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FORWARD

I have written this abbreviated version of my life story in a question and answer format.  This style was used because years ago my stepson Mike gave me a book that was formatted using questions.  I felt that this style would assist me in giving the most complete overview of my life in a few, short pages.  I have utilized most of the questions from the book, removed a few and added several more of my own.  I’m sure that I couldn’t have thought of all the questions asked, nor could I have covered all of the material by just trying to write down what I remembered.  In many cases, the questions helped greatly to jog my ever-failing memory.

I have made no attempt to write this history in any chronological order.  There are no chapters and the questions are not grouped by subject matter.  This was done because when I tried to write in this manner, I found that my writing tended to run-on, containing too much detail and trivia; things that were not unique to me and would have been very boring for the reader.  Also, by shotgunning questions and their associated answers throughout the book, I have tended to break up some necessarily “dry” descriptions of various periods in my life.  An attempt has been made to keep redundancies to a minimum, but I’m sure that I have missed several.  It was impossible for me to include all of the situations experienced with my family and my extended families in this book; but I have attempted to cover a few of the more important and interesting highlights.  While everything contained in this book is true and factual (from my perspective), there may be one or two statements that you feel are just a little “off.”  Please put this down to an ever weakening mind, or possibly a bit of poetic license on the part of your ‘ol dad.
Sometimes you will notice that my answer to the question posed will not exactly relate to the question.  Several times, I found myself going off on a rabbit trail and telling of experiences, activities or people that had nothing to do with the question.  I apologize for this, but since it was my intention to present an overview of my life in these few pages; I made the decision to leave these “meanderings of the mind” in the book.

I have included a good deal of information regarding my Christian faith and walk in this book.  This was done because my becoming a Christian 33 years ago was the most profound life-change that I ever experienced.  Being a Christian is not just what I am, it is who I am … a man who has surrendered his life to Christ and His way.  I could not have written this book in any other way, except to include this most important aspect of my life.  I hope that each of you will continually seek the truth in regard to where you stand in light of eternity.  I absolutely believe that there is a life beyond our short time here on this earth.  I pray that each of you experience the way to that life, through Jesus Christ. 
Because I have one child of my own, Christina Akin-Otiko, and three step-children (Michael Payne, Carla Sebesta and Richard Kilian), I will refer to my first wife (Mike and Christy’s Mom) as Diane throughout this book.  By doing this, I may alleviate some confusion for everyone.  I also use the nickname, BooBoo to refer to Carol’s mother at times.  I have used only the terms “my children” and “my grandchildren” in this book.   The prefix “step-“ was not used; with the exception of the information contained in this forward and the section titled “Personal Portrait” (to allow for accurate understanding by future generations).  This was done because I raised Mike as my own son and I have always considered all of my wife Carol’s and my children as our children … and all of our children’s children as our grandchildren.  Twenty years ago I could not have imagined that, at this point in my life, I would have nine wonderful grandchildren … with two more on the way!
Though not a formal or typical family tree, I have placed some interesting information regarding my ancestry and my children and grandchildren as a “Personal Portrait” in the first part of this book.  It is my intention, at some point during the next few years, to research and produce an actual Morton and Bean (My mother’s maiden name) family tree with all of the information that I am able to gather.  I have collected some of the rough information, but still have much to locate.

As you will note when reading this book, there are situations and history recorded that might not be suitable for your younger children to read.  Some things that I have described about my past are actions and situations of which I am not very proud.  They probably would not be understood in the context of my entire life by those of your children who are less mature.  I suppose you could always read particular portions of this book to the younger children, at your discretion, leaving out some sections for later in life.  This being said, I’ll leave how you handle it entirely up to each of you.  
Writing this short collage of my life has been a labor of love for all of you.  It started out to be just some jottings and reflections of my life’s highlights, but turned out to consume a large portion of my life over the past several months.  Not being the greatest writer in the world, I estimate that I have poured over 200 hours of effort into this book.  It is my hope that you, and later our grandchildren, will enjoy reading it.
As with any book’s forward, I would like to acknowledge someone who, without her infinite patience, encouragement and many offers of suggestions; I would have never completed this book.  Of course, this wonderful woman is my lovely wife Carol.

I hope that this book will help you and all future generations get to know me just a little better and that it will serve as a good, factual source of information about me.  Some day, you will also inherit all of my digital photos that are saved on my computer hard drive (currently over 10,000, taken between July 2000 and December 2007).  These photos will provide somewhat of a pictorial history during the latter period of my life.  I only wish that my own father and mother’s generation had access to digital cameras because this is such a wonderful, inexpensive and easy way to pass on pictorial histories.
Each of you has been and continues to be a huge part of my life.  You have all rewarded Carol and me with an outstanding bunch of beautiful grandchildren … and the way things are going, it appears that you will continue to add to their number in the future!  I look forward to some special times we will have as they grow through childhood and into young adults.   God has blessed Carol and me greatly through you, our children.  I look forward to many more years of a wonderful relationship with all of you.  You have each made me very proud.
All of My Love,

Dad 
(“Pa” to you Grandkids)
December 25, 2007

1 Towers Park Lane #1608

San Antonio, TX 78209-6437

This book is dedicated to all of my Children: 
Mike, Christy, Carla and Richard

Without you and the joy that you have brought to my life,

the contents of this book would be irrelevant.

PERSONAL PORTRAIT
My Name & Birth Information:
Name:


Charles Edward Morton, Jr.
Birth Date:

January 11, 1945

Place of Birth:

Pasadena, California

My Marriages:

Barbara Diane (Payne) Houston:
Born: June 4, 1948

Stillwater, OK

    
Married: December 27, 1971


Divorced: July 6, 1992

Nancy Carol Cornelius:
Born:
September 4, 1945
 
Birmingham, AL 

      Married: March 12, 1993

Married Name: Carol Cornelius Morton
My Children and Grandchildren:
My Children:

Christian Dawn Morton:  Born: Feb. 19, 1973
    


   Salt Lake City, UT

Note:
Christy’s original birth certificate had her name as “Christian Dawn
 Morton”, in error.  We had it reissued with the correct name –
 “Christina”.
Married Name: Christian Dawn Akin-Otiko
    
Christy's Spouse:  James O. Akin-Otiko:  

Born:  8/28/68


My Grandchildren:  Jeremy Keith Morton



(Jeremy’s name legally changed from Gains to Morton in 2007)



Born:  September 12, 1994




Joshua Michael Morton



Born:  May 17, 1996

 
   Step-Grandchildren:  Alexis Nichole Akin-Otiko 




     Born:  August 24, 1993

                                
     Jordan Austin Akin-Otiko


     Born:  October 7, 1996



     Chloe Ann Akin-Otiko



     Born:  November 14, 1997

My ex-Stepchild: Michael John Payne:
Born:  4/22/69 



Stillwater, OK


Married: July 18, 1992
Note:  My ex-wife Diane’s son by previous marriage to John Payne.
   
Mike's Spouse:  Daria Payne:  Born:  8/28/68
 
   Step-Grandchildren:  Kellon Payne (adopted): 



     Born:  March 23, 1998




     Colorado Springs, CO.

                                
     Lynae Payne (adopted):  


     Born:  May 18, 1999



     Colorado Springs, CO.

My Step-children (By my current wife Carol’s previous marriages):
 
Eric Walter Blomstran: 
Born:  1/11/72

(Killed in an automobile wreck)
Died:  3/10/2002


Carla Ann (Blomstran) Sebesta: Born: 10/1/69

    



Step-Grandchildren: 




Roman Todd Sebesta

   


Born-8/19/97 Lake Jackson, TX




Zachary Warren Sebesta


  


 Born - 2/4/00 Lake Jackson, TX


Richard Bruce Kilian: Born:  6/29/79






Lake Jackson, TX






Married: Oct. 20, 2007



      Richard’s Spouse Carrie Heimbecker Born: January 5, 1983
My Father:
Charles Edward Morton
Born:  December 3, 1912 – Maryville, Tennessee

Died:
March 29, 1989 – Altadena, CA: Buried at 
Rose Hills Cemetery in Whittier, California

My Mother:
Zelda Gladys (Bean) Morton
Born:
September 13, 1913 – Luray, Kansas

Died:
Sept. 25, 2005 - Altadena, CA: Buried at
Rose Hills Cemetery in Whittier, California
My Sister:
Betty Ann (Morton) Clark

Born:
March 11, 1948

Married to Randy Clark
Children:  (By previous marriage to Doug R. Moore)

Shannon Moore
Stephanie (Moore) Miller
My Paternal Grandparents:

George Caldwell Morton
Born:
February 3, 1872

Died:
November 8, 1950

Ella Letitia (Weisgerber) Morton

Born:
April 17, 1878

Died:
September 19, 1923

My Maternal Grandparents:

William Henry Bean

Born:
July 10, 1877

Died:
May 20, 1966

Jessie May (McKanna) Bean

Born:
February 3, 1877

Died:
December 29, 1943

My Paternal Great Grandparents:

John N. Morton

Born:
October 25, 1842

Died:
January 8, 1903

Susannah (Caldwell) Morton

Born:
February 7, 1848

Died:
October 23, 1927
Charles Edward Weisgerber
Elizabeth (Spitzer) Weisgerber

My Maternal Great Grandparents:
Jacob Eagle Bean

Born:
April 19, 1852

Died:
May 11, 1928

Hannah Mariah (Schappel) Bean

Born:
December 24, 1854


Died:
April 21, 1919

William McKanna

Born:
October 25, 1846

Died:
September 26, 1926

Sarilda Jane (Kibler) McKanna

Born:
February 7, 1855

Died:
September 28, 1940

My Maternal Great, Great Grandparents:
John Weisgerber-from Lettwiler, Rhineland, Germany

Anne Elizabeth (Christian) Weisgerber – from Royal


Christian family of Denmark

My Paternal Great, Great Grandparents:

George Caldwell – Died: 1866

Mary Thompson (Sharp) Caldwell –

Born: 1823, Died: 1894

James Morton – Born: 1800, Died: 1859

Rebecca (Prwatt?) Morton – Born: 1811, Died: 1883

What is My Favorite –

Sport:


Fishing
Book:


The Bible

Leisure Activity:
Bridge

Dessert:

Rocky Road Ice Cream

Author:

John Grisham

Bible Verse:

Gal. 2:20 (My Life Verse)
Hymn:


Jesus, Lover of My Soul




(Melody by Joseph Parry,

words by Charles Wesley)

Vacation Spot:

Twin Lakes, High Sierras, CA
Type of Food:

Mexican

Sports Teams:

San Antonio Spurs (Basketball),

Green Bay Packers (Football)
and now …The Rest of the Story

What did you enjoy doing as a child?  Did you prefer doing it alone or with someone else?
As a pre-teen, I most liked taking hikes in the hills north of our house, collecting snakes and bugs, and exploring canyons and caves.  Usually I would do this with a friend, but sometimes with my dad and my sister Betty.  Participating in out door activities was something that I enjoyed during my early teens.  Spending time in the sand and sun was an outing that I especially looked forward to each year during our family vacations at San Clemente Beach.  
In 1950 and 1957 we took long trips to visit Mom’s and Dad’s relatives in Kansas and Tennessee.  During our 1950 trip, we were going across the desert one night (my father liked to drive at night because it was summer time and the desert temperature was scorching hot during the day).  I was supposed to be asleep in the back seat.  Since the windows were down because of the heat, I proceeded to take off all of my clothes and throw them out the window (I was five years old).  My folks didn’t discover I had done that until we stopped for gas many miles down the road.  I sure am glad that my kids didn’t take after their ol’ Dad in that regard.
An incident that took place at my Grandpa Bean’s farm in Kansas during our 1957 trip happened on the 4th of July.  My father had given me some fire crackers and I had lit a few and thrown them down the water well.  As you might imagine, I received a rather large butt-chewing over that one since the well supplied the drinking water for the house.  Just a few hours after that, my dad caught me trying to light a fire cracker on the propane tank in back of the house.  I was busted big-time for that one (though at that age, I didn’t even know what a propane tank was)!  Needless to say, I didn’t get to handle any more fireworks for a few years.
In 1958, we went to San Clemente for a week and then went up into the High Sierras and tent camped in a place called “The Devil’s Post Pile.”  It was a campground near a unique formation of rocks a few miles past the Mammoth Mountain ski resort.  My mom didn’t like camping there because of the pumas rock-dust that was thick on the ground.  It would get into everything … and of course; Mom was the one who had to clean it up.  
In 1959, we began taking our summer vacations by camping almost exclusively at Twin Lakes outside of Bridgeport, CA, in the High Sierras.  Backpacking in the High Sierras with my dad, a friend of his (Arnold Hoehner) and Arn’s daughter Chris was a favorite pastime.  Dad, Arn and I even spent a week hiking the John Muir Trail and fishing many of the lakes and streams along the way.  We didn’t take much food with us, but basically lived off the fish we caught along with some pre-packaged freeze-dried items.  We would set up our tents and camp next to a lake or stream each evening.  Because we were at such a high altitude, it appeared that a million stars were shining like diamonds in the sky each night … what a wonderful experience!
I enjoyed camping, fishing, back packing, and hiking throughout my childhood.  Those were some very special times with my parents and sister.  Later in life, I also vacationed with my own family at Twin Lakes and have camped there with my family several times over the past 35 or 40 years.  It’s one of my favorite places on earth.  
One of our more recent trips to Twin Lakes turned out to be quite exciting.  In the summer of 1995, Carol, Richard and I flew to Reno where my Aunt Marie picked us up and we drove from the airport to Twin Lakes.  Carol and I had checked nine pieces of luggage with the airlines (two suitcases, a tent, duffle bags, sleeping bags, etc.).  We piled all of the luggage and camping equipment into the trunk and back seat of Aunt Marie’s car.  I drove and Richard sat in the back seat with all of the luggage and camping equipment.  Marie sat “shotgun” and Carol had to sit on the center hump.  By the time we arrived at camp (about 100 miles from Reno), Carol could hardly walk after sitting on that “hump” for a couple of hours.  
Camping with us were Betty, her husband Randy, my mother, my niece Stephanie; my nephew Shannon (Betty’s son) and his wife Asa with her new three-month old baby Cecilia.  Betty and Randy had a small popup tent-camper and Stephanie slept there.  Carol and I tent-camped and Richard had his own tent. Shannon, Asa and Cecilia also tent-camped.  Marie and Mom rented one of the small cabins available in the camp.  Several evenings during the week, we would all sit around the campfire and Stephanie would lead us in singing Broadway musical songs … and others.  I think that we all laughed as much as we sang.

There were a lot of bears in the camp that year.  One could see a bear almost any time, night or day.  One very dark night in the wee hours of the morning, we had a rather exciting experience.  Carol went to take a bath in the lake by moonlight one night (actually, she used the camp shower) and was trapped in the shower because a bear came between her and our camp (I think the bear was probably just trying to sneak a peek at her in the shower.  Those bears can be rascals).  She had to stay in the shower until the beast wondered off because she was not about to try and sprint around it, back to the camp.  In her excitement, she most likely would have dropped her towel and had to “streak” through the campgrounds naked!  Now that would have been thrill for the bear! 
Another night, we were asleep in our tent and heard Richard yelling, “Chuck – Chuck, there’s a bear in my tent!”  I jumped out of our tent and immediately realized that I didn’t have a stitch of clothing on.  How does one confront a bear while standing there naked (I guess I should have checked with Carol first?).  I jumped back in our tent, put on my shorts, retrieved a flashlight and went back out to help Richard.  The bear had torn a hole in his tent with its claw, stuck its head into the tent and had Richard backed into the far corner.  Fortunately for Richard, what with his yelling and my running naked around the camp (a pretty horrible sight!), the bear departed Richard’s tent.  Unfortunately, it went over to Shannon and Asa’s campsite and began sniffing around their tent.  Of course, Asa was terrified because she had Cecilia in the tent with them.  Everyone was making so much noise by that time that the bear decided to amble over to someone else’s camp site.  We patched up Richard’s tent and the next night, circled our tents around Randy & Betty’s tent trailer, putting out cups of ammonia around each tent.  Bears don’t like the smell of the ammonia and it tends to keep them away (which it did for the rest of the camping trip).  I also slept with my jammies on … just in case.  That incident sure gave everyone a great story to tell in future years.

We were also treated to a landslide during that trip.  It went through Mono Village campground, wiping out several camp sites (fortunately, no tents).  No one was hurt but it caused a mess.  It seems that much snow had been blocked at the top of a mountain above the campground and as the snow melted, the water collected behind a bunch of brush and rocks.  On the night of the slide, the rock/brush dam finally gave way and all of the water, rocks and mud came roaring down the mountain and through the campground.  It was much noisier than I would have anticipated a landslide to be; so loud it woke us all up in the middle of the night.

I told everyone camping with us that week that I had been coming to Twin Lakes and Mono Village campground for many years without experiencing this type of excitement.  Therefore, I made special arrangements for these “events” so that they could return home with some very special memories.

We continue to take our children and grandchildren to Twin Lakes … our last trip was in July 2007.  Carla, Roman and Zachary came up for a week and Betty and Randy also dropped in for three days.  On this trip, “Grammy” (Carol) managed to hook Roman in the chin with a fishing lure.  Lucky for him the hook went all the way through the skin with the barb sticking out.  All that I had to do was cut the barb off and slide the rest of the hook out.  After Grammy hooked him, Roman didn’t want me to remove the lure until he returned to camp.  He wanted to show as many campers as possible how his Grammy had hooked him.  As usual, our time at Twin Lakes was wonderful and a great time was had by all.  Oh yes … the bears were still there.
During my early years, I was also in the Cub Scouts, Boy Scouts and Explorers for a total of eleven years.  I attained the rank of Life Scout, lacking only my Life Saving merit badge for Eagle Scout ranking (I just couldn’t swim well enough).  I ultimately became a Junior Assistant Scout Master.  Scouting helped me to form the characteristics of good citizenship, honor and loyalty that have served me well in my life.  My scouting experiences have also instilled in me an ongoing appreciation and enjoyment of God’s wonderful creation; be it in the mountains, on the ocean or in the desert.

Who gave you your name and why?  Did you have a nickname?  How did you get it?

My parents chose my name to be the same as my father’s name (Charles Edward Morton), so of course I was a “Junior.”  I might have been named Edward Charles instead of Charles Edward, had a mistake on my father’s birth certificate been corrected.  Dad was christened Edward Charles Morton, but upon issuance of his birth certificate at Maryville, Tennessee (Blount County), the name was recorded as Charles Edward Morton.  It was never corrected.  If my father’s birth certificate had been corrected, I would have been named Edward Charles Morton, Jr. … Ed instead of Chuck.
The doctor who delivered me (Dr. Howard Coke) was a friend of my mother’s and she had worked for him as a nurse for several years.  Dr. Coke suggested that my given name be “Butch.”  Mom told him, “absolutely not!” Thankfully, she stuck to her guns.  But, would you believe it!  The name Butch actually stuck as my nickname with my family and all of my relatives throughout my entire young life.  I despised that name while growing up, but I couldn’t seem to shake it.  When I tuned sixteen, I finally put my foot down and quit answering to the name Butch.  I would only acknowledge my parents or my relatives when they would address me as “Chuck.”  That worked pretty well.  The only relatives who insisted on continuing to call me Butch were my Aunt Marie and my Aunt Cleta.  I finally accepted only those two people addressing me as Butch.  Everyone called me Chuck for the remainder of my adult life.
Also, when I was a junior Ensign attached to the Diesel submarine USS Darter (SS-576) and we were on a long special operation (SpecOp), my skipper began calling me “Mush.”  I didn’t particularly care for that name until I found out that the nickname was one held by a famous WWII submarine officer, “Mush” Morton.

Describe your childhood home.  What was your favorite room or thing about that house?
My first childhood home was on North Fair Oaks Avenue in Altadena, California (just north of the Pasadena/Altadena boarder).  It was a small, two bedroom one bath house with a big front porch and an enclosed back porch.  It had a big back yard in which my dad planted several fruit trees and put in a large garden each year.  It also had a dirt path in the grass around the perimeter of the back yard where our dog, Tippy, ran around the entire yard in circles every time there was some activity or noise in the neighborhood.  My dad had built Betty and me a very nice play house in the back yard under a very large persimmon tree.  There were several other large trees on the property which, as a young boy, I managed to fall from several times.  
While living in this house, I whacked my head regularly and suffered several concussions.  One bad head injury was caused by riding what was then known as a “flexi-racer.”  It looked like a snow-sled with wheels and a bar on the front for steering and braking.  It was my first time riding the flexi-racer and I didn’t understand how to stop it.  I was coasting fast down a hill and ran headlong into a rock, hitting my head and fracturing my skull.  About a month after fracturing my skull and about the time my eyes had just cleared up from being totally black-and-blue, I was playing with a little boy next door.  We were playing across our fence and he just reached over and hit me on the top of the head with a hammer.  My eyes immediately went black again and my folks thought for sure that he had re-fractured my skull.  Fortunately, it turned out to be “only” another concussion.  I also suffered a concussion by diving into a swimming pool without using my arms, hitting my head on the bottom of the pool.  I had worn my mom’s bathing cap and figured that I didn’t need to use my hands to break the water, since I had her cap on my head.  Of course, without my hands and arms to guide me, I rocketed straight to the bottom.  My mom was almost certain that I had a concussion because when I climbed out of the pool, I started throwing up.  I’m sure that there were a couple of other times that I whacked my head and suffered concussions (I was a very active … or very klutzy kid!).  My mom said that if they ever x-rayed my head, it would look like a cracked egg.
My parents had our second home built on a nice piece of property in the foothills of Altadena (1404 E. Loma Alta Drive).  We moved there in 1953.  It was a split-level house with three bedrooms upstairs and my bedroom downstairs.  Because it was near the mountains, we always had coyotes on our property.  The only problem with this was that the coyotes would gather by my bedroom door and yip and howl in the middle of the night.  My grandfather on my mother’s side (William Bean) lived with us for fourteen years and used one of the bedrooms until he died.  My dad, with my help of course, had converted the basement into my bedroom.  We also put in a half-bath plus a laundry room for Mom in the basement.  The picture window in the living room has a fabulous view of Pasadena and beyond … all the way to the Pacific Ocean.  One can see Catalina Island on a clear day.  In the early years, we could also see the city of Los Angeles, until the trees grew tall enough to block the view of that city’s downtown area.  Dad always threatened to take a gun and shoot out the top of the palm trees blocking the view.  Dad built a patio and landscaped the entire property himself.  I helped him to install a sprinkler system (as best a 10-year old can do).  
My favorite room in the house was my bedroom.  It was a large room with a gun case (containing Dad’s souvenir guns and knives from WWII) and a large book case built into the wall.  It also had an exit to the back yard so that I could come and go from my bedroom without going through the house (handy at times!).  Betty and Randy now own this house and are currently living there.
Were you baptized or dedicated as an infant?  If so, where and by whom?
To my knowledge, I was not baptized or dedicated as an infant.  I do remember being baptized (sprinkled) as a young child at Lincoln Avenue Presbyterian Church in Pasadena, CA … probably about five or six years old … but I didn’t know what baptism truly meant at that time.  Because I didn’t accept Jesus Christ as my Savior, Lord and Master until I was an adult in January 1974, I didn’t receive baptism until later in life (1987 – at South Park Baptist Church, Alvin, TX).  Baptism was then very special to me because I understood the true meaning and symbolism of my actions.
Another special time relating to baptism was when I performed the baptism of my own daughter Christy at age five (1978) when we lived in Poway, CA.  I baptized her in a friend’s swimming pool with Diane, several people from our church (Calvary Covenant Church, Poway, CA) and our pastor, John Thill, attending.
Did you attend church as a young boy?  What are your earliest memories of church?

My parents took me to Sunday school from as early as I can remember at Lincoln Avenue Presbyterian church in Pasadena, California.  This was a very conservative Presbyterian Church.  What I remember most about it was that you seemed to be accepted by God based on what you “didn’t do.”  When I turned sixteen, my parents gave me the choice of attending church and/or Sunday school.  I chose to do neither.  I may have attended church a dozen times after that until I became a Christian.
My most enjoyable memories of my early church years were going on the winter “snow camp” retreats with the youth group and some of the other youth group outings.  I don’t remember having any spiritual growth to speak of during my early church years but looking back on that time, I know that God was even then preparing my heart for the time when I would acknowledge Him as Lord.

Where did your father go to work every day and what did he do?  Did his work interest you?

My father worked at O’Keefe and Merritt Company (later Tapan-O'keefe & Merritt, Inc.) as a ceramic engineer from just after WWII until he retired in 1977.  My interest in Dad’s work was minimal until gaining employment there myself, after graduating from high school and flunking out of junior college in 1963.   My interests were in cars at that time and the majority of my money went into building my drag-race car.  The car was a 1954 Pontiac that I turned into a street-racer and drag-strip race car.  The 500 c.i. engine was blue-printed and balanced and the drive line completed with a B&M Hydro automatic racing transmission. It had three two-barrel carburetors for carburetion and “cheater” slicks for rear tires.  I purchased some Horsepower Engineering exhaust headers and Dad took them down to his plant and porcelain enameled them red.  Those headers never failed to get comments and complements from my friends and fellow drag racers.  They all wanted to know where they could get some just like mine … and of course, they couldn’t do so.  I could never win a drag race at the track with that car because the sponsored cars would have so much more money to use fiberglass bodies and build their cars and engines, making them faster.  There wasn’t much that could beat me on the street, including Corvettes.
It was interesting that after Dad retired from Tappan-O’Keefe & Merritt Co., he went to work for a friend of his, and our neighbor, Arnold Hoehner at a company Arn owned called Tilt-a-Door Garage Door Company.  He worked installing garage doors and remodeling garages.  Dad worked there until the year prior to his death at age 76 (1989).  This company is also where I worked part-time with Arn during the summers of my last two years of high school.  I learned much from Arn about doing a job right and the philosophy of giving the customer more than they paid for … which always pays off in the long run.
Did your mother have a job or did she work at home?
Mom was a registered nurse and worked as an OB-nurse in the delivery room of Saint Luke’s Hospital in Pasadena, California, from the time I was about 13-years old until she retired in 1970.  She was committed to staying at home with Betty and me until we were near our teenage years.  Mom did a wonderful job of maintaining a household, a family and her job, even when she worked the 11 p.m. – 7 a.m. shift at the hospital and Dad worked days.  
I remember that occasionally, while we were eating at the dinner table, she would tell interesting stories about what had happened in the delivery room.  Dad just couldn’t handle hearing about those medical situations over the meal as he had a “weak stomach.”  Of course, I would always encourage Mom to finish her very interesting stories.  Dad would always veto that and Mom would have to stop.
I have been told about a time before I was born when Mom was working in a hospital on Fair Oaks Avenue in Pasadena (This was the hospital where I was born).  She worked nights and Dad worked long days.  They would pass each other coming and going in the mornings and only have a few hours together each evening.  This was back in the early 1940’s, prior to Dad joining the Army and leaving to fight in WWII.  I don’t know very much about Mom and Dad’s early years because they seldom spoke about that period in their lives.
What was your favorite sport or outdoor activity?  Why was this your favorite?

My interest in sports was limited as a youngster.  Occasionally I would participate in a sand-lot football game, but that was about it.  While I was in junior high school, just a week prior to football try-outs for the John Muir High School Junior Varsity (JV) football team, I was playing touch foot ball on an asphalt playground.  Another boy cross-body blocked me and knocked me onto my left shoulder and arm.  I sustained an injury to my arm and shoulder that kept me from trying out for high school football.  I never played school football after that incident.  When I began high school, I became interested in tennis and played for two years (l1th & 12th grade), but never became good enough to play in inter-school competition.  I continued playing tennis and racquet ball on and off for many years after I joined the Navy.
I began snow skiing when I was a junior and senior in high school.  I took that sport up again after I started college at the University of Utah.  I skied regularly through the winter of 1969 and 1970 until I broke my leg in eleven places while skiing in the last ski class of the season and the last run of the day in March 1970.  I nearly died from that accident, suffering from a pulmonary embolism and cardiac arrest.  I was in a coma for 2 1/2 days.
Shortly after Carol and I were married, I took her out to southern California for ten days to see the sights and to spend a few days at Mom’s house.  While there, I showed Carol some home movies that my dad and I had made over the years.  One of those home movies I had made after some friends of mine and I went skiing at June Mountain, California.  Carol was very impressed with my skiing ability, since the film showed me skiing deep powder, taking big jumps and basically attacking the very steepest of hills.  Being the honest person that I am, I had to confess to her later that I had spliced some professional ski movies into my home movies; that the person ripping down the hill was not me, but a professional skier.  She said that she would have never known if I had not told her.
As a senior in high school, I learned how to SCUBA dive and obtained my SCUBA diving certification from the Los Angeles Fire Department.  They were about the only certifying organization for SCUBA diving at that time.  I went on to dive throughout my adult years, eventually attaining my Open Ocean Advanced SCUBA certification.  I enjoyed SCUBA diving and dove occasionally each year until I joined the Navy.  One of the neatest dives that I did was when our Navy Submersible was deployed to Wake Island to dive on an EC-130Q aircraft that went down off the end of the runway in 2,800 feet of water.  The diving around Wake Island was awesome!  I even came across an old WWII Japanese fighter aircraft in about 50-feet of water.
Carol and I went on a dive trip to Cozumel, Mexico a couple of years after we were married.  We had been diving in Cozumel before but on this trip, we went with a couple of master divers and their friends.  On our first dive, Carol didn’t get her weight belt adjusted with the proper amount of weight and had a difficult time.  She was positively buoyant and kept rising to the surface.  On the second dive of the day, the dive master added about six pounds of weight to her belt.  Little did she know that the valve to her Buoyancy Compensator (BC) had been left open during the previous dive and her BC had partially filled with water.  When Carol jumped into the water she sank rapidly, bumping her butt on the bottom at about 60 feet.  This was because she had the extra weight on her belt plus water in her BC.  It was fortunate that we were not in about 1,000 feet of water because she probably would have been well below the 130 foot limit before she remembered to drop her weight belt and come to the surface.

One day, after a morning of diving, we all decided to rent jeeps and drive around the island.  When we reached the half-way point on the other side of the island, the other divers had me go through a little initiation.  They stuck a test-tube full of Peppermint Schnapps in the sand and I had to stand on my head, grab it with my lips and drink it!  I have never forgiven Carol for not taking a picture of me in that position.  I have not stood on my head since that day.  

One of our dive days was pretty rigorous as we did three dives during the day and later a night dive.  Everyone went over the side of the dive boat and entered the water carrying a chemical light strapped to their BC’s.  Carol and I were swimming at the end of the group with Carol following me.  At one point, I looked back to see how Carol was doing and she wasn’t there!  Our dive master swam off to find her.  Carol had gotten confused when we swam near another group of divers and had followed their lights, joining the end of their group.  When she realized that she was not following me, she surfaced and looked around.  She could see the shore about a mile off so she figured that if all else failed, she could swim to the shore and walk back to our hotel.  She dove back down and luckily, bumped into our dive master.  They rejoined our group and I put her in front of me to ensure she didn’t wonder off again.

