Note: The following dialogue is a compilation of interviews that I conducted and recorded on VHS tapes in 1997 and 2002. Below is a consolidated transcription of those interviews. Since the interviews jumped around quite a bit, I rearranged the information so that it flows more chronologically. Sometimes I included my questions, sometimes I just let the responses speak for themselves. I also added a few editorial NOTES here and there, with additional tidbits that I gained from other sources mentioned.
Interview with Bob & Diane Martinka
“Their Story” 
(But just a glimpse)
by daughter Julie Martinka Severson

Bob talking about his Grandma and Grandpa Martinka—Joseph and Mary (Bartl)
My father’s father’s name was Joseph Martinka. Joseph’s parents were born in Germany. German was often spoke in my home up until I went to college. Joseph owned a hardware store, which also turned into a car shop-- those days cars went hand in hand with hardware stores. My dad (Herb) and his brothers Al and William also shared in that. 
Grandpa Joseph was a heavy set, jolly guy, a staunch businessman. He died when I was 5 or 6. He had  brothers named George and Harry. I regret not taping Harry—he had a unique voice. Harry had two sons—they were named Jerry and Bob too. 
Grandpa Joseph and Grandma Mary (Bartl) Martinka lived in a big, beautiful Victorian-style house in New Ulm on State Street across from the courthouse, just a couple blocks from main street. It is still there today and has been beautifully restored. I spent a lot of time there. Not with Grandma and Grandpa so much but with Uncle Al who lived there his whole life. Grandma and Grandpa eventually moved upstairs and he lived downstairs. Al and his wife raised their three kids (Jermayne, Stan and Marianne) in that house. I was there almost every other day because my home life was very different.

Grandma Mary was widowed in her 50s. So when my mom died, she came to live with us to be the woman in the house. She was a dear, saintly, hardworking, sometimes German-cussing woman who walked two blocks up the hill to daily mass as long as she could walk. She took my mom’s place but always at arm’s length. She always felt like a guest in our house, I think. She had three sisters who lived two houses away. I would spend a lot of time there too. They would play cards, and I would fall asleep on the sofa. Grandma Mary was a good German cook. She did not have an easy life but weathered it well. 
There was strife, controversy on that side of the family between my dad and his brothers in business together. They were often talking German, so I didn’t often know what was going on. But then later there was harmony and peace. That might have come from when my sister Joan went into the convent and my cousin Stan became a priest. Those two brought a lot to our family.

Bob talking about his Grandma and Grandpa Steffl—Joseph and Teresa (Kuelbs)
I never met my mother’s Mom—Teresa (Kuelbs) Steffl—a German name. I do remember going to Grandpa  Joseph Steffl’s funeral (he was born in Austria). They lived in Clements, MN in a large old farmhouse and had many children (9 kids just like us).  I remember that house well. But it completely disappeared in minutes from a tornado when I was a young boy. One of my Mom’s sisters, Teresa, was living there at the time with her husband Harry and son Linus. Linus was attending school a mile down the road when he looked out the window and saw his family home flying up (nobody was home at the time). The site is still there today. We go back there once in a while. Linus built a home about a quarter of a mile from it—he’s retired now of course.
[Note: Dad is now holding up the picture with Joseph and Teresa and their nine kids, in which his mother, Agnes, is in backrow on right]. 
This is my aunt Margaret (he points). I used to stay with her and her husband Auggie a lot.  They didn’t have kids. This is Uncle Tommy. He was 6 ft 7 just like Ben. Sylvester was dad to Donny and that boy who taught you all some sign language. This is Aunt Mamie, grandmother to Roberta (Van Rossum)  Wow, this whole generation, is deceased now.
 [Note: Mamie had two daughters: Mary Lou (Van Rossum) and adopted daughter Gene Marie. Gene Marie, by the way was at Bob and Diane’s 50th Wedding Anniversary party]. 
Grandpa Lockwood did such a marvelous job on Mom’s side, but we don't have much information on our side. Martinka is a Czech name. There is a story that Martinka used to have an “s” on the end of it but was changed to help with some immigration problems or something. I really have nothing about my great grandparents. Grandma Mary would give me a glimpse occasionally, but she didn’t really talk about it. I had a feeling there were really tough times and they would prefer to look forward not back. The house she was born and raised in was just 10 miles from where I grew up. I always wanted her to take me there but that never happened.

Diane talking about her Grandma and Grandpa Bongard—Conrad & Lillian (Iltis)
My mother’s Mom, (Grandma Lillian), had beautiful long hair that she could sit on. I would stay at her house sometimes for a week at a time.  I would watch her in the morning as she rolled her hair around her head in a braid. She always wore a white dress with a white apron like a nurse. I can't think about her without thinking about their son Frederick. We called him Uncle ritz. When he was 19 or 20, he dove into some shallow water and broke his back. He was paralyzed and had to live at home the rest of his life. Grandma and Grandpa carried him from bed to the dinner table. He got a little bossy. He would say things like “this needs more salt!” He read a lot. He was like an Encyclopedia. Grandma  took such good care of him. I don't think he had a bed sore his whole life.

Grandma Lillian had an 8th grade education.  She and Grandpa had an indoor bathroom. That was a real treat for us when we visited coming from a farm. She also helped us get swimming lessons in town. She had long dresses that a neighbor girl and I would use for dress up.  Once she had a tea party, and we modeled those dresses for her and the neighbor ladies. She inspired me to like theatrics and drama. Maybe that carries into those Christmas pageants that I had you all do.

