgotten censy®n a tatteredplat mapor in a brittle obituary in some londefunct newspaper?
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GreatGrampa Georg€@eft), me,Dad, Dave and Deb, 1968; Olga, me, Dave, Grampa and Dad, 1974

The factthat Georgeabandonedmy greatgrandmother Lorenand therebyleft her destitutelate in
life, to die alone, a indigentcharge of the State of lowaggatively affected seeral peopl® lives. Was
that dnecessary or avoidable? Did hieaveher with a semblance oflignity, | wonder,or nothing like it?
And, what can be learned, in retrospect, from how those two beings came toggtierd0 years of.ife
they sharedwhy and how they grew apart and, ultimately, how Geougexpectedlyleft Lorena to a
solitary, sad anduncetain future? What can we learfor use in our own journey from the painful
shared patf?

Preamble to the Constitution of

NOTICE OF APPOINTMENT
NOTICE OF THE APPOINT-
MENT OF ADMINISTRATOR
STATE OF IOWA, Cerro Gordo
[ County ss: No. 9369
NOTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN,|
that - the undersigned has been
duly appointed and qualified as
administrator of the estate of]
Lorena Luick, Deceased, late
of Cerro Gordo County. All per-
sons indebted to said estate are

requested to make immediate
payment; and those having
claims against the same will
present them, duly authenticated,
to the undersigned for allow-
ance, and file in the office of
the Clerk of the District Court
Thomas C. Teas, Administrator
James R. Brown, Atlorney -

Dated January 26th, 1959

S. H. MacPeak,

Clerk District Court
By VaLera G. MacPeak, Deputy
January 30, February 6, 13. ko

Donald& sistersVoral, Velma& Jeanwith George& baby Ricky 1960

Allwho knewGeorgeliked him without qualification Even myhyper-critical father and higossipy
mother spoke only well of their grandfather and fatherlaw. And, in interviews some forty years later
with my mother, sister and brother my aunts Jeandelleand Sheranngor others, no one reported
anything but deep, heartfelt appreciation of the man. Each one | asked described hitkiad ,asweet,
loveable old marg He woull have beemearly 90 that summer of 1974vhen | last saw him othe
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scorching Nebraska Plains. It seems wdedilexceptionally good in Geor@epresencaegardless of
what he might have said alonein his lifer including a stinservingas an affable terrorist in the 1920s

AsThe Sound of MusgCaptainvon Trappand Maria knewgNothing comes from nothing nothing
ever could so the beatings from mfather (whichhe@ recycled from higather) could only haveome
from somewhere. fie lak of sexual boundariewhich hasplaguedmultiple generations of Luick men
played out in Geord® life, toa The question ifilow, with whom, when and with what consequences?
(The man did leave his wife of 40 years to run away to Missatlrihis neighbo®, after all.)

VR & ,-_
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If you askGeorg&® grand and greatgrandchildren, he was the sweetest thing since hanéewyt
what of substance dthe memories of brief encounters with a tired geriatric say about the totality of
one mar® 90 years ofife? If you ask my five nephews and nieces altbetr 6Grampa Luickthey@
likely also swoon about what a loving, loveable man he wksr my siblings and mapwever, the
indelible, unseen bruiseke left in useven years latemake it difficult at least for meto join their
devotedchorus.

Is this not a dilemma for all of us when looking at another pilg@rniography? (And, we@e all
pilgrims, stumbling our imperfect wayamg Lif& endless, infinitelpmazing patl) Especially when it is
someone close to us or who we have loyvédr or his lifeéspeaks to us of thingsin ways that person
may not have wished or intended’hey may bénconvenient tuths we may want to wish awdyt can
do so only at our own los3.0 acknowledge only theweetand loveable is to forfeit the wisdom that
invariably comes from being able to séfeen possiblyunderstand the causes and effecthat propelall
our lives Westruggleto fully own not only the effects of othefictions on ar lives, but the effecteur
actionshave on others.