Later in life, I took up golfing.  I began to play when in college but never learned the game.  After Carol and I moved to Lago Vista, TX, I again began playing golf and took a few lessons.  I played in the Lago Vista Men’s Golf Association (MGA) for three years and also played with a group of men calling themselves “The Duffers.”   I greatly enjoyed the Duffers because we would play different golf courses around the Austin area each Thursday.  This game of golf continues to frustrate me, but for some reason I continue to enjoy playing it.  Carol has also become interested in the game and has taken several lessons over the past few years.  I also worked as a “Marshall” at the Lago Vista Golf Course for three years.
When we were on vacation in Kauai, HI, a couple of years ago, Carol and I entered a golf “scramble” at the resort we were staying.  The game was close and by the final hole, our team was in a tie for first place.  We had only to beat the other team on this hole and we would win the whole enchilada.  Each player on a team must use at least one drive during a scramble type tournament and we had yet to use Carol’s.   Carol’s drive was used for the final hole, a par three.  Our second shot was off the green on the fringe, behind the hole.  We needed to make a 40 foot putt to achieve a par.  All three men made their putts but no one was able to sink the ball.  Carol then made her put and the ball went straight to the hole and dropped in.  The crowd roared and we came in first place due to Carol’s fabulous putt!
Since we moved to The Towers in San Antonio, we have played in two Towers golf “Scrambles” at Fort Sam golf course (across the road from The Towers).  Carol and I have yet to show improvement in our golf game, but we enjoy playing it.
Did you pray as a young boy?  If so, can you remember a specific prayer?  Who taught you to pray?
As a young boy, I did say a specific prayer at bedtime, more-or-less out of custom or habit when my folks told me to say my prayers. “Now I lay me down to sleep.  I pray the Lord my soul to keep; and if I die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.” 
God was listening even then because he did “keep” me safe on this earth until I gave my life to Him years later.
Where was your childhood home located?  Did you enjoy living there?

I lived in two houses while growing up.  The second house was in the foothills of Altadena, California.  I very much enjoyed this home.  For me, having the mountains as my back yard made it the greatest home a boy could ever have.  Helping Dad to build things around this house was also special to me.
Since we were one of the first few houses built in our neighborhood, and at the time there were no homes between ourselves and the mountains, I was able to become acquainted with many different types of animals and critters as a young boy.  Deer, fox, coyotes, rabbits and squirrels would roam through our yard on a regular basis.  I even shot my first rabbit on our property with a 22 cal. pellet gun.
While living there, I brought home some fingerling Rainbow Trout from Twin Lakes one summer and attempted to raise them in my fishpond.  That worked for a couple of months until a raccoon found them and ate them all one night.  
Betty also raised a rooster (named Ginny) from a chick that she had won at a carnival in San Clemente one summer.  This bird became the biggest rooster I’ve ever seen.  That rooster was mean and used to chase Mom and my grandfather around the yard at every opportunity.  Grandpa wouldn’t put up with it and would chase it around the yard with a broom.  Ginny would also chase off the Jehovah’s Witnesses that would come around our house in their robes, trying to come to our front door.  Ginny “bit the dust” one night when a coyote crawled into her pen and had chicken dinner … on the hoof.  That coyote must have been quick because we never heard a peep out of the rooster.  Every one was happy with Ginny’s demise, except of course Betty.
Describe your Grandparents. What did you enjoy most about them?

I only knew my grandfather on my mother’s side of the family.  Though he lived with us most of my childhood, Betty nor I ever became very close or knew him very well.  He kept to himself in his room most of the time, rarely involving himself with Betty and me.   He was a devout Christian but a very private person.  After he was gone, I always regretted that I didn’t take more initiative in trying to know him better.  
Can you remember being afraid as a boy?  What was your greatest fear?  How did you deal with it?

As a very young child, I have some memory of being afraid because I couldn’t breathe.  My difficulty breathing due to acute asthma attacks from which I suffered until I was about four or five years old.  Of course, I also had the normal fear of monsters in the closet at night.
I also developed a great fear of spiders … and I still have that fear!  I think that it began when I was about eight years old.  I used to collect bugs and butterflies and put them into Ball jars.  One time I caught a Black Widow spider and put it into a jar.  Later, I caught a butterfly and only saw one empty jar on the shelf.  I took the lid off that jar, laid it down beside me and placed the butterfly into the jar.  I noticed that as I put the butterfly into the jar, I was pushing it through spider webs.  About that time, the Black Widow crawled up my bear right leg (I was wearing shorts).  I still remember how that incident scared the crap out of me.  Until this day, I still have acrophobia.  Through the years, I have tried to rid myself of this fear by studying spiders and forcing myself to get as near to them as I could, watching them do their thing.  Nothing has alleviated my fear over the years.  It’s funny because once as a child, I also had a centipede crawl over the back of my hand and sting me with each of its many feet, leaving a double row of welts across the back of my hand.  I never became very fearful of centipedes, even though injured by one.  Other than that, I don’t remember having any major fears.
I do remember a time when I did something to make my mom mad.  I think that I somehow scared a cousin of mine.  Mom searched around and found a little spider and proceeded to chase me all over the yard with it.  As a child, if someone wanted to get my attention, all they had to do was make like they were going to get a spider anywhere near me.  I would do what ever I had to do, or what ever someone wanted me to do, if a spider was used as the motivation!  It’s not quite so bad now, but I still just do not like them at all.
Recall six of the most important lessons you have learned in life.

1) Follow “the law” and “the rules” at all times, unless they conflict with or contradict God’s law.  If I don’t like the law or the rules, I should work to change them in an appropriate manner.

2) Be honest with everyone in all situations, but be sensitive to others feelings in my honesty.

3) Always tell the truth, with sensitivity to other’s feelings.

4) No matter what I hear portrayed as the “truth” in this world, I should not take it at face value.  This is especially true of what I hear in the media.  A half-truth is always a half-lie … and not the truth.
5) Be quick to seek reconciliation with, and forgiveness from others; even when I feel that the situation or issue is all or mostly their fault.  Don’t expect others to seek my forgiveness first, but humbly go to them.  This is especially true in a marriage relationship.
6) Be ready always to give an answer for the hope [and faith] that lies in me (1 Pet. 3:15).

Did the pastor or visiting missionary ever eat dinner at your house when you were a youngster?  Did they have an impact on your life?

No … we never had the pastor over for a meal nor did my parents ever host missionaries.

Did you ever feel that God had a special calling on your life?

Not as a child or a young person.  

As an adult in 1978, I was called of God to be an elder for Calvary Covenant Church in Poway, CA.  I had served in several positions within that church over the previous four years; such as usher, greeter, small group leader and treasurer.  Another elder’s wife spoke with me one day and told me that God had been laying it on her heart to speak with me regarding my becoming an elder in the church.  She said that she had been very impressed with my service and Godly attitude during the years that she had known me.  I prayed about it and after a couple of months, approached the pastor about my qualifications to be an elder.  The church required that I undergo a one year study with the Board of Elders, the last six months as a prospective elder in training.  After that period of time, if I still felt that God was calling me to the position, my ordination would take place.  At the end of my year of training, God’s calling to this position was still strong and the church ordained me.  Subsequent to my ordination, I served in positions as church controller, small group coordinator and church chairman.  My position as church chairman was supposed to be an “acting” position until the church could find a permanent church chairman.  I served as an “acting” church chairman for seven years, until we moved to Texas in 1987.  I’m sure that there is some sort of lesson to be learned there about taking an “acting” position and doing the job a little too well.
Early in 1996, Carol and I both felt called to missionary service when we were working in New Orleans.  I had recently been promoted to Assistant Vice President, in charge of New Orleans Operations, for Science Applications International Corporation (SAIC).  Carol was the Office Administrator for a large plaintiff law firm in New Orleans and had received a large salary increase.  We both had the desire to become missionaries after we retired at age 65 and decided to investigate some mission agencies to see what was required for one to become a missionary.  My age at the time was 51 and Carol was 50-years old, so there were quite a few years remaining before we reached the retirement age of 65.  We also didn’t have enough retirement savings available to retire early.
In searching the Internet for mission organizations, I discovered the Latin America Mission (LAM).  Making an inquiry to them, I sent an e-mail telling them something about us, letting them know we were looking at missionary service as a retirement activity in several years; asking them what it took to become a missionary.  We didn’t hear anything for about three weeks and then we received a telephone call from the LAM President, Mr. Dave Howard.  He told us that we might be an answer to his prayers!  He explained that LAM’s accountant had passed away and that they were desperate to get someone to replace her.  They also needed someone to assist in their computer department (of course, Carol is a CPA and my degree is a BS in Computer Science).  I called Dave and told him that we were only “testing the water” and that we were not able to retire yet to start missionary work.  He asked if we would at least go through the application process and then make a decision about our missionary service.  We agreed to do so.
We went through the application process for becoming missionaries; including providing references, completing questionnaires, providing letters of recommendation and undergoing psychological interviews with the LAM psychologist.  After about eight months, we received a call from Dave telling us that we had been approved and accepted as candidates for missionary service.  He then asked us if we would be willing to come to Miami and attend the annual orientation for new missionaries.  
It’s one thing to think about and contemplate becoming missionaries.  It is entirely a “a whole ‘nother ball game” making the decision to quit one’s very good, high paying job at the peak of the earning years … prior to being ready to retire.  This was especially true in my case because I had been working with SAIC for seventeen plus years and had just been given a promotion to Assistant Vice President in the USA’s largest employee owned, high tech company.

Carol and I prayed about our decision, cried about it and discussed it for hours on end over the next three weeks.  We ultimately came to the decision that if becoming missionaries was what God wanted us to do and He wanted us to do it now, then He would take care of our financial and retirement needs through His grace and in His timing.  If He was calling us to the mission field, we could do nothing else but answer that call and go.  Now that sounds pretty straight forward, but there was some real soul searching and agonizing over our decision prior to making it.  One of the things that helped us to make this difficult decision was a Bible study we were doing as members of First Baptist Church in New Orleans.  It was Henry Blackaby’s, “Experiencing God” … a powerful Bible study.  This study changed our lives and convinced us that accepting the call to missionary service was exactly what we should do.
We both submitted our resignations to our respective companies and began to plan for raising our missionary support.  Our supervisors thought that we were absolutely crazy to be leaving our positions when doing so well and holding important, high paying positions.  No matter how much we tried to explain the situation and our call to mission service … they just didn’t get it.  Carol’s company was a Jewish-owned law firm.  They even threw her a going away party where she was given a set of bongo drums as a going away present.  They had not even understood that we were going to a Latin mission agency and thought we were heading to Africa.  I’m not sure why they felt Carol needed a set of bongo drums to go into missionary work, but hey, it’s the thought that counts.  After we had gone to Miami, this Jewish law firm even sent a donation to LAM, a Protestant Christian mission organization, to help with our support. 
LAM is a faith based missionary organization.  That means that each missionary is responsible to raise their own monthly support, having faith that God will supply their needs, and gets no salary or pay from the mission agency.  We decided to take a road trip around the country, visiting churches, family and friends trying to raise our support as missionaries.

We spent about six weeks on the road in early 1998, traveling over 6,000 miles around the country, attempting to raise our support.  In the end, we were able to raise only about 30% of our required funds and ended up subsidizing our own salaries from our savings; to the tune of about $2,000 per month for the whole time we were with LAM.  But, as you will see, God did supply all of our needs … and so much more!
When we arrived at the home office of the Latin America Mission (the Miami Services Office - MSO) in April of 1997, Carol began working in the finance department as an accountant and I began working in the computer department helping the Information Systems (IS) Director (a very sharp 24-year old young man).  Because the mission agency was in desperate need of people with organizational skills, within four months Carol was given the position of Chief Financial Officer (CFO) and I was given the position of Vice President for Administration at the MSO.  
Now I mentioned that when we made the decision to follow God’s call and become missionaries, we were not close to having enough retirement savings and investments; and we wouldn’t be for many more years.  Well, God took care of that during the three years we were missionaries with LAM.  I had placed most of my retirement investments (my 401K) into SAIC stock over my years with the company. During our three years with LAM, SAIC stock increased in value by over 250%.  Therefore, my 401K retirement account also increased by that percentage!  God was so gracious and supplied all of our needs in such a marvelous way.  By the time we left missionary service with LAM, we had enough savings and investments to retire early, at age 55 … which we did.  This has given us a life since retiring in which God provides the available time and resources for us to participate in many church and para-church ministries.
While we only served with LAM for three years, I feel that we accomplished much for the mission during that time.  Carol was able to help in the planning and oversight for the upgrade of the entire financial management software system, integrated with a new donor tracking system.  I was able to write and publish all new policy and procedure documentation for the MSO, oversee the remodeling and refurbishment the MSO building and raise over $200,000 for the mission through writing grant proposals and receiving grants from various donors and philanthropic organizations.  We also made several trips to Central America to provide financial counsel to LAM missionaries and to speak at missionary retreats.
On one of our trips to Costa Rica, we took four days of R&R, rented a four-wheel drive Suzuki and toured the country.  We departed San Jose and spent a couple of days in the Monteverde Cloud Forest.  That was marvelous!  We hired a guide who was the grandson of one of the first Quakers to settle that area during WWII.  He spent a day showing us the cloud forest and surrounding area.  There are over 500 species of orchids in Monteverde, hundreds of different types of tropical trees and many birds and animals including howler monkeys.  We woke up in our hotel one morning with a White Faced monkey staring in at us through our bedroom window.  After two days in Monteverde, we went to the town of Nuevo Arenal, next to Lake Arenal.  That night, we stayed at a wonderful little bed and breakfast.  Next to the B&B was a tree that was over 600 years old.  It was a La Ciba tree and had been worshiped by the local natives over 400 years ago.  They had pruned and shaped it during that period so that it is now a very beautiful, very large tree … approximately 12’ in diameter and 60’ tall.  We also visited a resort called Tabacon Resort and Spa.  This resort is at the base of the Arenal volcano.  Pools at the base of the volcano are fed by hot, geothermal water coming out of the volcano and one can relax in the pools at night while sipping a drink and watching the lava flow down the side of the volcano.  Now that is a very unique experience.
During our time with LAM, Dave Howard stepped down as LAM president and a new president was selected.  Dave taught me much about being a missionary and mission work.  He became a close friend and mentor during my short association with him and we still keep in touch.  Dave Howard is the brother to Elisabeth Elliott.  Elisabeth was the wife of Jim Elliott who was killed, along with Nate Saint and two other missionaries, in the jungles of Equator where they and their wives served as jungle missionaries many years ago.  The book, “Through Gates of Splendor” was written by Elisabeth and tells the story of these wonderful men and women of God.  Elisabeth Elliott went back to Equator and evangelized Auca Indians who killed her husband, bringing many to Christ.  She has had a vital ministry over the years in Christian writing, broadcasting and conference speaking.
Richard (Carol’s son) had been attending UT at Dallas when we went to Miami.  He asked if he could move to Miami to live with us and attend Florida International University. He wanted to continue his studies toward attaining his degree in Computer Science.  We told him yes; so he and his cat Augustus moved into our little condo with us.  He attended Florida International for a short time and then decided that college (or at least computer programming) was not for him.  Richard applied for a job at the MSO as assistant to our Information Systems Director.  He was hired immediately.  While working with LAM, Richard and the IS Director decided that they both wanted to obtain their Microsoft Certifications.  They both ordered the coursework and in a short time, had their certifications.  Richard put his resume up on the Web at Monster.com and in a short time, had two large firms asking to interview him.  He interviewed with Wells Fargo Bank in San Francisco and ultimately was hired by that firm, making $50K per year.  Now that’s not too bad … for a 21-year old with no college degree and little experience.  Richard has continued to improve his technical expertise and has excelled in various positions he has held within several large corporations over the years.
Richard moved to San Francisco and began his new career after leaving the LAM.  Actually, he tried to move to San Francisco.  The day that he departed Miami with his moving van and car in tow, he didn’t make it to the Dade County line before the moving van broke down and he had to be towed back to get another van.  In the meantime, Carol and I had to figure out how to get Richard’s cat, Augustus, sent to him in San Francisco.  Carol began asking missionaries that we knew if they would be going anywhere near San Francisco and, if they were, would they take Richard’s cat to him.  I though that this was pretty bold of her and didn’t figure anyone would take her up on her request.  Lo and behold, a good friend of ours, Tim Hall, who was running a mission agency in San Francisco was passing through Miami on his way home from South America and agreed to lug Augustus home and give him to Richard.  We purchased a cat-carrier, had a vet give Augustus some sleepy-time drugs and went to the airport to pass the cat carrier to Tim as he switched airlines.  Tim was flying first class using frequent flyer miles so he was probably quite a sight, sitting in first class with a big, yellow cat.
Our time with LAM was difficult and exhausting (working 60 plus hours per week most of the time), but we learned so very much about missionary service and matured our own Christian walk during our time there.  We will always look back on that period as a wonderful time of Christian growth and of gaining some lasting relationships with very dedicated missionaries.  We retired from missionary service in September of 2000 and moved to Lago Vista, TX, where we built a house and lived next to Lake Travis for seven marvelous years.
Describe the most memorable Valentine you ever received in your youth.

I can’t remember any valentines that I received as a youth.  I know that we made valentines for our mothers in school, but I don’t recall any of them specifically.  I also don’t remember ever getting a valentine from a girl, though we must have traded valentines at some point in grade school.

How far did you have to travel to attend elementary, junior high, and high school and how did you get there?

My first elementary school was Washington Elementary.  It was approximately one mile from our home on Fair Oaks Avenue.  Mother told me that she used to walk with me to and from school when I was in Kindergarten.  When I attended there from 1st through 3rd grade, I walked by myself to and from school.  This was in rain or shine since we only had one family car and Dad took that to work each day.  I remember a nice little yellow raincoat and rubber over-boots that I wore on rainy days.  I attended Washington from Kindergarten through 3rd grade.
After we moved to Loma Alta Drive in Altadena in 1953, my second elementary school was Arthur Amos Noyes Elementary School, which I attended from 4th through 6th grades.  It was about ½ mile from our home.  I walked or road my bicycle to and from school most of the time through sixth grade.  My grandfather would occasionally give Betty and/or me a ride to or from school in his electric cart (sort of like a golf cart).  
My junior high school was Elliot Junior High in Altadena.  That school was approximately four miles from our home.  I took the school bus, road my bicycle or walked (very occasionally) to and from school while attending Elliot from 7th through 9th grades.

My high school was John Muir High School in Pasadena, CA.  I attended that school from 10th grade through 12th grade, graduating from there.  The school was approximately 12 miles from our home.  I took the bus to and from school through my freshman and sophomore years.  During my junior and senior years, I rode to school with a friend (Steve Sandy) who lived near us.  He had an MGB roadster and the top was down at all times, unless it poured rain.  A few times during my senior year, I did drive my own car; a 1949 Chrysler four door monster that I paid $15 for and rebuilt some part of the engine about every three weeks.
Who gave you your first Bible and how old were you when you received it?  How did it influence your life?

My first Bible was given to me by parents when I was approximately nine years old.  It was not much of an influence on my life.  I do remember using it to look up verses during “Sword Drill” in Sunday school.
When did you become a Christian?  How did your life change?

During my young life, and until I was 29 years old, I knew that there was a god “somewhere.”  But, I felt that I was not a bad person, was doing OK in living my life and that God was probably OK with that.  Then in January of 1974, I was brought face-to-face with my own sin and the fact of how very far from God I actually was in my life.  I was moving through life, doing “my own thing” and basically just striving to find happiness where ever I could, getting as many “things” out of life as my meager paycheck would allow.  I was 29 years old, a junior officer in the Navy, married to Diane (for 3-years at that time) with two kids and felt that there had to be more to life than chasing the buck and collecting “stuff.”  Though I had been raised in the Presbyterian Church as a child, it never made an impact on my life.  I had more or less abandoned it and God by the time I turned 17 years old.   I am so thankful that God did not abandon me during the subsequent twelve years of my life.
My first introduction to the things of God was when we moved to San Diego, after Submarine School, and lived with Betty and her first husband Doug for three months.  They were both Christians and spent a considerable amount of time sharing the scriptures and the Gospel with Diane and me.  Again, I more-or-less tried to ignore what they had to say, though it did get me to thinking somewhat of my place in the eternal scheme of things and where I was going when this life ended.  I remember one evening Doug was trying to explain something about the Bible or God to Diane and me.  He had gone on talking for about 30-minutes when I suddenly announced that I needed to go take a shower.  I stood up out of my chair and left the room … leaving Diane to continue listening to Doug.  She was not happy with me at the time for leaving her alone with Doug, although when we looked back on it later we would laugh about it.  

Almost a year later, Diane said that she wanted to get our children into Sunday school and I said that was OK with me … but, I was not personally interested in going to church.  Later she talked me into attending a dinner being held for the new pastor of the church where she had taken Mike and Christy.  As I look back on it, God was definitely directing my path during that period of time.  A dinner for a pastor was not the place you would normally find me.  During the dinner, I met the pastor (John Thill) and became quite intrigued with him.  He was a carpenter and an electrician, as well as being the pastor of the church.  Diane and I ended up inviting him and his wife to dinner at our house the next Saturday.  After we had eaten dinner, Diane and the pastor’s wife (Ruthie) left to wash the dishes.  Pastor John and I sat down to talk and I was driven to ask him about “a hundred” questions regarding the scriptures and Christianity in general.  Now you need to understand, this was not my normal modis operandi.  I was being strongly prompted by God to get this information and search out answers; answers I felt I just had to know.  Pastor John listened to me and asked some questions of me, but generally told me where to find answers to my questions in the Bible.  I wrote down every reference.
I spent all of the next week pouring through the scriptures.   Before the week was out, I had come to realize my condition as a sinner before a holy and righteous God, and knew that I would never have the ability to save myself.  That week I prayed and confessed my past life of sin to God, accepting Jesus Christ as my savior and Lord.  It took almost 30 years for me to realize that I needed Christ in my life.  I was totally convinced that Jesus Christ was the only way to salvation and that God had touched my life, my heart and my mind in such a way that I became a completely new person.  I absolutely knew that I was a child of God and that after I experienced earthly death and departed this body and this world; I would be with Him in heaven for all eternity.  

Now, I can’t make you understand the radical change that took place in me except to say that my entire life and personality were changed:  My thought processes, my desires, my feelings about myself and others and my feelings toward God and his son, Jesus Christ had been transformed.  I was happier than I had ever been in my life and the future for my life took on a clarity that was amazing and very comforting.  I became a better husband, a better father and overall, a better person.  Anyone that you asked who knew me during that period of my life would verify that statement, Christian or non-Christian! 
It’s been an exciting journey since that January in 1974 and I’ve seen God’s hand in every bit of it … even when I’ve tried to move away from Him and do things my own way and in my own power.  He has always been there to gently provide needed correction in my life … through His Word, through others in my life and also through some trials … so that I might learn well His direction and will for my life.  God has answered all of my original questions and many more over the years.  He has never failed me or forsaken me.  I thank Him daily for all that He has done in my life and all that He continues to do.
Did you go to ball games as a boy?  What kind of food did you eat?

I remember going to one Los Angeles Angels baseball game with my dad and seeing the western T.V. star, Gene Autry, the owner of the Los Angeles Angels at that time.   My dad and I also attended a couple of football games (the L.A. Rams).  Dad was not very interested in baseball or football so we didn’t frequent many games.  My favorite food at sporting events was normal stadium food, e.g., hotdogs, ice cream, peanuts, cokes, etc.

When you were growing up, did you have any animals?  What were their names?  Was it important to you to have a pet?

While I was growing up, we had one family pet.  It was a dog, half Collie, half German Shepherd.  Dad bought the dog on Mother’s Day so we always said that since it was a Mother’s Day gift, even though it was for Betty and me, Mom should be responsible for feeding it.  That never did fly!  The dog was a female who we named “Tippy”, because she had a white tip on her tail.  Tippy was the offspring of one of the “Lassie” collies used in the T.V. series.  It seems that a German Shepard jumped the fence one night and entered the dog-run containing Tippy’s mother.  The kennel sold the resulting puppies for $5.00 each.

Tippy lived for twelve years and went with us on all of our camping vacations.  She enjoyed being at Twin Lakes and loved to chase the squirrels.  She was killed one day just after we came back from Twin Lakes.  She was running around the yard when a garbage truck came by and she ran out in the street chasing it (which she had a bad habit of doing).  Somehow, she slipped under the rear wheels and was killed.
Tippy and I had a friendly relationship, though I never bonded with her (or any other animal for that matter).  In fact, Tippy was one of only two dogs that have bitten me in my life.  I was trying to give her a bath and she ran under the car to get away (she hated baths).  I tried to pull her out and she nipped my arm.  Tippy was closer to Betty than anyone else in the family.
It was never very important to me that we have a pet, though I did get along well with our dog.  After I graduated high school, I purchased a small black cat and named it “Bliss.”  Bliss was a little unique in that she had a 90 degree crook at the tip of her tail.  I left her with my folks when I joined the Navy.  Interestingly enough, I became hyper allergic to cats after I joined the Navy.  I had to give myself allergy shots for two years which helped to alleviate my reaction to cats.  I had a golden retriever while we lived in Ramona, CA in 1986 that had 13 pups in her first litter!  I didn’t have another pet until 1995 when Carol and I lived in New Orleans and I bought her (us) a Dalmatian puppy, naming him Bourré (after the card game from the Acadiana region of Louisiana).  Of course as Christy was growing up, she had many, many dogs (seemed like hundreds!) and pets (over 35 lop-eared rabbits at one point and at another time, 51 guinea pigs!).  Diane also had a dog of her own for a short while.
Talk about your mother’s cooking.  Can you recall your favorite meal?  What made it your favorite?

My mother was a wonderful cook.  The variety of recipes she used increased as I grew older.  When I was very young, Mom would follow a similar routine for meals each Sunday.  We had breakfast prior to attending Sunday school and then had our main meal around 2 p.m. with a snack in the evening.  The afternoon meals were usually pot roast, potatoes, a green vegetable and bread (when she remembered it).  Sometimes we had fried chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy and a vegetable.  As I grew older, we had wonderful Mexican dinners, Italian dinners, grilled food such as steaks, hamburgers, hotdogs, pork chops, etc. and various types of casseroles.  As a child, I didn’t miss a meal and I don’t remember ever being seriously hungry.  As an adult, I try hard to carry on that tradition.
We rarely had guests over for dinner other than relatives or very close friends of the family.  On one occasion, my father invited his boss to our home for dinner.  The house was immaculately cleaned and Mom prepared a fine meal.  The dinner went well with everyone, especially Betty and I, exhibiting our best table manners.  At the end of the meal, Mom served the dessert, a beautiful boysenberry pie.  After each person had been served their piece of pie, my father passed the can of whipped cream to his boss.  Dad’s boss said, “Thank you, but I don’t care for any...”  The can was then passed around the table.  When it was passed to my grandfather, he squirted the whipped cream on his pie.  The only difficulty being that my grandfather was somewhat senile and didn’t understand how the whipped cream spout worked and squirted it across the table into the face of Dad’s boss.  He looked up at my grandfather and said, “I said that I didn’t want any whipped cream!”  He then took off his glasses, wiped them and his face and continued his meal.  No one said a thing or made any comment … not even my grandfather.
I had a couple of favorite meals.  The first was enchiladas (my mother’s special recipe), beans, rice and corn tortillas.  My second was baked macaroni and tuna fish casserole.  These were my favorite dishes because they tasted wonderful.  We would usually have green peas with the casserole and I would mix the peas into my serving of tuna casserole.  I also had a habit of mixing my mashed potatoes and gravy with my other food (vegetables, meat, bread, etc.).  This was highly discouraged by my parents … but I managed to do it many times.  

When I was sixteen years old, I could eat an entire macaroni and tuna fish casserole by myself.  I was also known to have eaten an entire 2 ½ pound can of chili several times and typically went through a half-gallon of milk a day.  At one point, my mother quit buying apples because I would eat six or eight of them in a day.
Dad did all of the grilling, with my assistance during my teenage years.  The Rainbow Trout that we grilled or fried while on camping trips were another of my favorite meals.  We seemed to have macaroni and stewed tomatoes often with our trout meals in camp.  That was one of Betty’s favorite dishes when we were camping.
Did you ever get into fights with other kids?  Did you ever start a fight?  Or stop one?

The only time that I fought as a child was in third grade.  I don’t remember what started the fight, but I lost.  Fighting was an activity that was definitely not a favorite pastime of mine.  There was one grade-school fight that I recall attempting to stop, but can’t remember the circumstances.  Trouble was something that I stayed away from as much as possible.  Talking myself out of situations became a fine art for me.
What chores did you have to do when you were growing up?  Did you get an allowance?  How much?
I made my first fortune by cornering the market on lost teeth.  The going rate from the tooth fairy when I first began losing teeth was a whole five cents per tooth.  This increased to ten cents and finally to twenty-five cents prior to my getting all of my permanent teeth.  Besides losing my own teeth, I began purchasing teeth from other children for a couple cents over the going tooth fairy rate.  I would save them until my rate increased and make a nice profit.  After a number of years, “the tooth fairy” finally caught on that I probably should not still be losing teeth, after having lost about 50 of them (… just kidding!).

I had the usual kid’s chores when growing up.  As a youngster it was just picking up my room, taking out the trash, etc.  As I grew up, my chores consisted of mowing and watering the lawns, sweeping and/or washing the patio, washing the car, etc.  As a child, I received $0.25 per week allowance.  My income in my early teens was between $1.00 and $2.00 per week when I took care of the yard, etc.  I also did other odd jobs as they came up.
Who gave you your first job?  What kind of job was it?  How much money did you make?

I did odd jobs in the neighborhood like painting a fence, mowing lawns, pulling weeds, etc. for extra money prior to turning sixteen.  After passing the driver’s test and qualifying for my driver’s license, I worked at a paper route that consisted of delivering 110 papers over a 48-mile route in the hills above the Rose Bowl.  Since I used my dad’s car, that job only lasted a few weeks.  He felt that it was too hard on the car and put too many miles on it for the little money I made (not to mention that he rode with me once and became car sick).  Because I worked from 1:00 a.m. to 6:00 a.m., I was always tired for my high school classes during the day … therefore; I quit that job after about three weeks.  A “funny” thing happened to me on the first Saturday I delivered papers. I didn’t realize that the Saturday paper was much thinner than the normal daily paper.  The bundles we received contained twice the number of papers as on weekdays so I folded and banded twice the number that I needed for my route (I must have been too sleepy to count them that morning.).  When I had completed my route, I found that I had a back seat loaded with extra papers.  Needless to say, my boss was not at all happy! 

One of my first paying jobs was a part time job delivering TV’s and radios for a TV/Radio repair shop in Altadena.  I also worked part-time delivering drugs and sundries for Webster’s Drug store in Altadena.  Both of these only lasted a few weeks during the summer of 1961 and my pay was $1.00 per hour.  