She would take a nap each day, and so we had to take a nap too when we visited. When we had to come in she would bellow out “YooHoo  YooHoo”. I knew that meant I had to go in. She had a porch that overlooked the lake. We loved it. She had a swing that was like a mattress. That’s where she took her nap.  On the sofa where I napped, there was an afghan with lots of colored squares. I could never sleep, so I would just count those squares. After the hour nap we would run outside again. She would give us very old root beer in thin glasses. We would wear Kimonos (made by Grandma Lillian’s sister Madeline—“Aunt Lina”) and sip the rootbeer one sip at a time.  Nothing was so delicious.  She had a cupboard filled with spools and knick knacks. She also had a hobby of making scrapbooks filled with cartoons for children's hospitals. Maybe that's where I get that from.

Grandpa Conrad was a successful railroad man and fairly prosperous. He was tall and thin, balding on top. He was quiet. They had a hard life, maybe because of Uncle Fred’s accident, so I could feel the tension between him and Grandma.  But he would compliment Grandma on her cooking. And we appreciated that. Grandpa was a great fisherman. He taught my siblings Birdie and Fred to fish and fillet a fish. He would take us on a vacation every summer. He was always compassionate.
I loved them. They did so much for us. And enriched our lives so much. (Mom in tears). I can't thank them enough. . . 

Diane talking about her Grandma and Grandpa Lockwood—Ernest & Birdie Gypsy (Doris)
My Dad’s Mom was named Birdie Gypsy Doris. As a young woman, she made hats in Minneapolis. Her husband, Ernest Lockwood, took her to Canada. She first gave birth to my Dad and then his brother Frederick (who drowned when he was about 20 years old while living in Canada). While she was pregnant, she fell down a flight of stairs and then died in childbirth. So sad. Grandpa Ernest eventually married again to a woman named Meta Kavgleder. She was a fat, jolly lady and was a good stepmother to my Dad. [She had 4 sons from a previous marriage]: She would bring her sons: Bob, John, Gene, and Don to visit us. Don was the most fun. We would go ice skating together. We saw him recently at a reunion. 
My Grandpa Ernest once said to me, “I would take you home with me, but you pout too much.”
NOTE: There is some wonderful, additional information about Diane’s ancestors in her 1953 autobiography that she wrote for a college assignment. For example, Diane’s great grandfather James Doris (Birdie Gypsy’s father) joined the Union army and fought to the end of the Civil War. He was on duty in Washington, D.C. the night that Abraham Lincoln was shot. He and his wife, Minnie Miller, had 14 children. And Diane’s great grandfather Frederick Iltis (Lillian Bongard’s father) was a lightning rod agent, a soldier, and a state senator.



Bob talking about his parents: Herb and Agnes (Steffl)

We lived in the same house all of my memory—we moved there when I was one or two years old from an apartment house down the street. 603 North Minnesota Street was our house. A modest house, two story brick, a couple blocks from church and school. Memories are not as sharp as Diane’s because there was change. 
My Mom (Agnes Steffl) was a beautiful, industrious and smart woman. She probably never saw a really good time in a material sense. She taught at Lamberton High School (for three years prior to getting married). (She was a graduate of the Sleepy Eye High School and of the Mankato Teacher’s college). 
She sewed a lot. She made a handmaid quilt for each of her four children. She had a few friends over from time to time. I do remember her once dragging me up the stairs and washing my mouth out with soap. I must have used some choice words. But not a lot of vivid memories of her--they probably stopped when I was about 5 years old when she started to get ill. When she was in the hospital, they didn’t allow us kids in the ICU. But there was a telephone pole 50 yards away from her window, so I would climb it so that she could see me. I don’t know how long she was in the hospital because she was also ill at home.  
Mom died when I was 7 (in 1940).  Then my father’s mother, Grandma Mary, came to take care of us. I vividly remember having the wake at our home. You don’t have a real grasp of the significance of the big life and death issues at that age. I do remember all of my classmates marching from the church to our home. I vividly remember that I wanted to climb into the casket with her and go where she was going.
Well, we all adjust in time... Spiritually I have a prayer warrior on my behalf.  I've got somebody looking after me. I think about her a lot. I kind of talk to her and ask her for her prayers. I think our family is more blessed and enriched than we realize by her grandmothering from heaven.

But Grandma made all the difference in the world. She moved in with us and did everything a mother does. I know she never assumed full ownership. She was always respectful that she had a role to play there. It really became a ministry for her. She went to mass seven days a week for the 25 or 30 years she lived in that house. Grandma helped filled the void, and the school parish became the center of our lives. My sister Joan of course helped take over too until she entered the convent (Joan took her mother’s name, Sr. Agnes) She was five years older. She had good friends and they were always hanging around the house. 

 [After my Mom passed away], I spent a lot of time with her extended family. I would stay with her brother Sylvester on his farm and his 4 boys, her sister Margaret and Auggie who lived in Clements, and her sister Mamie and Uncle Joe in Lucan.  I would hitch rides with the mail truck. There were lots of cousins. I regret not later having maintained those relationships as much as your mom’s side. We don't have those reunions. And a good part of that is because my mom wasn't there to nurture and carry on those relationships. 

