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by Bill Lonjak

Who in the world means more to me

Than riches and pleasures which quickly flee

A certain someone whose eyes are blue

A wonderful girl who is always true.

Her face is fair as the sky above,

And her smile as sweet – filled with love

Now who is this girl – this one so gay

The answer to that is, “My B.J.!
An Introduction to Her Life
Betty June Lonjak (1924- --) was my grandmother.  She lived through the Great Depression and World War I, witnessed the first steps on the moon and the collapse of the Berlin Wall, raised three children, and managed a multi-level marketing toy company.  Loyally devoted to her family, she believed in simplicity, no nonsense, and stalwartly doing the right thing.  She was archetypal of the “greatest generation.”  As far back as she can remember, blue had always been her favorite color, reflective of her own inner serenity and peace.  She attached great value to the simple comforts of life: a well-tended garden, a hot cup of coffee in the morning, a rowdy dog that barked whenever strangers walked by, the daily paper’s crossword puzzles.  Yet her life was not without its share of personal devastation and disappointment, and the pain and sorrow of human existence touched her life as it touches all lives.  Throughout the tumult of her eighty years of life, and also throughout the growing lack of faith and extremism evident in her surrounding society, she maintained a sense of order and tradition that hark back to old-fashioned yet timeless virtues.  Thus there is value in telling her story.  Yet what exactly is it in her life that merits such universal appreciation?  
In his work A Community of Memory, academic Jeff Gundy links past, present and future in the retelling of his family history.  Each individual is shaped by the people who have gone before, and this transmission is accomplished by disentangling the traditional stories from a family’s oral history.  In an age in which Americans know more of the lives of national celebrities than of their own grandparents, it is enlightening to realize that one’s ancestors created a life-long legacy that was “both distinct and representative.”  Gundy concludes that his own ancestors, though not exceptional, “reflected and refracted the larger national and religious streams in which they moved.”
  To this end, the following narrates an ancestral life and from that draws meaningful global conclusions.  Neither was my grandmother’s life highly exceptional, yet the chapter of her story contain reflections of cultural, societal, religious, historical, and moral significance.
The Beginning: Ancestry and Early Years

In the late nineteenth century, a French girl named Florence married a German-born young man by the name of Speicher.  They met in the little European territory in the northwest corner of France, Alsace-Lorraine, a place renowned for its mix of French and German-speaking peoples.  Together, they had twelve tall, thin, and blonde-haired children: Simon, George, Albert, Florence, Angeline, Elizabeth, Kate, Matthew “Moss”, Flossy, Pete, Louise, and Arlean.  A staunch Catholic, mother Florence emigrated to America with her children in search of a church, leaving her husband Speicher in the Old World.  Thus the family entered into the process of “Americanization” or the “fusion of cultures” that results from human mobility.  After 1880, immigration to America skyrocketed and consequently had profound influence upon American thought.  Likewise, American thought profoundly influenced the sentiment of emigrants.  Ethnic ties were strained as emigrants sought assimilation and unity in the New World, for “when a new group comes into contact with residents of another area, changes in the mores, attitudes, social institutions and life-styles of both groups occur.”
   Why do people emigrate?  Essentially, “differences among people and among places lie at the heart of migrations.”
  Some seek freedom of religion or an opportunity to use specific skills and talents.   Others seek to begin a new life, apart from yet connected to old cultures and traditions.  
Not much is known of Florence’s motivation for immigration except that she sought a new environment in which to raise good Catholic children.  Florence settled in the small town of Greenville, Ohio, from whence her twelve children dispersed and populated the rural coal-mining industry of Midwest Ohio while gradually loosening ties to the Old World.  As far as the transition from European to American languages, the change was completely in effect by the time the Florence raised reared her children.  One of these twelve children, Arlean, met and married Harry Krause Floyd.  The son of Pennsylvania-born couple Charles Peiffer and Bertha Wilson, Harry’s ancestry ran Welch from his father and Irish from his mother.  Originally “Lloyd” in Wales (later changed due to pronunciation difficulty), the name of Floyd soon became Arlean’s.  Together, Harry and Arlean reared two girls: Mary Jane and Betty June.  Oldest by two years, Mary Jane went by “Petey” after the comic strip “Petey Dink.”  The latter child, however, is the focus of this story.  Named for Arlean’s sister Elizabeth, Betty was born on July 11, 1922, in a small hospital in Alliance, Ohio.  Thus two distinct ethnic lineages came together in the life of Betty June; she represented the acculturation of two unique generations.  Early twentieth century America was characterized by this tension between assimilating new traditions while maintaining cultural roots.  The newly emerged Floyd family attained virtual full assimilation into a standardized middle class American life.  Mere vestiges of heritage and traditions colored their lives.  