As e gone through thisamedstruggl€ while crafting this recordevery Fridayl have sent per
installmentdThis Weel@ Words to two-dozenreaders in several countrie®rf constructivefeedback.
One of the more astute andustedr by the most improbablef coincidences fellow Quaker historian
and author also born in lowa in 196%ho lives in my erstwhile adopted hometown oBerlint
protested eachweek dMichael, you always write from sarmoral standpoint, from some clear, black
and-white expectation of how the people populating your stori#souldhave acted or even livedbut
rarely did. What is that unbending standard out of which you obvioogérate, but never spell ou¢?

[tQeasy.
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Donald with sisters Velma (left) and Voicica 1919

Take the nearest, youngest baby and pick it up into your arms. Listen to it gurgle, chaxle. twook
into its eyesand feel the soul of that babyHow blemished or burdened is iteally? Not very, right? |
know, as do youthat it is so,because there is hardly a baby ever born, anywhere, in any era, who
doesr arrive among us pure and free. Only after we land among thoseghioeen walkingaround
the planet for a while do we longing tobelong to those closest to wsallow ourselves tdbecome
troubled and fettered, too.

Massmurderingmothers and beastbludgeoningfathers like the ones in my familare not born;
they®@e bred Too often, upon digging deepemve find that theyalsowere brutalized orbeaten. As
bahies all of us appeared on thisagh pure and free We only later becamdainted and constrained
through repeatednegative responses or implicit retaodeling from others from other children but
especially the adults around us. Theircumbrancesindinhibitions became oursthey canremain ours
to carry for years, even decadesind it@ been my experience that only if we embrace them wan
everlay them down.

| cannot really spealof my siblings; | can only surmise how they internalized then later coped with
the emotionalburdensthat we three Luickl hrams kidsnherited from our frustrated farmer father and
our sweetbut-timid mother. Both my sister and brother turned todaorn-againé Christianity that was
foreign to our parent®home, while | turned to the opposite of fundamentalisnto the universalist
worldview of theempirical spirituality embodied by many afhe Quakerd met over time in numerous
countries of various ageand conditions
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Little Debbie, 19600 NB DNJ y i Ay 1959GrésFPRins thilleMdtOm Ddrtiihest

My sister once said that had she gone on to study rather than yrearxd become a mother within
months of leaving Clear Lake High, she lduave liked to have stueld psychology. | wish she had
Determined to erase some of the bad scripting we three receinetthe tense, emotionallgonfused
and-confusing environment at Ashlawn Farm, | consulted a small army of psychologists or even (only
twice, out of desperation) psychiatrists, career counselors and life coachdsrtiiers, shamans or
psychics, massage and reflexology therapists, prieatsbis mullahs, Buddhist monks and Catholic
nuns.Had Deb become a shrinkvoulde saved a ton @noney had | been able to seek comfort and
direction inhouse, for cheap!

As it was, | came to the conclusion that most psychologists ushedigmeone because, at least at
first, they neededone. Still, to my friendAlar@ feedback | sagthere®@ no moral judgment there,
sincet to briefly channel Albert Camuasowe all take turns being both victims and executionéfge
are hurt early on and, until we understand the sources and causes of that trespass, we let the emotional
pus of our unseen wounds oozeautoonto the lives of others. We each, then, have ttask, the
responsibility of (adjressing our own woundslt is a sort of damageontrol asked of us asve
temporarily occupy a space on a crowded, strained planet.
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Donald George Luick

b: 7 Feb 1912 in

Goodell, Hancock, lowa
m: 12 Aug 1934 in
Nashua, Chickasaw, lowa
d: 1 Jul 1966 in

Thornton, Cerro Gordo,
lowa

Charlotte Adelia Juhl
b: 10 Apr 1913 in
Burchinal, Cerro Gordo,
lowa

d: 9 Aug 1997 in Mason
City, Cerro Gordo, lowa

Luwarren "Bud" Luick
b: 13 Feb 1936 in
Rockwell, Cerro Gordo,
lowa

| m: 7 Mar 1954 in Mason

City, Cerro Gordo, lowa
d: 13 Dec 2006 in
Parker, La Paz, Arizona

Phyllis Ann Thrams
b: 22 Nov 1935 in
Mason City, Cerro
Gordo, lowa

bels Causes

Section 1:
Buds Phyllis(Thrams)Luick family

Elmer Alvin Thrams
b: 7 Mar 1896 in Dixie,
Mitchell, lowa

m: 29 Aug 1918 in Mt.