My first real full-time job was working at Tilt-A-Door Garage Door Company during the summers of my junior and senior years in high school.  I assisted the owner in building garage doors and took orders on the phone Saturday mornings.  I worked a full 40-hour week for about three months and I made $1.10 per hour.  Taking calls on Saturday morning was the most boring job that I have ever had!  The owner would not let me read magazines or do anything else except wait for calls.  Sitting there staring at the clock for four hours was no fun at all.
Share your idea of what makes a good friend.

A good friend is someone who likes you for who you are, does not judge you but will let you know when you are in the wrong, is available if you need them and is a person for whom you would be willing sacrifice your time, treasure and talents.  A friend will always tell you when your face is dirty, your breath stinks, you have BO, and your haircut looks like your head was run over by a power mower or you are wearing your shirt inside-out.  In other words, a friend will always bring correction to your life when it is needed … and you as a friend will welcome the constructive criticism and not be offended, accepting that correction graciously.  You are transparent with one another.  You enjoy spending quality time together.  You will probably have many of the same interests.  Your character values are of a similar nature.  Anything said to one another stays between the two of you, unless agreed otherwise.  You enjoy giving of yourselves for each other’s benefit.  I have found that those types of friendships come once or twice in a lifetime and are to be treasured greatly.
The best male friend that I have ever had is Don Wood, of course, my best and closest female friend is my wife, Carol.  Don and I were neighbors and elders in the same church, Calvary Covenant Church in Poway, CA.  For almost five years, we had breakfast every Thursday around 6:30 a.m. before we went to work and spent about an hour sharing, praying and generally having great fellowship.  We discussed difficulties we were having in raising our children, our jobs and our Christian lives.  We shared our lives completely during those sweet times.   Once in a while we also became a little silly.  One time when we were going somewhere in Don’s car and his daughter Dana was in the back seat, Don and I began asking each other questions.  The one being asked would answer nonsensically … then ask a question right back.  The other would answer, again nonsensically, without saying anything having meaning.  We kept this up for about five minutes and finally Dana stopped us and asked what in the world we were talking about.  We just began laughing and told her that it was perfectly clear to us and that we couldn’t understand why she was confused.  She obviously thought we were nuts!  To this day Don and I agree that we could never keep up a string of gibberish, sounding like complete sentences, again for that long.
I have missed Don greatly since we moved away from each other, though we still share occasionally via the Internet.  Carol and I visited Donna and him at their house in Oregon when we took our West Coast RV vacation in September 2003.
Do you remember your first communion?  What influence did it have on you and your family?

While I do not remember my first communion, I have grown to appreciate the great significance of partaking in that great supper of the Lamb since I gave my life to Christ.  Each time I take communion, I am reminded again of what Jesus went through in paying the ultimate price for my sins.  
The movie “The Passion” helped me to better understand the true significance of the suffering that Jesus Christ went through as atonement for my sin and rebellion.  Many people have suffered horrible deaths at the hands of man.  Christ was not just a human being.  He was God incarnate, Emmanuel, and the God of the universe who, in the form of a man, allowed Himself to be crucified and killed for us … His creation … that we might know His perfect love.  His substitutionary sacrifice for our sins provides us a salvation that guarantees us joy in this life and eternal life with Him in Heaven.
Describe your favorite pastime or hobby as a child.

I collected Lincoln Head pennies around age 12 or 13.  I had collected one each of all Lincoln Head pennies ever made, with the exception of the 1909 vdb-s … and of course, the ultra-rare 1943 copper penny.  I also had a hobby of collecting bugs, butterflies and snakes as a child … though not as an organized collection.  

As an older child, one of my favorite pastimes was to read science fiction books and stories.  I joined a science fiction book club at age 12 and have continued reading science fiction to this day.  My reading interests have branched out into history of all types, theology and techno-thrillers. I credit my early interest in science fiction with opening up my imagination and my interest in science.  The excitement of reading science fiction also led me to a general love of reading, for which I attribute most of my success in college and later life.

Some of my other favorite pastimes were … hiking, exploring in the mountains, camping and fishing.

What mischievous prank did you pull on someone?  How did it affect you?

I was not into pulling many pranks.  I do remember being a part of one prank on a teacher. I was in 2nd grade.  Several of my classmates and I put a box of chalk and chalk dust on top of the door so that when the teacher came in, she would open the door and the box would fall on her head.  Well she did … and it did … hitting her on the shoulder.  To say that she was upset is an understatement.  None of us ever confessed and no one ever turned us in even though the whole class was punished by staying in the classroom through recess.  I felt ashamed for doing it and a bit sorry for her embarrassment.  Maybe that’s why I don’t remember pulling any subsequent pranks while in school.

As an adult I did pull a few pranks, both in the Navy and while working in industry.  The ones I remember most were pranks pulled on my best friend, Don Wood.  There were several times, while working at SAIT (the hardware technology division of SAIC), that we both pulled some pranks on each other.  One time when Don was on a business trip for a few days, I sabotaged his office.  I put scotch tape on the bottom of his eraser, turned his rolodex cards backward, put small pieces of scotch tape on the switch-hook of his telephone (so that when he answered it would continue to ring), took the fillers out of his pens, turned his file holders around backwards and shuffled the pages in his phone book.  He said that he discovered each of the things I did at just the most inopportune time; such as when explaining something to a client or answering a question for someone in his office.  The worst thing that he did to me was after I returned from a two-day business trip, shortly after my little stunt on him.   I fully expected my office to be booby trapped.  I tip-toed around my office and looked for days to find what he had done to me.  It turned out that he did the most mischievous thing that he could have done … NOTHING!  I probably spent at least two or three days wondering when his prank was going to jump out at me … and it never did.

Did you have a television when you were growing up?  What was your favorite program?  Why?

Yes, my parents purchased our first television in about 1950 (I was five years old and Betty was two).  It was a large console that contained a 12-inch black and white TV, a radio and a record player.  Our next door neighbor also purchased a TV about the same time.  It was also in a large cabinet but its screen-size was only about six inches.  We had our first TV for about five or six years before my parents purchased another with a larger-screen (a 19” Black and White).  I don’t remember when we purchased our first color TV but it was probably sometime after I was in junior high school.  

Some interesting facts about the color TV were that in 1954, RCA placed its first all-electronic color set on the market, early in the year, the CTC-100, with a 12-1/2" screen, for $1,000 (That’s about $7,700.00 in today’s dollars!).  Sales were predicted to be 75,000 units – however it was reported that only 5,000 units were sold.  Current belief was that the real number was closer to 1,000 sets sold to the public.  Many sets were donated to schools and also sold at a discount to employees.  In 1956, Time magazine called color TV "the most resounding industrial flop of 1956" 
My favorite TV program as a young child was Beanie and Cecil, the Sea-sick-sea-Serpent.  I also enjoyed watching Howdy Doodey Time with Buffalo Bob and the cartoon, Felix the Cat.  I enjoyed these programs because they were all little kids’ shows.  As I grew up, my tastes changed to cowboys and Indians and my favorite show was The Lone Ranger.   I also watched western movies and Disney cartoons and programs.  There were no science fiction programs on TV to speak of or I would have watched them as well.  
I did go to science fiction and scary movies in the theaters as a youth and teenager.  The earliest movies cost 25-cents and I could buy a popcorn and coke for a dime.  When I was nine years old, I had a cousin who ran a projector at a theater in Glendale, CA.  Over one summer my mother would take me there and he would let me watch all of the movies (usually Flash Gordon or Tarzan serials) for free from the projection room.
Who was your favorite teacher?   How did that teacher influence your life?

There were two teachers who made a deep impression on me during my early school years.  Ms. Carpae, my 4th grade teacher at Arthur Amos Noyes Elementry School in Altadena, CA, was my favorite teacher in elementary school because she was “drop-dead” beautiful, as well as being very kind to her students.  She was engaged when our class began the school year and was married toward the end of the year.  Ms. Carpae invited our entire class to attend her wedding.  We were to sing “The Lord’s Prayer” during the wedding.  The class practiced it for several weeks. On the day of the wedding, I stayed home sick and was unable to attend.  I didn’t see her again until Mrs. (Carpae) Wells returned from her honeymoon.

The other favorite was my 9th grade Social Studies teacher, Mr. Sam Sagamonian.  For the entire year, we were taught the way in which the U.S. handled its system of law and the court systems.  At the end of the semester, we took a mini-bar exam.  After the exam, Mr. Sagamonian appointed judges, defense lawyers, prosecutors, bailiffs, court reporters, etc.  During the second semester, the class tried several mock cases and at the end of each case we would discuss and critique our actions.  Mr. Sagamonian would give his opinions on our handling of the case as well, giving us guidance on ways in which we could have handled them better.  
One of the funny things that he did was to state at the beginning of the year, “If anyone can prove me wrong in any statement I make, I will stand on my head in the corner of the room for five minutes.”  We only caught him once in an error and he did as promised and stood on his head in the corner of the room for five minutes.  Mr. Sagamonian was given an award and recognition by the Pasadena City School System at the end of that year.  It was a very interesting class and he was a fabulous teacher.
At the end of our 9th grade school year, we had a class picnic at a local park, for Mr. Sagamonian’s class only.  The class had chipped in and purchased a very nice gift for him.  The way we were going to give it to him was to have a jalapeno pepper eating contest and let him win.  One of the students didn’t get the word and during the contest, everyone ate one pepper while Mr. Sagamonian ate two.  This kid ate the rest of the entire jar!  Needless to say, he became quite sick … but we still awarded the prize/gift to Mr. Sagamonian.

Did you ever have a special hideaway or clubhouse?  Describe it.
During the 5th or 6th grade, a friend of mine and I built an underground fort and “clubhouse.”  We constructed it in a field behind his house.  It was actually a pit about 3’ wide by 6’ long and about 3’ deep.  The clubhouse was covered with old 2X4’s and cardboard boxes that had been broken down.  We had built a table out of some scrap wood.  Some of our favorite books and other “treasures” were kept hidden in the clubhouse.  One difficulty existed in the way the clubhouse had been constructed.  After any rain, it needed to have the cardboard roof replaced and the mud shoveled out.    

In high school, what extracurricular activities did you enjoy most?  Why did you choose those activities?
As mentioned previously, I played tennis in my sophomore and senior years.  I played outside of school with my best friend, Michael McCutchin.  Tennis was my favorite sport because it only involved my opponent and me.  I was never very good at other “team” sports (baseball, football, etc.).  After high school, I also greatly enjoyed playing racquet ball.
I enjoyed cars and working on cars.  I took a course in auto shop in eleventh grade and repaired my own cars at home.  During my high school years, I bought about three or four different old cars to work on and to drive.  My first car was a 1949 Chrysler 4-door which I purchased at age 15 for $15 from a neighbor.  It had a blown piston and bad connecting rod bearings.  I spent a lot of time working on that engine (a flathead six cylinder).  I also had a 1951 Mercury convertible with power windows.  The steering in that car had about a turn-and-a-quarter play in the wheel which made it a challenge to drive.  Other cars that I purchased were an old Morris Minor and a 1950 Plymouth sedan.  At one point, my mom said that the front yard looked like a used car lot with three or four cars sitting there that didn’t run.  The only car that I drove more than I spent time repairing it was the Mercury convertible.  It was my old ’51 Mercury that sparked my love for convertibles and roadsters.
In the summers of my junior and senior years, I spent a lot of time at the ocean and on the beach … usually with friends whose families were taking vacations there.  I spent a few weeks waterskiing at Balboa Island with a friend whose folks had a ski boat.  One day, I water skied in the back bay of Balboa Island wearing a rain coat, hat, sunglasses and smoking a cigar (Sorry, I don’t have a picture).  After my senior year, I spent time again at Balboa Island and my friends and I would hit the beach during the day and go to a teenage dance club in the area during the evenings.  I remember the group playing was Dick Dale and the Delltones.  My own family would also spend a few weekends at the beach during the summers, usually in San Clemente.  Weekends and vacations at the beach and camping in the California High Sierra Mountains were my favorite places as a teenager.
I also spent some time skin-diving (free-diving) at Laguna Beach, CA, during my high school years.  Some friends and I formed an unofficial “Skin Diving Club.”  We would spearfish to a depth of 20-25 feet in the various coves of Laguna Beach, CA.  We made our own spears out of large wood dowel, six or seven feet long, with surgical tubing attached to one end.  To the other end we would attach the spear points.  The biggest scare that I ever had while skin-diving was when I was down about 15-feet and all of a sudden, the sun was blocked out above me by something very large (about 6-7 feet) swimming over the top of me.  The first thing that I thought was that it was a huge shark!  Taking a second look, I saw that it was a California sea lion (seal).  My heart dropped back out of my throat and I swam to the surface, taking a long overdue breath.

In 1962, my senior year in high school, I qualified for my SCUBA certification with the Los Angeles Fire Department (the only organization at that time that offered SCUBA training toward an open-ocean SCUBA certification).
What is the nicest thing you ever did for your mother and father?
When my helicopter squadron deployed to the Mediterranean aboard the USS Randolph in 1967 and we pulled into Barcelona, Spain, I purchased my mother a mink fur stole.  She had never owned a fur and I was able to buy one in Barcelona for a very good price.  On my return from the Mediterranean, I went home on leave and gave her the mink and a very pretty necklace, made of Cameos from Naples, Italy.
When overseas, I also purchased my dad a nice fishing rod in Spain that broke down to about two feet long for travel.  After Dad died, I gave that rod to Mike and I think that he still has it.  The nicest thing that I did for my dad was buying him an outboard engine for his fishing boat in 1968.  He had purchased an old wooden fishing boat and fixed it up; repainting it and putting new fiberglass over the wood.  He did all of the work himself and did a nice job … it looked wonderful.  The old engine was shot so I bought him a 7 ½ horse-power outboard engine.  He used that engine for about seven years, until he purchased a new fiberglass boat and a new engine.  I wish that he had kept the old boat because it was a neat old boat … but it was just too heavy for him to throw on and off the car when he went fishing by himself.
In the summer of 1996, Betty and I joined forces and paid to take Mom to Kauai, Hawaii.  Mom had asked Dad for years to take her to Hawaii and he never did.  After Dad died, Betty and I wanted to give Mom her dream vacation so I traded our Utah timeshare for one on Kauai (the Pona Kai) and we took Mom.  The time share condo didn’t have air conditioning and it was hot and humid most of the time we were there … making things a bit uncomfortable at night.  Unfortunately, by that time in her life, Mom had become somewhat senile and although Randy, Betty, Carol and I had a great time, Mom did not thoroughly enjoy the trip.  When we were sitting at the airport waiting for the plane to arrive that would take us back to the mainland, Carol looked out the window and commented, “I will miss the beautiful views of the water.”  Mom then answered, “What, they don’t have any water where you live?”  So much for her dream vacation.  Guess we waited just a bit too long.
Did you admire a famous person?  What made that person admirable?
As a child, there was no one in particular whom I admired, except maybe the movie character Tarzan of the Apes … and I’m not sure that he qualifies as a famous person.  There were a couple of teachers whom I liked; but there wasn’t any particular person that stands out in my mind as someone whom I greatly admired. 

When did you have your first date?  Your first kiss?  Describe them.

I don’t recall my first official date, where I asked a girl out to go somewhere.  When I was in the eleventh grade, several of my friends and I were at a church youth group meeting at a Methodist church and about six of us piled into someone’s car to go out for a coke after the meeting.  I was sitting in the back seat with a beautiful blond, blue eyed girl, whose name escapes me, and a friend of mine.  The girl and I were talking and all of a sudden, she leaned over, took my face in her hands and kissed me long and passionately.  I thought to myself … WOW!  That was pretty nice … so I laid one on her, returning her kiss.  Not to be considered an official date … but a very nice evening, none the less!
Share some of your insights for working well with others.

When working with others, or having them work for you, one must always be sensitive to the personalities and needs of the other people.  Each person views work and life from a different perspective and can not be expected to approach work or a task in the same way that you do.  One should try and solicit other’s ideas and find ways to accomplish work together in the most efficient way, taking into account their ideas and their approach to the job.  Though there may be a “better” way to accomplish a task, it’s not always effective to demand that my way of doing something is the best or only way of doing it.  Of course, in preparing to accomplish the task, if you are able to diplomatically convince others that your way is actually best, that works too.  It’s sort of the old adage of listening to others more than talking to or at them.
Did you enjoy reading as a boy?  What were some of the most memorable books you read?

Reading became something special for me in the 7th grade.  Science fiction books were so exciting that I joined a science fiction book club that sent out two books per month.  There were much better science fiction books and stories written years ago than are currently written.  Many present day science fiction books and stories portray entirely too much explicit sex and demonology.   My favorite authors were Isaac Asimov, Ray Bradbury, Arthur C. Clarke, Frederik Pohl, A. E. Van Vogt, and Theodore Sturgeon.
I feel that reading science fiction books and stories led to my overall success after I graduated high school.  It caused me to be interested in reading in general, in science, and it even sparked my interest in electronics.  I am convinced that getting children interested in reading can be one of the best things a parent can do for them.  

What were your family finances like when you were growing up?  How did that affect you?

One could say that we were a lower-middle class family when Betty and I were very young.  My father worked but my mother did not have an outside job.  My father only worked for one employer and that job supported our family adequately.  My parents owned their home (with a large mortgage of course).  Several years after my parents built our house on Loma Alta Drive in Altadena, my mother went back to work as an OB nurse at Saint Luke’s hospital in Pasadena.  We would have been considered a middle-class family after about 1957.

Finances were never an issue as far as I was concerned as a boy.  We always had enough to eat, good clothes to wear and a nice place to live.  I earned a small allowance as a boy by doing chores around the house and later as a teenager by doing the yard work.  We always had nice Christmas and birthday celebrations with gifts.  We usually took two weeks vacation in the summer when we went to the beach or to the High Sierras.  One could say that finances didn’t affect me negatively or positively as a young boy.

Was there a special person who helped you in your Christian walk?  Share something about that person.
While I was not a “bad kid”, I didn’t have a Christian walk or attitude.  I did pal around with a kid in 7th or 8th grade who was a Christian and even went to some of his Bible studies.  He was one of those militant Christians who hit you over the head with Scripture and was in your face at every opportunity about how you should live your life.  I eventually drifted away from him.  Other than that, there were no Christian mentors for me in my childhood.  My parents insisted that I go to Sunday school in my early years which probably helped me to learn something about Christianity and right from wrong.  God must have planted some spiritual seeds during my childhood years because I finally became a Christian in later life.  
When did you first learn about sex?  Would you recommend the same for young people today?  Why or why not?

My mother gave me a little book on sex when I was eight years old that described sexuality in a very general way.  I’m not sure why she gave it to me at that age.  Other than that, neither of my parents talked to me at all about sex.  My father did talk to me on my 17th birthday, telling me that I was old enough to take responsibility for all of my actions … but what ever I did, I had better not get any girls pregnant.  I learned all I knew about human sexuality from other kids and from doing my own reading on the subject.

No … I would not recommend teaching children about sex in that manner.  When I talked to Mike, I arranged a trip for just the two of us to Twin Lakes.  We fished and I spent considerable time during that trip discussing the subject of human sexuality and boy-girl relationships … all from a Christian perspective.  We used some Christian audio tapes as discussion starters.  I also tried to remain open to answering any questions that my children asked.  I know that I could have done better in this area, but did the best I could with what I knew at the time.  Diane handled the discussion with Christy.  I feel that the mother should generally be the one to have those types of conversations with a daughter.

As a teenager, did you rebel or do things your parents wouldn’t have approved of?  How do you feel about that now?
My parents generally did not get involved in my activities as a teenager.  When I did cause trouble, the consequences came swiftly.   My parents generally set some boundaries such as my curfew, etc.  My choosing friends and associates was my choice.  My activities and choices to do “right” or “wrong” in any given situation were my decision.  On my 17th birthday, Dad said that I was on my own and only had to let him or Mom know my location and when I would be home.  Dad also said that the choice of attending or not attending church was up to me … and I chose not to attend.

One couldn’t actually call me a rebel, but there were a few activities of which my parents would definitely have not approved.  One was street racing.  Another was reckless driving and a third was drinking alcoholic beverages as a teenager.  I was involved in entirely too much drinking while in the 12th grade.  I would go out about once every three or four weeks with my friends and we would do a lot of drinking, much of it binge-drinking of hard liquor.  It was not difficult for some of my friends to buy beer at liquor a store, even as teenagers, and they would steal booze from their folks.  After a night of drinking, I would come home after my folks were asleep.  Because there was an entrance to my bedroom from the back of the house; my parents never found out my condition (at least not that they discussed with me).  One of my friends in high school actually became an alcoholic after high school, due to his drinking during that time.  Drugs were never a temptation for me and I never became involved with them.  
Another dumb thing that I did was to take trips to the desert with some of my close friends and blow up the side of hills and boulders with home made pipe bombs.  Since I was making my own rocket engines for small rockets that were launched at home, it was an easy jump to making the pipe bombs.   We never blew up anything important or exploded the bombs anywhere except in the desert, away from everyone and everything.  Of course, we were putting our own lives in danger, should something go wrong with the explosive … but then I guess that all teenagers consider themselves to be immortal.
I truly wish now that I had not done these crazy things as a teenager.  I could have seriously hurt myself and/or others through my stupid actions.
List three things you wish you had done during your junior high and high school years, but didn’t.

1. Studied harder and applied myself to my school-work
2. Became more involved in sports

3. Accepted Christ as my Savior
What did your family like to do on weekends?  Describe one particularly memorable one.

For my father, weekends were normally spent doing things around the house and I participated in those activities.  Sometimes we would go to the beach or over to one of my relatives homes for an evening or have them over to our house.
One year, my dad bought me a used go-cart, we would go to the Rose Bowl parking lot and I would drive it there.  It was a nice looking go-cart with a 4 h.p. Briggs and Stratton engine.  Dad and I had some good times on those outings.  After driving my cart for a few months, I had a wreck and injured my left foot.  Another cart hit me from the side and my brake foot was caught under the cart and the skin on my ankle was ripped off on the asphalt.  The same day, another kid flipped his cart over a chain link fence and into a concrete drainage ditch.  His cart landed upside down, killing him because he was not wearing a helmet (Very few go-cart riders wore helmets in those days).  That was the end of my go-carting days.

One memorable weekend my dad took me deep sea fishing out of San Diego for a day.  We had to get up very early (about 1:30 a.m.) to be at the boat in San Diego at 6:30 a.m.  Dad and I went deep sea fishing several times during my teen years and I enjoyed those trips immensely … even though I would tend to get a little sea-sick while standing on the pier as it was rocked back and forth by the swells, before we even boarded the boat.
During childhood, who was your best friend?  Share some of your fondest memories of fun times together.

I didn’t have any “best friends” to speak of during my younger years … with the exception of my sixth grade year when George Fleckinstein and I ran around together.  He lived about a block from us on Sunny Oaks Circle and his mother, who was German, made the most wonderful German potato cakes for our breakfast occasionally.
During my 11th and 12th grade years in high school, I had a close friend named Michael McCutchen with whom I played tennis.   Those were the best memories I have of our time together.  He and I were both on the high school tennis team (somewhere below J.V. ranking).  Mike joined the Marines after high school and I completely lost track of him.
Did you ever keep a scrapbook of photos, autographs, or memories of special occasions?  Describe what this meant to you.

I never kept a scrapbook or any remembrances.    And, I’m sorry to say that I don’t even know where the photographs are that my parents took when I was a child.  Betty has all of the eight-millimeter movies that Dad had shot over the years we were growing up (since about 1957).  Dad and I converted the eight-millimeter movies to VHS tape before he died.
What is your favorite memory of your Mother?  Why is it so special to you?

I don’t have any one special memory of my mother that stands out.  What I remember most about her is her hard work to take care of her family.  She always kept the house clean and neat, cooked all of the meals, including my dad’s breakfast at 5:00 a.m. for a period of time, and ensured each meal was healthful and tasty.  She also “put up” with our camping vacations which were anything but a vacation for her.  Mom still had to cook the meals and keep things clean with none of the appliances she had at home … and there was dirt everywhere while we were tent camping.  She rarely complained about anything and didn’t take any bad feelings out on her children.  She was a good mother!
What image of your father is the most striking in your memory?  Why that image?

My father worked hard all his life and provided for his family well.  While we never had a lot of money, we had all the necessities we needed and were able to go on vacations each year for a couple of weeks as a family.  Dad worked continually until July 1988 and died less than a year later, at age 76.  My father could physically outwork about anyone I knew.  I remember once in 1983, I needed to have a ditch dug that was about 100 feet long by three feet deep by two and a half feet wide for drainage on my property in Ramona.  He and I dug the entire ditch one summer and he did most of the work.  He could outlast me two-to-one on digging that ditch in the heat of the summer day … and he was twice my age at the time (70-years old vs. 38-years old).

Mom and Dad were supposed to go on vacation to Twin Lakes the summer of 1988.  Dad was not feeling well because he was having breathing problems.  Mom wanted him to go to the doctor prior to going on vacation but Dad refused to do so.  I’m sure that he knew there was something physically very wrong with him, but he wanted to go to Twin Lakes and fish in the worst way.  They went on that vacation, but about a month into it they returned home because Dad began having great difficulty breathing, partially because of the altitude at Twin Lakes.  After coming home, Dad went to the doctor for some testing.  The tests came back and it was discovered that Dad had lung cancer.  I’m glad that he insisted on going on that last vacation because he so much loved being at Twin Lakes each summer.  That was the last trip he was able to make before he died.

I was working in San Diego in the latter part of 1988 and would come home on weekends to visit my parents.  During those times, I would help Dad by taking him to his radiation treatments.  These treatments seemed to sap the strength from him.  He wanted to be helping with a renovation of the church that he and Mom attended (First Nazarene Church) but was so weak most of the time that he couldn’t do it.  He took me down to the church one time to show me all of the construction work being done and I felt very badly for him because I could tell that he wanted to be involved in the work.

During Christmas time, 1988, Dad seemed to get his strength back a bit and began feeling fairly well.  Dad and Mom decided to have a Christmas party at Uncle Rudy and Aunt Cleta’s house that year.  My Uncle Raymond and Aunt Marie were there along with their son, Morris.  Betty and Doug and their children also attended.  I had come home for the weekend to attend the party.  Dad seemed to perk up, returned to being his old self and was very upbeat during the party that weekend.  His sense of humor was in great form.  He even remembered the punch lines for most of the old jokes that he told … which was a rarity.  He did a wonderful job of hosting our family Christmas gathering.  This was the calm before the storm for Dad because he went down-hill rapidly after the Christmas holidays.  He died in March of 1989.
List one special memory about your sister.

Betty and I fought like cats and dogs for most of our younger years.  To be honest, this was mostly my fault because I teased her a lot.  About the time she was 15-years old and began dating, we became very close … and we have stayed that way throughout our lives.  Some of the fondest memories I have is of our teenage years, when we both would come home from dates around the same time in the evening and we would stay up until the wee-hours of the morning talking about how things were going in our lives.  One time, I was parked with my date on our street; just north of our house (the view of the lights of Pasadena was great at that location).  Betty’s date pulled up behind me and parked there as well.  We all sat in our respective cars and smooched for a while before Betty’s date let her off at our door.  

Betty and I still call and e-mail each other regularly and we will still share openly about what is going on in our lives.  Next to my wife Carol, Betty has been the closest woman to me during my lifetime.  We are not only brother-and-sister; we are best of friends … and have been for these many years.  Carol and I both wish that Betty lived closer to us so that we could be together more often.
A moment that I remember, having nothing to do with Betty but is dating related, happened when I was on a date and drove up to Mulholland Drive in the Hollywood hills to look at the lights and “neck” with my girlfriend.  We were sitting there enjoying the lights (actually, it would have been a little tough to see the lights, considering the fog on the inside of the windows).  A police officer pulled up behind us, turning on his police cruiser’s flashing lights.  When he came to my window, he asked for my date’s and my driver’s licenses.  My date’s eighteenth birthday had taken place just two days earlier.  After looking at the licenses, he ask me, “How does it feel, parking out here with an eighteen year old girl?”  Without thinking, I responded enthusiastically, “It’s fun!”  The Cop had a great laugh over that one and I had a large embarrassing moment at my girlfriend’s expense.  Needless to say, we moved on at his suggestion.
Share your father’s attitude toward life and how that affected you.

My father never shared much of how he felt about things and his attitude toward life.  He was a private man and we did not have what one would call a close father-son relationship.  My father didn’t share many personal things with me as I grew up.  Dad did not show any physical affection (hugs, etc.) or much emotional affection with me, nor do I remember him ever showing much outward affection toward my mother.  He never told me that he loved me until about two weeks prior to his death.  All of that being said; Dad was a good father in most other ways.  We did some great things together that we both enjoyed such as fishing and hiking.  He taught me many practical things and he was very patient, in fact, too patient in how he handled my poor driving habits as a teenager.
Not knowing any other way a family should be, I didn’t know that I may have been impacted negatively by my father’s lack of affection.  But, after becoming older, some issues in my own life arose due to the things I had missed in our relationship.  By going through some counseling, I discovered much about myself; learning that my own feelings toward others, especially those I loved, were greatly impacted by those early years and my relationship (or lack of it) with my father.  I made some great efforts to change my attitude in this area and through prayer and the Lord’s grace, I did improve.  But of course, I am a work in process so I will continually need to strive to improve my relationships with others.

If you were to find an old toy box in your attic, what toys would you remember most fondly?  Why?
When I was seven years old, I received a toy truck that pulled a trailer.  On the trailer was a loud speaker.  I could pull the truck and trailer around and talk into a mike, making announcements and talking to people out of the speaker.  I don’t know why that toy stands out but it’s the one that I remember most.  Of course, I also remember my first bicycle (A Schwinn that I received on my 5th birthday) … but I guess it doesn’t count because it wouldn’t fit in a toy box.
What kind of car did your family drive?  Were you proud of it or embarrassed by it?  Why?

As I was growing up, we had several different cars including a 1950 Mercury sedan that was two-tone brown and white in color.  The car that I remember the most was my folk’s 1957 Mercury 4-door sedan.  This was our next car after the 1950 Mercury.  It had a 312 c.i. engine with a four-barrel carburetor and an automatic transmission (push-button control on the dash).  It was a very nice car … new when Dad bought it, powerful, and had a unique look with fancy tail fins (all of the 1957 year-model automobiles sported some sort of tail fin).  Our ’57 Mercury was two-tone, light green and white with a green and white interior.  I was given permission to drive it after receiving my driver’s license in 1961.  I was proud of that car but after I received my license, I became involved with my own cars and didn’t pay much attention to the folk’s ’57 Mercury, except when I needed it to take a girl out on a fancy date or wanted to show it off to my friends.
Did you ever go to a dance?  Tell about it.