The Floyd family life defined Betty’s formative years of childhood, and of this family life, the close marriage of Harry and Arlean formed the center of hearth and home.  Though “mother worshipped father,” and “he was King Tut, no doubt about it,” they stood hand in hand, and he truly loved her.  The two rarely fought or argued.  Neither husband nor wife received any degree higher than a high school diploma, yet both proved successful in professional and domestic life.  As a young lady, Arlean worked for the post office, but after marriage, she became an industrious housewife and mother, for Harry demanded that his wife stay home and care for the children.  Arlean, however, handled all the money in the middle-class household.  Harry worked for the Buckeye Pipe Line, a prosperous company that treated its employees well during and after the Depression.  A hard-working and dedicated employee, Harry worked his way up from manager to assistant manager to Vice-President to President of the entire corporation.  During the Depression and despite the hard times, Harry earned $100 per month---a lot more than most people.  The couple also maintained a strong domestic emphasis in their lives.  The household manager and home-maker, Mother would quilt, knit, embroider, and cook exceptional dishes: roast beef, standing rib, Thanksgiving turkey, homemade ice cream, raisin-filled cookies, Garden of the Gods salad, and a famous twelve-egg angel food cake.  Dad would sharpen his straight razor on a wide leather strap, repair odds and ends around the house, take care of the rats in the basement, and install new roofs as needed.  Both parents dressed conservatively and wore suits virtually every day.  Frequently hosting adult gatherings in their home, Harry played in a pinochle club on the weekends, and Arlean ran Eastern Star groups.  Overall, the Floyd parents represented the quintessence of middle class 1950s life.  Yet despite the dedication and abilities of her parents, Betty could never forget certain frustrations made manifest in their parentage.     
Stern, strict, and very old-fashioned, Harry and Arlean stuck together in all decisions and governed their household with rules, regulations, and perfection.  They forbade Betty from wearing lipstick until she was “fifty if it was up to them.”  Critical about clothing and length of dress, the parents frequently refused to permit the two girls to do what the other kids could do.  The girls were never allowed in the big master bedroom equipped with maple furniture.  When she had a messy room or came home late or tried to sneak out of the house without boots in foul weather, Betty “got cracked” with Dad’s belt or was sent to the “dog-house.”  Further adding to this tension, Mother favored Petey.  Though Betty, being a girl, proved an initial source of disappointment, she was his favorite.  Harry made up for his disappointment by taking his daughter with him to work, on errands, and on fishing and camping trips.  Her father fondly gave her the nickname “W.P.A.” or “We Piddle Around” to capture her steady-going and somewhat slow tendencies.  Despite their special relationship, Harry still allowed his stringent tendency to flare up.  Once when he took eight-year-old Betty with him on an errand, he first scrubbed her face raw after she had put her mother’s bright red lipstick and rouge on her face.  When she was thirteen, her father taught Betty to drive stick-shift on a closed race track but was not very patient.  In addition to their strict moralist emphases, the Floyd parents’ favoritism caused lifelong angst in Betty’s heart towards her older sister.  Though two years apart, “the perfect child” Petey and tomboy Betty rarely associated with one another, especially when Petey was granted more privileges than Betty.  Very aware of her position in her parents’ eyes, Petey would irritate Betty frequently.  When Petey cracked her gum on purpose to annoy Betty, the little sister once threw a wet dish rag in her face, thus imparting great self-satisfaction.  Underlying tension characterized Betty’s youth.  Ultimately, the household exuded a conservative and moral atmosphere, yet the Floyd parents were cold, closed, critical, and undemonstrative.  The only memory of her mother’s kiss was when Betty went off to college.
The Floyd parents represented the typical white, middle-class, Protestant, American family of the mid-twentieth century that valued “industriousness, thrift, loyalty, stability, respect for property, self-restraint, cooperation, and personal integrity.”
  Every individual is born into a family, into a community, and into a generation of souls.  Betty’s parents sought to attain familial stability in the face of the “the pressures of urbanization and industrialization”
 so characteristic of twentieth century.  Thus they emphasized upright moral conduct and the strict appearance of good living.  Though perhaps unconscious of what they were doing, the Floyds were bringing together their inherited past in a new time and in a new place.  Like all newly established American family lines, their task was to “screen and sift these heritages to make them fit the times.”