My Dad (Herb Martinka) loved baseball and music, flew a small airplane and of course had an interest in horses. Dad put on barn dances. He played trumpet in bands. I remember finding a trunk in the attic filled with sheet music that he played.  He knew poverty and good times. A good man with a good heart. He loved us dearly. 

He and his two brothers (William and Al) owned a Chrysler dealership with their father (Joseph Martinka). I don’t know how many years, but one bought the other two out. My father moved toward independence, scraped out the resources and went into the entertainment business—he owned the Hilltop Ballroom in Nicollet County, the New Ulm Ballroom, the Kato ballroom in Mankato (which burned down in 1952 and was rebuilt in 1954) and a number of other small restaurant –type enterprises. Much of that tie was during the war of course, and there was a lot of money to be made during the war, because when soldiers came home, they were looking for places to go. New Ulm was a musical town. I think those businesses went well, extremely demanding, days, nights, weekends. We all helped out from grade school on 2 or 3 nights a week, cleaning up, working at the coat check-out and popcorn stand until 1:00 a.m. I’d come home and go to school sleepy-eyed in the morning, but it was fun. 
All the big name bands you could think of in the country played at the Kato Ballroom: Dorothy Brothers, Wayne King, Harry James, Count Basie, I got to talk with all of them and get their autographs. One night Lawrence Welk slept at our house.  There were also lots of wedding dances.  

[Note: Music legends Buddy Holly and Ritchie Valens performed at the Kato Ballroom just a few days before they met their end in January of 1959 when their small, chartered flight crashed into the countryside going from Minnesota to their next destination in Iowa on a cold, snowy night].

My Dad always had a little boy in him. A child at heart. I'm a little like him in that way. He had a sensitive conscience. Later he became closer to his faith in a more intimate way. He was a kind man. I hope some of that rubbed off on me. 

♥When did your Dad start dating again? 
He certainly had a special friend—Hazel who worked with him in business for a long time. They became very, very close. She was a beautiful lady and good woman. She would occasionally travel to Chicago to visit Sr. Agnes with us. Grandma Mary had a good feeling about her. Tragically, she died in a hotel fire where she lived. It was really devastating to Dad. It happened one night after they closed the ballroom. A cigarette fire or something. I remember getting the call at 2:00 in the morning; Grandma came to wake me up. That was the only woman that I have any memory of him having serious feelings for after my Mom’s death until, of course, he met the other Agnes in his life (Agnes Kernan). 

There were two Agnes’ in his life. My mother’s name was Agnes and the other one he married when I was a sophomore year in college was also named Agnes. He met her through his secretary in the ballroom business. He was into horses. Her husband was a medical doctor and died when he was very young. Anyway, she had some horses she needed to dispose of, so he went out to look for the horses and got her in the bargain too (and adopted her 5-year-old daughter, named Kay, as well). Agnes was a classy lady. She liked nice furniture. She helped in the ballroom. Always loyal and supportive. A good strong beautiful woman. They were married in 1952. The three women in his life were good, beautiful ladies. 

♥How are you most like your Dad?
I think in my basic emotional make-up, how I see and feel about things and people and situations. We have similar values, although they’ve probably manifested differently. I think I have his entrepreneurial streak, trying to build something out of not too much, problem solving. Not that you always find solutions, but you try. Get the most for the least buck and ending up paying more for it in the long runJ 
♥What is the most important thing that your Dad taught you?
When I went off to college, we talked a little bit about girls. He told me to take a good look at the mother, and to not marry one that was too smart, but I did thanks be to God. Probably the one thing he taught me most was how to recognize a good woman when I saw one. 
I remember immediately after college when I was bouncing around not sure what I wanted to do--my brother had gone into business with Dad, so I think I asked my Dad if he needed me to help too, and he counseled me and said: “Your biggest asset is your youth. The last place you want to be is here at home.” He really had some hard times, but he always made it over the hump and came out the stronger from the lessons he learned. 

Diane talking about her parents, James Leigh and Gertrude (Bongard)
My Mom, Gertrude, was born in a small town in southern MN near Ortonville. My Dad, James Leigh, moved to Ortonville from Canada to finish high school.
 [NOTE: Gertrude graduated one year ahead of James Leigh because his education got put on a hold a little due to his being needed on the farm. They were both valedictorians of their class. Gertrude was editor of the school newspaper, called “Ellivnotro”, which is Ortonville backwards]. 
Mom came from upper middleclass. Dad came from a farm. He didn't enjoy farming and especially didn't like cows. Mom had a more cushy life and as a young girl demanded piano lessons. She was a musician really. She brought a lot of music to a farm where you wouldn’t expect to find it. She would play for Dad and us. Dad was proud of her. What I loved most about my Mom was that she was always cheerful no matter what. She would jump up and down when she was happy. She was a smart perky gal. She was mischievous and a spirited person and always had a philosophy that we might as well be cheerful because we are not going to get out of this life alive anyway. Dad was a little moodier but he had a hard life too. 
Mom went to Carleton, where she played violin, as well as the U of M. Dad attended there too. He was studying law. I think the 1930s depression kept him from being a lawyer.  His main occupation was farming but supplemented it with selling crop insurance and teaching rural school. He also was manager of a farmers coop [and city clerk later in his life]. 
They were married in Grandma and Grandpa Bongard’s house. (He proposed to her while on a canoe ride). It was soon after that that my Mom’s only sibling, Fred, was paralyzed. They went to Canada for their honeymoon to meet Dads family. They hadn't met her yet. 