There were a couple of dances held while I was in junior high school but I didn’t attend them.  Late in high school, I would go to teenage dance clubs with some friends while at the beach.  We would just ask girls to dance who were already there.  My dating life didn’t begin until late in the 11th grade.  I never asked a girl out to a dance until I was a high school senior, and that was when I attended my own Senior Prom.  My 12th grade girlfriend, Pam Darbyshire, had just broken up with me about two months prior so I took another 11th grade girl whom I barely knew.  I found out a few months later that she was pregnant by her boy friend when I took her to my prom.  She was mad at her boy friend for some reason and that’s why she accepted my invitation to the prom … just to upset him.
I went to one other formal dance after graduating high school and prior to joining the Navy.  That was to take my girlfriend at the time to her Senior Prom.  Unfortunately for her, the day after the prom, I broke up with her.  I’m afraid that my timing was not very good but I didn’t want to break up with her right before the prom and have her miss out on her own prom, remembering how that was for me the prior year.  At the time, I figured my action was the lesser of two evils.
How often did your family go to church?  What pastor or Sunday school teacher do you remember most?  How did that person influence you?

My family went to Sunday school just about every Sunday we were home, until I turned 17.  I quit going to Sunday school or church at that time.  I did not go to church service very much as a younger person but do remember going several times as a young adult, while still living at home.  When I was in about 8th or 9th grade, a youth leader and his wife had the youth group to their home several times for parties or get-togethers.  They would also chaperone outings such as winter “snow camps.”  We would go to the mountains and the snow for a day, or sometimes for a weekend.  I don’t recall that they influenced me very much at all … except after I had left the church, when I found out that he and his wife had divorced.  That was a big negative influence for me.
Did your family attend family reunions?  What activities did everyone enjoy?  Tell about your favorite cousins, aunts, or uncles.

We traveled to Maryville, TN in 1957 to attend a family reunion at my Uncle Lloyd and Aunt Eda May’s house.  This was the only reunion that I ever attended and it turned out to be a mini-reunion, because only three of my dad’s six siblings and their families attended.  As I think about this reunion, it brings to mind that I have many cousins who I have never met on both my dad and my mom’s side.  Maybe I will discover them when I put our family tree together.
My favorite cousins were Ray and Eleanor Morton.  Ray was the son of one of my dad’s brothers, Kenneth Morton.  Ray & Eleanor were about 10-15 years older than I was but my folks and I went to their house many times after I began to drive.  I remember that Ray had a full set of all of Spike Jones’ recordings.  Bobby and Carol Morton were Ray and Eleanor’s children.  We still keep in contact, as well as camp at Twin Lakes together once in a while.  My favorite aunt is my Aunt Marie Bean.  She was married to Raymond Bean, my mother’s youngest brother.  Our families did quite a bit together when I was child.  I kept in touch with Marie throughout my military service and for a period of time after that.  She also visited Mom occasionally over the years after my father and Uncle Raymond died, even though she lives in northern California (the city of Paradise).
The Morton family had one “bad sheep”, my 1st cousin Kenneth Morton, Jr.  He was the son of my Dad’s brother Ken, and the brother of Ray Morton.  Ken Jr. was always getting in trouble with the law by writing and passing hot checks.  He was in and out of jail for most of my young life.  I think that we only met once when I was about 12-years old and I completely lost track of him after I entered the Navy.
When you were young, did you ever go to a funeral?  How did that affect you?

Dad’s brother, Kenneth Morton, died when I was 9-years old.  His was the first funeral that I attended.  The funeral service was held with an open casket viewing.  After the funeral, everyone went to a reception where there was a lot of eating and visiting.  
The funeral had an impact on me because I couldn’t figure out why my uncle should have to die when only in his early 60’s.  None of the adults, my parents included, were very forth-coming at the time regarding the cause of his death.  I still don’t know to this day how he died.  I didn’t experience another death or funeral as I was growing up so I didn’t spend much time thinking about it.  The next funeral that I experienced took place well into my adult years.
Did you feel that your parents treated you and your sister the same?  Why or why not?
In general, I felt that we were treated equally and fairly, that is except when I was in trouble for something and Betty was not.  Now you have to understand that this is purely hindsight.  At the time, I always felt that Betty received the best deal and was never in trouble, while I was always being wrongly accused.  Of course, there were those rare occasions when it was reversed and she would get in trouble and I would not … and then everything was OK and justice prevailed!
I had a tendency to tease Betty mercilessly, for which I unjustly(?) suffered rebuke and punishment from my parents.  Betty would sometimes tell Mom that I was teasing her when I actually was not doing so … but of course, I’m sure that she remembers it differently.  Overall, we were treated fairly as children.

Did your high school have college or career day?  What field interested you most?  What did you want to become when you grew up?

Career days held no interest for me in high school or college.  High school was personally of little value to me, so if there was a career day, I probably didn’t pay any attention to it.  When in college, my career was already established (the U.S. Navy) so I would not have participated in a college career day.
When I was a young child, I wanted to be a truck driver or engineer on a train, as all young boys do.  As I grew into young adulthood, I didn’t think about what I wanted to be in the future because I was too busy living from day to day; working in various jobs to support my cars and social life.  After I joined the Navy and discovered that I enjoyed working with electronics, I made the decision to attend college and major in Electrical Engineering … which I did via the U.S. Navy’s Naval Enlisted Scientific Education Program (N.E.S.E.P.).  I qualified for this full college scholarship program and went on to the University of Utah with a major in electrical engineering.  
After I broke my leg skiing in college, I changed my major to computer science.  This was a fortuitous choice because I fell in love with computer science and did well in that major, graduating with my Bachelor of Science degree.  After leaving the Navy in June of 1979, I pursued a career in the computer science field, first with WestTec Services, Inc. as a communications engineer and then with Science Applications International Corporation (SAIC) as a software quality engineer.  I left SAIC after 20-years of a very interesting and rewarding career as an Assistant Vice President in charge of the company’s New Orleans operations and later as a technical consultant to SAIC for my last three years.  

A copy of my last SAIC resume has been placed in the Appendix to this book.  Now some of you may be wondering what interest my resume might hold for anyone; especially since it is “peppered” with Government terminology and a lot of acronyms.  Well, we currently have three engineers in the family (Mike, Richard and me).  And, who knows, there may be some of my grandchildren and great grandchildren who wish to pursue this most worthy of professions.  They might even be interested in seeing a brief overview of what Pa accomplished during his secular career, vis-a-vi, my resume.
Where did you go to college and why?

After graduating high school, I attended one semester at Pasadena City College.  My first semester was the end of my college career at that point because I failed two out of four classes.  My desire for an education at that time was minimal and I had no thought about my future life-goals.  My interests were in working at a job and drawing a pay check to support my race car hobby.  After joining the Navy and pursuing that career for 3 ½ years, I learned of the N.E.S.E.P. program and decided that a college education was important to me.  Becoming a naval officer and pursuing a naval career had become my goal in life.  
Reenlistment was the first step in reaching that goal.  This reenlistment was my second tour (four more years) in the Navy.  I did it with the objective of applying for the N.E.S.E.P. program, going to college and becoming a Naval officer.  My reenlistment included a $12,000.00 reenlistment bonus with which I immediately purchased a new car (a 1968 Opal Cadet).  Because I had reenlisted for an additional four years, the Navy gave me a choice of new duty stations.  
I requested reassignment to an Antisubmarine Warfare Patrol Squadron (VP-19) out of Moffitt Field Naval Air Station in Mountain View, CA.  I was assigned the position of Air Crewman and 1st Technician on a Lockheed Electra, four engine turboprop “P-3” aircraft.  Subsequently, I enrolled in a junior college in Mountain View, CA, near Moffitt Field.  English classes and other coursework improved my overall academic abilities.  I also spent many evenings at the Stanford University library, studying all of the practice exams for the SAT tests.  
I made application to the N.E.S.E.P. program.  After being interviewed by several senior officer selection boards, I was accepted as a candidate for the program.  I scored well on the N.E.S.E.P. qualification exam (the hardest exam that I have ever taken), the California CEEB tests and the SAT tests.  Navy Preparatory School in San Diego for ten weeks was my next challenge.  
The Navy put me (and 150 other enlisted N.E.S.E.P. candidates) through eight hours a day of college preparatory classes that were designed to wash us out of the program.  This was the toughest school and course load that I have ever experienced.  I graduated 109th in my graduating class of 111 students, passing the 10-week college prep school curriculum.  
After completing prep school, graduates were eligible to attend one of twenty two major engineering universities throughout the nation, including MIT, Purdue, Vanderbilt, Miami of Ohio, Michigan, UCLA, Stanford and others.  My first choice was Stanford University in California, but we were not allowed to attend a university in our home state because the Navy was afraid that we would play too much if we attended college close to home.  My next choice of a university was Vanderbilt in Tennessee but that school did not have a top electrical engineering curriculum.  Because my choice of major was electrical engineering, my councilor recommended two universities that had the top electrical engineering programs in the nation:  The Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT) and the University of Utah.  He suggested that my choice be the University of Utah since he thought the academics at MIT would be a bit rough, considering my time out of high school (seven years) and how difficult prep school had been for me.  
My application was accepted at The University of Utah in August 1969.  I completed my studies in four years, including full loads during summer sessions and Officer Candidate School (OCS) in the summer after my junior year.  One of the requirements that made getting one’s engineering degree tough in this program was that we were only allowed to take engineering or hard science courses as electives … no “Underwater Basket Weaving” or “Extinct Animal Photography” type courses were allowed.  Fortunately, I found that I enjoyed geology, geophysics and paleontology and took several courses in those disciplines as electives.   I switched from electrical engineering to a computer science major and graduated with a Batchelor’s Degree in Computer Science; and most important, my commission as an Ensign in the U.S. Navy.  
Prior to entering the University of Utah, I had attained the rate of Anti-submarine Warfare Specialist, 1st-class petty officer (E-6).  By the time I graduated and received my commission, I lacked two days of “time in rate” as an E-6 for eligibility to take the E-7 (Chief Petty Officer’s) exam.
Describe your feelings about your life and how it has turned out thus far.

As I reflect on my life, I am amazed at how remarkable it turned out to be.  It is such an unusual study in contrasts.  I was a high school student who could have cared less about academics or school in general, ending up barely graduating with a 1.92 GPA out of a possible 4.0.  Next I flunked out of junior college after one semester and did nothing prior to joining the Navy except to work blue collar jobs and build race cars.  
I side stepped the draft by joining the Naval Reserves and then changed to active duty status because I received too many traffic tickets.  During Navy Boot Camp I scored very high on my Basic Battery examinations, was selected Honor Man for my boot camp company and applied for an officer program out of boot camp, a program for which I ultimately did not get selected.  Then I graduated “Honor Man” (1st in my class) from my Basic Avionics course and my Antisubmarine Warfare Specialist Type-A School.  Subsequently, I had a great success as an Antisubmarine Warfare Technician and Air Crewman in helicopters and fix-wing aircraft; getting promoted very rapidly (E-1 to E-6 in less than four years).  
In the meantime, I made application for and was accepted into the Mensa Society (I have not been active in Mensa for a number of years).   The Mensa Society was founded in England in 1946 by Roland Berrill, a barrister, and Dr. Lance Ware, a scientist and lawyer. They had the idea of forming a society for bright people; the only qualification for membership was a high IQ.  The society welcomes people from every walk of life whose IQ is in the top 2% of the world’s population, with the objective of enjoying each other's company and participating in a wide range of social and cultural activities.  Mensa has three stated purposes: to identify and foster human intelligence for the benefit of humanity, to encourage research in the nature, characteristics and uses of intelligence, and to promote stimulating intellectual and social opportunities for its members.  Today there are some 100,000 Mensans in 100 countries throughout the world. There are active Mensa organizations in over 40 countries on every continent except Antarctica.
I then went on to get a full academic engineering scholarship to a major engineering university.   I graduated as a Naval officer and had an additional six exciting years in a U.S. Navy career, including service on one of the last of the U.S. Navy Diesel Submarines.  Ultimately I became a Deep Submergence Vehicle Pilot, diving to depths in excess of one mile in the open ocean.  And on top of all of that, I was able to spend another successful 20-years in an exciting career with an outstanding hi-tech company (SAIC).  God then called Carol and me to missionary service for three years, guiding us to quit our secular jobs and join the Latin America Mission agency.  Ultimately I retired at the young age of 55-years old!  Carol and I have subsequently been able to travel all over the world and participate in many wonderful ministries during the past seven years.
Now it seems almost impossible that a person like me could have accomplished all of this, especially considering my total lack of ambition and drive during my early years.  What a wonderful life God has given me, in spite of myself, and how greatly I have been blessed!!!
Where did you live when you were going to college?  Describe an unforgettable experience from that time in your life.
Salt Lake City was my home during enrollment at the University of Utah.  I lived in several different locations during that period.  The first was in an apartment downtown on the 7th floor of a building containing apartments, offices and an Italian restaurant on the 1st floor.  The second place was in the “Avenues” area of Salt Lake City (north east side of the city) in an apartment on the 2nd floor.  After my leg was broken while skiing in March 1971, I again moved because it was difficult navigating the stairs up to my apartment.   My next home was a basement apartment in Bountiful, UT.  Bountiful was a few miles north of Salt Lake City and it took me about 30 minutes to get to and from school.  Because it was impossible to shift a manual transmission with a full hip/leg cast, I sold my 1969 Toyota Land Cruiser soon after my release from the hospital.  I then purchased a nice 1957 Chevy 2-door hard-top with automatic transmission.  I wish that I still had that car!
Bountiful was my home for only a few months after I broke my leg and then I moved into an apartment with a good friend and classmate named Bob Poirier.  The apartment was near the Utah state capital and had a beautiful view of the city and mountains.  
While living in the apartment, Bob and I decided one day to make some home made “balloon wine.”  We obtained two five-gallon water bottles, put the wine-making ingredients into the bottles and instead of using regular balloons to seal the bottles, used a couple of Bob’s condoms.  The wine was supposed to be done when the balloons filled up.  We only had to wait a short time for the wine to begin fermenting.  The condoms then blew up and reached a height of about six feet.  This gave us a very interesting conversation starter when we had guests come to visit us in our apartment … especially when the guests were women.   Oh yes … the wine came out tasting horrible!
Next, I moved into a duplex with Jim Green, a classmate of mine, right next to the university.  That was great because after my cast had been removed, I was able to ride my bicycle or walk to classes.  I limped around on crutches or a cane until all of my casts were removed.  The crutches made it difficult during the winter because Salt Lake City gets a lot of snow during that season.  On one occasion, when I entered the Merrill Engineering Building, my crutches slipped on the tile floor and I went down hard.  Not fun with four pins in one’s leg!  I lived in this particular duplex until I graduated from college.  
Jim had to move out when Diane and I were married in December of 1971 because the “deal” we made was that if one of us were to get married while in college, the other would vacate the apartment.  He did leave us with a little wedding gift for our return to the duplex.  We walked into the kitchen and it looked like Jim had thrown a party and then just walked away from the place.  He had left dirty dishes all over the house, a Dutch oven that was half-full of rotting chili and beans on the stove, and more dirty dishes in the sink.  Diane almost cried when she saw it all.
My most unforgettable experience in college was in March 1971 when I broke my leg in 11 places while skiing at Brighton Ski Resort (about 40 minutes from the campus).  It happened on the last day of my university ski class and it was the last run of the day.  After the ski patrol pulled me off the hill in a “stokes” (a sled-like basket for transporting injured skiers off the hill), I was taken to the University of Utah Medical Center Hospital in the back of a pickup truck, with a shell on the truck-bed. I not only broke my left leg, but after my leg was set, I suffered a pulmonary embolism and cardiac arrest, going into a coma for 2 ½ days.  
When I awoke, Betty was standing there by my bed in the intensive care unit.  She was supposed to be in California so I knew all was not well … not to mention the oxygen mask over my face and all of the tubes and wires coming out of me!  My parents also flew out to be with me at the hospital.  The doctors told my parents that they gave me a 50-50 chance of surviving and coming out of the coma.  I owe my life to my roommate Jim Green because he was the first person to visit me in the hospital.  He discovered that I was not breathing when he came in my room.  Jim notified the nurse and they called a “code” on me.  God was watching over me that time because I woke up from the coma and recovered rapidly enough to leave the hospital in one short week.
After my hip-cast and pins were removed from my broken leg and replaced with a walking cast, I purchased a 400 cc Honda motorcycle, put a notch in the back of my cast at the heal, so that I could shift the bike, and began riding it to school.  Now that sounds crazy but that cast actually saved my leg once.  I was forced to lay my bike down to avoid hitting a car that had pulled out in front of me at an intersection.  If my orthopedic surgeon had ever found out about my riding a motorcycle with the walking cast, he would have put me back into a full hip/leg cast for the duration.
I managed to “get back on the horse” and ski one more time after breaking my leg.  The new ski resort called Snowbird opened up a year after my last cast was removed.  I spent the day skiing the new runs but I found that I just couldn’t attack the hills like I used to and that I was very tense the whole time I was skiing.  Knowing that I was just setting myself up for another accident, I sold my skis at a garage sale some months later, never skiing again.  I thought that it was very strange that the person who purchased my skis also purchased the set of crutches I had used while recovering from my broken leg.

Share some principles from scripture on which you have chosen to build your life.

I have learned that God is with me no matter what the circumstances of my life and that He will never leave me or forsake me; that He supplies all that I need at the time to deal with my circumstances (1 Cor. 10:13).  I have learned that I am, and always will be (at least in this life) a work in process.  As it was with Paul … the more I learn about God, the more I see how separated I am from His holiness and how desperately I needed the atoning sacrifice of Jesus Christ.
Early in my Christian life, as I read and began to understand God's Word, I was convicted that God's commands and the Holy Spirit's leading should always be obeyed.  Something that He impressed on me very strongly and very early in my Christian walk was that I, as a Christian, was to walk circumspectly in this world and be above reproach in all that I do.  What this means to me, as I read and study the Scriptures about this and its relationship to the entirety of God's word, is the following:   
In walking circumspectly -- that I must enter into every decision and action by first looking at it and the consequences for me and for others.  I must ascertain, as best I can, how the decision or action will glorify God and honor my relationship with Jesus Christ.  
In being above reproach -- that no one can say of me, as one who names the name of Christ, that I am acting in a manner that dishonors God before men (Christian or non-Christian), or that I am acting in disobedience to His Word, or that through my actions or words I have caused a weaker brother or sister in Christ to stumble.

God has taught me that my wife and I are definitely to live as “one flesh” and that I must strive to love her as Christ loves the Church (Eph. 5) … that I must love her unselfishly and sacrificially (1 Cor. 13).   This means that I must compromise my wants and desires and defer to her needs, her wants and her desires when ever possible, never demanding my own way or acting in a controlling fashion.  Where we disagree, I should attempt deferring to her unless her actions are in major disobedience to God’s Word.  I am to be totally committed to our marriage no matter how I feel about her, our marriage, our circumstances or the situation at hand.  Her happiness and needs must come before my own.  I am a work in process and don’t always succeed in being the man that Christ would have me to be when it comes to my relationship with Carol … but it’s my strong desire to become more and more Christ-like in that relationship.
What musical instrument did you want to play and why?

As a young teenager, my musical interests centered on learning to play the guitar.  Folk music was my favorite music for most of my young life and a guitar was pretty inexpensive to purchase and not too difficult to learn.  After taking about three or four lessons from a guitar teacher, my formal lessons ended and I tried to learn to play the guitar on my own.  I didn’t spend very much time in practice and therefore never became very good playing a guitar.
As an adult, I took some Ukulele lessons in Kauai, HI, a few years ago while on summer vacation.  I enjoyed playing it so I purchased a Uke, but have not taken the time to learn to play it.  Learning to play the Ukulele is something that I still intend to do in the future.  

Though not associated with music, learning to speak Spanish is another of my future long-term goals.  Time will tell if either of these goals will ever be met.
Did you ever ride a motorcycle or have a friend who road one?

My motorcycle riding days began when I was in junior college.  I purchased a Honda Dream 305 cc motorcycle.  I road this bike until I sold it just prior to joining the Navy.  My entry into motorcycle riding was not without incident.  My first little problem was when I had pulled off the freeway behind a friend’s car onto the shoulder of the road.  He leaned out of his window and yelled, “Let’s go.”  He drove forward to pull back into traffic on the freeway and I followed.  Unfortunately, he slammed on his breaks about the same time that I was looking over my shoulder and hitting my throttle.  I plowed into the back of his car.  No one was hurt and there was not much damage to my bike or his car, but it did cost me a few bucks.

The second incident with that bike was similar to the first because I ran into the back of a car that had come to a sudden stop.  That accident caused a considerable amount of damage to my bike and I was bruised and scraped up a bit.

I purchased my second motorcycle when I was in college.  Three of my friends and I flew to Los Angeles and each of us bought a 1970 Honda 750 cc, four cylinder motorcycle.  The four of us road our new bikes back to Salt Lake City.  
A wonderful cross-country motorcycle trip was taken with a friend and his wife during my college days.  We road our motorcycles from Salt Lake City through Reno to San Francisco, then down the California coast to Mexico, and finally back to Salt Lake City via Las Vegas.  
Though I was never involved in an accident on my 1970 Honda 750, I did scare myself once when trying to see how fast it would go in the desert.  The speedometer read 112 miles per hours and a little gust of wind pushed the bike sideways into the oncoming lane.  I hit the brakes, slowed down immediately and pulled to the side of the road.  After I had cleaned out my pants, I road the motorcycle slowly back to Salt Lake City.  While riding this bike, I experienced a couple of blowouts.  One blowout was on the front wheel while doing 60 mph and the other on the rear while doing about 50 mph.  Fortunately, neither of these blowouts caused me any problems.

My motorcycles since that time have included a 750cc Triumph, two 750cc Honda Shadows, a 600cc Yamaha, a Honda 90cc, a Honda Trail 110cc, and a 2005 Harley Davidson 1100cc Full Dress Ultraglide.  My Harley was the last bike that I owned.  After only putting 1,000 miles on the bike, I crashed into the side of a pickup truck and had to be “life-flighted” to the trauma center in Austin.  I suffered six broken ribs, a lacerated scalp and badly sprained left hand.  After having $9,300.00 in repairs done on the bike, I sold it to pay for my medical bills!

When Mike turned 16-years old, he felt that he just had to have a motorcycle.  He had ridden a small motorcycle that his father had given him when he was a kid.  He had also seen me ride motorcycles the entire time that he was growing up.  I went to the local motorcycle shop and purchased Mike a used 600cc motorcycle.  The first time that he took his motorcycle out to ride, he went with a friend named Matt, who had a motorcycle of his own.  Thirty minutes after Mike and Matt had left our driveway, we received a call from the police saying that the boys had been involved in an accident and Mike had been taken to the hospital.  We called the hospital and found out that Mike had suffered a broken collar bone.  As far as I am concerned, that was a “lucky break.”   I sold the motorcycle with Mike’s concurrence and he has never ridden a street-bike since that day.  It is nice not having to worry about a son who is out riding a motorcycle.  As an adult, Mike has ridden dirt bikes for several years and has owned and raced several of them.  He insists that it’s much safer riding and racing in the dirt.
What were your youthful goals and ambitions for life?  Which ones have you been able to fulfill?

That’s a tough question.  I don’t remember having any goals and ambitions that were future oriented.  As a teenager, I didn’t think about a future career or where I wanted to be two or more years in the future.  If someone had mentored me regarding my future goals and objectives, I might have been more successful sooner in life.  My options in the Navy gave me much to think about, especially after my Basic Battery Test scores were so high.  Scoring well on those tests opened up many doors for me, including the opportunity to think about future goals in my life.
How old were you when you met your wife?  What attracted you to her?

Diane:  

I was 26-years old and a sophomore in college.  The married N.E.S.E.P. student wives were always trying to set me up on a date with a girl because I was supposed to be one of the eligible bachelors in the unit.  One day, as I was playing bridge in the wardroom of the NROTC Building over my lunch hour, the wife of one of my friends pointed me out to Diane as the most eligible bachelor in the N.E.S.E.P. unit.  She wondered over our table and mentioned to me that Diane was single and maybe I might like to ask her out on a date.  I did ask her out … and the rest is history.
Some of the things that attracted me to Diane were that she was pretty, she showed me considerable attention and we generally just seemed to “click.”   

Diane often wondered why I stuck around after our second date.  During that date we were having dinner at her friend’s house.  While we were sitting at the dinner table, Mike turned to me, gagged and then vomited big-time down the front of my clothes.  He was only 2 ½ years old and, after my initial shock, I collected myself and figured that I was just in the wrong place (sitting next to him while he was eating) at the wrong time.  I will say that I was very careful not to sit next to him during future meals for a while.
Carol:

Sometime after my divorce with Diane, I began dating.  I had dated a few women from my church, but few others.  I was not into the “bar scene” and trying to meet women at singles activities did not work for me.  I wanted to date but didn’t feel it appropriate to date the few single women I knew in my work environment.  I was 48 years old at the time.
I heard about an organization called Great Expectations. It has a system where a person can meet people of the opposite sex who have many of the same likes and dislikes and are generally compatible.  At that time, there were no on-line dating services.  This appeared to be a way for me to meet women that would at least potentially be compatible.  I dated several women through this organization but did not find any with whom I clicked.  I had become friends with the photographer at Great Expectations and she asked me if she could send my picture and bio to someone she knew who was a member and who might be someone I would like.  I told her yes and she faxed my information to Carol.
Carol called me and we talked off and on for about three weeks before finally meeting at a café called Bobalouchy’s in Angleton, TX.  We met for dinner and had a great time just talking and getting to know each other for a couple of hours.   About a week later, I went down to Carol’s house in Lake Jackson, TX, and we went out to dinner at Riverside Country Club.  After dinner, we went back to Carol’s home and had a couple of glasses of wine, spending the rest of the evening talking and soaking in her hot tub.  We discussed many things that evening, spending a long time taking about Christianity in general and more specifically, about our spiritual lives.  

One of the things that I noticed when I first entered Carol’s home was that the VCR machine was blinking the time, “12:00.”  I asked her why the time was not set and she told me that it had been that way for five years; that she couldn’t figure out how to set it.  I set the time and impressed the heck out of her!
We didn’t get together again until shortly before Christmas.  I went on a trip to the Bay Area of California over Thanksgiving to visit my old college roommate, Bob Poirier and his wife.  After I returned, Carol and I just couldn’t seem to get back together for a couple of weeks.  When we did, she went with me to my SAIC employee’s Christmas party.

She drove to Alvin to meet me at my house prior to the party and just about didn’t get there.  She got lost and wondered around Alvin for quite a while.  She knew that she was close to my house but couldn’t find it.  At one point, she saw a man in his front yard and decided to stop and ask him if he knew Chuck Morton and where he lived.  When she asked him, he said that he not only knew me but was Chuck’s best friend; that Chuck lived three doors down from him.  Carol finally made it to my house and we went to the party and had a great time.  She discovered at the party that I was not just attending the employee Christmas party but that I was the manager and was the host of the party for all of the employees.  I later spent Christmas day at Carol’s home with Carol and her children.  It was a wonderful Christmas.

I was attracted to Carol by her openness, her intelligence, her looks and the overall easy way in which we seemed to open up to each other.  She seemed to be a person of honest feelings and not one to put up a false front.  I felt that we were on the same wave length regarding our faith and our desire to improve our spiritual walk.  When I filled out my bio for Great Expectations, I noted that I wanted to meet a woman who didn’t have any children at home, didn’t smoke, and didn’t have cats.  Would you believe that Carol didn’t meet any of those criteria!  On top of that, her cat Gus bit me the first time I got near it!  Be that as it may, she overcame all because of the wonderful qualities she did possess.  And besides that, she quit smoking.  I even got to where I tolerated Gus.
I learned to love Carol’s children; Carla, Richard and Eric, over time and have developed a special relationship with Carla.  The first time I really saw Carla, she was getting ready to go out on a date and walked out of her room in a leather micro-mini skirt and halter top.  I was blown away because Carla is a very beautiful girl … and that’s an understatement.  I’ve come to learn that she is also a very intelligent woman and a beautiful person on the inside.  A few months after Carol and I were married, Carla was married, subsequently giving birth to two beautiful little boys.  Unfortunately, she went through a divorce a few years ago and is now a single mother.  Since then, Carla has excelled in her career and has learned to balance her work and her parenting responsibilities well.  She has also grown spiritually and now has a vital relationship with her Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. 
When did you know that your wife was the girl you wanted to marry?  How did you know?

Diane:
We had been dating for about six months and things were very comfortable between us.  I feel that we each came to the conclusion about the same time that we wanted to get married.  Other than our talking about marriage and children in general, Diane didn’t give me any specific indications that she wanted to get married before I actually proposed to her.  I was 26 years old and felt that I was ready for a marriage commitment and that she was the one with whom I wanted to be married. 
Carol:

How does one know for sure that marriage is the right course of action with anyone?  I had married once previously and it didn’t work out.  During my first marriage, I made some mistakes because I approached that marriage from other than a Christian perspective.  This time I had a much better handle on what marriage really meant, how I should treat my wife, and how each partner should conduct themselves in a marriage relationship.  

I knew that I loved Carol and wanted to spend the rest of my life with her (irregardless of kids and cats).  I thought about it and prayed about it and felt a great peace about asking her to marry me.  My best friends, Pat and Ilene Wright, also liked Carol and I had considerable respect for their opinion.  I prayed that if marriage was not what God intended for us at that time, Carol would say no to my proposal.  Or, that she would at least indicate that we needed to wait for some period of time.
Share a memory about the way you proposed to your wife.

Diane:

I have never heard of anyone else proposing in exactly the same way that I did to Diane.  It was a very snowy evening in Salt Lake and we had been out on a date somewhere.  I pulled up across the street from where she was living and parked.  Reaching into the back seat of the car (at that time my new 1971 Chevy Camaro), I retrieved a long box with a bow and her name on it.  In the box were a dozen roses with an engagement ring slipped over one of the roses.  She opened the box, saw the ring and became pretty excited.  Again … the rest is history.
This brings to mind another previous snowy evening when I brought Diane home from a date and parked in front of her place.  There was a lot of slush and snow on the street and especially near the curb that evening.  Diane slid across the front seat so that she could get out of the car on my side.  I held the door open for her; she stepped out of the car, putting her hand out for me to take.  I was busy holding the door open and watching out for the cars coming down the street and didn’t remember to take her hand.  She stepped out of the car and since I hadn’t taken her outstretched hand, slipped and fell flat on her butt in the slushy, dirty snow with her skirt hiked up around her waist.  Needless to say, her skirt and shoes were a mess and she was one unhappy little lady.  After that little incident, you better believe that I was Johnny on the spot to give her a hand or help her in and out of the car … especially when the weather was below freezing or it had snowed or rained.
Carol:

I asked Carol to marry me in February 1993.  We had discussed the possibility of marriage over the New Years holiday and in February, we took a trip to New Orleans.  One of the places we went in the French Quarter was Pat O’Brian’s.  

There are two piano players in that club who play songs requested by the audience.  The requests are passed to the piano players on napkins from the audience.  The place was packed with college students and after we had been there for about an hour, I passed a napkin up to the piano player and asked her to make an announcement.  I asked her to say, “If there is anyone in the room named Carol who is here with Chuck, Chuck wants to know if you will marry him.”  When she announced that, the whole room burst out in applause and every one started yelling, “SAY YES, YES, YES  …”  Carol looked at me and said, “What am I supposed to say … ?”  I said, “Say yes … what else?”

