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                            An All-True Autobiographical Short Story by  




  Clara Wisdom          
Dawn had been married to Ed Lamb for over nine years, when in June, 1961, she was awarded her Master of Arts degree in Anthropology at the University of Southern California.   For four years they had been living in their new, custom-built post-and-beam house, with a view over the whole of the Los Angeles basin all the way to the ocean.  It wasn’t an expensive house, but it was an ingenious one, with wrap-around decks, exposed beam ceilings, floor to ceiling windows, and an open plan which gave the small house a sense of spaciousness.  With a 50-mile view over the sparkling lights of Los Angeles County at night, it was as if they were floating in space.    Their address was 1222 East Loma Alta Drive, in Altadena, at the very top of the alluvial fan on which Pasadena and Altadena have been built.  The brush-covered mountains rose steeply behind them.

There were two additional items on their agenda which would make their lives complete:  Ed Lamb was awaiting promotion to a partnership in his firm, one of the most prestigious of international firms of Certified Public Accountants in the Western world; and Dawn wanted to start their family.  They had been married in January, 1952, and for the past three years Dawn had been a stay-at-home student-wife.  She, like all her friends in those baby-boomer decade, wanted to have babies.


A few weeks after her graduation, Dawn and Ed drove in his MG-A sports car from Altadena to San Diego for a two-night stay in the famous Coronado Hotel, located on an island in San Diego Bay.    His firm was having a conference there, and their top executive from the New York office would join them.

At the dinner dance that evening, Dawn was surprised to find herself seated next to the head man himself, he who held such an awesome position—numero uno, head honcho, el supremo.  His name was Tommy “Call-Me-Tommy” Higgins, and Dawn and Tommy became engaged in deep conversation throughout the meal, ignoring everyone else.    “Everyone else” may have been impressed by their intensity, but Dawn had arrested the great man’s attention merely by commenting on the fact that partners in the firm have a mandatory retirement age of 57, and that he would be retiring soon.   Tommy was defending the firm’s ruling, and Dawn dared suggest that most people are just beginning to accumulate wisdom by the age of 57—were they not losing some essential talents by their policy, she argued?.   
When the dance music began, she was again surprised when Charlie Grant, senior partner in the Los Angeles office, appeared at her side and asked her to dance, an invitation she of course accepted graciously.  Once on the dance floor, however, Dawn discovered that Charlie did not know how to dance.   Dawn’s mother had sent her for ballroom dancing lessons during all four of her high school years.  She could usually make any partner look at least passable on the dance floor.   But Charlie didn’t appear to have a clue.   So when he asked her if she’d like to go outside for a bit of fresh air, she assented immediately, even eagerly.


They used the nearest emergency exit, and found themselves in a paved utility

 area under a fire escape.   Charlie said, “You’re beautiful, and you don’t seem to know it,” whereupon he put his hands on her shoulders, pulled her toward him and gave her lips a long, damp kiss.    Then, still holding her shoulders, he pulled back and looked at her expectantly.   Momentarily, Dawn was at a loss at what to say to the senior Los Angeles partner of her husband’s firm after being kissed so resoundingly, but recognizing he appeared to expect a response, she burst forth, “Gee!  This is fun!” 

“Fun?” Charlie asked in a disappointed tone implying, “Is that all?”


“We’d better go back inside before we’re missed,” Dawn suggested, giving him a big smile, and leading the way back to their table.   Then she had to dance with her husband, who was only marginally a better dancer than Charlie.

Afterwards, reflecting upon Charlie’s kiss, Dawn decided its import was simply that Charlie had decided to back her husband Ed for partnership in their firm.   After all, the firm had held social occasions every year during the eight years Ed had worked there, first as a junior, then a manager, and now a principal.   This was the first time Charlie had offered her his attentions.   He wouldn’t have been so forward, she decided, had be not been welcoming her into the inner circle.   She did not tell Ed about the kiss, however, as she felt he may not share her intuition; and knowledge of Charlie’s kiss might work to Ed’s disadvantage.