[~ | Vernon, Linn, lowa

d: 4 Jul 1967 in Mason
City, Cerro Gordo, lowa

Debra Lynn Luick
b: 10 Apr 1955 in Mason
City, Cerro Gordo, lowa

David Alan Luick
b: 9 Apr 1958 in Mason
City, Cerro Gordo, lowa

Michael Luick-Thrams
b: 18 Dec 1962 in
Mason City, Cerro
Gordo, lowa
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Florence "Erma"
Falcon

b: 30 Apr 1896 in
Central City, Linn, lowa
d: 16 Jul 1987 in Mason
City, Cerro Gordo, lowa

Male

Female




Luwarren Myrle “Bud” and Phyllis Ann (Thrams) Luick

born: 13 February 1936 22 November 1935

where: Rockwell, lowa/USA Mason City, lowa/USA

married: 7 March 1954 where: First Methodist Church, Mason City, lowa/USA
died: 13 December 2006

where: Lake Havasu, Arizona/USA

Looks truly can be deceivinghe below photo wastakenin 1968for Clear Lak@ Methodist church
directory. My siblingsDebraand David,| andour parents Bud and Phyllisnight have lookedhe part of
the Happy MidwesFarm Familyin daysof yore but lava swirledbelow the surface.All broke smiles
except mewhen the photographer cracked a joke, then flasttilee bulb while snappng his shutter. The
cheeryimagecaptured on film belied thehaos and stresawaiting us behind the fake backdrapand
that fit the tenor ofthe times if or not we knew it

d a Al SéDae, PiSMsiiDeb and Bud Luick; Clear likieed Methodist Churcldirectory, 1968

Under the teachings of Confucius, amti€hinese sages advised thatise men [presumablywise
women, too] understeand the times in which they live Apart frommaybesomehalf-dozen shipwrecked
soulsscatteredacrossSouth Pacific islandsdetected andnot yet rescued, no family, no person dis
fully separate and untouched by theurroundingstate of human affairsThough we_uicks lied in semi
seclwsion atisolated, well bufferedAshlawn Farm during the last gasps ofiatorianAmericaunwilling
to go gently, our lives were punctuatetdy socialtumult. To grow up in the United States during the
1960s and early%?0s was to tiptoe between anger amdhgst for me,in the barnyard as well as in the
wider world that begarjust pastthe front gate.Althoughmy familymight have wished to have been
spared the effects of events unfolding far beyowdir protective prairies and oumbilities to
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comprehend their meaningye couldravoid feeling the rumblings of theolitical and socialupheavals
then afoot in the world.

The 1960s began quietly enough. At 70 thieen-oldest US president, gandfatherly Dwight
Eisenhower § Kansas Mennonite boturned military man) surrendered the presidency to eager Jack
Kennedy at 43 then the youngest This,though, Eisenhower did not areadily. before the electiorhe
told friends & will do almost anything to avoid turning my chair and country ovefhim]. This
generational change, from cautious decorated generalctmfident junior senator, hinted at the
transitions of power, passions and ideas that would shape the rest of the de@éeldelt this tense,

protracted transfer even in rural lonendin our own homeThe struggle would beoften uglyandclaim
many victims innocent or not

[material deletedfrom this sample; jump to:]

chapter68: winds of war

A perso® (or family®) thoughts and actions aseenoutside his or herown four walls are only
extensions of those taking place every day, every hour inside those ®@alising fronthe Greek word
for ¢the cityé our burdened termdpoliticst refers to how one movethrough one® communty (these
days,myopicallyseen agthe stateg). It embodieshow we juggle the needss well asreuroses of others
with our own,andhow we shargesourcesandpotentialst or not.
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Whether inner demons orsocietalsaints weredirecting the two clans the ThramesQand LuickQ
political activism then, reflected publity what wasflowingt or churning insde them, privately.
SteadyhandedGrandma Thramdor one,volunteeredto stafflocal polling statiosand draft boarddor
years but neverwould have dreamedf parading her politics out on the streeteven as across the
drivewayhot-headedDadwasdoing just that.