Carol did say yes and everyone in the place cheered.  We had our picture taken with the piano player and set the wedding date for early March.  Carla’s wedding date was in June.  Carol and I wanted to have our wedding far enough in advance of hers so that we could spend time preparing for that wedding.  I made all of the preparations for our wedding.  Carol did so for Carla’s wedding.

Tell about your wedding day.  What happened?  How did you feel?  Were you nervous, scared, happy?

Diane:

We were married in Pasadena, CA, at Lincoln Avenue Presbyterian Church.  The wedding was in the afternoon.  Around 11:00 a.m., my best man, Ron Wiley, and I went to the Pepper Mill, a nice restaurant in Pasadena.  We had some lunch, a couple of drinks and some good conversation for a couple of hours.  Ron then took me to the church, arriving on time for the wedding.  When I first saw Diane I remember thinking how very beautiful she was in her wedding dress.  I don’t remember being nervous or scared before, during or after our wedding, but I was happy.  Once I make my mind up about a major decision, I usually don’t look back and worry about that decision … marriage included.  
During the wedding, I do remember one incident that was rather humorous.  When all of us were quietly walking down the aisle; Mike looked up, saw me and his mother and said, “There’s my daddy but who is that lady in the white dress?”   Everyone had a good laugh.  The wedding went smoothly and the reception was held at my parent’s house.  After the reception, we drove away in our Camaro to our Las Vegas honeymoon … with our car windows soaped and many tin cans tied to the bumper by our friends. 
Carol:

I had everything planned and arranged for our wedding.  Carol and I were to be married on March 12th in Clearlake at the oldest Presbyterian church in Texas (currently a historical monument).  The morning of the wedding, the entire southeast portion of the nation was hit by the “storm of the century”.  It was cold, windy and there was rain and sleet falling.  
I was at the church early to ensure everything was set up properly.  Carla brought Carol to the church from Lake Jackson.  Carol had asked a friend of hers, Nancy Branson, to bring another friend of ours, German Urioste, to the wedding.  German had had a little pre-ceremony libation and had become a more than tipsy by the time they arrived.  Nancy was ready to leave German on a street corner and go to the wedding by herself.  All of our children attended including two of Carol’s ex-stepchildren, Barbara and Darek Kilian.  The only children who didn’t attend were Mike and another of carol’s ex-stepchildren, Dennis Kilian.  There were about 45 people attending our wedding.  Everyone arrived at the church on time and we began the ceremony.  
In spite of the weather, I was feeling wonderful on the day of my wedding.  I was happy and absolutely not scared or nervous.  This was a day that I had been looking forward to; a day in which I knew that Carol and I were beginning a wonderful life together.

A good friend of mine who was a retired pastor, J.B. Perkins, performed the ceremony.  It was a beautiful wedding with Richard and his friend, Sarah, playing the accompaniment, Pachelbel’s Canon, on their harps.  Christy sang a wonderful rendition of “The Wedding Song.”  The reception was held at the Adam’s Mark hotel.  
We ate a wonderful dinner at the hotel and had the cake cutting ceremony.  I pulled one of my normal sophomoric stunts and put cake icing on Carol’s nose when I fed her a bite of cake.  I tired to explain to her that it was purely an accident… but Carol didn’t fall for it!
Because of the huge storm in the southeast, the airports in most major cities were closed.  BooBoo had flown to Houston from Birmingham for the wedding and could not get back home because the Birmingham airport was snowed in.  Carol and I were staying at the Adam’s Mark hotel that night and due to the bad weather, we had company.  My mother-in-law (Booboo), my new step-daughter (Carla), new step-sons (Richard & Eric), Barbara and Darek all ended up getting rooms at the hotel and joining us on our honeymoon.  Carla even knocked on our door at 6:30 a.m. the next morning, wanting to know when we were going to breakfast!  We made some wonderful memories over those two days.
Where did you go on your honeymoon?  Describe at least one humorous thing that happened to you and Diane.
Diane:

We arrived in Las Vegas near midnight and checked into the Dunes Hotel on the strip.  We spent some time in our room and then went to the casino and gambled all night and into the early morning hours.  
By about six in the morning, we had blown most of our money at the tables and were down to about our last $4.00, after the cost of the hotel.  We bought a couple of candy bars, ate them and drank our complementary champagne for breakfast in our room.  We then slept for a few hours and checked out of the hotel by 11:00 a.m.  We drove back to my folk’s house that afternoon and of course, had to eat crow about blowing all of our money.  Thank goodness I had a gasoline credit card or we might have had to call someone to wire us money to get home.  In retrospect it’s all pretty funny, but at the time it could have been very inconvenient.
My parents had asked us before we left on our honeymoon if we wanted silverware or money as our wedding gift from them.  We said money and they said that they would give it to us when we returned from Las Vegas (pretty smart!).  After we returned to my parent’s house from Vegas, they gave us $400.00 as a wedding gift.  That was a very welcome gift after our little stunt.
Carol:

My honeymoon with Carol was sort of a “second honeymoon,” since it was my second marriage.  We went on a southern Caribbean cruise, stopping at several islands.  The cruise ship was a small Dutch ship (about 600 people).   That was a time when gambling was still a part of my life and I made all of our spending money for the cruise at the casino.  For meals on the ship, we had a table next to the captain’s table and his waiter was our waiter.  We sat with about five other couples who each had previously made over 15-20 cruises.  I don’t know how we were selected for that table, but it was very interesting talking to all of them about their past adventures.  It seemed unusual that they were always complaining about something regarding our cruise, but Carol and I thought that we had died and gone to Heaven.  It was a fabulous cruise for us!  

Another interesting thing was that since it was a Dutch ship; there were many Europeans on the cruise.  The European women had a habit of swimming and sunbathing around the pool topless, at least that is what Carol tells me.   I can’t say that I ever noticed (.
A funny thing that happened on that trip was when we went to Barbados Island.  We made reservations to go on a SCUBA diving trip to a ship wreck off of Barbados.  When we got to the place that we were to meet our dive guide, we found him and his small, 14 foot open boat … and that was it!  We had rented our dive gear from a shop in town thank goodness.  This guy would have probably given us a couple of old tanks with out of date double-hosed regulators.  He took the little boat 100 yards offshore to the dive site.  We entered the water and discovered that the water depth was all of about 20 feet in depth.  The wreck that we dove on was a small fishing boat.  There was nothing else around.  No fish, no plants … just this old fishing boat.  We did see one puffer fish but that was about it.  It was not funny at the time as we felt that we had been ripped off; but we have laughed about it since then.

Carol and I didn’t take our honeymoon cruise until eight months after we were married.  Because we were getting married in March and Carla was getting married in June, I planned our wedding while she planned Carla’s wedding.  Planning Carla’s wedding kept us very busy after our wedding so we made the decision to put off our honeymoon until several months after Carla’s wedding.
Do you remember the first meals your wife cooked for you?  Do you dare comment on them?
Diane:

I don’t remember the first meals that Diane cooked for me (Really … I don’t!).  I’m sure that they were good because I don’t remember her cooking a bad meal.
Carol:

I also do not remember the first meals that Carol cooked for me.  

I do remember the first meal that I cooked for her.  I invited her up to my house for a candlelight dinner one evening shortly after we met.  When she arrived, I escorted her into the living room and served grasshoppers before dinner (drinks containing cream dement).  After drinks, we went to the dining room and sat down at the table, on which were lighted candles and fancy place settings.    I then served her the main course … chili dogs.  Hey, it’s the thought that counts!  She must have really liked them because she never complained.

Describe where you and your wife lived after you were married. What was the view like from the kitchen window?
Diane:

We lived in a duplex apartment next to the University of Utah where my old roommate and I lived prior to our marriage.  The view from the kitchen window was looking across the driveway at the house next to us.  Not a very scenic view!  We did have a nice view from our bedroom window of Salt Lake City, which was especially nice when there was a blanket of snow covering the ground.
Carol:

Carol and I lived in a house on Clover Street in Lake Jackson, TX.  It was a very nice house that Carol had purchased prior to our marriage.  In the rear of the house was a large screened patio with a big hot tub.  It was a long trek for me to work at Johnson Space Center (52 miles!) but Carol only had a 10-15 minute drive to her office.  The back yard was large with a beautiful oak tree.  One could see the back yard from the kitchen window.
I remember that shortly after we started dating, Carol gave me a tour of the house and I noticed that her closet was a total mess.  One day when she was gone for an hour or so, I pulled all of her clothes out of the closet and completely reorganized it.  When Carol discovered what I had done, she was quite taken with my gesture (Actually, she thought I was nuts!).
Shortly after we were married, we sold Carol’s house in Lake Jackson and my house in Alvin and moved to a townhouse in the community of Bal Harbor, Nassau Bay, TX.  This was a wonderful, two story house with two bedrooms and 2 ½ baths.  It was in a marina community and we moored our boat across the street from our house.  We loved that place and the fact that we could walk out our front door and jump in our boat.  It was also across the street from Johnson Space Center, which made my drive to work a short five minute sprint.  Of course, Carol had a 40-mile drive to her office in Angleton.

When did you and your wife start talking about having children?  Why did you want children – or did you?

Diane:

Diane and I talked about having kids and the number of children we wanted shortly after we were engaged.  We began seriously talking about having a baby almost as soon as we were married.  We felt that we wanted to have a child together and also that another child would be good for the family as a whole.  Children always seem to do better when they are raised with a sibling.  It took almost six months for us to get pregnant.  Christy was born on a snowy February day in 1973.
Carol:

Carol and I were well past the point of wanting any more children.  Not to mention the fact that it would have been a physical impossibility (I was shooting blanks!).  Between the two of us, we had five children when we were married; two of mine and three of hers.
What did you like best about your wife?

Diane:

Her sense of fun and willingness to put up with my crazy ideas and spur of the moment plans.  I also appreciated her understanding of my call to ministry within the church.
Carol:

I like Carol’s inner beauty as well as her outer beauty.  She has a wonderful spirit and a gift of mercy toward others.  I appreciate Carol’s ability to empathize and reach out to others in need.  It is such a blessing that we are both like-minded in our spiritual walk.  Carol is such a good balance for me in many areas and I have learned much from her over the past 14+ years.
I also appreciate that Carol is able to put up with my sophomoric sense of humor and my habit of blocking out everything and everyone when working on the computer.
What do you feel it takes for a husband and wife to maintain a healthy marriage?

You must always be completely truthful and honest with each other, actively and passively.  There should be no secrets between you.  
You should maintain a Christ-centered relationship in your lives.  Christ should be at the center of your marriage and your family.  You should study God’s Word together and individually, pray together daily and minister in some way both together and individually.  You should regularly attend church and a small group bible study weekly.  You should continually strive to understand God’s word and His will for your lives.  When you don’t agree on a portion of Scripture which affects each of you or your family; you should pray, first seeking counsel from God’s Word and the Holy Spirit and then your pastor and/or another very mature Christian.  If it is a minor point of scripture then you should compromise for the time being and continue to seek mutual understanding through prayer and study.
If there is a disagreement over something, you should work together to resolve your differences quickly, never putting it off or keeping quiet just to avoid a confrontation.  Things not said and issues not addressed tend to fester and build bitterness until at some future time there is an explosion over the issue.  Scripture tells us not to let the sun go down on anger, a disagreement or hurt feelings without addressing it and seeking/giving forgiveness.    

Don’t blow off a big problem or issue that you can’t seem to solve together and hope that it just goes away.  It will not!  One or both of you may forget if for awhile, but it will come back later in some more virulent form.  If there are things inside or outside of your marriage that are causing problems that both of you cannot seem to resolve, you must seek the help of a good, professional Christian counselor.  

This can be difficult to do because if we think that we must go to an outside counselor, we somehow feel that we have failed. We’re admitting that we can’t solve the problem ourselves.  Guess what?  You can’t … or you would have done so.  Take it from someone who has utilized Christian counselors in the past; a good Christian counselor can do amazing things to help a couple resolve issues and differences and get on with happier, healthier lives together.
I will always go to my wife and seek her forgiveness in a situation where we have been angry with each other, even when I feel deep down that she caused the problem.  There is always some fault or sin on both the husband’s and the wife’s part during a fight or when both are angry at each other.   It is my responsibility before God, as the spiritual leader of our family, to initiate reconciliation.  

Any major decision or action done by one should be done in agreement with the other spouse or not be done at all.  A general agreement may be reached for many things ahead of time and need not be addressed at each occasion.  But, many major actions should be agreed to at each occurrence, prior to making a decision or taking any action.  This is especially true in the area of finances, major expenditures, career decisions, vacations, or decisions directly affecting another immediate family member or the other partner, etc.  This is an on-going process and should be discussed often.  Assumptions on either partner’s part should be avoided.

Both husband and wife should strive to live their lives in accordance with Scriptures that are directed at marriage and the marriage relationship.  The husband and wife should both live their lives sacrificially for each other, always thinking more highly of the other than of themselves (Eph. 5:21 ff and 1 Cor. 13: 4-8a).

I should note here that through many years of study, counsel and experience in marriage, the verse in Eph. 5 that refers to the wife submitting to her husband has been greatly misinterpreted, misunderstood and abused by many men over the years.  If the husband reads all verses relating to the husband and wife in Eph. 5, he will notice that the vast majority are addressed to him.  He is ultimately to love his wife as Christ loves the Church.  Christ loved His church enough to sacrifice His own life.  This means that I am to love my wife in a totally sacrificial manner, never demanding my way or forcing my will on her.  If both the husband and wife are living in obedience to God’s Word, there should be Christian harmony in the marriage.  The occasion should not arise when the husband need demand anything of his wife.

Describe the most fun you ever had on a Forth of July.

As a child, the best time I had on a Forth of July was when my folks took Betty and me to the Rose Bowl in Pasadena.  I was 10-years old at the time and Betty was seven.  The city of Pasadena put on a fireworks display in the Rose Bowl every year.  There were also many circus type performances and other displays on the field in between each fireworks display.  It was the first time I had seen a fireworks display on that grand a scale.  I also remember being very impressed by the trapeze artists who worked about 50 feet above the ground without nets.  I’ve seen bigger and more impressive fire works displays since that time, but none has ever excited or impressed me like that one.
As an adult, one Forth of July, we went to Oklahoma and visited with Diane’s folks and her uncle and aunt.  Some of Diane’s other relatives were also there.  We purchased about $300 worth of fireworks the day before the 4th and Mike and Christy, as well as most of the adults, had a ball shooting all of them off. 
Tell about your family summer outings when you were young.  Did you go camping?  Fishing?  Swimming?
We went to the beach (San Clemente) or to the High Sierras (Twin Lakes) on summer vacations for two weeks each year.  We would also spend time in our local mountains for day-long or half-day picnics.  One place that our family visited several times was Warner Springs.  We would picnic and then hike about a mile to an old saw-mill and back.   Dad, Betty and I would take local day-hikes up to Henniger Flats or Mount Lowe once or twice a year (about seven miles round-trip for both).  In the winter, our parents would take us to the mountains and we would spend a day playing in the snow and sliding down the hills on sleds, usually ending the day wet and cold, but we always had a blast.  There were also day-trips to the beach in the summer time.  Dad and I would occasionally go ocean fishing for a day at San Clemente or on one occasion, all the way down to San Diego.
Describe any outdoor activities that you did or do now with your own family.

My dad and I liked to backpack into the Virginia Lakes area of the High Sierras.  On our second trip into the Virginia Lakes, Mike begged me to go with us.  He was nine years old and, to my way of thinking, too young and too small to backpack.  He would have to carry his sleeping bag, food, clothing, all of his fishing gear and personal items by himself (about 20-25 pounds).  He finally wore me down and I relented, telling him that he could go with us; but that I was not going to carry his back pack if he decided that he was tired.  We departed the trail head and it was not more than a mile up the trail that Mike began whining and complaining that he was tired and couldn’t carry his pack.  I let him continue carrying his pack and complaining for a while, but eventually I carried it along with all of my gear.  

We had a wonderful time once we arrived at the first lake (Green Lake), did some fishing and set up camp; though I was one pretty exhausted dad by the time Mike and I crawled into our sleeping bags that night.  I never let him forget that little escapade.
We have camped with our children and grandchildren at Twin Lakes.  At different times we have camped with Carla and her two boys and also with Mike, Daria and their children.  It’s always great to camp at Twin Lakes, but it is especially fun having our children and grandchildren camping with us.   Because it is so far away, we don’t get there very often but thoroughly enjoy our time there when we do.

Over the past five years, Carol and I have taken our 5th-wheel RV to Gunnison, Colorado for one or two months each summer.  We discovered Gunnison when a couple that we know (Bob & Peggy Thompson) were talking about their condo in Gunnison and how much fun they had fly fishing and enjoying the cool weather there in the summer time.  We sort of invited ourselves up to their place five summers ago and have been going ever since.  The first year we were in Gunnison with them we stayed in their condo for a couple of weeks.  Bob spent a considerable amount of time teaching us to fly fish during those two weeks.  He also took us to some of his favorite fly fishing spots in and around Gunnison.  We fell in love with that sport and have fly fished every summer since that time.  Bob and Peggy made the decision to sell their condo one year later and were asking $200K for it.  We have kicked ourselves every since because we didn’t purchase it from them.  It would have been a wonderful summer home that we and our children could have used for many years.  Not to mention that it has appreciated to a value of over $400K!

Mike, Daria and their children usually spend a week with us when we stay at Gunnison.  They live in Colorado Springs, CO, and are only about four hours away from the KOA Campground in Gunnison.  We have a ball with them while they are camping with us.  Mike and Daria pitch a good size tent and sleep in it while Kellon and Lynae sleep on the convertible sofa with us in the RV.  Mike and I always go fly fishing together and the kids will fish in a pond at the KOA Campground.  One pays about $0.50 per inch for the fish caught in the pond.  The first year that Mike and his family were there with us, Kellon, who was seven years old, was fishing in the pond with a child’s fishing rod (almost a toy) and caught a four pound, 21 ½ inch Rainbow Trout.  You talk about a proud little boy.  Mike and I were green with envy because neither of us had ever caught a trout nearly that size.

Last year when Mike and his family camped with us in Gunnison, Mike brought his off-road motorcycle and full riding outfit with him.  He had a blast riding the motorcycle trails that were within two miles of the campground.
One year, we brought Christy’s boys, Jeremy and Joshua, with us to Gunnison.  They had a great time.  The boys both caught Rainbow trout in the KOA pond and both of them road their bikes all over the camp.  I would also give them rides on my Honda Trail 110 cc motorcycle around the area.  One evening, we took the boys on a walk after dark to look at the stars.  I had my “star finder” on my laptop computer and we spent the evening walking around and enjoying the stars and constellations.  It was a wonderful evening with the boys doing something that they had never done before.

I hope that our children continue this camping tradition with their children and grandchildren.  It’s a wonderful way to learn to enjoy each other in special ways and it is always guaranteed to make some wonderful memories.

What special holiday traditions do you have with your own family?

A tradition that Carol and I instituted with our entire family was having all of our children and grandchildren, plus a friend or two now and then, in our home during Thanksgiving week.  Several of them would stay at our house.  We would rent a condo for others and Mike and his family would stay in our RV in the Lago Vista Owner’s Association RV Park.  Everyone would attend a big Thanksgiving dinner on Thanksgiving Day at our house.  The turkeys were usually cooked by deep frying them and of course, we had all of the trimmings.  Carol and I have hosted as many as eighteen adults and children at these dinners.  We held this function for five years at the lake but because we have moved into a very small condo at The Towers in San Antonio, we have not had room to host this Thanksgiving family tradition.  We’re hopeful that one or more of our children will take over and begin again this wonderful tradition.
The Pumpkin Roll:  Another tradition Carol started was that after we all were done eating Thanksgiving dinner, she would gather all of the children outside and take them up the hill on the property next to our house.  There are many Juniper trees on that lot and Carol would have purchased a pumpkin for each child.  On command from Carol, all of the children would roll their pumpkins down the hill, watching them “splat” on the Juniper trees or on the street below.  The kids loved this Thanksgiving activity!  Our resident White Tail deer would always help us clean up by eating the pumpkin leftovers Thanksgiving night.
Did you ever travel abroad?  How old were you and where did you go?
We didn’t travel abroad during my childhood, but my family took a vacation to Baja California (Mexico) one summer in a place located a little south of Ensenada called Estero Beach.  We had a great time swimming and fishing in the surf.  At the time, I was about eight or nine years old.  While there, I caught a shovel-nose shark that was almost as long as I was tall.  By the time we crossed the U.S. boarder back into the States, I remember my dad saying that they might not let us back in because we had become so tan while we were in Mexico.
My friends and I made a couple of trips to Mexico and did some SCUBA diving and spear fishing after I graduated from high school.  Of course, I went to Mexico on my own several times after I became a young adult and visited many other foreign countries and cities after joining the U.S. Navy:  
Traveling as a Navy enlisted man (1965 – 1973) -- I visited Naples and Rome, Italy; Barcelona and Gibraltar, Spain; Saint Johns, Newfoundland; Puerto Rico; St. Thomas, VI; Halifax, Nova Scotia; Toronto, Canada; and Bermuda.  
As a Naval Officer (1974 – 1979) -- I visited Yokosuka, Tokyo and Sasebo, Japan; Hong Kong, China; Keelung and Taipei, Taiwan; Chinhae, Korea; Subic Bay Naval Base and Olongapo City Philippines; Wake Island; and Mazatlan, Mexico.
As a civilian working for SAIC (1980 – 2000) -- I visited the following cities on business:  Tokyo and Yokosuka, Japan; Milano, Italy; Bremen, Cologne and Frankfurt, Germany; Toulouse, France; the Bahamas; and Ottawa, Canada.

Traveling with Carol (1993 – 2007) -- We visited the islands of Aruba, Netherlands Antilles, Granada, Barbados, St. Lucia Jamaica, Cayman;  Mexico City, Cancun, Puerto Penasco, San Carlos, Guaymas, Cozumel, Oaxaca, and Playa del Carmen, Mexico; Costa Rica; Vancouver, B.C., Lake Louise, Inverness, and Calgary, Canada; Tokyo, Nikko, Yokosuka, Yokohama, Sagamihara and Matsukawa, Japan; Paraguay; Argentina; Brazil; and Thailand 

When we were on our travels in Asia, I talked Carol into taking a train trip from Bangkok to the Bridge on the River Kuai in the Kanchanaburi region of Thailand.  The Kanchanaburi War Cemetery was also located there.  Those soldiers who died working on the bridge are buried in the cemetery, with graves arranged in plots by their country of origin.  It is a beautiful cemetery that is tended every day with fresh flowers and manicured lawns.
Carol has since referred to that train trip as the “train trip to hell!”  It was 101 degrees that day with 90% humidity.  The train was old, slow, wooden, had no windows or window coverings and we sat on wooden bench seats.  The heat and smoke from the locomotive would come in the windows and just about smother us.  The trip was 151 kilometers getting to the bridge and it took forever to reach our destination.  Then of course, when we were through seeing the sights, we had to return on the same train to Bangkok.  That’s what I call “making some memories!”
I’ve also traveled to or through all 50 U.S. States.  North and South Dakota are the only states that I’m missed.
Who is the most interesting foreigner you have ever met?  What did this person help you learn about his or her culture?

One of the most interesting foreigners that I have ever met was Juan Isais.  He was a missionary in Mexico City and lived there with his wife Liz.  While Carol and I were in Mexico City to counsel some of the LAM missionaries regarding their finances, we stayed in Juan and Liz Isias’ home.  Many years prior, Juan was the missionary who started the “Evangelism in Depth” program that eventually swept through Central America and into South America.  Juan was also able to introduce Evangelism in Depth to people in parts of Europe, Australia and India.  Juan and Liz are a couple who have had a great impact for the Lord in this world and I count myself fortunate to have known them.  Juan left this world for his home in heaven in April 2002 but I will never forget him.  
Because of my great respect for Juan and Liz, I have included a short synopsis of Juan and Liz Isais’ lives as LAM missionaries below (written by Liz):

When I began work with Latin America Mission in January 1951, the mission’s founders had died and their son, Kenneth Strachan, had been named director. About two years earlier Ken visited my office at the Moody Bible Institute and inspired me with his plea for help for a mission seeking its way in a new era. I was impressed by his presentation, trying to convince several friends to go, never imagining I would be the one called by God, but I was. Ken had an amazing gift of charisma and spiritual power. On one occasion I was in the congregation at a military base in Panama when Ken was preaching and even before he gave the invitation to accept Christ, a strikingly beautiful red-haired woman almost ran to the altar, in tears. She turned out to be the commander’s wife and her decision touched the entire outfit.

I’m not sure I would have had the courage to marry a Mexican missionary with LAM, Juan M. Isais, if not for Ken’s friendship with Juan. He was aware of our very different backgrounds. I was a graduate of Wheaton College, where I edited the school newspaper, and of Ohio State University. I had hesitated about marriage because of an unhappy example at home. But love hit me and we did something considered most unconventional at that time; we married in Costa Rica in January 1955. The Templo Bíblico was really crowded that night!

Our first few years together were full of big challenges. We were sent to New York for LAM’s “Manhattan project” reaching Puerto Ricans. Then we moved to Nicaragua to start Evangelism in Depth with Juan as national coordinator and I directing the movement’s newspaper. Next we went to Costa Rica for another EID “experiment” with us in the same categories, then to Guatemala for the tremendous year of EID in 1962 under Juan’s leadership. By then we had four children. Juan began to feel a strong call to his own country where foreign missionaries were very limited. He was a gifted leader and evangelist and realized that he could be used in many ways in Mexico.

When Juan went to heaven in April 2002, we had been married forty seven years. All our four children serve the Lord today, one in heaven, the others in various ministries. Our ten grandchildren represent a future potential for service; one grandson just blessed my heart saying he hopes to become a “man of God” like his grandfather. All the prophets of doom were surprised that our marriage turned out well, thanks to the Lord’s blessing and our firm decision to stay together “no matter what.”   I believe in perseverance!

In February 1964, after a year at Wheaton College, Juan set us up in Mexico City and began traveling more than ever, helping with Evangelism in Depth in many other countries.  I tried to adjust to the immense city and Mexican culture. Gradually the Lord led us into the areas he had planned for our ministry, including the weekly newspaper column Prisma which continued for some 38 years, making us into a kind of central office for evangelical information. Then radio programs were added, then beautiful camp Kikoten, the monthly news bulletin Noticiero Milamex, Prisma magazine for the whole family with its innovative Christian photo novel. Evangelism in Depth was developed in Mexico between 1970 and 1972, and Juan’s personal ministry of evangelistic campaigns and preaching, always preaching. I began directing occasional courses in Christian journalism, taught evening classes many years at a downtown Bible institute, and served in local churches as pianist, Christian education director, and/or Bible teacher. I love teaching Bible. I now also serve in a group working to develop a new camp on the Gulf of Mexico, Kikomar.

Thanks to our experiences in Nicaragua, Costa Rica, and Guatemala, arriving in Mexico I insisted that the mission offices be in our own home where I could be close to my children. If the father travels, children need the security of a mother who is always available. My husband’s absences were most damaging for our son David, but God brought us through into the decisions of all four to give their lives to His service. It was often inconvenient to have workers at the house at all hours, but in spite of the children’s complaints I stood firm about working at home and they came to understand it.

Juan’s evangelistic zeal never faltered and he even made long trips to places like Australia and India to teach Evangelism in Depth to eager churches there. Once the children were grown, and the ministries had also grown, I began to pray for a separate place for LAM’s offices (called Milamex in Mexico) and God marvelously led us to a building a few blocks away, near a subway stop. With loans and donations we were able to move the office in 1985, right after the city’s tremendous earthquake. 

Since 1964 our ministry has been considered autonomous from the LAM, although we personally were always part of the organization, and since Juan’s death our daughter Sally has capably taken over the direction of the work here and serves on the Board of Trustees. Obviously the mission has seen many 
changes in organization, leadership, personnel, ministries, and outreach. I would wish all LAMers could have experienced these fifty five years of history!

Today there is a large LAM presence in Mexico. In addition to our work, there are many other ministries:  church planting, the Spearhead short term program for students, social work, and varied evangelistic endeavors. Lots of needs for more!

Yes, with few exceptions Latin America is still a very needy continent. Its millions of people, unable to resist the power of idolatry, know little of the joy and freedom that salvation brings. They often persecute evangelical believers. There has been much growth, but also great challenges. LAM in most cases is a mission of service, trying to promote unity and love and evangelistic fervor. It is a unique organization, not growing old and set in its ways, but vibrant and flexible, looking to the Father for guidance.

It won’t be long before the mission celebrates its first 100 years: in 2021. Time flies faster the older we get—although I believe the Lord may come before that time.  God is working through LAM and its current leadership, based on years of faithfully following one step at a time. I am thankful He still uses me in a small way to write for His glory, edit for His glory, and teach for His glory here in the Mexican culture. We have a tremendous need for new personnel, more support, increasing prayer. Who will follow on?

Another interesting foreigner I have met was Dr. Bamann Vahiti.  I hired him to work for me in 1982 when I worked for SAIC in San Diego, CA.  Bamann was from Iran and had escaped from there just prior to the Shaw being overthrown on Feb. 12, 1979.  His brother and his brother’s family were still in Iran and trying to escape in 1982.  
Bamann was a very intelligent man and, on his own time, had written a very compact educational program for the Apple IIe computer.  In the late 70’s and early 80’s, desktop computers had relatively little memory space and he had utilized all of the Apple computer’s resources to run this program.  While at SAIC, he worked with me testing and marketing the latest version of a semi-automated software independent verification and validation system called SAVVAS.  
Bamann was the person who introduced me to baklava (a dessert pastry).  We had flown to Ottawa, Canada, from San Diego to demonstrate and market SAVVAS to the Canadian Department of Transportation.  We arrived there about midnight.  Neither of us had eaten any dinner that evening so we went exploring for a restaurant.  The only place open was a small Lebanese café.  We both went in and had something to eat and finished off the meal with baklava … and I’ve loved it every since.
As we hear about all that is going on in Iran, post 9-11, I am always reminded of this intelligent, kind and gentle man and that there are probably many Iranians like him who still live in Iran, but do not accept their current dictator’s philosophy.
Describe how your time in the armed service affected your life.
I joined the Navy Reserves in 1964 after receiving a letter from the Draft Board that precedes the letter telling one to report for their Army induction physical.  The time period was during the Viet Nam war.  I didn’t want to be inducted into the Army, ending up fighting in Viet Nam, trekking through the jungles and sleeping in the mud.  So, my next step was to join the Naval Air Reserves.  I attended about three or four meetings and then decided that I should change my status to “active duty.”  This was due to the fact that our local police had given me “another” moving violation and my driver’s license would have been revoked for some period of time.  One does not need a car in the Navy while serving as a junior enlisted man on full time active duty.
Boot Camp in San Diego lasted for eleven weeks.  My position for our Boot Camp Company was that of Master at Arms.  I was also chosen a Squad Leader.  This was because I had taken three years of California Cadet Corps (a military training course like ROTC) while in high school.  I scored very high on my Basic Battery Testing and therefore was qualified to apply for an officer program.  Upon graduation, I was held back in San Diego as an officer candidate “hold.”  
During my “boot camp liberty”, just prior to Boot Camp graduation, I almost ended up with a tattoo; but when I went into the tattoo parlor and saw another sailor sitting there with blood running down his arm, I reconsidered.  This was the one and only time that I ever seriously considered getting a tattoo.