Mom didn't work outside home but she gave piano lessons and raised chickens. She would order them through the mail. A peeping box with holes in it would arrive in the mail. (Diane said in her 2003 audiotape: “I thought everything good came via the postman named JoeJ”) Mom liked to use her chicken money to go to the movies on Sundays. Dad never went with us to those but we sure liked them, especially the musicals. We would go to Grandma Bongard’s house afterwards for treats. Grandma never went to the movies with us because she stayed home to care for her son Fred.
Mom and Dad didn't do much socializing. Mom liked to take photographs and she obtained a 8 mm movie camera and took movies of us. There was one beautiful one in which I learned my dad was an expert ice skater.  It showed him skating backwards and in circles and figure 8s. Dad turned himself into a CPA and became a very good teacher for some extra money. 

My dad also traced his roots back through the female line that came over on the Mayflower. Dad was very proud of that. He also traced through the male line. That side came over on the William and Mary ship. 
(Our Bongard roots are German and French;  Lockwood roots are Irish and English).

My Dad was a big reader. Later in his life he had a series of strokes and was unable to read. I tried to reteach him, but I didn't understand the nature of his illness and didn’t succeed. I thought that was so sad because reading was so much a part of him. 
I liked it that my Dad was a man who liked to study. And I really liked it that he admired my mother. He was her biggest fan. I might look like my mom, but I always feel like I’m more like my Dad inside, because I’m more secretive and tend to be a little gloomy. He was sometimes moody. I think my temperament is more like him. But I’m optimistic like my mother, too. I try to look to the future and not the past. 
In her old age, Mom said they lived in the best times. I am proud of how they were really respected as contributors of the community. They were both good people [long pause, holding in tears]. I miss them so much.

Diane talking about her childhood
[NOTE: Here is a little information about Mom’s schooling that she wrote about in her 1953 college autobiography. Diane attended grade school in a one-room schoolhouse. For eight years, she was the only child in her grade. It was common practice for her and the other kids to bring a potato in their lunch buckets, and place it on top of the big furnace that was in the corner of the schoolroom to warm it up with a pat of butter. She describes the desks they had as “battle-scarred boats.” Each fall, the other kids would race for the biggest, newest ones. But Diane preferred the smaller, older, more interesting desks. “The day I occupied the littlest desk of all was a yankee doodle, rootin’ tootin’ red hot letter day for me,” she wrote in her autobiography. Diane was also very involved with 4-H.  She once gave a 
4-H demonstration at the MN State Fair on how to pack a healthy lunch.]

♥Mom describing her childhood home
We had a house that was a bungalow type. It consisted of three central rooms, kitchen, dining room and living room all connected. There were three bedrooms to one side, and there was a porch that we used as sort of a storage area. There was a stove in the middle room (the dining room) and my mother and father’s room led off the dining room. There was a storm cellar with steps leading to it from the kitchen where we kept the potatoes and canned goods. It smelled like earth.

My great Aunt Rose gave my parents a bed once.  It turned out that it had bed bugs, so my Mom used a blowtorch to kill the bugs. She was very resourceful. Once she painted the old linoleum in our dining room blue with orange spots. We thought she was so clever. It was like having a new floor.


♥What did you like to do in your freetime?
I loved playing dress up. Once I learned to read, though, I liked to read the best. I read everything I could get my hands on. I would read books like Anne of Green Gables and Little Women. I would read about Booker T Washington and about myths and legends and about birds—and everything. 

[Note: Diane mentioned in the 2003 audiotape talking of her childhood that her motivation to learn how to read at an early age was so that she could read “the funnies” to herselfJ.  Her favorite comic series was Wonder Woman. We all know how much she still enjoys reading “the funnies.” She also talked about how much she enjoyed cutting out models from the Sears catalog and turning them into paper dolls.]



♥How did you spend your summers?
I was the laziest thing you’d ever seen. I tried to get out of as many chores as I could.I sometimes helped my sister Birdie in the garden. She’d make me haul water from the well. But otherwise, we’d play in the long grass. We had a horse that we played on. We’d visit my Grandma for two weeks taking advantage of the lake she lived by. We made friends there too. But I liked to go hide and read and take a bunch of apples with me. 

♥What was your relationship like with your siblings?
I was good to my little brother Jimmy. I made sandwiches for him. I used to have to make peanut butter salad dressing sandwiches for him. I hated them myself, so I thought of that as a real sacrifice. Jim and I are close though. We were both present when my dad died so we have that as a bond. 

Fred was a wonderful brother. He would take me ice skating, and I really looked up to him. I felt sort of robbed when he got married. I knew he was going to get married, and I liked his wife, but . . . [it wasn’t the same after that].

My sister Birdie and I shared a room. She could make skirts for the dresser and make it fancy. And I just worried about the spiders. I read my sister’s diary once and she wrote that I was really cute. She sort of bossed me around. She was five years older than me. She had a garden and she made us do things for her like get water. We were her servants. She took care of me too, though. She once made me a pinafore. I was excited when she started dating Justin. Birdie and I are pretty good friends now.