  The primary vehicle for this cultural transmission was marriage and family, for “generational continuity…requires men and women to come together to set the foundations for yet another generation.”
  In building a home and a family, Betty’s parents were laying for her a foundation upon which her life, thought, and character would grow and develop.  
Adding to inner familial dynamics, the upheaval of constant location change defined her youth.  The family lived in five different quaint Ohio neighborhoods as Buckeye Pipe Line transferred and promoted Mr. Floyd.  Betty lived in Alliance until the third grade, spent fourth and fifth grades in Lodi, sixth grade in Newark, seventh and eighth grades in Marietta, and finally high school and college in Lima.  Until high school, Petey and Betty shared a room with pineapple bed posts, a white chenille bedspread, and in Lima, a balcony!  Because the family moved around Ohio so often, it was difficult to maintain friendships and relationships.  Because of this frequent moving, however, Betty learned the art of letter-writing to keep in touch with old friends, foremost of whom was Mary Elizabeth Gale, with whom Betty keeps in contact to this day.  It was always so sad to make friends, say “goodbye,” write for a couple months, and finally forget about each other.  This mobility reflected the family’s challenge to tradition.  With the exception of immigration, families of the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries remained in the same location, and often the same house, for their entire lives.  This break with continuity reflected the vast social changes of the post-WWI years: “If social conditions are rapidly changing, as they are in urbanized, industrialized, and technologically based societies, differences between generations may appear more marked.”
  The Floyds were attempting to establish their own tradition that drew upon yet diverged from their combined heritage.  While placing value on small-town communities within the same state, the Floyds nevertheless spent their years in many different places.  This stark contrast shaped Betty’s thought and came to eventual fruition in her later years.  
Despite the frequent moving, Midwest Ohio neighborhood life was full, fruitful, and peaceful for Betty and her family.  Every morning, milk and the newspaper were delivered; Mother read the front page, Dad the sports page, and Betty liked the funnies.  The girls then left for school before their dad left for work.  During the school year, Betty arrived home late from classes and extracurricular activities, walked in through the side door into the kitchen where Mother was cooking dinner, and ate at about 5:30 when Dad came home from work.  In the evenings, the family gathered around the radio to stay abreast of the news such as Lindbergh’s flight across the ocean.  Betty herself read an average amount in her youth, though throughout her life, books were never integral to her lifestyle.  Because her parents never encouraged intellectual pursuits, the majority of Betty’s education was accomplished in school.  Chores, however, were a daily essential in the Floyd household.  The girls did the dishes, and Betty---the “pseudo-son”---mowed the lawn, cleaned out the garage, and chopped piles of wood for the fireplace.  A beautiful garden always flourished on the family property, and in Lima, pear, peach, and cherry trees adorned the yard.  Summertime was well-loved by all the Floyds, and despite the heat, they kept cool with window and circulating fans.  In the winter, Harry would build kindling fires in the fireplace, and the parents would leisurely read Good Housekeeping, Better Homes and Gardens, Time, and Harry’s sports magazines (he loved sports!).   On really cold days, the fire department would flood a field in the area and set up twinkle lights; the neighborhood kids prized these opportunities for free ice skating after school!  
Throughout her younger years, Betty lived an active and athletic life.  She spent much of her free time playing baseball with the boys at the nearby ball diamond while avoiding the hated neighborhood bully Jack (once, Betty actually stood up to him and smacked him in the face!).  When not at the ball diamond, “Half-Dimp”---her nickname because she only had one dimple---played hopscotch, jumped rope, and collected little ceramic dogs.  She played Monopoly and chess, but hated checkers.  In grade school, Betty received a blue Schwinn bicycle which she often rode to school.  Though usually a cautious and prudent child, “smart aleck” Betty once rode with no hands, ran into a car, and took a big crash.  Another favorite activity was playing with dolls, and she named them all Nancy: Nancy #1, Nancy #2, Nancy #3, etc.  Not in possession of an over-active imagination, Betty was never afraid of the boogey-man but was always bothered by a recurring childhood nightmare involving a fat lady trying to squeeze out of a hole.  To stay occupied and earn a little money, Betty babysat for a few neighborhood children, sold lemonade for 2¢ per glass, and “set and waved” the neighborhood ladies’ hair for a quarter.  