While waiting in San Diego to see if I had been accepted into an officer program, I worked on base, in charge of a painting crew for several weeks.  Ten weeks after Boot Camp graduation, I received word that I had not been accepted into the officer’s program.  Orders were cut to send me to my Type “A” school, Avionics Fundamentals School in Memphis, TN (actually, the school was in Millington, TN, outside of Memphis).  A friend of mine and I drove his ’57 Chevy from San Diego to Millington, TN.  I still remember waking up from a nap as he was driving across the desert and being startled by the fact that he was going 107 mph!  I told him that we didn’t need to get to Memphis quite that quickly.  

I enjoyed avionics school (aircraft electronics) and graduated Honor Man, 1st in my class.  I also requested taking the 3rd Class Petty Officer exam while I was in school but was turned down by my school instructor because they didn’t want me trying to study for the rating exam and my avionics classes at the same time.  Taking that exam was important to me so I went to the Naval Air Station next to the school and talked a chief petty officer into signing off my practical factors requirements.  Then I had a yeoman there order an exam for me.  I took the Anti-submarine Warfare Specialist Third Class (AX-3) exam right after graduating from A-School and passed, getting my petty officer rating in the 1st increment.
From A-School, I was given orders to HS-3 (helicopter squadron three) out of Norfolk, VA.  I first went to the Replacement Air Group (RAG), HS-1, in Key West, FL for training as a crewman in the SH-3 Syskorski twin jet helicopter.  After finishing training in Key West, I went to my squadron in Norfolk, VA.  The squadron was attached to the USS Randolph (CVA-15) aircraft carrier.  While in HS-3, I deployed to the Mediterranean pulling liberty in several countries.  I took a great three day liberty trip to Rome, Italy, which I enjoyed immensely.  We also took a couple of Caribbean training cruses while I was attached to HS-3.
While we were on the Med Cruise, the U.S. Government thought that they were going to have to evacuate all US citizens off the island of Cyprus.  I was asked by the “Air Boss”, a full Commander, how many people we could get into one of our helicopters if we stripped all the equipment out.  When I told him I didn’t know, he told me to strip one and get him a head-count.  I did so and about the time I had all the gear out of the helo, the Maintenance Chief came out and yelled at me, “Just who in the hell gave you permission to strip my aircraft.”  I told him that the Air Boss had told me to do so.  I subsequently received the biggest ass-chewing that I ever received in the Navy.  The Maintenance Chief almost had a heart attack as he ripped me up one side and down the other for essentially causing one of “his” birds to be made non-functional without his knowledge or permission.  He told me to “get that bird back into operational status within an hour or I would be working in the aircraft carrier’s engine room for the remainder of the cruise.  Of course, I also received a bit of a lecture from my own commanding officer after that.  I learned a lot that day about how much power and pull an E-8 chief has.

During that cruise, my crew was involved in an incident that could have been disastrous.  We were told to fly a helo that had just come out of its annual maintenance check.  We took off and checked things out with the final check being to go into a hover and drop the sonar hydrophone; then pull out of the hover while rapidly raising the hydrophone.  When the pilot begins to break hover, the engines wouldn’t pull the torque they needed and we began going down.  He put the nose of the helo over sharply and gave the helo full power to try and gain a little forward speed, helping the aircraft to gain altitude.   We didn’t begin gaining altitude until after the nose of the helo began slapping the chop on the ocean swells.  If we had dropped another foot, our helicopter would have hit the water on its nose and flipped over on its back with the jet turbines and rotor blades turning at full speed.  We never did decide if we would have made it out alive.  Again, God was watching over me, even though I had yet to acknowledge Him.

After I attained the position of Crew Chief (senior enlisted air crewman), my aircraft commander wanted me to undergo training in the link-trainer (flight simulator) so that I could fly the helo in case he or the co-pilot were disabled.  I spent about 40-hours in the link-trainer and completed my high altitude chamber testing.  Then I begin sitting co-pilot, flying the helo when we went on cross-country flights around the country.  Flying the helicopter was very exciting and one of the high points in my Naval career.  It allowed me to practice a skill that most enlisted men never have the chance to experience.
During one of our cruises off Cape Hatteras, I took the E-5 exam.  We were in 35-foot seas in a huge storm and we had to take the exam in mess-decks.  It was hot and stuffy there and I was not feeling well at all by the time I finished the exam.  But, I passed and made AX-2 (E-5, second class petty officer).  I was actually one of only a few people passing that particular exam, so I was promoted several months early.

I reenlisted in the Navy for four years for orders to a VP Squadron (Anti-submarine Warfare Patrol Aircraft; 4-engine turboprop Lockheed Electra fixed wing aircraft).  I went to the P-3 Replacement Air Group (RAG) squadron in San Diego for four months of training and then received orders to VP-19 out of Moffitt Field in Mountain View, CA, near San Francisco.  I flew in P-3s for about a year, attaining the position of 1st Crewman, in charge of and qualified operator on all anti-submarine warfare electronics equipment in the aircraft.  It was ironic that I had a photograph made of me while I was on Boot Camp liberty four years earlier and the photographer had me wear a flight jacket with the VP-19 patch on its shoulder.  He cut a picture of a P-2 patrol aircraft into the background.  The designation on the aircraft was also VP-19 … the squadron that I would be assigned to almost four years later.  
While stationed in San Diego and training in the RAG for P-3 Patrol aircraft, I purchased my first Chevrolet Corvette, a 1967 white Stingray Fastback with a 350 c.i. V-8 engine and a four-speed transmission.  The car was only one year old, in new condition and only had 8,100 miles on it.  It cost $3,995.00, plus tax and license.  Today, that same car in excellent condition would sell for approximately $50,000.00!  That was a great car but I ended up paying more per month on car insurance than I paid for car payments because I was single and under 25-years of age.
I attended a junior college while in VP-19 because I wanted to apply for the N.E.S.E.P. Officer Candidate program and had to get my academics up to speed (Remember my 1.92 grade point average out of high school?).  I qualified for the N.E.S.E.P. program, passed many exams, completed Prep-school and was accepted to attend the University of Utah; beginning studies there in August of 1969.
I was doing great as a freshman studying for my Electrical Engineering degree with about a 3.4 grade point average when in March of 1970; I broke my left leg skiing at Brighton, UT.  Because I had received two “no-credits” in two classes, having missed almost the entire last month of my classes due to the injury, I had to switch my major to Computer Science.  My scholarship required me to take a full load of classes and I had a fixed amount of time to finish my degree.  The computer science curriculum did not require three quarters of physics.  This provided extra time for me to retake the classes in which I had received no credit.
After my marriage to Diane, it was a challenging experience for me, as a new husband and father, to attend college full time.  This was quite a different life from that of being a bachelor student, having only grades and my social life to worry about, but we all adjusted quickly to our new life.  

In the summer between my junior and senior year of college, I traveled back to Newport, RI, to attend Officer Candidate School (OCS).  The whole family went.  We lived with Jim Green and his wife in a rental house on the coast, right on the beach, in Massachusetts.  I lived in the barracks during the week.   It was a very nice house and a wonderful place to come home to on the weekend after a tough week in OCS.  We even dug clams on the beach directly in front of the house.  

The first time that we were able to dig for clams, Diane and I collected a whole bucket full.  Jim told us that we needed to let them soak in fresh water over night, so I filled the bucket with fresh water and sat it in the basement.  The next morning I went down to the basement to get the clams and they had squirted water everywhere within a six foot radius of the bucket; all over sleeping bags, clothing, and other stuff stored in the basement.  I’m glad I was not the next person to sleep in the sleeping bags because they would have smelled like rotten clams by the time they were used.
Upon graduation from the University of Utah, I received my BS degree in Computer Science and my commission as an Ensign (0-1) in the U.S. Navy.  I requested and received orders for submarine duty in diesel submarines.  Groton, CN, was my next stop for the U.S. Navy Submarine School.

Submarine School was very interesting and even fun at times.  One thing that happened while I was in Sub School that was not so funny at the time (but looking back on it is pretty humorous) was an incident with Mike.  While I was in school one day, he sneaked out of the house when Diane wasn’t looking and walked a couple of blocks up to the Base Admiral’s house.  He walked in the front door, went up to the aquarium in the living room and pulled it over, smashing the glass and spilling water and fish all over the floor.  I received a call to leave class and report to the Admiral’s office immediately.  Of course, I heard all about my son’s activities and how I had to ensure that he was better supervised in the future.  That was not a pleasant experience for a junior Ensign.  Mike must have had a thing for aquariums because when we lived in Salt Lake City, he pulled the same stunt at our house.  He pulled the aquarium over and broke it on our green, long-shag carpet in our duplex.  When I came home from class there were fish, aquarium plants, sand and somewhere, a salamander on a very wet carpet.  We didn’t find the salamander until several months later … mummified and under the couch.  
After Submarine School, I was transferred to the USS Darter (SS-576) out of San Diego, CA.  The Darter was one of the last few diesel submarines left in the U.S. Navy.  It was a little nicer than most diesel subs because it had originally been planned to be a nuclear submarine and had a 50-foot section added amidships for the nuclear reactor.  The plans changed and she was commissioned a diesel submarine with the additional space utilized for a supply space and larger crew’s berthing space.

I spent about three years on the Darter.  Most of the first year was taken up in qualifying as a Submarine Officer.  This was done in three increments: first qualifying as Diving Officer; second as Conning Officer/Junior Officer of the Deck (JOOD) and finally as Officer of the Deck (OOD).  Much of this qualification was done while the boat was on a Western Pacific deployment to Japan, Korea, the Philippine Islands, China and Taiwan.  I was promoted to Lieutenant Junior Grade (O-2) while we were in Yokosuka, Japan.  As my initiation ceremony for being promoted, my shipmates threw me overboard at the pier between two camels (the rafts holding the boat away from the pier).  There was a lot of trash and a dead dog floating between those camels so it was a unique initiation.  I prayed I wouldn’t get some sort of disease.  I received my officer submarine qualification and had my gold dolphins pinned on while we were in the Philippine Islands.  Once again, I was thrown into the ocean, but this time it was over a sea wall.
I had become a Christian in January of 1994, about a month prior to our departure from San Diego for our Western Pacific deployment.  I was one of only three professing Christians on board the sub.  One of the other Christians was an enlisted man who had attended four years of a Bible college.  He belonged to the Plymouth Brethren church and during our time off, would help me to grow as a Christian.  What a wonderful beginning to my Christian life, being individually mentored in my Christian walk.  I remember that my fellow officers used to call me a “Jesus Freak” when we were in “officer’s country” (officer’s berthing and Ward Room) now and then.  It didn’t bother me at the time.  In fact I felt that it was a good thing they recognized that my Christianity caused me to speak and conduct myself in a different manner than the other sailors.

While in the Western Pacific, our submarine visited ports in Hawaii (Oahu), Japan (Yokosuka and Sasebo), Korea (Chinhae), China (Hong Kong), and Taiwan (Keelung).  Of course, I visited other cities during our port stays including Tokyo and Nagasaki, Japan; parts of China and others. During this deployment, while we were near a coastal area in international waters, I was the Junior Officer of the Deck (JOOD).  We had surfaced our submarine near two patrol boats from a foreign country, “unfriendly” to the United States.  They came at us at high speed and began circling the submarine at a close range.  We were very unsure of their intentions and they refused to respond to our signals via radio or flashing light.  Things became pretty tense, but we were finally able to submerge and clear the area without incident.  
Later during our deployment we performed a Special Operation (SpecOp).  We operated submerged for a large part of this operation; a total of 51 consecutive days under water.  That was a very interesting operation for which I received the Navy Expeditionary Medal.  While we were on our WestPac deployment, I was the Communications Officer for the boat.  Just prior to arriving back in San Diego from that deployment, I was promoted to Weapons Officer and a ship’s Department Head.
In 1976, the Darter was sent to the ship yard at Vallejo, CA, for overhaul. I was assigned to the position of Overhaul Coordinator for the ship.  During our time in the ship yard I was promoted to Lieutenant (O-3).  

While living at the Vallejo ship yard, Mike placed himself back into the limelight again. This time it was with the “brass” of the Marine Corps Headquarters.  One afternoon while I had the duty at the sub, I received a call from the Marine Headquarters duty officer.  It seems that Mike had wondered down to the Marine Headquarters that afternoon, walked up to the top of a long flight of steps leading into the building and knocked down about a dozen large 150 mm chrome decorative shell casings, with velvet ropes strung between them.  Of course they all made one hellacious noise as they bounced down the steps and I’m sure that some were dented in the process.  That Marine duty officer was about to blow a gasket as he told me, in no uncertain terms and with many expletives, to get someone over to the Marine Headquarters ASAP and retrieve our son.  Having the duty on the sub at that time gave me a good excuse to call Diane and have her deal with the situation.   She went and picked up Mike, discussing the whole incident with the Marine duty officer.  I figured that since she had been the one to let Mike wonder off on a military base (again!), that she could go get him and “face the music” for a change.
In early 1977, I was transferred to COMSUBDEVGRU-ONE in San Diego and assigned to duty as the Assistant Officer in Charge (AOinC) of the Deep Submergence Vehicle, Turtle (DSV-3).  This was some of the most interesting, challenging and enjoyable duty that I had during my active duty career in the Navy.  I had spent a good deal of time politicking to get that duty assignment.  I wrote letters to the COMSUBDEVGRU-ONE Commodore and traveled down to San Diego on my own nickel and my own time to talk to the folks there, letting them know of my strong desire to attain the position of AOinC of the DSV Turtle.  

Though our schedule was crazy and the submersible was very difficult to keep operational due to the extreme environment in which we operated, qualifying as the 67th U.S. Naval Officer ever to become a DSV Pilot was very gratifying.  The operations that we conducted were interesting and challenging.  The maximum depth to which I piloted the DSV Turtle was 6,225 feet off the cost of Mazatlan, Mexico.  We dove on a geologically active volcano with a Naval Oceanographic Office scientist.  He named the volcano after me calling it “Morton Sea Mount”, but it was never placed on any maps that will be ever be seen by the average civilian.  One would only see it on a few U.S. Navy Oceanographic maps.
I had several anxious dive situations while piloting the DSV Turtle, but one was especially tense.  We were diving on a Tomahawk missile off San Clemente Island in the Pacific Ocean off the California coast.  We were to recover the missile and return it to manufacturer (General Dynamics) for analysis.  The missile had malfunctioned while on a test flight and gone into the sea to a depth of 3,000 feet.  My co-pilot, a chief petty officer, and I took the DSV down and located the missile.  I spent about an hour trying to get a cable hooked up to the missile so we could bring it to the surface for recovery.  I finally pried off an inspection cover and jammed the cable hook down into the missile compartment.  It was firmly attached and was not about to come out.  By this time, the DSV’s batteries were beginning to get low and we needed to get to the surface as soon as possible.  I began to “fly” the DSV up and let the cable unreel from the cable-reel on the front of it.  When we reached a depth of 2,800 feet, the cable-reel jammed and would not pay out any more cable.  I knew that I couldn’t go back down and get the hook undone so I tried to get the cable-reel to somehow free up … all to no avail.  By this time the batteries were getting extremely low and our lights in the vehicle actually began to dim.  My co-pilot was starting to get pretty worried and kept wanting to know what I was going to do “to get us out of this */%@*  mess.”  When one gets stuck at depth in a DSV, there is absolutely no one that can come to the rescue.  You’re on your own to get out of the situation, or someone will recover your bodies later … about two days after the air in the submersible has been exhausted.  I finally gave up trying to free the cable-reel and put one of the submersible’s manipulator arms between the cable-real bracket and the cable-reel.  I then retracted the arm hard until the bracket broke and the cable-reel fell out, heading toward the bottom.  From that point it was an uneventful trip to the surface for us.  On a subsequent dive the next day, another one of our pilots attached a new cable to the original cable.  He then brought the new cable to the surface where it was hooked up to a motorized cable-reel on our support ship.  Both cables and the missile were brought to the surface and retrieved.  There were many other dives that were very challenging and very interesting.  
I truly loved my job working with the Deep Submersible; but the Navy did not let a person remain stationed at a specific command for more than about three years.  Therefore, after 2 ½ years being assigned to the Turtle, I was placed in the pipeline to become a Strategic Weapons Officer on a Fleet Ballistic Missile Submarine.  This type of submarine is commonly called a “Boomer” because it carries sixteen nuclear tipped ballistic missiles.  I did not want to be assigned to a Boomer because it would mean continual rotations of 90-days out to sea and 90-days in port for up to four years.  Diane was not doing well with the family separations as it was, and I knew that she would never handle a 90-in/90-out rotation.  I requested transfer to just about any other command for which I was eligible … including Destroyer duty or Naval Schools Command, but the Navy would give me no other choice other than Weapons Officer on a Boomer.  I therefore chose to resign my active duty commission and leave active duty at that time.  It was not something that I wanted to do because I loved the Navy, but it was something I had to do for my family.  I felt that I could always get another job … but not another family.  I resigned my commission on Friday, June 15, 1979, took a Naval Reserve commission and went to work for a San Diego company called Westec Services, Inc. the following Monday.

I joined the Naval Reserve as a Limited Duty Officer that entailed mostly desk jobs and stayed in the Reserves until the Navy kicked me out in 1983.  Because I had to have my left ankle fused, as a result of my old college skiing accident, I couldn’t pass the Navy’s annual physical qualification test and therefore I could not remain in the Navy.  I fought that for about a year and then decided to apply for VA disability. It was approved and I received it at the rate of a 30% disability, since increased to 50% disability.  I didn’t get retirement pay at age 62 but received less for a longer period of time through the VA because it started immediately upon approval of my disability in 1984.  I loved my job as a naval officer.  Many times I have wished that I could have completed my Navy career and retired from there, but that was not to be.
God has blessed me greatly since I left the Navy.  I will always be sorry that I had to leave it, but will never be sorry that I did so.   Subsequent to leaving the Navy, I joined a great company (SAIC) and completed a wonderful career with that company.  If I hadn’t left the Navy when I did, it is highly unlikely that I would have ever met Carol years later.  God rescued me and brought me up from the lowest point in my life after my divorce.  He then bestowed a true blessing on me when He brought Carol into my life; allowing us to become husband and wife.  She is a treasure, brought to me by God, for which I will praise Him forever.
What was your life like and where did you work and live after leaving the military service?

I worked for Westec Services, Inc. in San Diego, CA, for about a year and was also attending National University in the Masters of Business Administration (MBA) program with an Information Systems emphasis.   One of my MBA classmates, Jack Biasi, asked if I would like to come to work for him at SAIC.  At the time I told him no because I was in the middle of bringing in a new computer system for Westec Services, Inc., and didn’t want to leave them in the lurch by quitting in the middle of the project.  I remained at Westec and completed the computer system installation.  Jack again called me and asked if I would come to work for him at SAIC.  This time I took him up on it and in 1980, left Westec to join SAIC.  
I worked as a Software Quality Assurance Engineer for SAIC in San Diego at the U.S. Naval Laboratory on Point Loma for seven years.  In 1986 I worked on a proposal for the International Space Station development contract with NASA.  When SAIC won the contract, I was asked to be the Program Manager for the contract in Houston, TX, doing Independent Verification and Validation (IV&V) for the Space Station Environment (SSE) Development Program.  I accepted that challenge and we moved to Alvin, TX (about 15-miles southwest of Houston).  Christy and I traveled to Houston several weeks early in August of 1987 so that she could begin high school.  We stayed with my friends, Everett and Connie Miller, in Friendswood, TX, until our house closed in Alvin.  Diane remained in California until our Ramona house was sold.  I then went to California and brought her to our new home in Alvin.  Mike had joined the U.S. Navy prior to our leaving Ramona and so it was only the three of us moving into our new house.  

Prior to moving, we had to sell Christy’s two dogs with their eleven puppies and my golden retriever and her 13 puppies.  That was a real challenge but we managed to sell or give away all of the dogs before everyone moved to Texas.  There were always some interesting “dog challenges” in our family and they sure made some memories over the years.
We settled into our new home while Everett Miller and I began hiring folks to work the Space Station project.  Everett had transferred from San Diego as well to work on SAIC’s Space Station Freedom contract.  My contract gave SAIC the responsibility to perform the IV&V for all Space Station software.  This meant that we were the “cops”, making sure that the software developers designed and wrote the software in accordance with NASA’s specifications, requirements and design.
While we lived in Alvin, I built a large corral and shed on our property (we had 1 ½ acres).  We then purchased Christy an Arabian horse that she took care of, trained and jumped for several years.  She also raised dogs and had jobs grooming them and training them as a teenager.  She even groomed for show dog owners at the big Houston dog show.  Those years of working with animals paid off as she ended up grooming dogs for a living and ultimately owned her own dog grooming shop.

Everett and I rapidly hired fourteen engineers for my Space Station contract.  They worked for me on the SSE contract and another subcontract that I subsequently won.  We worked the Space Station contract from late 1987 until sometime in 1992.  At that time, NASA felt that they needed to break up the large contracts and compete them among small businesses.  So SAIC’s IV&V contract with NASA was terminated five years early.  I retained a small sub-contract doing research and development for NASA and also picked up an additional software development sub-contract for Space Station Freedom. 
In 1991, Diane left me and lived in another location in Houston for six months.  She returned for a few months but ultimately left me again for good around January 1992; taking our car, her things and the funds in our bank account to Oklahoma to live with her mother.  After 20 ½ years of marriage, we ended it by getting a divorce later that year.  Divorce was never in my plans and my conviction was that marriage should be forever.  Unfortunately, it appeared that Diane did not feel the same.  She said that she no longer loved me, that she didn’t want to live with me.  By abandoning me, Diane effectively terminated our marriage.  The divorce papers were just a formality after that.  Toward the end of that year, God brought a wonderful woman into my life named Nancy Carol Cornelius.  Carol and I fell very much in love and were married on March 12, 1993.
After loosing my big contract with NASA, I was never able to win any further contracts with them.  Over the next few years, the work NASA gave us diminished and my staff dwindled down to about four others and me.  Carol, Richard and I had moved to Nassau Bay, across from Johnson Space Center, a few months after we were married and were enjoying our lives there immensely.  Richard attended Clear Creek High School.  Our townhouse was in a marina community called Bal Harbour.  We had our boat moored right across the street from our townhouse … which was awesome. 
Carol and I loved to go fishing off-shore (20-40 miles off Galveston Island) when living in south Texas.  We would spend some very long days catching Red Snapper off the oil rigs or king mackerel (“King Fish”) in the open ocean.  Carol is a real fisherwoman!  I remember one time when we were off-shore in about 5’ seas fishing for King Fish.  Carol was not feeling well (she is subject to motion sickness).  About the time she began feeling puny and turning green, she hooked into a four foot King Fish!  She fought that fish for 20 minutes, alternately throwing up over the side and reeling in her fish.  She was pretty sick, but would not quit until she landed that fish.  Now that is someone who truly loves fishing!  Before Carol and I were married, she used to tell me how much she loved to fish.  At that time, I figured that she was just trying to impress me.  Well … that trip and many others over the years demonstrated absolutely that she was telling the truth about her love of fishing.
Unfortunately, SAIC gave me an ultimatum in January 1996 to either accept a promotion to Division Manager and take the New Orleans operations, or find another company to work for.  They gave me a whole six weeks to make up my mind and be in New Orleans.  I had a large portion of my career invested with SAIC and it was a great company to work for, so Carol and I made the decision to make a move to the “Big Easy.”  I went on ahead of her in March to begin hiring in New Orleans and she remained in Nassau Bay to sell the townhouse.  We were able to sell it at a slight loss in April 1996.  

After our townhouse sold, Richard went to live with his father in Lake Jackson so that he could finish high school in Texas.  We then drove our boat from our townhouse in Nassau Bay to Venice, LA (about 85 miles south of New Orleans), via the Houston Ship Channel and the Intercoastal Waterway.  Gale force winds were blowing when we departed Bal Harbor and headed down the Houston Ship Channel toward the Intercoastal Waterway.  It was a three day trip to our marina in Louisiana.  We made the trip over Easter Sunday with a few adventures along the way.  One occurred on the first night we stopped to get some sleep.  I pulled up into a river off the Intercoastal Waterway and beached the boat on the shore of the river, placing the anchor up the bank to hold us there overnight.  I didn’t think about the fact that the mouth of the river and the Intercoastal Waterway would be affected by the tides, just like the ocean itself.  When we woke the next morning, we were high and dry on the mud.  We were forced to wait about three hours for the tide to come in enough so that we could power the boat back into the water.  

When we reached Morgan City, LA, it was Easter Sunday morning and we couldn’t find any fuel.  I radioed to the Port Control and they sent me to a commercial fueling dock.  Needless to say, we received fuel very quickly from their 2” commercial fueling hose.  When we tried to get through the locks at Morgan City, they wouldn’t let us through because we were a pleasure boat and they wouldn’t open the locks until a barge or commercial ship needed through.  It took us four hours to get through the locks.
We had hoped to get to Houma, LA, by that afternoon but didn’t arrive until late and after dark.  We couldn’t get into the marina we had planned to stay at because there was a barge that was stuck side-ways under a bridge.  It was blocking the whole Intercoastal Waterway.  We had to back our boat into a construction canal and slept there over night.  The construction canal was not in a good section of town, to say the least.  I slept with my gun under my pillow, just in case someone undesirable decided they wanted to board us during the night.
It was quite cold over the Easter weekend that we made the trip to Louisiana.  Carol and I ate everything that we could heat up on our boat’s little alcohol stove (soup, chili, stew, etc.).   We used all of the cooking alcohol and ate all of the canned goods we had brought on the trip.
When we finally came to the mouth of Tiger Pass, the entrance to our marina, we came upon a boat with three fishermen that had broken down.   It turned out to be the local police chief and two lawyers.  We wondered what a police chief and his lawyer friends were all doing fishing on a weekday, but we didn’t ask.  We towed them seven miles to the marina, put our boat up in dry storage and had one of my friends from New Orleans pick us up at the marina.  He gave us the 85-mile ride north to our apartment in the French Quarter of New Orleans.  That was a weekend we will not soon forget!
After we moved to New Orleans and our household goods were delivered, we took a week off and went to Gulf Shores, AL, for a three day weekend in the surf and sun with BooBoo and Carol’s relatives.  The evening that we returned, Carol received a call from a nurse friend of hers saying that Richard had been badly burned and had been taken to Galveston Shriner’s Burn Center.  Carol and I hopped a plane and flew to Houston.  We went directly to the Burn Center and to Richard’s room.  He was not looking well at all.  His face was so badly burned and swollen that we could hardly recognize him.  But, the worst burns were on his legs and one arm.  The doctor told us that there was a chance that he would not make it through the night and that they needed to perform extensive skin grafts immediately.  We signed waivers for the surgery because they were going to do some experimental procedures in an effort to try and save Richard.  We said many prayers for Richard that long night.  It was a long surgery but when he went to recovery, the doctor told us that Richard had come through very well … and that time would tell if the skin grafts would be successful.  Carol and I slept in the hospital for the first couple of nights and then Carol moved into Ronald MacDonald House.  I had to fly back to New Orleans for work but Carol stayed with Richard for a month while he healed and recuperated.

Carol flew home to New Orleans and we began our lives there.  While she was in Galveston, I had unpacked everything and put all of our furnishings and household goods in our apartment.  I thought that I had done a very good job.  When Carol arrived home, she rearranged everything.  Oh well … I tried.
Have you ever believed so strongly in a cause that you marched in a rally or demonstrated in protest?  What was that cause?  Why was it important to you?

Yes, Diane. Christy and I demonstrated outside a hospital/clinic in San Diego that specialized in doing late term abortions.  We marched in front of the clinic with about seventy other people and held up signs protesting abortion.
Sanctity of life is very important to me because we are God’s creation, made in his image.  We do not have the right to terminate new life because it would be inconvenient for us or because it is not “perfect” in our or someone else’s eyes, or because we might have to change our lifestyle should we have a baby.  God says in his Word that he knew us while we were yet in our mother’s womb and that we were created by Him for His purpose.  Life is precious and is God’s creation.  We have no right to kill the unborn, unique life that was created by the God of the universe.
What is the gutsiest thing you ever did in your life?  Why did you do it?

There are several “gutsy” things that I have done in my life, usually associated with something that I did while in the Navy.  The one that stands out for me is the time when I was trying to qualify for mountain rescue work prior to joining the Navy.  My challenge was to free-repel from a 100-foot suspension bridge into a canyon.  Climbing over that railing and dropping onto my rope with nothing between me and the rocks at the bottom of the canyon except my rope, a carabiner and my ability, keeping me from plunging to my death, was one of the gutsiest things that I have ever done.  
Of course, there was the time that I first road as a passenger in a car that Carol was driving.  Now there was a real gutsy thing to do … but that’s a whole ‘nother long, hair-raising story.
Where do you stand politically?  Do you lean toward the left or the right?  Who, if anyone, has most greatly influenced your current political views?

I am and always have been a Republican.  While I have appreciated some Democrats and their individual politics over the years, the Democratic platform and their liberal stance on homosexuality, gay marriage, abortion, etc., has kept me from even thinking about being anything other than a Republican.  I voted once for a Libertarian candidate and registered as a Democratic once so that I could vote for a Democratic candidate who I felt could be beaten by a Republican.  It’s a shame but some election years, I find myself having to choose the best of the worst from the candidates presented when no candidate rates more than about a five out of ten, to my way of thinking.  

One thing that I would do if I could be king for a day would be to limit the Congress to a maximum of two terms and have them contribute to the Social Security Fund, receiving benefits from that fund on retirement, just like the rest of this country’s citizens.  No more of the outrageous retirement packages for our Government representatives, including the President and Vice President of the United States.  Never in their wildest dreams did our founding fathers plan on people serving in our Government becoming wealthy through that service.
As can be seen by my political choices, I lean toward the “right” on most issues and consider myself a conservative.   My political views were influenced most by my understanding of Scripture and how we as Christians should live our lives in this world.  I don’t know how my parents voted and I was not influenced by either liberal or conservative activities or activists in college.  I can’t say that any one person has influenced my current political views.  The first political activity that I participated in was to work in the local Republican office during the Presidential Election of 1960 when Kennedy won the election over Nixon.  
What is the best movie you have ever seen?  If you could play one of the characters in the film, whom would you choose and why?