Feeling that Ed’s promotion was immanent, Dawn decided her next step was to let her gynecological surgeon perform the procedure he had suggested which might make it possible for her to conceive children.   A test in recent years had demonstrated that her Fallopian tubes were blocked.  Ed had suggested that they simply adopt children, and was against risking the surgery.  She overruled his opposition.  
Sadly, however, the surgery revealed that while still a child herself, Dawn’s inflamed appendix had developed a perforation, her bowl contents had leaked into her abdominal cavity, and the scar tissues which had formed in fighting the resulting inflammation had twisted and destroyed her Fallopian tubes.   She had been 12 years old at the time and remembered the painful episode well.   Her mother had telephoned the local doctor, but the busy man had not come to examine her, and by phone had simply advised bed rest and plenty of liquids.  Without seeing a physician, she had recovered after about three weeks.    She remembered that this had occurred over the Easter vacation, and she had missed only two weeks of school.

Her current neighbor, two doors down the hill from them in Altadena, a professor of history at Pasadena City College, mentioned to her, shortly after her recovery from surgery, that the anthropology professor at his college had experienced a nervous breakdown in mid-semester while trying both to teach and complete his dissertation; and knowing she had a M.A. in anthropology, he suggested she apply for the position.

In early November, 1961, Dawn thus found herself in the office of Ralph Hallman, chairman of Humanities and Social Science.    Dawn noticed immediately that Ralph was wearing a Phi Beta Kappa key on his watch chain, having herself been elected to the honorary society as an undergraduate.   So she began her interview by commenting about their mutual, scholarly affiliation, saying casually, “Oh, I see we’re members of he same fraternity.”

He decided immediately to hire her, starting after Christmas, despite knowing she had no teaching experience or credentials in the field of education.  A man in his mid-fifties, Ralph Hallman had been a successful department chairman for many years, and he trusted in his intuitive assessment that her personality and scholarly achievements would offset her lack of teaching experience.


“Would you like to teach social/cultural anthropology or physical anthropology?” he asked her.

Caught off guard at the sudden prospect of becoming a teacher, Dawn reflected only momentarily, and then replied firmly, “Physical Anthropology.”   Her quick reasoning went like this: I have just finished slaving over a thesis in theoretical social anthropology; I would have no idea at all how to approach the subject at an introductory level.  I know next to nothing about physical anthropology, having taken a one-semester course as an undergraduate.   Therefore, I will have no difficulty in presenting the subject at an introductory level. 


The chairman clearly wanted to have her on his staff.  They stood and shook hands, and he presented her with a copy of the textbook that he recommended she use for the course.   Dawn could see at once it was a much more accessible text than the weighty tome she had been required to purchase when she had studied physical anthropology.   She went home and located the notes she had taken as an undergraduate, and studied those again, as well as reading her new textbook from cover to cover.  In January she faced her first class.


The teaching load as Pasadena City College in 1962 consisted of 15 hours a week, Dawn taught five classes with an average of around 40 students in each class, meeting with each class three hours per week.  At his suggestion, early in the new semester, Dawn sat in on a number of Ralph Hallman’s classes, to observe his methods as a teacher.  “The key to keeping order in a class,” he told her, “is to learn the name of every student, and to call on them by name when they raise their hands for a question.”   He showed her how he made seating charts, and told her to request her students always to sit in the same seat, so that she could learn their names.   Then she was to let them know that class participation would count for grading purposes.


She found most of her students were 18-year-olds, but there was also a sprinkling of adult students in some of her classes, especially in her noon to 1:00 classes, when students were drawn from the local working community, attending during their lunch hour.   She found she had no difficulty remembering everyone’s name if she concentrated on their surname.   So, as a matter of convenience, she addressed her students as “Mr. Smith,” or “Miss Jones,” rather than by their given names.   With the seating chart always in front of her, this proved to be effective.  Soon she could remember most of the names without consulting the chart.  She had no difficulty in keeping order and holding the attention of her students.  No one dared chat with their neighbor, because she would immediately address them by name, and ask them to share their contribution with the rest of the class. 


In the meanwhile, her husband, Ed Lamb, was indeed promoted to partner in his firm, and Charlie, the senior partner, and his wife, became their new “best friends,” exchanging dinner parties and visits.  Charlie appeared to enjoy coming to their house, and he now behaved toward her with perfect propriety and friendship.

 
Dawn did not teach during the summer term, and spent the time catching up with her house and garden.   During the month of August, she and Ed began to travel widely, visiting all of the important European cities.    After teaching physical anthropology for two semesters, Dawn applied and was accepted as a part-time doctoral candidate in the Philosophy Department at the University of Southern California.    During her earlier graduate studies, while pursuing her Master’s degree in Anthropology, she had taken a number of seminars in philosophy given by Dr. Werkmeister, chairman of the philosophy department; and he had initiated her interest in value theory, which tied in with the thesis she was writing in social anthropology. 