♥What did you want to be when you grew up?
I wanted to be an opera singer or a ballet dancer. I would practice singing to the cows. I used to read my mom’s music books that she got from trade magazines—she saved them up. I would try to read them; I didn’t really understand them but I thought I should be reading them. It’s funny that I wanted to be a ballet dancer because I can’t even dance. Maybe I’ll get to do it in another world. It would be a hard life though.
♥When did faith become important to you?
Real young I think. Every Sunday I went to Sunday School. We would really talk about Jesus with our Sunday school teachers. The teacher I had really loved us and showed us who Jesus was. Even in a simple way, we would sing “Jesus loves us yes we know because the Bible tells us so”. And that was real. We belonged to a little Lutheran church. Dad was baptized as an adult. Dad said I ran up the aisle to him. My parents were democrats and very fond of Roosevelt, but not very political.
♥How did you feel as a teenager?
I thought that was the worst time in my life. It had to do with wondering if I was ever going to have a boyfriend? Who was I? All kids go through that. Was I worthwhile? What was I going to do in life? Uncertainty.  I didn't date hardly at all. But I did have a date to senior prom with a junior. [Note: Each class in high school selected a queen—Diane was  voted queen of her freshman class.  In addition, she was Salutatorian of her senior class.]

♥Did you have any jobs when you were in high school?
[The summer after my senior year] I did typing in a little office where a lady did tax work, and she had a helper named Mrs. Green. Mrs. Green was the mother of my best friend (Jean Green) and she was just a delightful lady.  And there was another lady who was just a barrel of laughs. She was a very humorous and smart lady. I typed the appreciation lists. I did that in the back corner with a typewriter. Those ladies would laugh and joke. There was a poor fellow who would come in often and he had a nervous tick. . . The other ladies kept a straight face, and I tried to too, but after he left we would all laugh. We’d go out for a caramel roll. Then I worked the other farm office before I went to college. Also, I typed mortgages for a man in town. I was supposed to get a mailing out, and I made a mistake so I had to bring home all of the envelopes in a box and fix it. I can’t remember what the mistake was but it was really bad.  He never knew I made that mistake.
♥What was it like when you got electricity?
I don’t remember how old I was. It must have been when Roosevelt was president. He got the Rural Electrification to help farmers during the depression. It must have been before WWII. It wasn’t that much different. We always had light from kerosene lamps. We had refrigeration because we had ice. We had radio because we had batteries. But when the electricity came that was all electrical. 
♥Do you remember any particular sad times in your childhood?
I don’t think I was ever very sad. I was sadder when we moved into town in high school; it had to do with my dad having a problem moving off the farm, making that adjustment. I think he felt he lost some kind of status in life, but he recovered that later on in his life. Another thing that was shocking to me was that we backed over a kitty in the driveway, and my Dad had to go and put it out of its misery.  He felt very bad about that. I was mean to those kitties. I didn’t understand them. I knew I was doing something wrong. I would pick up a kitty and swing it. The mother kitty moved him. Somehow my mother knew I had done that. And that’s good that she found out because she scolded me, and I never did that again. I knew I was doing something wrong, I always remembered that.
♥How do you think life is different for kids these days than when you were growing up? 
I think there is a lot more fear and stress now. Everything seems harder for kids now. If we remember that God is our father and work on that thought, we will feel more secure. We need to feel more secure. If I could give you security I would but I can't. I can only tell you I believe God the father and all that implies.

[Note: In addition to this interview and her 1953 autobiography, Mom recorded volumes of her childhood reminisces on a tape recorder in 2003. The transcription of that is also available on the family heritage website.]

Bob talking about his childhood 
I don’t really have many memories of affection in my home, but I’m sure there was a lot, but the pictures aren’t really there. Dad was really, really busy making ends meet. Everybody worked really hard in those days feeling the recovery of the Depression. I remember food coming from different sources. I think somebody rented out the downstairs of our house. We lived upstairs. I don’t know who owned the building, but Dad bought it and remodeled it when he started a new business and things were going quite well. 
My siblings Jerry and Joan were 4 or 5 years older than me, so when I started high school, they were already gone. I’m sure they took the place of my mom a little, especially my sister, until she went to the convent. Certainly we were close, but we did our own thing more often than together. My brother Jerry was the athlete in the family (football and basketball). I tended toward music. I started to play the trumpet in upper grades. We were really into that. There was a lot of musical opportunity in town. We had all kinds of musical groups. School band, city band, I layed taps at military funeral for $5 a pop.  Joan took more of a mothering role. I was her tagalong sometimes. She had lots of friends. There was no dissension between us siblings, we loved each other, but again we just did our own thing. Part of the reason was because in a town the size of New Ulm you had a lot of independence. My graduating class had 30 people, some of us together for 12 years (Bob was Homecoming King). So I had close relationships with them. That filled a need. 
Dad was always very busy. I know he always wished he had more time with his kids. Occasionally as a family, we would go fishing in Alexandria or to an amusement park in Iowa. I was home alone with him and grandma when my sister Joan went to the convent when I was in 8th grade and my brother Jerry went to college. I sometimes traveled with my Dad to ballroom operator conventions in Chicago. I would bum around the streets there by myself. I would take a copper penny and throw it on the tracks and watch the street cars smash it. I got to know the core of Central Chicago pretty well. 