That’s a tough question.  There have been several different types of movies that I have liked.  A movie that I enjoyed very much was “Chariots of Fire”, a true story.  Of course I would play the part of the young man who sacrificed his Olympic career because he refused to run on Sunday, because it was the Lord’s Day.  The other movie that impacted me greatly was “Saving Private Ryan.”  I would have played the person who went to Normandy with his family in remembrance of Private Ryan, to tell him posthumously that the sacrifice of his life for his comrades during WWII was worth it.
Did you ever go to summer camp?  Camping with the Boy Scouts?  Share one unforgotten memory.

Summer camp was not a part of my growing up.  I did go camping with the Boy Scouts many times.  One of the best camping trips that I made with my scout troop was to the Colorado River for a week.  We camped at Black Meadows Landing on Lake Havasu.  This is on the California side of the lake, across from what is now Havasu City.  The temperature during the day would reach 117-degrees and when we would go into the café at the landing, it would be 85-degrees, which would feel cool!  We fished, played in the water and had a ball there.  That was the first time I drank “cowboy coffee”; coffee made by pouring the coffee grounds into the boiling water and letting it settle out before pouring a cup.  Another camping trip was to a canyon in the desert where the temperature reached 9-degrees at night.  Of course, we always camped in tents and sleeping bags while on scouting trips.

There is one unusual, unforgettable memory that I recall regarding the Boy Scouts. Our Scoutmaster was 21 years old.  One weekend, he taught several of us to play poker.  Once we had learned to play, we would spend occasional Saturday afternoons in his upstairs apartment playing penny-anti poker.  On one particular occasion, my father came to pick me up early.  Dad walked into our little poker game and let the Scoutmaster know in no uncertain terms that he was not happy about finding him gambling with the scouts.  After we were back in the car, he continued his tirade and gave me a little “fatherly talk” regarding gambling and playing cards for money.  

Unfortunately, the talk didn’t take and I became an avid gambler, beginning at age 18.  I gambled for 35 years of my life on horses with a bookie and at the track, on cards, on dice, and on just about anything else on which one could bet.  This lasted until I totally gave up gambling in 1998.  I did not give up serious gambling because I was continually loosing money.  In fact, I was very good at it, especially Black Jack and Craps, and made a considerable amount of money gambling.  I gave it up because I became convicted that my participation in gambling was morally wrong.
Share a favorite poem, passage of writing, or some quotes that have been especially meaningful in your life.

My Scriptural Life Verse:  The verse in Scripture that I chose for my “life verse” shortly after becoming a Christian is Gal. 2:20.  This verse has meant much to me and reminds me often of my relationship to Jesus Christ and why I have that relationship.  
Gal 2:20:  “I have been crucified with Christ and I no longer live, but Christ lives in me. The life I live in the body, I live by faith in the Son of God, who loves me and gave himself for me.”
The Gettysburg Address:  This short speech never fails to impact me when reading or hearing it.  Over the years I have researched this address and have seen the original paper on which Lincoln wrote it.  The speech was written on a sheet of memo paper from the Executive Mansion, Washington D.C., in longhand.  Because it is so meaningful to me, I would like to give you a short background on Lincoln’s address and the actual text:   
Perhaps the most famous battle of the Civil War took place at Gettysburg, PA, July 1 to July 3, 1863. At the end of the battle, the Union's Army of the Potomac had successfully repelled the second invasion of the North by the Confederacy's Army of Northern Virginia. Several months later, President Abraham Lincoln went to Gettysburg to speak at the dedication of the cemetery for the Union war dead. Speaking of a "new birth of freedom," he delivered one of the most memorable speeches in U.S. history.
At the end of the Battle of Gettysburg, more than 51,000 Confederate and Union soldiers were wounded, missing, or dead (just less than the total number of soldiers killed during the whole 13-years of U.S. involvement in the Viet Nam War; 58,148 killed in action).  Many of those who died at Gettysburg were laid in makeshift graves along the battlefield. Pennsylvania Governor Andrew Curtin commissioned David Wills, an attorney, to purchase land for a proper burial site for the deceased Union soldiers. Wills acquired 17 acres for the cemetery, which was planned and designed by landscape architect William Saunders.

The cemetery was dedicated on November 19, 1863. The main speaker for the event was Edward Everett, one of the nation’s foremost orators. President Lincoln was also invited to speak by making a few appropriate remarks; as Chief Executive of the nation, formally setting apart those grounds to their sacred use.  At the ceremony, Everett spoke for more than 2 hours; Lincoln spoke for a captivating 2 minutes.

President Lincoln had given his brief speech a lot of thought. He saw meaning in the fact that the Union victory at Gettysburg coincided with the nation’s birthday; but rather than focus on the specific battle in his remarks, he wanted to present a broad statement about the larger significance of the war. He invoked the Declaration of Independence, and its principles of liberty and equality, and he spoke of “a new birth of freedom” for the nation. In his brief address, he continued to reshape the aims of the war for the American people—transforming it from a war for Union to a war for Union and freedom. Although Lincoln expressed disappointment in the speech initially, it has come to be regarded as one of the most elegant and eloquent speeches in U.S.
“Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal. 

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. 

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can not consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion -- that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom -- and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.”
Is there one book or author who helped you to develop a philosophy of life?  Share some of those insights.

Without a doubt, the Bible is the book that impacts and anchors my philosophy of life.  I believe that the Bible is God’s holy word, revealed through his prophets, apostles and great men and women of God.  It is without error in its original writing and was written to be man and woman’s link to their creator … drawing them into a loving relationship with Him.  Without this book, my philosophy of life would be that of the secular, humanistic world.  The insights that I could share regarding God’s Word and how it impacts my life, and the lives of all Christians, would fill another book.   I read many great books during my formal education, including a great number of historical and philosophical writings.  I have continued reading these types of books in even greater numbers as I have grown older, but the Bible remains my only standard and guide for all of life.
How have your ideas about God changed from when you were young?

I did not live a Christian life during my childhood, teenage and young adult years.  My perception of God at that time was that He existed, but didn’t have a direct impact on my life.  I didn’t understand much at all regarding Jesus Christ and God’s Holy Spirit at that time, nor did I have the desire to do so.
I wouldn’t say that my ideas about God “changed” when I was an adult, but after I became a Christian, my whole understanding and outlook about God the Father, God the Son and God the Holy Spirit came into being and began to clarify.  The Bible began to make clear sense and I “heard” God speaking to me through his Word.  In fact, my salvation was brought about through my reading of the Bible and its Gospel of Jesus Christ over a one week period.  The bottom line is that when I was young, I did not know God and I felt that He related little to my life.  After I surrendered my life to Jesus Christ, God was everything for me.
What kind of outdoor work do you enjoy?  Dislike?

As a younger man, my enjoyment of outdoor work included carpentry, gardening and projects involving some amount of physical labor (putting in sprinkler systems, etc.).  

I dislike mowing and edging lawns, thus Carol and I have owned no lawns during our entire marriage.  I also do not desire to work in or with weeds or brush because it causes my hay fever to go crazy.  Outdoor painting is also not a favorite past time of mine.  I did enough painting in the Navy to last a lifetime!
When our church in Poway, CA, built a new administration building, I was able to participate in that building project.  I worked preparing the foundation site, framing and roofing the building.  I also helped to dig the long ditch for the sewage pipe and assisted in tapping it into the main city sewer line.
I assisted my father installing several sprinkler systems at home.  We also dug a ditch and installed 100’ of 2’ drainage pipe at our home in Ramona, CA.  I also helped my ex-brother-in-law install sprinkler systems for his landscaping business.  

I developed an interest in growing my first garden on our property in Ramona, CA.  The first thing that I did was purchase a fancy Honda roto-tiller.  I roto-tilled a 50’ X 70’ area in the front yard for my garden (I always go all out on new projects).  The plants that I put into this garden included 24 zucchini squash plants, two 70’ rows of tomato plants, two rows of corn, three rows of two types of beans, a row of carrots, lettuce, kale, and chard … plus a few other things that I can’t recall.
Little did I know that one zucchini plant puts out dozens of squash.  By the time I was done with that season’s garden, we had eaten and frozen more zucchini than three families could eat.  I had also given away so much zucchini that when friends saw me coming with a bag in my hand; they would turn and walk the other way.  We had to throw zucchini away in 55 gallon drums.  I’ve never seen such a prolific plant!  The following year I only planted four zucchini plants and even that was entirely too much zucchini for our family.
As I have gotten older, my body doesn’t take well to heavy physical labor.  Treating my body hard as a younger man has caused several orthopedic problems in my later years (knees, ankle, hand, shoulder, neck, etc.).  Now I’m forced to back off a bit in the area of heavy, or even medium-exertion, physical labor.  Moving my lawn chair from one spot to another or “running” to the restroom is getting to the high end of what I can handle these days.  I do try and attend fitness classes on weight training three times per week here at The Towers.  But because I have had pain constantly in my life for over 30 years, day in and day out, and the weight training causes me even more pain, I have to push myself very hard to attend these sessions.  Carol is a big help in “motivating” me to do this.
What is your favorite way to spend a day of leisure?

My great leisure days include reading a good book, “working” on my computer, reading Scripture, relaxing at the sea shore or a lake, enjoying a good movie or visiting with good friends.
When did you learn how to ride a bike, or to water ski, snow ski, roller skate, or sail?  Share your memories of the experience(s).

Bicycle:  
I received my first bicycle on my 5th birthday.  I spent about a week learning to ride it and fell off about a hundred times before I mastered it.  I never used training wheels, just a lot of Band-Aids.

Once, when I was about eight years old, I was coasting my bicycle fast down a hill when I noticed a group of girls walking down the opposite side of the street.  Because I was paying too much attention to them and not enough to my riding, I ran straight into a fire hydrant, flipping my bike end over end and landing me on the sidewalk with several scrapes and cuts.  Most embarrassing!  I didn’t learn anything though because I still look at girls!
Water Ski:
A friend of mine in high school was able to use his parent’s ski boat occasionally.  We would take it to Lake Havasu on the Colorado River and spend weekends skiing.  It was a very nice boat with a jet drive and large inboard engine.  First I learned to ski double (two skis) and then to slalom on one ski.  I became a good slalom skier and could even touch my shoulder to the water when cutting outside on a turn.  Once, I skied on 12” skis.  I never did try skiing bare foot but wish that I had done so.  The last time that I skied was several years ago at Lake Travis.  A friend of mine and I took turns pulling each other with my boat.  We had to ski doubles because my boat would pull neither of our fat bodies out of the water on a slalom ski.


Once when we were skiing on Lake Havasu, some young men who had a house boat, power boat and sail boat near our beach-site decided that they wanted to have our beach site for themselves.  They had been drinking that afternoon and appeared drunk.  While we were out in the lake skiing, they tore down our shade cover and threw our coolers into the lake, chasing off the wife of one of my friends and two other girls who were with us.  We saw what was happening and my friend (Dean Sample) who was driving our boat headed right for their little sail boat that was tied up to their houseboat, ramming it and putting a hole in it.


We then went back to our beach site and began loading all of our equipment into our boat.  While we were doing this, the house-boat drunks came over in their power boat, jumped out with wrenches and clubs in their hands and began to curse and threaten us.  I was the first one to step out into the water and tell them to back off.  Before I could get two sentences out, one of them came up behind me and hit me in the back of my head with a large crescent wrench.  I immediately went to my knees.  There was blood all over me and all over the water.  Thinking that they had hurt me badly, which they had to some extent, the men decided to “get out of Dodge.”  They jumped into their boat and roared away while we high-tailed it for the other side of the lake and our camp site.


My friends immediately drove me to Parker, AZ, to find a doctor.  My scalp was badly split behind the left ear and was bleeding a profusely.  The only doctor in town was riding in a rodeo at the time.  He was disqualified when he had to come back to his office to treat me.  He was not a happy cowboy because he had been the point leader in the rodeo.  The doctor stitched up my head and we went on our way back to camp.  I ended up with stitches and a concussion.  It turned out to be one very interesting day of water-skiing.  We were very lucky, considering what might have happened if I hadn’t been such a good bleeder.
Snow Skiing:
I learned to snow ski while a senior in high school.  Some friends of mine and I rented some skis, went up to Mammoth Mountain Ski Resort over a winter holiday and took ski lessons for a day.  We then spent a few days on the “bunny slope” perfecting our skiing skills.  After that experience, we went skiing several times at Mammoth, June Mountain or Mount Waterman ski resorts.  I suffered a couple of injuries while skiing over the next few years including a torn ligament in my left knee.  The doctor at the ski resort clinic put my knee in a cast and, since I had injured it on our first day of skiing, I was able to sit in the lodge and talk to all the girls for the remainder of our time in the mountains, while my friends continued to ski.  I actually met a girl (Nicky Foxx) during that trip with whom I went steady for about six months.

Another of my friends was a part of the Mammoth Mountain ski patrol.  The ski patrol would bring injured skiers off the hill.  I would go skiing with him sometimes when he had ski patrol duty.  The worst skiing accident that I saw while skiing with him was a girl who had skied off a cliff and broken both legs above the knee.  She had very bad compound fractures with the bones sticking out several inches.  Not a pretty sight!

Roller Skate:
I learned to roller skate at the age of ten.  I would go skating with my mom and sister a few times a year but never was very good.  I could never skate backward or do the fancy dance steps.  The last time that I was supposed to go roller skating was the day I broke my leg skiing in college.  My girlfriend and I had a date for roller skating Friday evening and I broke my leg that afternoon.  Of course, I never made that date and I haven’t been roller skating since.


After roller blades were introduced, I thought that I would like to try them because they had high top boots and I figured that they would support my fused ankle while I skated.  I bought a pair, went skating in Galveston with a woman from my church and then sold them the next weekend.  They just didn’t work with my ankle fused.

Ice Skating:
I also learned to ice skate with my mom and Betty but I only went three times in my life.  I had difficulty keeping the skates upright because of my weak ankles.  On my third trip to the ice skating rink, I wondered into the center ice and fell on my butt.  At that point I slid into a girl who was figure skating and doing a spin.  She kicked me right in the mouth with her skate.  There was blood all over the ice (thank goodness, no teeth!).  The ice rink manager hurried out to check my condition and helped me to get off the ice.  All that I remember about that incident was that it hurt like crazy and that I bled like a fountain.  That outing was my last attempt at ice skating.
Sailing:
I learned to sail with a high school friend (Dean Sample) who owned an 18’ Hobbie Cat sail boat.  We would go to Newport Beach and sail it in the bay.  Once in a while, we would sail in the ocean off the beach.  We had a memorable experience while sailing in a pretty stiff wind off the beach.  We were “flying” the catamaran on one pontoon and Dean was hanging out in the trapeze while I was at the tiller.  All of a sudden a big gust of wind hit us, the mast broke, Dean hit the water and the catamaran flipped over throwing me clear.  Dean was fortunate that he didn’t get hurt considering he was still in the trapeze when he went into the water, almost hitting one of the pontoons.  Another boat saw what had happened and towed us and the broken boat back to shore.
Did you ever milk a cow or spend time on a farm or in the country?  Tell about it.
The only time that I ever attempted to milk a cow was at a county fair where all of the kids were given the chance to do so.  I don’t remember getting one drop of milk out of the cow’s udder.
What places in the world would you still like to visit?  Why?

The only place that I would definitely like to visit would be the Amazon River in South America.  I would like to take a boat down the Amazon, stopping at little villages along the way.  Also, I would like to do some fishing in the Amazon.  There are supposed to be some very large Snapper in that river, as well as other game fish.
The Amazon River sounds wonderful because it is a primitive area, the animals around the river are unique and the scenery is beautiful (at least from what is shown on travel documentaries).  Also, I’ve never had the opportunity to see mosquitoes as big as pigeons and that would be a unique experience.  I wonder what one uses for bug repellent down there … a shotgun?
How do you enjoy helping people?  Share about a time when you helped someone in need.
Helping people in need is a special desire of mine.  I try and help people when ever I can.  I do this within our church at times, through the ministries of the church, through Victim Relief Ministries (VRM) and through Prison Fellowship Ministries.  Carol and I have served on soup lines during the Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays.  We have worked through Prison Fellowship, visiting and ministering to prisoners and collecting and distributing Christmas gifts for prisoners’ children.  I am a Chaplain and Carol is a Crisis Responder with VRM out of Dallas, TX.  We have helped people and ministered to them during tragedies such as Hurricane Katrina in the Lower 9th Ward of New Orleans and in Baton Rouge.  I’ve also ministered to people suffering the after effects of tornados in Eagle Pass, TX, and Piedras Negras, Mexico.
There have been several special times when I have been able to help individuals, but one that stands out in my mind was when we were serving with VRM in the Lower 9th Ward of New Orleans after Hurricane Katrina.  The National Guard would not let any of the residents back into see their homes unless they were accompanied by the police, a National Guard soldier or one of the Victim Relief Ministry personnel.  One of the people that I escorted in to see their house was a very old black lady who was alone.  When we arrived at her house, there was nothing left standing except her little front porch.  She broke down and began crying.  After she had cried for a bit, I asked her if I could pray for her.  She said yes and I prayed for her, her family and her future as she tried to put her life back again … and asked that God would somehow cause some good to come out of all of the destruction and loss.  When I finished praying, she thanked me and said that New Orleans had received a warning from God to change its ways when Hurricane Betsy struck the city in 1965.  She felt that that people just didn’t listen to God and now he sent Hurricane Katrina as punishment for not turning from their evil ways.  The last thing that she told me was that she would be all right because everything belonged to the Lord and He would take care of her.  She said, “The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away.  Blessed be the name of the Lord.”
If you could carve one more face on Mt. Rushmore, whose face would it be?  Why?
I’m not sure that I would personally have the ability to carve anyone’s face on Mt. Rushmore … but if I could have someone’s face carved on the mountain; it would be the face of my stunningly beautiful wife, Carol!  

Just kidding … it would be Ronald Reagan.  I would place his likeness there because he was one of the few truly honorable men of character that we have had as President for a number of years.  He accomplished much during his terms in office including the end of the “Cold War” and collapse of the Berlin Wall and “Iron Curtain”.
In what ways are you like your mother?  Like your father?
My mother and I were somewhat alike in physical stature.  She tended to be a bit heavy and so am I (actually, more than a bit!).  I also tend to approach things factually and logically as my mother did.
I am like my father in that I enjoy building and making things with my hands.  I am also like my father because I tend to hold in my emotions.  It was very difficult for me to express them as a young adult.  My father did not show much outward affection toward those he loved.  I also had a tendency to show little affection toward others during my early adult years.

Through the years, some counseling, two marriages and learning to relate to my children and grandchildren, I have improved in my ability to show true affection and even be somewhat romantic with my wife.  I thank God that He as helped me to improve my life in this important area.
Looking back in life, what one thing would you have done differently?  Why?
I would have balanced my time better so as not to sacrifice so much of my time with my wife and children to my ministry and church work.  Looking back, I can see that I should have done better at spending quality time with my children and become more involved in their lives.  I tended to work a ten or eleven hour day at my job and then average another couple of hours per day working at or for the church.  At one time, I was also attending college while working on my MBA.  During that period, I would spend most all of my time at work, at school or in the library studying.  I finally dropped out of my MBA program because I recognized that it was negatively effecting my family’s life and that it would not improve my career that much to have the degree.  I have subsequently found that God provides an abundance of time for ministry, outside of the time that should be spent with one’s children.
Share some tips for a great vacation.
A family should take a vacation to somewhere that everyone will enjoy.  Do not skimp on spending for vacations.  Of course families must live within their means … but, they should not pinch pennies or be miserly when planning for a family vacation.  These are precious times that will live on in everyone’s memories for a lifetime and will be well worth the money spent.  As the commercial goes, “Now that’s priceless!”
Take many photographs and be sure that everyone gets their share of camera exposure.  Also ensure that the photos are not all staged.  There should be many candid pictures of everyone.  With digital cameras these days, one can take hundreds of pictures and keep only the photos that turn out good, and especially those that turn out funny.  These photos will last throughout the years and be a joy, not only to one’s own family but for generations to come.

Did you learn mechanics or woodworking as a young person?  How and when?  What were some of your most memorable projects?

I was introduced to woodworking through a woodworking class in 7th grade.  My major project was building a small, eight foot dory (small, open boat) with another classmate.  We worked from instructions given us by the instructor.  Once we were done building it, we covered it with fiberglass.  This project took us longer than we had time for in the class so we would come before and after school in order to finish it by the end of the school year.  Because the other student paid for all of the materials, he took the boat home at the end of the year.  I never received an invitation to take it out in the water with him.
I continued my woodworking as an adult and built several items of furniture, such as a large dining room table, several sets of bookshelves, a large armoure, a side table and a king size waterbed out of solid mahogany with a mirrored headboard containing speakers and bookshelves.

I also took a class in metalworking while in the 8th grade; completing several projects including a set of Bar-B-Q tongs and other small metal items.
Tell about a special outing you took with your Dad.  What makes this a poignant memory for you?

One special outing with my father was when I was 16 years old.  We went to Twin Lakes on a Friday afternoon for opening day of trout season.  We drove there in his little Renault Dauphine car.  When we arrived at about 4 a.m. on Saturday, there was quite a bit of snow on the ground.  We drove around the lower section of the camping sites and managed to get the car “high centered” in a snow bank (I’m sure that Dad must have been driving ().  After getting the car out of that situation, we tried to get a couple of hours of sleep in the car, which was impossible due to its tiny size.  
We took Dad’s boat out of storage about 6 a.m. and broke up the ice at the boat ramp in order to launch it.  We rowed the boat through the ice and then motored into the lake, fishing near Robinson Creek inlet for several hours. Because it was still very cold, we froze our tails off … but, each of us caught our limit of Rainbow Trout.  When we were done fishing, we put the boat back into winter storage, had brunch at the Twin Lakes café and began our trip back home to Altadena.  We arrived there very early on Sunday morning, both of us exhausted.  It was a short, but fun fishing trip with Dad.
As a young person, did you volunteer for work in church, community or social services?  Tell about it.

When I was 15 years old, I stuffed envelopes at the Republican Headquarters during the 1960 Presidential campaign.
When did you move away from home?  Describe where you lived and how you felt about it.

I moved when I joined the Navy in June 1965.  Boot Camp in San Diego for eleven weeks was my first “home” away from home.  I took the bus from the Navy induction center in Pasadena, CA, to San Diego.  When we arrived, a Chief Petty Officer came onto the bus and shouted, “OK girls, everyone get your little asses off this bus, make it quick, no talking and line up outside the bus in two lines facing away from the bus.”  After we lined up outside the bus, we were marched into a building where we put everything we had brought with us on a table, including any clothes we were wearing, down to our shorts.  We put everything in a box and labeled it to be mailed back to our homes.  The next stop was issuance of our Navy uniforms and work clothes.  After getting our clothing and putting on a set of dungarees, we were taken into the barbershop where we all had our hair “buzzed”, right down to the scalp.  This was my big move from home and the beginning of my U.S. Naval career.  
Tell about some of your closest friends after you and Diane were married.  What were some of the fun things you would do together?

It’s difficult to remember who our closest friends were soon after we were married, but Bob Poirier and his fiancée Teresa were probably our closest friends during our time at the University of Utah.  Bob and I had been close friends and roommates for a year after we began attending the University of Utah.  After Bob and Teresa were married, we would get together and play board games, watch football or go to dinner.  Dave Tash and his wife Toni were good friends during that period and we would go out together or spend time at each other’s homes.  Jim Green and his girlfriend were two other college friends.  Bob, Dave and Jim were all N.E.S.E.P. classmates of mine at the University of Utah.    The wives of N.E.S.E.P. students had a Wives Club.  Diane also had some special friends within that group of women that we didn’t pal around with as a couple.
What are your spiritual strengths?

The ability to see people’s needs and provide for those needs.  The ability to discern another’s emotional or spiritual state and to provide comfort or counsel as needed.  Understanding God’s Word and how it should be applied to one’s life.  This is a strength that I am continually attempting to grow because the more I read God’s Word, the more I realize how much there is yet to understand about God and his relationship to and with me.  

One thing that I am attempting to improve in my spiritual life is to love those who are unkind to me or treat me badly.  Humanly this is very difficult to do, but Christ gave me the perfect example.  He loved me and sacrificed Himself for me when I rejected Him and was still an unrepentant sinner.  He ultimately drew me to Himself, forgave my sins and offered me the free gift of salvation.  I can do no less for my fellow man, even though that person might cause me hurt through word or deed.
How would you like to grow spiritually?

Grow in the understanding of God and his Word.  Be absolutely willing to go where ever God would have me to go and do what ever God would have me to do, no matter what the cost.  Sometimes, my own desires and wants get in the way of God’s direction and will for my life.  Again, I’m a work in process.
What special talents did your parents nurture in you?  How have you developed those talents?

My father helped me to develop a good work ethic and some skill in working with my hands.  Both my mother and father also helped me to be independent and secure in who I am by the way that they related to me as I was being raised.  I have seldom had a problem with self-doubt or insecurity.
What would you still like to learn to do?  Why?

I would like to learn to speak Spanish and to play the Ukulele.  These are long term goals and I hope that I have the ambition and stick-to-it-tiveness to accomplish these two goals … at least learning them both to a low level of expertise.  As mentioned previously, I would like to tour the Amazon River.
What did you enjoy doing with your Mom?  Share a special time with her.

I didn’t cook with her as a child, but when she made pies, she would make the pie crust from scratch.  There would always be the trimmings from the crust which she would bake separately for Betty and me.  We loved hanging around and waiting for that wonderful fresh-baked pie crust.

When we would take summer vacations to the beach, Mom, Betty and I would walk up and down the beach looking for sea shells.  We would always have a great collection of sea shells to take home by the end of our vacation.
How would you describe yourself:  Tender hearted or tough-minded?

Some people would describe me as tough-minded, but I would describe my self as being both tender hearted and tough-minded, depending on the situation.  In business, I can tend to be tough-minded when it comes to making decisions effecting the bottom line or the success of a project.  When dealing with people, my tender heartedness will come through.  I can relate to people, their personalities and their emotional state gently and/or tenderly.
If you were to write a book about Carol, what would you title the book?   The first few chapters?

Title:  “A Second Chance at Love”
Chapter 1:
When I Came To The End Of My Rope, I Let Go!
Chapter 2:
Out of the pit

Chapter 3:
Finding My Way Back to Wholeness

Chapter 4:
God’s Grace – and His Provision of Love
Chapter 5:
Getting to Know Carol – Love Blooms and Grows

How do you describe “success”?

The answers that I give to the above question relate to “significance” and not to “success.”  We all have a good idea of what success means in this world, but there is a vast difference between “success” and “significance.”  The dictionary defines success as: 
“The favorable or prosperous termination of attempts or endeavors; the attainment of wealth, position, honors, or the like.”   
The term “significance” relates to an existential need, not an economic need.  Nearly all well-being research supports the basic conclusion that money and material needs are only weakly associated with leading “the good life.”  The magic number at which money decouples from happiness is far less than you might think.  In fact some research suggests that it may be as low as about $42,000 for a family of four.  

Quoting from the forward of a book by Lloyd Reeb, “From Success to Significance; when the Pursuit of Success isn’t Enough”:  

“Why trade that which you can’t acquire enough of (significance) for that which you have plenty of already (success)?  All of us will face a final exam when we arrive at Heaven’s Gate for the beginning of our new life.  As I visualize it, there will be two questions:  (1) ‘What did you do about Jesus?’ and (2) ‘What did you do with what I gave you to work with?’”
I highly recommend reading this book.  It will satisfy your desire to know what it means to lead a life of significance; or as the book describes, going into “halftime” from a life of success (the “first half”) in order to plan for a life of significance during the “second half.”  The enlightenment gained from this book could change your life dramatically (in a marvelous way) as you enter halftime and move on to a second half life of significance.  Now to answer the question.  Significance is:
· taking what God has provided me and using it for His glory.  This includes my time, my talents and my treasurers; always giving back from the abundance that God has provided; seeing that it is God who gets the credit and the glory.

· loving my wife as Christ loves His church.  Through that love, helping her to grow as an individual and my co-laborer before God, my partner and my best friend.  Helping her become a caring, loving wife and mother as we both give ourselves to our family for God’s glory.
· raising and training one’s children through the admonition, teaching and guidance of the Lord; helping them to understand life and this world in relationship to God and His Word.  Seeing them come to know Jesus Christ as their savior and Lord.
And finally, significance in life is having people say of me, after I have died and gone to heaven, “Chuck Morton was a person who greatly loved God with all his heart, soul, mind, and strength; and he truly loved his neighbor as himself.”

What are some of the best public speakers you have ever heard?  Why did they impress you?
Ronald Reagan:
He was a President of character who was honest, dedicated and committed; with a good sense of humor.
Chuck Colson:
A Man of God who speaks from his heart, from first hand experience and from a deep knowledge of God’s Word.
Robert Everett:
CBC Pastor – Robert makes a clear presentation and speaks in a casual but powerful manner.  He makes Scripture relate directly to where we are living our lives today and always presents the Gospel.

If you could have two hours of conversation with anyone on earth, who would that be?  Why that person?  What would you talk about?

My conversation would be with Iranian President Mahmoud Ahmadinejad.  I have chosen this man because he currently poses the greatest risk to Israel, the Mid-east and ultimately to world peace.  I would like Ahmadinejad to explain his convictions concerning Islam and the Koran regarding the treatment of non-Muslims and specifically, Israelis (Jews) and Christians.  Is he an Islamist, or does he believe that various religions can coexist peacefully in this world?
Of course, all of this is with the assumption that he would tell the truth during our conversations.  I would like our conversation to be video taped by a neutral country’s news service and broadcast to the world so that the world would know the true, personal convictions of this man and leader of Iran.  This effort might turn out to be waist of time, considering some of Ahmadinejad’s past statements, but I would like to have the conversation anyway.
What spiritual legacy would you like to leave for others?  Why is this important to you?

The spiritual legacy that I would like to leave with everyone, but most especially my children and grandchildren, would be that they should always ask themselves, prior to making any decision or taking any action, “What would Jesus do?”   Doing this would cause them to think before they act and not only think, but ponder what our Heavenly Father would have them to do in all situations.  There was a book written about a church where the pastor challenged his congregation to ask themselves just such a question before every decision and/or action.  Eighty percent of the congregation committed to doing so and the results were amazing.  People’s lives were changed by the hundreds, and not only in that church, but the community in general.
If we all made the effort to live our lives in obedience to God and his Word, asking ourselves, “What Would Jesus Do” in all situations, we could have a marvelous impact on the world around us.
Share a hilarious travel experience.

One hilarious travel experience was when Carol and I were on vacation at Twin Lakes with Betty and Randy.   Carol and I went out fishing one afternoon in Randy’s boat and stopped on the far side of the lake.  We put our lines out and she lay down in the boat, propped her fishing rod over her knee and began reading her paper back book.  It wasn’t five minutes when she hooked into a very nice Rainbow Trout.  She fought it for several minutes, ultimately landing it … which I recorded on video tape.  The fish weighed in at 3 ¾ pounds.  Carol said that she didn’t want to take it back to camp because Randy would be jealous that she had caught the biggest fish.  I told her that was ridiculous and that she should go back and show off her big fish.  