Dawn’s husband, Ed, however, was having difficulties getting his career launched in the direction he wished to travel.   Charlie Grant and two other partners who had backed his promotion, had accepted transfers to the New York office; and Ed had been asked to transfer with them as well.  Without even consulting Dawn, however, he declined the transfer.   With his backers gone, Ed had not been given the assignments in which he felt he could flourish.  His disappointment in the direction of his career was putting a strain on his relationship with Dawn.

Human relationships are complex, especially the partnership called ‘marriage’.   In the United States by the 1960s, fifty percent of first-marriages were ending in divorce.    The percentage of divorces in second and third marriages was even higher.  Dawn’s problem was that she felt terribly lonely.   She prepared nourishing, interesting meals, ready for her husband at 6:00 when he came home every evening.   He chatted with her during the meal about his day at the office; but afterwards, while she restored the kitchen to its pristine order, he withdrew to his desk and played music, mostly classical, although he also enjoyed military band music and bagpipes.  All evening, every evening, he would sit alone brooding at his desk, listening to records, smoking one cigarette after another, and sipping Scotch and soda, usually about six drinks, until midnight, when he took a shower and went to his bed.   Ed was a man who preferred to sleep alone, objecting to having anyone in bed near him.  This is not to say that their married life had been bereft of sex: their sexual relationship had been, for Dawn, a miraculous revelation—until, that is, she learned she could never have children.  Sadly, her reaction to her barrenness had challenged her sense of worth as a woman.

Ed Lamb had a brilliant, analytic mind; but he was not socially suave.   He did not appear to sense that his wife had come up against a serious crisis in her life.   If she wanted children, she could adopt them.   He didn’t see the problem.   He was having a similar problem at his office: he was not developing sufficient congeniality with his colleagues.  Being able to analyze an accounting problem correctly was one thing; but afterwards there was synthesizing to be done, where differing positions had to be reconciled.   Ed Lamb had not developed sufficient tact and conciliation skills

An illustration of Ed’s lack of tact was an incident that occurred shortly after Dawn decided to pursue a Master’s degree.   There were three professors on her committee, and one of them suggested to her that she might devote her thesis to the study of the pine nut gathering customs of the Piute, an American Indian group of hunters and gatherers who still lived in the Southern California desert.   Professor Wallace knew a woman who had a ranch in their area with whom Dawn could stay for three or four months while she did her field work.


At home that evening she had begun to tell her husband of her professor’s suggestion.  When she came to the part about being away in the desert for three or four months, he cut her short, saying “You can be replaced, you know.”     She stared at him with a kind of disbelief and shock, and turned away.   She had had no intention of embarking on field work among the Piute, and had already arranged with her chairman to do a theoretical paper.  She had intended simply to tell Ed an amusing story.   Now Ed had further subtracted from her sense of worth by making her feel “replaceable”.

After teaching the course in physical anthropology for three semesters, she told Ralph Hallman, her “boss,” that she wanted to give her full attention to her studies at the university toward her doctorate in philosophy, and for this reason would resign from her teaching position at Pasadena City College.  In the beginning, the teaching experience had been a thrilling challenge for Dawn; but now she felt she could no longer go on simply repeating the same lessons over and over again in a field marginal to her interests.


Dr. Werkmeister at the university appeared to be pleased with her decision.  With her background in anthropology and sociology, he suggested, she might consider doing a dissertation in a field he designated as “Philosophy of the Social Sciences.”  She could center her work in a theory of values.   Starting in the autumn of 1965, he arranged for the appointment of a distinguished visiting professor from the London School of Economics, Dr. J. O. Townsend, whose famous book Foundations of Inference had been on the reading list for graduate philosophy students in universities across the world for many years.   Dawn felt her mentor had invited the distinguished professor to Southern California especially for her own particular benefit, and of course she signed up for his autumn seminar in philosophy of science.


In the summer of 1965, Dawn had turned 40.   She was slender, exercised regularly, used make-up skillfully, had her hair styled and colored: in fact, her appearance now was more attractive than it had been ten years earlier.  The distinguished visiting professor, Dr. Townsend, would soon celebrate his 57th birthday.  He was tall, thin, and gray, and looked his age.     She expected her relationship with him would be simply that of a student to a mentor.