♥What did you like to do best as a kid?
New Ulm was the size of town that even if you were in third or fourth grade you could drive around on your bicycle or roller skates on your own. We had tons of things going on in the city. I was always making something, lots of projects, rubber guns, chair covers, soldiers out of molten lead. I had two or three special friends I bummed around with. We all started out in first grade and the majority of us graduated together 12 years later so that molded some pretty close friendships.
♥What was the hardest part of being a teenager for you?
Probably you know not much different than any other teenager. Getting a handle of who you are and where you fit. I don’t think it was a big deal- I don’t mean to emphasize that an awful lot. We were really very, very busy with school. Everything was accessible. We lived three blocks from downtown New Ulm. School and Church and the nuns of Christian charity took a really sincere parent-like interest in the students and had a single major impact on our life. And when our mother died, they recognized a void there and addressed that. They really made a difference. 
♥What was a really, really happy time for you when you were a child? 
I remember Dad taking me to Minneapolis one time and we drove by a store that had little motor bikes. I must have said I wanted one, because we stopped in and bought it. I really had a lot of fun with it. I drove it to pieces and kept fixing it and fixing it, but it was kind of a tradeoff, because sometimes that separates you from those people who don’t have those things. I would use it to get from place to place even though I didn’t have a driver’s license. The cops would stop you –they all knew you, nobody ever did anything about it. I had a good time with it, but on the flip side maybe it stood in the way of developing some relationships, but not in a serious way.
Other happy times . . . the beach in New Ulm. We had a beautiful sand beach. And we’d get on our bikes, drive down to the dam, and put in a throw line and bring home a stringer of bullheads. Grandma refused to clean the bullfrogs. She’d do anything else—she’d slit a chicken’s throat, bleed it and pluck it but she wouldn’t touch a bullhead. 
In the winter, things seemed bigger when you were little. Snow removal equipment was different then. They’d pile up the snow in the middle of the street, and the pile would get bigger and bigger all winter long. And so we’d have these man-made hills going down the middle of the street. We did a lot of sledding. There was Washington State Park just near the school and church—it had everything: swimming pool, tennis courts, games, crafts, all summer long. Those were good, happy times. 
Bob talking about life as a young adult

♥Is it true that you got kicked off your college campus (St. John’s University) for having a car? 
Yes, that’s true. I kept it in the woods.  Some of the priests knew I had one and would borrow it--even Father Virgil. I was class president and got kicked off campus and had to live off-campus my senior year. But at graduation, Fr. Boniface took my hand and said “all is forgiven Bob.”

♥When did you graduate? 
In 1954. My grades were ok. My kids are all smarter than me—they got it from their mother. I thought I would be a music teacher, but that soon fizzled out. I enrolled in premed for a semester but didn't have the stick-to-it-ivness for that [Note: I believe he ended up graduating with degrees in English and Education]. 

♥Did you go straight to graduate school or get a job?
Straight to graduate school. I missed some career guidance along the way. I don't think I ever really found the right slot for me but who knows. I take the philosophy of you are where you are supposed to be. No matter what has happened in the past, despite possible wrong turns etc. things probably turn out for the best. If I had taken a different path, maybe I wouldn't have the beautiful family I have. What maybe appeared to be a downside, i.e.  the moving around every three or four years, maybe was part of the glue.

[Note: Bob’s career had many twists and turns that included several teaching assignments; serving as principal at a few schools; serving as Superintendent of Regional Education Services Center in St. Cloud; Administrator of the Mukwanago, WI Union High School; Superintendent of the Proctor School District in Duluth, MN;  Speechwriter for Senator Dave Durenburger in Washington, D.C.; working for Rural Ventures with Control Data; and many additional entrepreneurial pursuits]. 

Diane talking about life as an early adult

♥Where did you attend college?
I attended Concordia College, which cost about $4,000 a year for room and board. I graduated in 1956 and planned to teach typing.

[Note: Diane graduated with 2 majors (Business Ed and English) and 2 minors (Music and Education). She was elected snow princess in her junior year of college. She went on to become an educator, primarily in English and Reading, and earned a masters degree while raising 9 kids in Duluth. She even once had a little shop in Duluth where she sold doll house furniture and Watkins products].

♥Did you date much in college?
I had about one serious boyfriend each year in college and got my heart broken a couple times. 

♥Did you have any doubts about getting married? I always wanted to marry Bob because he was always so excited for life. I knew I was closing the door on other possibilities though so that made me feel a little uncomfortable for a short time. Once you get over that though you can't imagine living without that person.

♥Describe yourself as a young married woman: I wanted to act sophisticated, because I thought Bob really admired his stepmother who was really sophisticated. I tried, but I don’t think I succeeded. I was really a naive country girl. I am more comfortable with who I am now.  

A little bit more from Bob

♥Do you think God has one person picked out for us?
 I think it is more about what you do with what you've got. There are many people you could carve out a life with. Six months after you get married you might meet somebody smarter, sexier, richer, more talented . . .  but you renew your commitment every day. You make your own decisions and that's what free will is all about . . . Maybe there are some marriages made in heaven though.