Her carefree youth, however, was not uninterrupted by sickness and crisis.  Sister Petey and Betty both experienced the routine childhood sicknesses: pneumonia, chicken pox, mumps, and whooping cough.  To nurse her girls back to health the old-fashioned way, Mother would put a sheet over their beds to “steam” them.  Another life-threatening crisis came during the spring thaw of 1939 when the Muskingham and Ohio rivers came together and flooded the family’s street.  The family moved everything from the first to the second floor except for the piano.  Built on a hill, the house weathered the damages well, and water filled only the basement up to two inches below the main floor.  Since they did not have school for two weeks, the girls helped the neighborhood recover from the disaster.  After the crisis had passed, the Floyd basement was strewn with Mother’s broken crocks of pickles and six inches of mud settled on the floor.  Thus the perfectionist parents could not control or regulate every aspect of their lives.  Despite this mid-century understanding of man ability to control and manipulate his own environment, natural forces interjected with the result of humbling the hubris of civilized peoples.   
In addition to the daily routine and the occasional upsets, the Floyds’ set aside quality time for relaxation and leisure.  Arlean took the girls to Methodist Sunday school and church throughout their youth, but Harry, a Presbyterian, only went to church on Christmas Eve.  Though the family sat down together for meals, they did not “say grace.”  Thus religion was compartmentalized to Sunday mornings in the Floyd household and did not extend into their day-to-day living.  This reflected the growing trend in American culture towards cold, impersonal, diminished religion.  Like many of their generation, the Floyds were embracing the view of an ahistorical America: “many immigrants who arrived over the decades and centuries wished to forget, or were forced to abandon, the histories and cultures they left behind.”
  Arlean’s mother relocated to America for religious reasons, yet within one generation, this religious devotion lost its savor within the family.  The family prized the luxuries available with a middle-class income and thereby exemplified the growing embrace of materialism.  For instance, vacations were a regular routine, and almost every year the family traveled to lakes and cottages throughout Michigan and Canada for fishing and camping.  Because Harry had bad allergies, the family would travel for several weeks in the month of August to “get Dad out of the atmosphere.”  When Betty was eleven years old, the family attended the 1933 World’s Fair in Chicago.  Betty also enjoyed the YWCA camp for a few summers before she outgrew the experience.  Even as a child, Betty’s characteristic sense of home shone through: it was “good to be away” but she was always “glad to be home!”  Betty retained a stronger sense of tradition in resisting the cultural impetus towards mobility and disconnection of the individual.  This characteristic would sharply contrast with her parents and would eventually define her life decisions and personality.    
Holidays were also a treasured tradition, especially Christmas, Betty’s all-time favorite holiday.  The Christmas tree stood in the living room, decorated with Mother’s beautiful old ornaments, and on the fireplace hung the girls’ knee-socks to be filled by Santa Claus.  On Christmas day, Grandpa Floyd came for a turkey dinner, and on Christmas Eve, the whole family went to church and had hot cider and cookies.  During the Depression, the girls were lucky in that Christmas gifts consisted of a little glass doll, an orange, some huts, and a few pennies.  Later in life, Betty’s most memorable gifts from her parents included a clarinet, new ice skates, and a black purse for formals.  Halloween was also a memorable holiday involving homemade costumes, trick-or-treating, and prank-soaping windows.  Of course, Petey was right there beside Betty during these festive times, spoiling activities such as decorating Easter eggs because of her bossiness.  On the Fourth of July, Betty’s dad would shoot fireworks and rockets before such things became illegal.  Birthdays were always family affairs, except for her sixteenth birthday when her mother threw Betty a party and invited neighbors and friends.  Betty carried these treasured holiday and birthday traditions near to her heart for her entire life.  Holiday celebrations and traditions allow for one generation to connect to past and future generations.  In many ways, however, the Floyds were beginning their own heritage.  The family mixed traditional celebrations and foods with a new modern outlook to fit the times.  Religion and extended family were less associated with holidays, and many holiday celebrations were completely new to the family, such as the Fourth of July, Memorial Day, St. Patrick’s Day, and Thanksgiving.  While they retained the sense of family and leisure, this appreciation took on a new form that was eventually transmitted to Betty’s thought and value system.       