The Presivent of
The Anited States of America

AWARDS THIS CERTIFICATE TO

RS, ELMER A, THRAMS

in recognition of sefvices rendered to the Nation and to

your State on Registration Day, October 16, 1940

Awarded this 150 dayof - - WRd ~ 1941
For the President,
—
) —
A Director of Selective Service.
*x % * * * * * * * * * * n
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At the same time as #hwholesome, contentmentulled churchdirectory photo of thed_uwarren
Luick familg was going to print in somérightly-lit backroom, Dadand a handful of likeminded
neighborswere going to bat inadarkshed developingadaringandvisibleprotest. Active in thenascent
National Farmers Organizatidthe NFO)the men cobbled together a™ of July[U.S Independence
Day]float. Ironically, theibold-yet-mute dissentfeatured a sawedoff plywood pyramid perched atop a
trailer chassis a stump resemblindhe structure on the back of the .9 dollar bill, long claimed by
some to hint at asecret llluminati-esquecelite that creally runs Americ& After whitewashing it with
thinned house paint, they hunaglfalfagreenand-white NFO signs andtenciledinciting slogansin big,
shinyblack letterson three sides, then trimmedheir spectaclewith eyecommandingbunting and
crepepaperstreamers.
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The apparenimotive behind Dad? and his cohoQunorthodox demonstration was to support the
150,000 or so NFO memb@€lkit-or-miss attempts to collectively bargain for higher, more stable
commodity prices. Th&lFG® most resultyieldingact had beenthe Holding Action of 1967, whehat
March member dairy producerswithheld milk from the market fofifteen days until a Federal judge
issued a temporary restrainingraer. Ultimately the Janson administration negotiated a settlement
agreeable to the NFO leadershiBy then however,the organizatio® rank and filehad acquiredthe
tainted label oféradicak and thus becee anathema to rural Americans made uneasy by urban unrest
and jarring daily headlines from distantjunglewar. It was more thartheir intrinsically conservative
naturescouldbear.

Blue Earth, Minnesotdamily dumping milk, while women do the same inrklmer County, New York

ParadoxicallyDad and Mom had given wgur smalldairy herd a decade earliegs hadalmostall of
our neighborsFurthemore, both the float@ creation andits provocativeshowingseemed to take place
without a longrangestrategy.The parade goerfined up alongClear Lak@ mile-long Main Stree were
waitingto seeeversmilingbeauty queens and hear marching bands, to scramble for hard candy tossed
in waves or to stand with covered hearts as survivingevats dating baclas far ago World War |
solemnly filed by Theydidn@come tobe feddown-on-the-farm political fare.
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leOprgsident Oren Lee Ste}nley answering questions atpuilkking protest irCorning, lowawith signs
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Despitetheir mostly unreceptiveand nonresponsiveaudience Dad and associates felt ready to risk
fingerwaggingheadshaking disapproval iarder to shovea figurativefist in the face ofa system they
saw asstacked against themAfter they and their clunkyfloat had their day, however, theguietly

backed that lumbering huliato the dark, lightlessleanto attached to our ancient corncriband forgot
it there.

NFO demonstration at White House witignad CF NY¥ SNE IS0 mp oO$oyirs 2 § ST 2INR K2 NJ ¢

BEven as aluelesskid | sensedan air of impropriety abut the whole affair It was if my defiant dad
and his accomplicesvere engaged in somethingandestine,about which weyoungstersshouldnever
speak.Later, when | was a teenagedoing novice family-history researchfor the bicentennial then
againwhen | was a history student a lowa Statewriting a biopsyof the 1980sfarm crisis as seen
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