♥What has been the scariest time in your life?
Certainly there were times when we didn’t know what the next step was, where we were going to be working, where we were going to be living, but those answers came pretty quickly. Probably the single scariest time was when I moved to Washington, DC, and for the first time I didn’t have the support structure immediately available. And that was scary and continued to be scary until I came back, and then there was a period of adjustment. 
There were certainly pluses about it, some things I learned and experiences I had, but the trade off, I wondered, if it was the best thing. By the grace of God, things worked out but who knows where you would be had you taken another turn at any point in time. I’ve taken the position to convince myself that every turn, every decision you make, every move was probably somehow meant to be. If you decide that you’re going to accept and interpret all of those developments as being part of the will of God for you, then you really develop a spirit of abandonment.
♥What’s something about you that we might not know that you’d like us to know?
Ever since I was a little boy, I’ve had a growing awareness of the presence of God--even when I was naughty, maybe especially when I was naughty, and I think about that in every situation, in all people, in every environment. And that’s sometimes scary. Well, it’s really a Thanks-be-to-God situation. You know when you slice through it all, what else matters? He’s always there. Always. 

A little bit more from Mom

♥How are you and Dad alike and how are you different?
We've become more and more similar. We have a common faith. We are both kind of secretive. We both have issues we don't share so much with each other. I like to read but he doesn't read the kind of stuff I read. He reads stuff on the Internet. He is more gregarious. I would just rather stay home with a good book, but he’ll play Rummikub with me. We are different enough to make it interesting and alike enough to make it stick.

♥What’s one thing you'd like to pass down to your kids and grandkids?
I don’t know if I could pass anything on. One is music and the desire to be at peace with one another, the joy of life, compassion, social conscious, everything. You are reflecting that back. I suppose what is most important to pass on is faith. 
♥Is there something from your life that we don’t know that you’d like us to know?
You might not know what a difference it made when your Dad came into my life—it would have been totally different otherwise. 

♥What do you think heaven will be like? Below are her 1997 and 2002 responses to this question:
1997: The other day I was thinking about that. Whenever we go to the Arboretum, I think this is what heaven must be like and better. It’s got to be like the night we saw the rainbow. I used to think heaven has to be like a place where you can maybe walk in a snow blizzard and not really feel the cold but just to be in the middle of it and be part of it. I think it will have a lot to do with nature. It will be great!  I get more and more eager to see it. 
2002: Just like those cherry blossom trees in the Arboretum. I'll be satisfied then. And I would like to see all my children at all their ages again.


Interview with Mom and Dad together 
♥When did you meet? In 1956 or spring of 1957. 
♥Where did you meet?
Mom: In Eagle Bend. Well, no actually we met in Clarissa. 
Dad: We met at a country club near Alexandria, a teacher’s meeting. 

Mom: Oh, yes, that was it. Dad was planning the athletic schedule or something. I don’t even know why I was there? 

Dad: Because you were the music teacher. She was teaching five miles away in Eagle Bend. I was in Clarissa—principal there. I was the youngest principal in the state of Minnesota, I’ll have you know. I was about 24 or 25. I never applied for the job. I was living in a house at the Univ. of MN. Somebody knocked at my door—it was Superintendent of Schools. He said there was an opening for a principal and somebody recommended me to you. And one thing led to another. 

Mom: I was teaching Business Education and I taught choir. I wasn’t very good at it. 

Dad: We sat across from one another at a long table at dinner. 

Mom: I don’t remember sitting at the same table. I remember him coming over carrying a bottle of beer, and I wasn’t favorably impressed. I didn’t think that was somebody who I wanted to know. I thought he was a little bit fresh, arrogant--no cocky is a better word. 
♥What made you think you had a chance with her Dad?
Dad: Probably because I was cocky.
♥What first attracted you to Mom?
Dad: She had beautiful eyes, radiant smile. I always recognized good quality in people.  I had been around a bit so I knew what I was looking for. 
Mom: Oh, it was a very small town. There weren’t very many women around. I wasn’t very glamorous. 
Dad: I never went much for glamour. 
♥Where was your first date?
Mom:  We went to Wadena for a concert. 
Dad: The Minnesota Orchestra was there for a special appearance and out for ice cream.
Mom: We had a certain kind of coffee or hot chocolate didn’t we? Dad was nice and talkative. He was a bright guy. A good guy to go out with. Different from other guys that I knew. He talked about St. Johns’ and that intrigued me . . . .
Dad: Well, that had a large influence on my life. 
Mom: Wow, I’d say.
♥How did you know you were in love?
Dad: How does anyone know? I had had a few innocent relationships and knew a few things about people. She filled voids that needed filling. I was very attracted to her. 
Mom: I think we just took a chance. He made the future look exciting and fun. His enthusiasm for life. And he had a good car—A Buick!
♥How long did you date before you got engaged? 
Mom: Oh, a good part of a year. Dad got a job in the Twin Cities-- Robbinsdale. I got a job as secretary to the Chaplain at Newman Center. We lived in separate apartments.
♥How did Dad propose?  
Mom: He took my hand and said ‘I want this’, meaning my hand in marriage. 
Dad: We put our rings under the Christmas tree and that’s house we announced to Mom’s family that we were getting married. 
Mom: Dad had put a bottle of champagne in their fridge beforehand.
♥Did your parents approve? 
Dad: Yes. my dad had an eye for a good woman. 
Mom: I think Grandma Agnes had a hard time with it though. 
Mom: My parents were intrigued by him. They thought he was interesting.
♥Where did you get married? 
Dad: Our reception was at the Colony Club that Grandpa Herby ran, and we had the wedding in the beautiful Holy Trinity Church in New Ulm on June 16, 1958. 
Mom: Dad planned it all. He ran everything and has ever since,” (laughed Mom). 
♥Mom, What did your family think about your conversion to Catholicism?  
I think when they met Bob, they thought it was inevitable. They didn’t really have an aversion to it. But they didn’t really understand the church either. It wasn’t a hostile takeover either. 
♥Where did you live after married?
Mom: We bought little house in Minnetonka, beautiful oak trees. We used the backseat of our Volkswagen for a couch. We never got to satisfy the potential for it though because we left to Malta right away. Sometimes I miss it. 
Dad: When I was teaching at Robbinsdale, there were invitations for teachers to apply for scholarships, travel grants, fellowships. So I threw my hat in the ring and went through the interview process. But I had the problems of returning to Robbinsdale because I was under contract there. So I had to contact Eugene McCarthy in Washington DC and get advanced notice on my resignation. And we got a telegram 3 days later saying we got it with about three weeks notice. We looked at each other and said should we go? And we said sure and moved to Malta. 
Mom: It was so exciting! As a little farm girl, it was almost too much. I think we were both nomads. We just as soon pack up our tents and go. Almost all of our life was that way, sort of fun. We’ll never be so carefree again. It was fabulous. 
Dad: We went over on the Queen Elizabeth and returned on the Britannica during which Mom won the Fancy Hat Contest.
Mom: We went for a one-year arrangement, but when that year started to come to an end, we actually planned to go to the American Univ. in Lebanon, but then they closed it off to Americans so they asked us if we wanted to stay here another year. Of course Ben and Mary were born during those two years in Malta. 
♥Nine kids-- What were you thinking?
Mom: We just kept wondering what one more would look like. Dad was so welcoming of each one. We loved new life. We loved variety. We just lived. We didn’t plan. 
♥How did you manage it with nine kids? 
Mom: We just did it.