The importance of family further manifested itself throughout Betty’s youth and childhood.  On Arlean’s side, the Floyd’s attended the renowned Speicher family reunions held in the coal-mining communities of central Ohio: Akron, Canton, Minerva, Amsterdam.  Interrupted briefly by fuel-rationing during World War II, these all-day reunions were a time to “bring food, sit around, and get to know each other.”  The twelve children and grandchildren would gather around Grandma Florence Speicher, the old-fashioned yet sweet matriarch who spoke poor English with a heavy French accent and who had an enormous goiter on her neck which she tried to cover (nevertheless, the grandchildren, including Betty, were “scared to death of her” because of that goiter).  The most well-loved of the twelve, Matthew, or “Uncle Moss,” was a superintendent of the coal-mines and there learned the meaning of suffering: when the mine in which some of his younger brothers worked collapsed, Mossy himself was there when they brought up his lifeless brother.  With the exception of the youngest Aunt Kate---who lived as a nurse close by, visited often, and helped Arlean get through school---Betty rarely had contact with the Speicher side of the family.  The Speicher clan has a history of its own, one that touched Betty’s life but did not greatly shape the outcome.  The family thus synthesized traditional and modern emphases: the extended family lived within the same state yet not within the same community.  Again, the Floyds valued family but in a limited sense.  This mirrored the growing sense of individualism within the twentieth century: the nuclear family began to be cut off from extended family: “corporate and autonomous bilateral extended families no longer control as many generations as do nuclear families.”

Her father’s side, however, had much more impact on Betty’s life.  Harry’s only sibling, Aunt Mary, was tall and dark, and Betty was said to have looked just like her.  When Mary gave Betty her first-remembered and all-time favorite toy, a monkey, so began her life-long affection for the animal.  Tragedy, however, also struck the Floyd side of the family: at age twenty-five, Mary wed but within a year contracted pneumonia and died.  Betty’s dearly beloved grandfather Charles, or “Papa,” worked for a Pennsylvania oil company, and her grandmother Bertha Wilson was institutionalized her entire life for mental illness; her granddaughter never knew her.  Of Papa, however, Betty had the fondest of memories, for he stayed with the family for extended periods throughout her childhood and moved when the family moved.  Papa had a chicken farm on which he grew corn, beans, potatoes, and tomatoes, and he also had a crabby live-in sister Aunt Mabel, a Christian woman who wore pinch-nosed glasses.  When the girls stayed with her, she jabbered “don’t touch this, don’t touch that!;” thus the girls had “wonderful times when she was away.”  Betty’s first life memory was sitting on Papa’s lap every night, “hearing stories of the good ol’ days and his childhood,” and being fed an apple cut in half with a butter knife and “scraped until soft.”  Together, the two would pour over the pictures in National Geographic and spend much quality time together.  Papa’s stories would tell of the adventures and escapades of Betty’s father who went to a one-room schoolhouse with a pot-bellied stove.  Betty’s loved hearing about the day when Harry and his friends threw cheese into the stove which stunk the entire room up; eventually, Harry was expelled!  Betty also enjoyed listening to her grandpa’s description of Harry’s later high school days: as a senior, Harry pulled a prank for which the administration refused to give him a diploma unless he apologized.  Because he refused, he never received his high school diploma.  For Betty, these story-times were the best part of her life; conversely, he day her granddad died was the roughest day.  Betty thus embodied the existent “empathy between the young and the old” and the “radiance that such generational contact provides.”
  Betty would later connect with her own grandchildren much in the same way that her grandfather connected with her, thereby furthering the linkage between past, present, and future.  Of all her immediate family, Betty most treasured the concept of family ties.  Through her grandfather, she encountered the power of story and an oral culture that allowed for the passing down of traditions and heritage.  Much of her life was motivated by the necessity to take what was given to her and to pass that along for future generations.  Yet as a child sitting on her grandfather’s knee, she still had many things to learn about tradition and heritage.
School Days

In addition to family and neighborhood life, school formed the core of Betty’s development and imparted to her a true sense of challenge and enjoyment.  Throughout elementary, middle, and high school, Betty attended local public schools.  Always excited about a new school year, Betty walked or rode her bike with her sister every morning to school and began each day with the Pledge of Allegiance.  Sitting in her individual desk, Betty was well liked by her fourth-grade teacher Mrs. Pelt who gave her a button for outstanding penmanship.  For a class project, Betty received an A for her ivory soap carving of the Parthenon.  Though she enjoyed most all subjects, her favorite period was gym class.  During free time, the kids played Red Rover, tag, and jump rope, and since Betty was a good athlete, she was always picked first.  Though frequently the new kid in school because of familial relocations, Betty quickly got involved in each new school and established friendships.  Everyone wore skirts or dresses and the popular saddle shoes to school, and no one was allowed to chew gum.  If someone acted up in the classroom, he or she had to stand in the corner with a dunce cap.  Thus pre-high school was full, active, and formative.  The public school of the day served as the vehicle for acculturation and indoctrination of societal norms, the process in which “each generation…imprint[s] upon successive generations...whatever values, ideas, knowledge, skills, arts, or beliefs are deemed worth perpetuating.”