His class filled with students from the arts and sciences, as well as philosophy students, and was too large to conduct as a seminar.    The distinguished visitor lectured without notes.  At the start of his second lecture, he asked for a volunteer to summarize for the class his previous lecture.  Dawn eagerly volunteered.  She was, with rare exception, a straight-A student; it helped that she took impeccable lecture notes.  Now she took pleasure in summarizing the previous lecture for the class.   Afterwards, the distinguished professor called for her summary at the beginning of every class for the rest of the semester.   This was clearly a device to remind him what he had already said, enabling him to proceed with his well-practiced presentation without notes.  He welcomed questions from his students, spoke in clearly understandable sentences, in a deep, melodious voice, with an impeccable English accent.   His presentation was riveting, the students were mesmerized.

During the holidays at Christmas-time, Professor Townsend invited a group of graduate students to his home for a meal.  This had been his custom in London, and he saw no reason not to extend the courtesy now that he was living in a rented house on the beach at Malibu.   Married students were to come with their spouses.


The weather was splendid, warm and sunny, as it usually is in Southern California in December (hence the famous Rose Parade for New Year’s Day).  Guests arrived in the early afternoon—about a dozen guests altogether—and were introduced, helped themselves to a buffet, and afterwards took a walk along the beach, with the ocean on one side, and, about 50 yards away, a line-up of expensive “second homes”—mostly empty this time of year.   Professor Wisdom was renting his house from September through May, its owners using it for family purposes during the summer months when their children were out of school.


The distinguished visiting professor, it turned out, was the father of three young children, two boys, ages five and six, and a daughter age four—born in 1959, 1960, and 1961 respectively.  Their mother was younger than Dawn by three years.   Also with them was an Irish woman about the same age as the professor—an “old family retainer” was the terminology Dawn learned subsequently.  It turned out that the distinguished professor was a Dublin man, who had studied at Trinity College Dublin, where, in his day, English was spoken in a still more polished manner than at Oxford and Cambridge, if that is conceivable.


Early in February, Dawn and Ed gave a diner party honoring the distinguished visitor, inviting as well Dr. Werkmeister, Dawn’s mentor, and Dr. Skolimoski, a third professor of philosophy at the university, and their respective spouses—as she and Ed were able to accommodate eight at their dining table.


During his second term, Dawn was also a student at Dr. Townsend’s lectures, this time in Philosophy of the Social Sciences, where she discovered he was not so lucid as he had been when lecturing about the philosophy of science, reflecting perhaps that the so called “social sciences” do not lend themselves exactly to the same methodology as the “hard” sciences.

They had by now reached a first-name basis, Dawn and John, except that he insisted upon calling her “Lorna,” as soon as he learned that her actual given name was Lorna Dawn.   He lent her a copy of his famous book, Foundations of Inference, which she read; and she began driving him to places of interest in the area, such as museums, art galleries, and botanical gardens.  They began regularly to meet for lunch; and, perhaps inevitably, they became lovers.  As it happened, he did not turn out to be “too old” after all.   (It had been easy for them to discover that in the Los Angeles area there are numerous motels where rooms are rented by the hour any time of the day or night.)

To understand what happened between Dawn and John, it is necessary to explain that in addition to being a distinguished philosopher of science, John had “blotted his copy book” (a favorite expression of his) by becoming deeply involved in psychoanalysis.   His introduction to psychoanalysis had occurred early in his life: John was manic-depressive by nature, and to overcome this tendency, he had been a patient in psychoanalysis for most of his adult life.   He was in analysis first with Ernest Jones (one of Freud’s original followers) for many years in London, and then continued analysis with Hanna Segal, as well as Clifford Scott, a Canadian in London at the time.   While Professor Townsend’s books and papers dealing with psychoanalysis were widely published and celebrated in the fields of psychoanalysis, psychiatry and psychology, British philosophers looked upon these activities with disapproval.   In England, in fact, as a philosopher, he had in recent years, been effectively blackballed.   In America, on the other hand, the impressive weight of his many publications more than offset his loss of respect from the leading British philosophers of his day.


The distinguished visiting professor had come to America for the money--the generous honorarium offered him; and also because he wanted to be away from London for a few years until his children were a little older.  His problem was that he had found his children’s mother impossible to live with; he wanted to free himself from her, and at the same time he wanted to gain legal custody of his children.   Unlike the American pattern, this was not a question of their getting a divorce as the professor and his children’s mother had never been married.  The archaic divorce laws still prevailing in England had prevented the distinguished professor from obtaining a divorce from his first wife, Ira.   As with numerous families in Great Britain in those days, his three children had been born out of wedlock.   His solicitors had advised him that they believed they could help him gain custody of the three children when they were a few years older.  He was biding his time.