Dad: We didn’t plan that's for sure. 

Mom: Each one was so much fun. We just kept wondering one more would look like or be like. 

Dad: I remember Gertrude after five kids saying you have a nice family now. 

Mom: I don't know how we potty trained. Mary was smart and the rest of you copied your brothers and sisters. Liz and Teresa were the slowest [at getting potty trained]. 

Dad: Yeah, they were a little slow at that.

Mom:  I told them they'd be the only seniors going to the prom with diapers on if they didn't hurry up. 

Dad: Mom laundered tens of thousands of diapers until the disposable diapers came along. . . we also had a diaper service truck come.

♥What did you do for meals?
Mom: I don't remember forcing you to eat anything. I think you were all pretty good about eating. There was always enough . . . enough mashed potatoes. Mary was a good leader. And Ben. All of you. . . . Monkey see. Monkey do. 
♥Did you have any disagreements on what to name us? 
Mom: Birdie was going to be Birdie Hillary. I liked it but Dad didn’t. We had to go change it [to Birdie Margaret] on her birth certificate. Now I am glad, because otherwise it would have been like Hillary Clinton.
♥What are your thoughts on what makes a marriage work?
Mom: Dad always insisted on making the bed together.

Dad: Any relationship needs a certain amount of glue which comes from all different sources. Some of that comes from struggles and pains and you make it through those together.

Mom: Money [financial struggles] can be a killer, but it can also bring out more of your abilities, and I think it did for us.

♥What were some of the turning points in your faith? 
Mom: When Ben went to college and he became interested in spiritual things,  he wrote us such elegant letters about that. Then Dad and I attended  Cursillo. Those were  real turning points for me.

Dad: It was pretty much a straight line for me since childhood . . .  but the Cursillo personalized the relationship with God more. Mom and I were coming off a stressful time in on our lives after I worked in D.C.  and the adjustments needed. 
♥What do you consider your biggest accomplishment?
Mom: My children are my biggest accomplishments. I know you aren't all finished yet. Also, my job teaching at the prison.

Dad: Yes, you kids. I've never had a lot of stability as far as a place of employment, although there certainly was a common thread [22 years working in education]. I helped the family survive and get through rough spots financially. The creation of a new school district in Mukwonago (WI), although I have many scars to show for it, was something I was very proud. Your mother described me once as someone who goes in like the angel and stirs everything up until there is movement and progress and then gets out of the way, and there were 3 or 4 situations like that in my career.

♥Anything you’d do differently?
Mom: I wish I had had more time to do different things with each of you like cooking. I’ve heard Dad say he wished he had gone fishing with the boys.  But life was so busy. It went so fast. 
Dad: Yeah, sure there are lots of things. Hopefully if we could do it again, we’d be smarter. You recognize your own strengths and deficiencies. You see the pluses and minuses. Ben used to have a sign by his bed that said: “Be patient God, you’re not done with me yet”. I still feel like I have so many things to do and areas to develop in. You just never finish being a parent. If you look back and say, I take all of that and package the good times, successes and failures and bring them to the alter and offer it up to God. Make the best of it for everybody. You give it your best shot.
Mom: It seems to me that you’re God’s children and God brings you up. You sprout up, despite all of our clutzing around. 

♥What would you like to say to your children?
Mom: [Head in heads] . . . . . . . [Tears]  . . . We love each and every one of our kids for who they are. 

Dad: There is something about this family. Without exception, each of our nine children readily has the ability to say I love you-- whenever they write or call. That is pretty precious.

Mom: [still tears] I can’t talk . . . . . . . . . . .You are all so beautiful. . .  I would tell them all thank you for coming . . . thank you for coming.

Dad: It would be a nine way tie on every criteria.


END
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