  It was a time of equality, democracy, expansive New Deal government, emerging racial integration, and growing diversity and tolerance.  Within this environment, Betty was trained and immersed in the social, moral, and academic thought of her day.
In high school, Betty truly blossomed.  Three-story Lima Central High, with the charging red and green dragon mascot, was located in downtown Lima.  During these years, Betty encountered interesting teachers.  For instance in algebra class, Betty and the gang called their teacher Mrs. Nolan by “Booger Nolan” because she picked her nose in front of the class.  Then there was Mr. Steiner, the “bad news” history teacher who not only failed to truly teach, but was later jailed as a German spy sent to the United States to indoctrinate young American minds!  And then there was Adelaide Sawyer---Betty’s lifelong role model, idol, and mentor.  Miss Sawyer taught physical education and gave Betty the encouragement and direction to pursue a career as a gym teacher.  Later, Miss Sawyer joined the WAVES, or women navy, during World War II, and Betty kept in contact with her throughout the years.  Betty also gained inspiration from her French classes, and she kept the language with her for the rest of her life.  Though a diligent and well-respected scholar as in elementary school, Betty also avidly pursued extracurricular activities, especially sports: “I was on every sports team they had for girls.”  Though female athletics were intramural, Betty actively participated in basketball, volleyball, softball, field hockey, badminton, shuffleboard, and swimming.  For all her high school achievements, Betty was chosen as the Final Emblem Girl out of nine hundred in her senior class for scholastic and extracurricular achievement.  Her picture was in the paper, and she received a trophy.  After school every day and on the weekends, Betty did homework at the kitchen table, practiced the sport in season, caught up on chores, and worked a part-time job.  During the high school summers, Betty worked as a lifeguard with Bob Huffer at Schoonover Pool, played tennis and fished with her dad, sold purses at Phelman’s department store, and directed activities at the local playground.  This latter part-time job foreshadowed Betty’s eventual occupation: she organized games and tournaments, refereed the fights, and monitored crafts and other activities for the local neighborhood children.  Thus Betty was “busy as a bee” with academics, extracurriculars, and part-time jobs.  She began to appreciate school culture as a center for local community, athletics, and the formation of young minds.  This appreciation would continue to shape her life decisions.
Socially, Betty knew many people and cultivated wonderful friendships---not necessarily in “that ‘cool’ bunch,” but mostly from band or the GAA (Girls Athletic Association).  The gang of girls---Natalie Woodruff, Jean Ester Morris, and Connie Richardson---gathered at the soda fountain on the weekends, and Betty would order her favorite lemon sodas or root beer.  Friday nights involved dates at the movies starring John Wayne, Katherine Hepburn, Fred McMurray, and Bette Davis.  Then the dates treated the girls to Kewpee’s afterwards for burgers and milkshakes.  On Saturday nights, the whole gang, along with “half of Lima,” went to an outdoor dance hall down at Russell’s Point on Indian Lake.  The dates would “jitterbug” the night away to Glenn Miller (Betty’s favorite!), Benny Goodman, and Harry James.  In addition to her girlfriends, Betty also socialized with her family.  The sisters would often tag along with the parents to the bowling league or participate in the adult social mixers hosted at the Floyd home.  For her graduation, Petey was given a trip to New York City with the condition that Betty accompany as chaperone; the girls traveled by overnight train and enjoyed the wonderful meals complete with white table cloths, sterling silver, and excellent food!  Thus her high school years were full of fun and friendship, as well as romance.   
When she was fourteen, Betty received her first kiss after which she ran all the way home.  The next big kiss was Bob Sundrum, but Betty “didn’t like it at all.”  Casual dating was the norm during her high school years, and Betty frequently “went steady.”  Despite her “going steady” with different guys and despite a huge crush on upperclassman Bob Brentlinker, Betty’s standard date throughout high school was Bob Huffer.  Freshman through senior year, Bob and Betty went to all the important events together.  Though both mothers predicted that the two would end up together, Bob went off to Bowling Green State University where he met someone else and wrote Betty a “dear John” letter.  Nevertheless, Betty held her high school friends and romances in a special place of her heart.  Beginning with the fortieth reunion, Betty’s high school class gathered every five years, and Betty never missed one: “bunch of neat kids; we really enjoyed each other.”  Though at the time very important, Betty soon realized that high school weighed little in the grand scheme.  Nevertheless, she was proud of her high school grades and accomplishments.  For graduation, her parents took her and Bob Huffer out to eat at a Chinese restaurant with private eating rooms; this was quite an event, for the family seldom ate out.  Betty’s father presented her with a pearl necklace to commemorate her years of achievement and usher in the next phase of her young life.  