We went back to camp and I took pictures of Carol holding her nice trout.  Randy didn’t say much but the next morning, he was up at 5 a.m. and out on the lake trying to catch a bigger trout.  We hardly saw him after that because he was always on the lake fishing and trying to catch a larger trout than Carol’s.  He never did catch a fish as big as she did on that trip, though he did everything that he could think of in trying to do so.  We have laughed about that incident for years.  I will say that Randy has caught much larger Rainbow trout at Twin Lakes subsequent to that trip … bigger than either Carol or I have ever caught.
Have you ever been in an accident, had surgery or a long illness?  How did this affect your outlook on life?
I have had several accidents and surgeries.  I have also had several concussions which I will not list.  I will list the accidents and surgeries in the year-order that they occurred:
1949:  Tonsils removed (Pasadena, CA)
1950:  Adenoids burned out with radium (Pasadena, CA)
1951:  Scar tissue caused by radium treatment removed (Pasadena, CA)
1953:  Fractured skull when I hit my head on a rock, ridding a flexi-racer (Altadena, CA)
1954:  Badly sliced my left thumb with a wood chisel.  Received stitches without a local anesthetic.  My mother said that they could hear me scream in the next office suite. (Pasadena, CA)
1962:  Appendix removed.  The appendix had almost burst so that a large scare remains from an exploratory surgery. (Pasadena, CA)
1963:
Skiing accident.  I tore a ligament in my left knee, had a cast and was on crutches for several months.

1971:  Skiing accident: Broken left leg (eleven places), coronary arrest and pulmonary embolism with associated coma for 2 ½ days. (Salt Lake City, UT)
1981:  A CAT scan revealed a nodule on my thyroid.  I began a lifetime treatment of Synthroid (thyroid medication) due to earlier radium removal of adenoids.  There was an 85% chance of my contracting thyroid cancer after having this radium treatment if my thyroid had not been chemically shut down. (San Diego, CA)
1982:   Partial fusion of left ankle; the results of osteoarthritis (San Diego, CA)
1985:
Total ankle fusion (San Diego, CA)
1990:   Broken left little toe (Kauai, HI)

2000:
Total left ankle replacement using titanium Buechel-Pappas Total Ankle Prosthesis (Miami, FL)
2002:   Broken left little toe, again! (This time in Lago Vista, TX.)

2004:
Motorcycle accident (Lago Vista, TX – Life flight to trauma center, six broken ribs, lacerated head, badly sprained left hand.
2007:  Ongoing treatment for osteoarthritis in both knees.

2008:
Below the Knee Amputation (BKA) of the left leg on March 18th (Hospital one week, San Antonio).

2008:
Sever bladder infection several days after BKA (Hospital three days, San Antonio).

My broken leg caused me to be somewhat depressed back in 1971 but I overcame it fairly quickly.  The ensuing orthopedic difficulties over the years have tended to be discouraging at times, but I continue to push on and try not to let the handicap of pain and arthritis slow me down any more than it has to.  I’ll fight it until I can no longer do so.
Do you have a favorite sports team?  Why is that one your favorite?

Though I am not a sports fanatic, I do enjoy some football games and the playoffs for football and basketball.  My favorite sports teams are the Green Bay Packers and the San Antonio Spurs.
The Spurs are my favorite because we live in San Antonio and I have gone to their games.  The Green Bay Packers are my favorite football team because I like the current quarterback, Brett Farve, and feel that he is a wonderful leader of the Packers.  I have followed Green Bay Packer games for years.  I also like them because Carol has known some of the old players on that team and Bart Star, a Green Bay quarterback from years ago, changed Carla’s diapers.

What events in life have strengthened or weakened your belief in prayer?

One thing that strengthened my prayer life was a year when I recorded all of my prayers in a journal.  Every few weeks, I would go back into that journal and annotate the answers to the prayers that I had previously noted.  It was amazing to see how God had answered my prayers.  

Usually we will pray, asking God for intercession or provision and then forget that we made that prayer when the prayer is answered.  By recording all of the answers to my prayers, I was able to understand better how God answers them, both when He give us a direct and positive answer and those times when it seems that He has not answered our prayer at all.  Sometimes the answers to our prayers are “wait”, sometimes they are answered “no, not now” and sometimes He brings people or things into our lives that impact directly on the answers to our prayers.  By keeping the journal, I was able to get a wonderful picture of God’s love for us and his care as we respond in obedience by going to Him in prayer on a regular basis.
When and where did you buy your first house or piece of real estate?  Describe the significance this held for you.

The first piece of real estate I purchased were two lots in Big River, CA.  These were lots in a development on the Colorado River, south of Parker Dam and Lake Havasu.  They were actually 99-year leases and I purchased them for speculation.  I eventually sold them and broke even after realtor fees.  I learned that generally it does not pay to speculate on lease-hold property.  Unless the property is in a top resort community that is growing rapidly, it will not appreciate significantly over the years.
My first house was purchased after Diane and I were transferred to San Diego upon my graduation from Submarine School.  Diane, Mike, Christy and I lived with Betty and her first husband, Doug, in Lemon Grove, CA, outside of San Diego, for three months while we searched for a house.  In 1974, we purchased a three bedroom, one bath, 1,080 sq. foot house for $17,500, in Mira Mesa (north of San Diego).  This is where Mir Mar Naval Air Station and the Top Gun flight school are located.  It was air-conditioned and was heated by one wall heater.  When we sold this house in late 1976, prior to being transferred to Mare Island Naval Shipyard in Vallejo, CA, we received $21,900.00, a 25% gain over two years.  This increase in value was typical in California during that period.
When we ultimately sold our last house in California in 1987 and moved to Texas, we received $105,000 for the house.  Two and one half years later, the same house, with some minor improvements, sold again for $240,000!  Now that is what I call some big-time real estate inflation!  That rate of housing inflation has locked us out of moving back to California.
What is the strangest thing you have ever seen?
The strangest things that I have ever seen fall into a couple of categories: man-made and natural.  The strangest man-made things or situations that I have seen are:
1) While piloting the Deep Submergence Vehicle at around 3,000 feet off of the San Diego coast, I came across a complete toilet, sitting by itself on the bottom of the ocean floor … just sitting there with its lid up, like it was waiting for someone to come along and use it.

2) Hundreds of people allowing themselves to be chased by fighting bulls down a narrow street in Pamplona, Spain.  Ostensibly, this is to honor Navarre capital's patron saint, San Fermin.  Many of the runners are injured and some are killed during this annual event taking place every July 7th.  Now I find it pretty strange that many supposedly intelligent human beings place themselves in that sort of danger.  If interested this annual event’s long history, you can go to the Web at:  http://www.spain-info.com/Culture/bullrunning.htm
The strangest or most interesting natural things that I have seen were:

1) Some totally weird and interesting fish and invertebrates, while piloting the DSV at deep ocean depths; many having their own light source (it is totally dark below 2,000 feet and the temperature averages around 2 degrees centigrade).  Once, while diving off of Wake Island, I also saw a huge bottom-dwelling shark at 2,800 feet that was approximately 20 feet long!

2) A meteor that streaked across the sky, breaking into two pieces and continuing across the sky.  It traveled across 60%-70% of the visible sky and was very bright.
3) Goblin Valley in southern Utah.  These are about 100 strange formations in a valley that are shaped like 15-20 foot goblins (I used to 4-wheel there during my college days)
4) A completely circular rainbow.  I saw this one day when I had the Officer of the Deck (OOD) duty on the USS Darter while we were transiting the South China Sea.  The rainbow began at the bow of the submarine and made a complete circle, coming back to the bow of the boat.  When Carol and I were in Brazil at Iguazu Falls, we were able to again see a circular rainbow in the mists of the falls.  This was the first one that Carol had seen in her lifetime.

5) On an early morning during the same deployment, and while transiting another part of the South China Sea, I was again OOD and witnessed the sea virtually as flat as a mirror … not a ripple or swell on it!  It greatly impressed me that a huge ocean could become that still and calm.

Share some of your ideas on how to develop and maintain good physical health.

Diet:  Eat well balanced meals and use portion control (don’t continue eating just because there is food remaining).  The old adage of calories in should equal calories out to maintain one’s weight is very true.  There is another pretty good dieting method and it will work well for anyone:  “If it tastes good … spit it out!”
Exercise:  One should exercise at least 30 minutes to an hour, a minimum of three or four times per week.  This exercise should include aerobics as well as some form of strength training.

The combination of diet and exercise is a key to loosing and/or maintaining one’s weight and also for maintaining good physical health.  Vitamins and supplements are good to take, but any prescription medications should be taken under a doctor’s advice.  Stay away from fad or quack remedies.  The Web is a great source for information on medications.
Holistic and natural medications can also be good; but research them, as well as any other medications, before using them.

Health Care:  One should have a physical at least once per year, including complete blood testing.  If anything is going to go wrong physically, this will usually catch it in time to accomplish successful treatment.  Annual physicals are not always financially feasible, so if one can not afford to get these physicals, they should stay aware of their own body and be on the lookout for any strange our unusual changes that take place, seeing their doctor if something major seems to be happening.  This is especially true for women in regard to self-exams.
Dental Care:
Get a dental checkup every six months along with having one’s teeth cleaned.   God only gives us one set of permanent teeth so it’s best to take very good care of them.

Now … if I could only follow all of my own advice in this area, I would probably be a much healthier person.  But, I’m trying to improve and Carol “encourages” me every chance she gets.  Having a spouse that takes an interest in one’s health is a real blessing (and if you read this Carol … I really mean that!).
As a teenager, did you belong to any type of club or group?
I belonged to the Explorer Scouts for a short time during my early teen years.  I also belonged to a car club for about a year after I graduated from high school.  I didn’t attend many meetings that year and was not very active in the club.  I don’t recall the name of the car club.
What is your most treasured possession and why?

I am not attached to possessions and I do not hold material things as something that defines who I am.  Everything that I possess is a gift from God.  I am just the caretaker or steward for these things.  They are all on lone to me while I am here on this earth and I will take none of them with me when I leave this life.
That being said, the one material possession for which I care the most, and over which I would be the most upset if it was lost, would be my wedding ring.  This ring holds a very special significance in my life because it is the earthly emblem of my marriage to Carol, a reflection of the beauty and brilliance of the life that God has given us together and the symbol of my eternal love for her.  Even if that wedding ring is someday subject to loss or destruction, the true meaning and nature of my love for Carol will be reflected in our lives and our marriage, bearing witness to the world that the union God has joined will last throughout eternity.
What tragedy or tragedies have you experienced in your life?

The greatest tragedy that I personally experienced in my life was when Diane left me.  I felt like I was in a vacuum and that God was no where near me.  The emotional pain was so intense that it just about crushed me.  My doctor placed me on a strong anti-depressant and I was unable to work.  Betty asked me to take a flight out to California and stay with her and Randy for a couple of weeks.  She spent a lot of time talking with me and helping me to pull out of my shock and depression.  Betty was wonderful and helped me so very much!  
It took a considerable amount of time, prayer and healing for me to overcome this event and my grief.  One of the things that helped me was reading a book titled, “When You Reach The End Of Your Rope, Let Go.”  It explained that one needs to quit trying to figure out the “why” of a tragedy or past event; that we can’t change the past, but need to accept it and look to the future.   We need to turn the situation over to God and allow Him to bring us healing and understanding.  When I started to figure this out, I began the healing process.

Diane returned home after six months but left me again, for good, about five months later and we were divorced.  I than began spending time with some neighbors of mine, Pat and Ilene Wright.  Pat and Ilene became my two closest friends over the next year and were one of the biggest factors in my being able to get my life back together after the divorce.  We would spend many evening hours sitting on their back porch, just talking and sharing our lives.   I still consider them my closest friends, sixteen years later. 

The biggest tragedy experienced during the fifteen years of Carol’s and my marriage was the death of Carol’s son, Eric.  That was a very difficult time for both of us, but most especially for Carol.  I’ll never forget the morning the telephone rang on March 10, 2002, at 6:00 a.m. and she answered it.  Carla was calling to tell her mom that Eric had been killed in an automobile accident.  Carol was almost out of her mind with grief.  Looking back on that time it seems like Carol’s first two weeks after Eric’s death were spent in a thick fog and it was difficult for her to function at any level, the shock was so intense.  Carol will never get over losing her son.  But, over the past five years, God has brought some level of peace and understanding to her.
What was a recent time in your life that proved to be a challenge?

On Sunday, September 16, 2007, Carol’s father died.  We received the notification from Lenora, Carol’s step-mother, that afternoon.  We drove the 14 hours to Birmingham, AL, and arrived on Monday.  The next couple of days we assisted Lenora in making preparations for a memorial service and burial.  Carol and I were in charge of arranging a reception at Lenora’s house after the funeral.  We made the arrangements, held the memorial service and attended the reception.  Around 2:00 p.m. on Thursday after the reception, we departed Birmingham for Broken Arrow, OK.  Christy was getting married on Saturday.  
We arrived at Christy’s house around 2:00 a.m.  All day Friday and Saturday morning, we made the arrangements for Christy’s wedding reception on Saturday afternoon.  Christy was married to James O. Akin-Otiko (he likes to be called “Akin”) on Saturday with the wedding reception following.  We all spent the evening at Akin’s house with Christy, Akin and all of their children, plus Akin’s brother and sister, who are a Catholic Priest and Nun, respectfully.  Everyone was given authentic clothing from Africa by Akin and his sister and we took many pictures that evening.  This beautiful, traditional wedding had only three weeks of planning and came off without a hitch.  Most of the credit goes to Christy as she worked hard to get it all arranged.
The next two days, Carol and I helped Christy to pack her belongings and household items because she and Akin were moving to Nebraska the following week.  Akin had a new job there that started in eight days!  After helping as much as we could, we departed Christy’s for San Antonio on Tuesday morning, September 25th.  
Less than four weeks later, Richard was to get married in Lake Jackson (south-east of Houston, TX).   Richard and Carie’s wedding was held at Richard’s father’s house in the backyard, between the house and the lake.  It was a beautiful wedding with the reception held at the house immediately following the wedding.  Carol and I were in charge of planning and arranging the wedding rehearsal dinner.  We also helped Carla plan and arrange a brides maid party, an overnight at Carla’s, and a brunch on the morning of the wedding.  Everything was planned and set up with a minimum of hassle and the wedding came off perfectly.  Planning and conducting two weddings in a short period of time, without any glitches, is almost unheard of in the realm of wedding planning and execution.
What Bible character would you most like to meet? Why?

I would like to meet Paul.  I feel that he was the man who God used to spread the church thorough out the Western world.   He had great insight into God’s eternal plan and how to convey the message of the Gospel to the church at large.  His overall understanding of the way in which the church and Christians are to live in this world is unsurpassed.  I would like to sit and talk with him, asking him questions and learning from this great saint.
What two people have made the greatest spiritual impact on your life?  What made them so significant to you?

John Thill, my first pastor as a Christian and the person who led me to Christ, made the greatest spiritual impact on my life.  His discipleship of me for several years was of utmost importance in my maturing as a Christian.  He was also a close friend.  
Don Wood would be the other person having the most spiritual impact on my life.  Don was closer to me than a brother and we shared our spiritual lives completely over a period of many years.  Don and I discipled each other as we studied the Scriptures and lived our daily lives.   We both strived to live our lives in accordance with God’s Word; and we supported each other in doing so almost every day.
When you were a new father, what was your greatest fear?  Your greatest joy?

My first fear about Christy was that we were never going to get her born.  Diane began having contractions in the middle of a big snow storm.  We loaded the car and drove to within a couple of blocks of the hospital (the snow drifts were blocking the streets).  Diane and I walked to the hospital with me holding her up and both of us slipping and sliding on the slick pavement.  We made it into the hospital, Diane was checked over, and they told us to go home because Christy was not ready yet to be born.  We made it back to the car and returned home.  A few hours later, Diane again said that she was sure she needed to go to the hospital and that her contractions were close together.  Again we drove to within two blocks of the hospital, stumbled to the front door and up to the maternity ward, had Diane checked out and again and were told to go home; that Diane was not ready to deliver yet!  I asked the nurse if I could keep Diane’s suitcase, that I was lugging back and forth to the hospital, in a locker somewhere so that I didn’t have to keep shuffling back and forth with both it and Diane in the snow.  She said no.  We made it back to the car and home again.  The third trip was a charm and she was admitted to the hospital.  Even after we arrived at the hospital for the last time, it was about eight hours before Christy was delivered.  
When we were in the delivery room, the nurse had me be sure that Diane kept her elbows down while she ensured Diane kept her head down during contractions.  Diane would raise her head and the nurse would put it back on the pillow.  Diane would raise her elbows and I would push them back down on the bed.  We looked like we were trying to hold down a struggling pelican.  

Christy was finally born and my greatest fears concerning her, as is probably true with all new fathers, was that I was going to do something wrong with or to our brand new little baby girl; causing her injury, emotional problems, sickness, etc.  My greatest joy was being in the delivery room as Christy was being born.  What a beautiful miracle!  Although when Christy did make her appearance, she showed up a little blue and not a very pretty baby to my way of thinking (of course, I don’t feel that any newborns are very pretty or “cute”).  The nurse helped Christy to take some big breaths and get “back in the pink” (screaming her little lungs out) and had her all cleaned up.   Now there was one beautiful baby (How could this little baby be otherwise … she was mine!)
My fears with Mike were the normal fears of a father raising a healthy son.  I just worried about all of the ways that Mike might hurt himself or get into trouble.  Most of the time, I didn’t get the chance to worry in advance of something happening to Mike.  I would find out after the fact that Mike had done something crazy or not to smart and would have to deal with the consequences.  
Once I gave Mike a BB gun and he went out in the brush near our house to shoot it.  The next thing I knew, we were getting a call from an irate parent whose son had just been shot by Mike.  Another time I received a call from one of the other elders at our church stating that Mike was “spinning donuts” in the dirt parking lot with my pickup truck.  

All of these little incidents caused Mike and I to learn a lot about each other, especially in the area of discipline and forgiveness.  Every time that I would discipline Mike as a youngster by spanking him and/or sending him to his room, I would give him about five minutes alone and then go into his room to talk with him.  I would discuss with him what he had done and how he thought it effected me, his family and others; also how he personally felt about his actions and so forth.  At the end of our talk, we would always ask, give and receive forgiveness, as appropriate.  We would pray together and ask God to help both of us to live in obedience to Him.  

I received joy from Mike in a little different way than Christy because Diane and he came as a package.  Mike and I had to develop our relationship over some period of time.   When I first met him, I was pretty much at a loss as to what to do with a 2 ½ year old and how to relate to him.  I had no experience in loving a child and therefore, had to learn on the fly.  I would hold Mike on every occasion that I could and make him aware that I was someone who was going to be very important in his life.  I would talk to him and play with him and generally just try and get to know him and have him get to know me.  Over about a three or four month period, I learned to love him as my own son.  That’s the way I have felt, and that’s the way it has been, ever since.  Mike’s and my relationship was good as he grew up.  I can look back on many joyful times spent together as father and son.  We still have a good relationship to this day and I’m very proud of him in many ways.
What is your most vivid memory about your childhood?

At about age seven, I was playing in a gas station near my house on my home-made skate board (a two by four with the front and rear wheels from a shoe-skate nailed to it).  I was lying down on the board and rolling down a slight hill near the gas pumps.  Unfortunately, I rolled directly in front of a car leaving the island and it drove right over the top of me.  I can still see that front bumper and the undercarriage passing over the top of me.  The Lord was watching out for me as none of the cars wheels hit or rolled over me.   The driver slammed on his brakes, after the rear of the car had passed over me, stepped out of the car, came back to me and kept asking me if I was OK.  I whimpered to him yes and that I only had a few scrapes.  Then he became very angry, wanting to know why I was playing in a gas station and where did I live.  I don’t remember much after that but I remember I was in big trouble with Dad when I returned home with this man.  Also that I didn’t return to that gas station to play.
What would you change about you childhood if you could?

I would work harder in school.  I would be nicer to Betty.  Other than that, I don’t think that I would change anything about my childhood.  My childhood was enjoyable and I never actually found myself in much trouble or had any major crisis in my life during that period.
Describe a fond Thanksgiving memory when you were young.  What makes this special to you?

My family went to my Uncle Raymond’s and Aunt Marie’s little ranch near Riverside, CA, for Thanksgiving when I was 10-years old.  I say it was a ranch but it was only one acre on which my Uncle Raymond grew a few fruit trees and raised rabbits and worms.  He decided to cook the turkey on the Bar-B-Q, putting it on a motorized rotisserie.  The turkey had just about completed cooking when the weight of the bird became too much for the small rotisserie rod.  The whole thing fell into the coals and by the time someone noticed it, one side of the turkey was “golden black!”  Aunt Marie just cut off the burnt portion of the turkey and we had a normal, great tasting Thanksgiving dinner.

Those were the days when Uncle Raymond would make wonderful fresh peach ice cream in his ice cream maker, using the peaches from his tree.  I would get to turn the hand crank on the ice cream maker until it was too hard for me and then one of the adults would finish it off.  That was the best tasting ice cream in the world (with the exception of Blue Bell Rocky Road ice cream, which had not been invented yet).  Our holiday gatherings at my Uncle Raymond and Aunt Marie’s house were always a treat.  
One summer, when I was eleven, I visited with Uncle Raymond and Aunt Marie for a couple of weeks.  Each morning, Aunt Marie would fix a half-dozen scrambled eggs, sausage and toast for my breakfast.  I also remember their little yippy Chihuahua dog named Boots (I couldn’t stand that little dog).  Uncle Raymond managed a frozen meat locker and during that summer, he would sometimes take me to the locker with him.  I was fascinated by the many sides of beef and other meat hanging on tracks in the large freezers.
What are some things from your childhood that you are thankful for?

I’m thankful for a good home, my own bedroom and good parents who stuck together through the good times and the bad.  I’m thankful for wonderful family vacations, being encouraged (strongly) to attend Sunday school, having relatively good health and never knowing real hunger. 
What childhood memory first comes to mind when you think about winter?  How do you respond to that memory?

My 5th birthday!  It snowed in Pasadena and Altadena, CA, for the first time in over 50 years … and it happened on my 5th birthday, January 11, 1950.  It was wonderful!  The snow collected overnight to a depth of about eight inches.  When we all awoke, it was a winter wonderland outside.  I remember going out immediately and playing in it, building my first snowman, with the help of Dad.  It was a magical day for me … especially since it happened on my birthday.

Describe the most interesting person you ever met.  What were the qualities that made that individual so outstanding?
The most interesting person(s) that I ever met are some of the people who live in The Towers where Carol and I live.  We have only lived her for a few months but already I’ve met some very interesting people.  There is an ex-military pilot who was a prisoner of war in Viet Nam at the Hanoi Hilton for over seven years.  The retired general who was the Commander of the Texas National Guard lives here.  An ex-military officer who participated in the invasion of Italy in WWII lives here and has written a book about his experiences called, “Crack and Thump” … the sound a bullet makes when breaking the sound barrier and hitting its target.  There are many more very interesting people living here and I hope to get to know many of them over the next few years.
What family customs or traditions would you like to pass on to your children and grandchildren?  Why are they so important to you?

When my children were growing up, we would celebrate the Advent each year, the month prior to Christmas.  We would light one candle on the Advent wreath each week.  We would then recite a verse of Scripture, telling the meaning of the candle that we had lighted.  I would tell a portion of the Christmas story and we would discuss some of the meaning behind the symbols and actions associated with Christmas, the Incarnation and Christ as our savior.  I would encourage each of you to begin this tradition if you have not already done so.
I’m not sure that this qualifies as a tradition, but I don’t remember a year that our family did not take a vacation sometime, somewhere.  I continued this family “tradition.”  I always made a concerted effort to take a couple of weeks of vacation with my family each year, unless hampered by being away on a cruise in the Navy.  When that would happen, I would try and get the family away for at least a week sometime after I returned from deployment.  Those vacation times were very special for us.  The memories that we gained during our family vacations are priceless.  I would strongly encourage my children to continue this tradition.

Carol and I began a tradition of having all of our children, grandchildren, BooBoo and some friends come to our home during Thanksgiving week, treating all to a traditional Thanksgiving dinner.  We were able to do this for five years from 2001 through 2005.  When we sold our house in Lago Vista in 2006, we were unable to continue hosting this gathering due to a lack of space in our new home.  Hopefully, we will be able to pick the tradition up again in the future, having it in one (or more) of your homes.  We truly enjoyed those times together and would like to see this tradition continue.

Tell what four things you would never leave behind on a trip and explain why?
1) Carol! -- I never want to go on a trip without the love of my life.

2) The Garman GPS unit (on road trips) -- This is a huge help in navigation.
3) My passport (when traveling to a foreign country) – Self explanatory
4) My credit cards – One can’t travel without funds.

5) Personal protection (if on the road) – There may be some unsavory characters out there.

What is the best Christmas present you ever received?  Why was that the best?

The very best Christmas present given to me is every gift given to me by Carol.  They are all the best and very special because it is she who gives them to me!
What is your favorite Christmas Carol?  Why?

“Oh Come, Oh Come Emmanuel”  

This Christmas carol gives the essence of the reason for Christmas and points to Jesus Christ as Emmanuel … God with us.
“Oh, come, oh, come, Emmanuel, 
And ransom captive Israel, 
That mourns in lonely exile here 
Until the Son of God appear. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel! 

Oh, come, our Wisdom from on high, 
Who ordered all things mightily; 
To us the path of knowledge show, 
and teach us in her ways to go. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel! 

Oh, come, oh, come, our Lord of might, 
Who to your tribes on Sinai's height 
In ancient times gave holy law, 
In cloud and majesty and awe.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel! 

Oh, come O Rod of Jesse's stem, 
From ev'ry foe deliver them 
That trust your mighty pow'r to save; 
Bring them in vict'ry through the grave. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel! 

Oh, come, O Key of David, come, 
And open wide our heav'nly home; 
Make safe the way that leads on high, 
And close the path to misery. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel! 

Oh, come, our Dayspring from on high, 
And cheer us by your drawing nigh, 
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night, 
And death's dark shadows put to flight. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel! 

Oh, come, Desire of nations, bind 
In one the hearts of all mankind; 
Oh, bid our sad divisions cease, 
And be yourself our King of Peace. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to you, O Israel!
What would be the most wonderful gift you could receive?  Why?

The greatest gift I could receive would be to know beyond the shadow of a doubt that all of my children, their spouses and our grandchildren have received and know Jesus Christ as their Lord and Savior.  

As one who knows the truth of salvation in Jesus Christ, I pray daily that my children and grandchildren will come to that point of having a personal relationship with Jesus Christ and live a life worthy of our creator’s love and grace.
Tell about a time when God answered a specific prayer for you.

As I have mentioned previously, I have prayed many times over the years that God would soften my heart and help me to be more loving and giving to those I love.  Through the years, He has answered those prayers and I have seen great improvement in the way that I handle relationships with others … but most specifically, with those I love.  It is a continuing process and I will continue to petition God in this regard for the rest of my life.
What would you like to see happen in the next ten years in your life?  In the world?
Continue to grow in my spiritual walk with the Lord.  Be the husband that God would have me to be in my marriage to Carol.  Be involved in a ministry that fits my abilities and personality in such a way that I maximize bring glory to God and help to the people of the world that he has placed in my path.  

I would like to see my children and grandchildren develop a vital relationship with Christ and make an impact for His Gospel in this world.  I would like to see the Gospel of Jesus Christ be shared with all of the world’s peoples and for our Lord to return and take His people home.

As you look back in life, name three of the most fantastic changes that have taken place in the world.  How have these affected your life?
1) The personal computer -- The personal computer has been a great part of my life, both in my profession and at home for the past 26 years.  I have received great enjoyment through the use of the computer at home and in my personal life.  Of course, it has been a fabulous tool in business.
2) The fall of the Berlin wall and the Iron Curtin -- The fall of Communism in East Germany and Soviet Russia has not affected my life directly but I feel has improved the world economy and communication through out the world.  It has also opened many countries to the spread of the Gospel.  Unfortunately, it now appears that Russia may be beginning to revert to its old totalitarian ways.
3) The development and proliferation of the cellular phone -- I have used cellphones since 1988.  They were at first a luxury but became a necessity very quickly.  This wonderful electronic device has improved communications on a grand scale.  It has evolved to the point that my cellphone is now also my Personal Data Assistant (PDA) and a fairly good camera.  It could be used for Internet access as well but I don’t currently have that feature activated.  I can use it from most any city in the world and have used it in Mexico and Canada.  There are now models that have a fully functioning Global Positioning System built into them.
It will be very interesting to see what the next ten years has in store for us concerning the use of our communication devices and computers.  We have come so far in such a short time and those advances just seem to be accelerating as time goes on.

What is your favorite way to spend a rainy day?
Working on my computer … relaxing in front of the TV watching an old movie … reading a great book … and just spending quality time with my wonderful wife, Carol.
What word best describes your life?  Explain why.

 “Real” This is because with me; what you see is what you get.  I do not put on pretences or try to be someone that I am not.  I attempt to be completely honest in all my dealings and relationships and tell the truth.
What advice about life do you want others to remember?
· Always treat others as you would want them to treat you.
· Actively look for those who are in need and always share with others out of what you have.  Do store up more on this earth than you can use because, “you can’t take it with you!”
· Do not love with words alone but with actions and truth.
· What ever you do … do it to the best of your ability and with all your heart.
· If say that you are going to do something, do it!  Your word should be your bond.

· Do not believe all that you hear from others (or the media), but always seek the truth.

· In general, do not intentionally go into debt for non-appreciating assets, especially through the use of credit cards.

· If you feel that someone has wronged you in any way, do not discuss the situation with others (gossip).  Go to the person who wronged you and attempt reconciliation.
· Always remember that it is far better to lose what you could never keep in order to gain what you can never lose.

· And finally:  Love the Lord your god with all of your heart, all of your mind and all of your strength … and love your neighbor as yourself.
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Served as SQA Project Manager (10/80 to 5/82) -- Under contract to NOSC for the U.S. Navy's Enhanced VERDIN System (EVS) communications project.  This system consisted of an imbedded tactical computer signal processing system.  SQA and CM functional responsibilities included the technical review of all EVS software related documents.  Developed procedures for providing software configuration control, verification, and handling of the EVS Erasable Programmable Read-Only Memory (EPROM) cards.  Devised a new Computer Program Configuration Identification (CPCI) numbering system that lends itself to computer automation of various CM functions.  Ensured that all EVS-related documentation was maintained as required by applicable standards by conducting document reviews and audits.  Worked with the VERDIN communications project software developers in a "tiger team" effort; developing test procedures and testing a new software release.   Developed procedures for loading this software onto the VERDIN tape units using a DATUM cassette loader. Developed the test procedures for the Navy's VERDIN Multiple Magnetic Tape Unit Loader (VMMTUL). 

Westec Services (June 1979 – October 1980)  
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