The reason he found the rather attractive young woman who had given birth to his children to be impossible to live with was her unreasonable, explosive temper.  She would yell, even scream, at the children, and slap them about as if she had taken leave of her senses.  There was something amiss, he now explained to Dawn, with “the way her head was screwed on.”   (There had clearly been no problem, however, about sex: she invited a lot of sex, and they had been well matched in that department.)


When Dawn confided to him about why she had been unable to have children, he had the perfect solution: she would come and be mother to his children.  He summoned her to a new life, a kind of life she had long envisioned.

Perhaps if Ed Lamb had transferred to the New York office, their marriage might have acquired new strengths.   He did not, however, deign even to discuss the prospect with his wife.  He was happy where he was: he did not want to live in New York.  There was to be no discussion.   Whatever Dawn may have felt about their current situation was simply not a part of Ed’s equation.   Dawn was unable to explain to her husband that despite being blessed with such a cornucopia of material success, she had reached a crisis in her life.   
Toward the end of May, Professor Townsend and his family returned to London.    At the same time Dawn learned that her mentor, Dr. Werkmeister, had been forced, at the age of 65, to retire from the university where he had presided as Department Chairman for many years.   With no other choice, he had accepted an appointment at the University of Florida in Tallahassee, where there was no mandatory retirement age, and he could teach as long as he was able to do so.  Dawn felt her mentor’s departure dashed any hope she might have had for continuing her doctorate there.  Professor Werkmeister’s interest in value theory and its relevance to the social sciences was relatively unique in 1965.

At a loss as to what she would do, Dawn asked Ralph Hallman to let her teach an introductory course in philosophy starting in the autumn of 1966 at Pasadena City College, and he graciously hired her.     When September came, she found teaching philosophy to be quite different from her experience in teaching a biological science: she found she needed to teach reading skills that most 18-year-olds have not yet acquired.   She did this by providing students with study outline questions which guided their reading.   Again, her classes were successful, and her students gave her high ratings when surveyed at the end of the semester.   She was particularly gratified when students would tell her afterwards that her classes had helped them with subsequent courses in other areas.


This new challenge helped fill the emptiness she was experiencing in her marriage—her loss of a sense of worth.   The distinguished visiting professor had returned to fill the second year of his two-year contract.   He returned to Malibu with his housekeeper and his children, leaving their mother behind.    And he continued to press his suit with Dawn until she could not longer endure the duality she was experiencing.  Early in 1967, she moved with her clothes and books to a relatively inexpensive, one-room apartment in Los Angeles, with a small kitchen and bath.   Since she found she was unable to discuss her situation with Ed, she simply left a note for him on his desk.   She had decided to divorce her husband, and give consideration to John’s summons to become his wife and help him bring up his children.


She sought out a lawyer and a psychiatrist.  The psychiatrist was John’s idea, and he helped to select one who was also a psychoanalyst, a Dr. Tarr in Pasadena.  Ed said he would help her pay for Dr. Tarr’s fees, as he felt sure her leaving him was an indication of psychological problems.  The lawyer promptly saw her through an interlocutory decree of divorce, which would become final a year later.   California had “no fault” divorce laws.

Dawn taught her philosophy course for the third time in the summer semester—a challenge in a condensed time period, which absorbed her days like a sponge.   This worked out well for her, because John had summoned her at the end of the summer to a teaching position in Western New York State.   He, himself, had accepted a position there at the State University of New York, Fredonia, as university professor, a rank that tops full professorship.   (Fredonia is a small town an hour’s drive on the turnpike west of Buffalo—the next off ramp being Eire, Pennsylvania.)   He had obtained an appointment for her there as Assistant Professor of Philosophy.

Her psychiatrist, Dr. Tarr, was thoroughly against this move.   He appeared to be convinced that the distinguished visiting professor was quite mad, at least, mad “north by northwest,” and warned her that in choosing Dawn, he was simply seeking in her a mother substitute, for himself as well as for his three children.  Her psychiatrist attempted to persuade Dawn that she should continue in her analysis with him in Pasadena.    She had decided, however, to deal with her mid-life crisis in her own way.    At the beginning of the summer, when John had returned with his three children and their Nanny to Ireland, she had sold her two-seater sports car, and begun driving John’s red Dodge station wagon.    She now filled the station wagon with her possessions: clothes, books, typewriter, kitchen implements and more.  Books she couldn’t fit in the car she shipped in boxes by Greyhound Bus to the university in Fredonia to await her arrival.   She then made the drive to Fredonia, driving 12 hours a day, in four days time.