College Years

Though neither attended, the Floyd parents highly regarded a college education.  Emerging within this era was a new sense that education should be accessible to all classes as a necessary component of a democratic society.  In addition to general encouragement from her parents and societal pressure from American culture, Betty’s dad agreed to pay for her tuition if she worked for two years before marriage.  Moreover, after her senior year, Betty’s mother practically forced her go to the school where her older sister went.  Thus in 1941, Betty packed her bags and enrolled at Ohio Northern University, a small school about sixteen miles from home.  Though the pleasant college memories instilled a sense of home-away-from-home, Betty wrote letters to her family and went back to Lima on holidays via bus, train, or ride from Mother.  Once driving back to school during an ice storm, Betty swerved off the road into a cornfield and had to be put on a Greyhound bus by the police to make it back to school on time.  In addition to breaks, Betty went home during each summer and continued her high school employments as a lifeguard, a department store clerk at Phelman’s, and a playground director.  Ardith Drake, her roommate, and Betty lived in the dorms together their entire time at the school.  As president of a local sorority, Petey welcomed Betty into the social club, though the younger sister hated the rush week activities that forced the girls to stay up all night, clean the house, and “do all kinds of crazy things.”  It was at Ohio Northern that Betty acquired her lifelong habit of smoking cigarettes, preferably Lucky Stripes, a habit she concealed from her parents.  
It was while Betty was in school that she heard the devastating news of Pearl Harbor and the reports that “scared you to death.”  For Betty, it was unbelievable that America would be bombed.  Wartime coverage---slow-moving, limited, and less-frightening---inspired people at the movie theaters to contribute to the cause.  Betty herself knitted clothing articles, wrote letters to her male friends overseas, and volunteered as a hostess at the social club where kids coming home from the service could go, meet other people, and dance.  There were sirens, exercises, foil saving, rationing of meat and butter, and certificates with points that dictated how much a person could buy of a particular commodity.  Everyone patriotically supported the war effort as the right thing to do.  Regarding Hitler’s atrocities, Betty in anger was “glad our boys were over there taking care of this pretty bad news.”  One of Betty’s dates at Ohio Northern, a basketball player Dick, was killed in action.  The call to arms affected Betty even more personally when her new “steady” Jack Miller enlisted.  Having met on a weekend trip to Ardith’s house, they went on several dates, and Jack visited Betty at Ohio Northern often.  While he served overseas, the two wrote to each other almost every day, and emotions quickly escalated.  Jack wanted his father to give Betty an engagement ring, but Betty maintained a more distanced attitude.  Thus she continued to write to him and waited for his return to the States.  Meanwhile, Ohio Northern became unaccredited due to dramatic shift of the male population to the European front.  The impact of historical events upon Betty’s youth was significant, for “genealogy and history (religious, economic, social, and political) cannot be separated.”
  To understand Betty’s life, it is necessary to understand the context of her thought and actions: “men cannot be disassociated from the times and places in which they lived and still be understood…if you can understand the forces which shaped men’s lives then you can better understand those men.”
  Thus the war proves an example of one such historical event that colors the understanding of Betty’s life, her decisions, and her circumstances.  The fact that America was at war limited opportunities, affected daily decisions, and constantly clouded the minds of young and old alike. 
In 1943, Betty and Ardith together transferred to Ohio State University.  Though the roommates parted ways, Betty quickly established a circle of four life-long friends who lived together as independents in a sorority house: Jean Fisher, Jo Bently, Evelyn Smiley, and Alana Creninger.  Academically, Betty began to focus in on a Bachelor of Science degree in health and physical education with a minor in French.  She loved kinesiology, hated chemistry, and was completely inspired by Delbert Obertoifer’s senior methods class that taught the students how to teach high school.  Betty enjoyed such classes as well as her classmates who were mostly football players.  Why did she pick health and physical education as her double major?  It was what she did her whole life.  Overall, academics always came fairly easy to Betty, though she pulled a couple of all-nighters for hated chemistry class.  Education was strictly vocational.  College was not a liberal pursuit to pursue knowledge for its own sake, but reflective of the modern emphasis towards technical training and marketable skills.