Her psychiatrist asked her to write to him after six months had gone by to let him know how she was finding her adventure.   This is her letter to him: 







  June 20, 1968

Dear Dr. Tarr,


You said you would be curious to hear from me in about six months to learn how things turned out, and I am belatedly keeping my promise.


John won custody of the three children, and brought them to America about a week before Christmas.  I managed to buy an old house, the day after I arrived here last August, located within a short walk of our offices and class rooms; and I began fixing it up as soon as I had possession.  It was ready with new central heating, wall-to-wall carpeting upstairs, color television, all decorated and furnished when the children arrived with their nanny, Nellie.   I had even decorated a large Christmas tree, and they all liked the house from the very beginning.


Of course we didn’t know all during the autumn how the court hearing would turn out, which wasn’t held until the week of the Thanksgiving vacation.   So the autumn was a very busy and uneasy time for us.    The children frightened the wits out of me at first.  John said they were “manic” and going through an adjustment period.  John and Nellie always remained very gentle with them, however, and I followed their example.  But I would sometimes come back to my apartment in tears of frustration.

I made a point of having dinner with them most evenings, but the children were introduced to me only as their “landlady”—the woman from whom John is renting the house.  They soon knew better, of course, and as winter turned into spring, they seemed more accepting of my presence in their lives, especially the little girl, who found it easier to demonstrate affection.   

The family has now returned to Ireland to spend the summer on John’s 140 acre estate there.   They will spend three weeks of the summer on holiday with their mother, who is Danish, and who moved back to Copenhagen when the court case went against her.  She will take leave from her new job as laboratory technician there, and come to England; and they will stay for three weeks at a summer holiday resort called Buttland’s, I believe, by the sea designed especially to entertain children their age.
My position here in this small college town, however, is more awkward than I had imagined--being without either an MRS or a PHD.    Both are out of the question at the moment, although England has finally gotten around to modernizing its divorce laws along with abolishing capital punishment.   John is now on the waiting list for obtaining a divorce from Ira, his first wife.   But there’s no way I can manage a doctorate between now and this time next year when my contract runs out.   And without a doctorate, I’m out on my ear!

With affection,

                                              s/ Dawn


*    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *


In the summer of 1969, after John and his family had once again returned to Ireland, Dawn hired a moving van and moved all of their two households—everything from both the house and her apartment—to Toronto, where John had again been given a university professorship, this time at York University.  John bought a three-story brick house (the university gave him a sufficient loan for the down payment), located in a fashionable north-side area, backing onto a ravine.  The house was located about six houses away from the elementary school the children would attend, walking to the school grounds without having  to cross a single street.   The furniture Dawn had accumulated in Fredonia looked especially attractive in their new house, with--in addition to large living and dining rooms, and a modern kitchen--its five bedrooms, three baths, two studies (one for each of them), and a special television room for the children.    John’s divorce finally came through from London, and they were married early in June, 1970, although the children were a bit naughty during the civil ceremony.

Dawn’s former husband Ed Lamb had remarried a couple of months earlier to an attractive woman 15 younger than he was, who had grown up in San Marino—a fashionable Los Angeles suburb.   They soon sold the Altadena house, and bought a more conventional house in San Marino, located near her parents and her siblings.    Ed lived until September, 2006, when he died at age 79 due to damage to his lungs and liver from too many cigarettes and too much alcohol.   They did not have any children.


John’s three children were in their early 30s when John died at age 84 in 1993.   Dawn was in her 68th year.  When John reached the age of 70 at the end of 1979, they had  retired to live full-time on his Irish estate.   At the time of his death, both sons had married, and three grandchildren had been born, two girls and a boy.     
 Dawn had answered her summons, and faithfully carried out her role as mother to John and his children.    Throughout all the years of her life, however, she had continued to love her husband Ed, with whom she had shared many fulfilling years—and who often visited her in dreams at night, dreams in which she felt especially safe and secure.  At the same time she remained devoted to her husband John, he who had needed her so much more.   
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