Just like in high school, Betty stayed active in athletics, but now for the Ohio State Buckeyes.  Though a participant in swimming, hockey, tap-dancing, and basketball, her favorite activity was the Swan Club, a synchronized swimming group.  With matching bathing suits and caps, the girls performed for the men on Friday nights, and through dedicated faithfulness, Betty worked her way up to captain of the team in emulation of her life-long swimming hero Esther Williams.  Though the Greeks houses often had drinking parties, Betty never drank except on special Friday nights with the girls when they wore their matching gray and scarlet flannel shirts.  And when all the girls were piercing their ears with ice cubes, Betty flatly refused and throughout her whole life, never got her ears pierced.  Though she dated several other guys (Al Zelleger) at Ohio State, Betty kept writing to Jack Miller overseas.  She also found a part-time job at the local campus cafe Islay’s with one of her roommates.  Every day, from 4:00 to 6:00, Betty worked behind the counter of this local establishment.  And that’s where she met Bill.  
Bill

Sauntering through the Islay’s front door, football star Bill Lonjak took one look at Betty and demanded, “Are you Irish?”  Betty retorted calmly, “I don’t know.”  The next day he came in and asked again: “Are you sure you’re not Irish?”  Though she considered him quite fresh in his confidence, Betty liked him almost immediately and accepted from him the life-long nickname “B.J.”  Bill continued to eat supper at Islay’s every day and walked Betty home.  Six months younger than Betty, William Aloysius Lonjak was named for the sixteenth-century Italian Saint Aloysius Gonzaga.  The son of Frank and Helen Lonjak, Bill had played football for West Tech in high school and received a full scholarship from Ohio State to play half-back as one of the fastest on the team.  Delighted that Bill was an athlete, Betty rode the train up to Ann Arbor to watch Bill play against Michigan and routinely spent time with the other football players.  When OSU coach Paul Brown left to build up the Cleveland Browns, a new coach came in who knocked all the guys down and told them to work their way up again.  Bill, who had made first-string under Brown, left the team, played first-string for Otterbein College, and received $50 per game to drive up from Ohio State.  That year, Otterbein won the Ohio conference for the first time ever.  After that season, Bill transferred back up to Case Reserve to play football with his brother Ed.  Though he only had six credits left, Bill never received his degree.  His football career also ended when he took a concussion to the head.  Thus the military would not let Bill fight overseas with his brother and cousins.  
Betty and Bill continued going steady and enjoying Ohio State life.  Yet Betty continued to write to Jack Miller overseas, encouraged by the home-front cry to “keep writing to the servicemen!”  While working at Phelman’s the  summer after graduation, Betty received news that Jack was en route home.  Thinking to herself, “what am I going to do now?”, Betty drove twenty miles to his house, graciously accepted the gifts he brought her, and told him about Bill.  Jack promptly slammed the door in her face.  Betty never saw again until his father’s funeral, and even then Jack would not look at nor talk to Betty.  Jack eventually graduated with a degree in pharmacy, bought a drugstore, and got married to a girl who Ardith always said was enough like Betty to be her twin.  Much later in life, Betty drove through his hometown and called him up to meet his family.  “Well,” Betty recalls, “he wasn’t very nice.  I says, ‘You know, Jack, this was fifty years ago, can’t you get over anger?’”  About a year later, Jack died, bitter his whole life.  Though she felt awful doing such a “rotten thing,” Betty did not save any of Jack’s letters.
Meanwhile Betty and Bill’s relationship blossomed.  After graduation, Betty taught school in Lima for two years and thus fulfilled her father’s agreement.  While working and living in Lima, Betty bought her first car, a used ’42 blue Dodge Club Coupe, for cars were not manufactured during wartime.  On early spring day, Bill sent her a letter describing an Easter package to be picked up from the post office before it spoiled.  Though the post office was closed, Betty went out behind the building and asked the workers if they could retrieve her package.  The big box contained a big stuffed bunny rabbit.  Inside the zipper pocket on the bottom were four little bunnies rabbits, and tied to one was a ring box containing a full karat solitaire!  Right there in the parking lot, Betty “cried her eyes out.”  Because her parents disliked Bill, she could not call him from home so had to wait until Monday morning to call from school.  Betty wore the ring on a chain around her neck until Bill came to talk to her father.
When Bill came to meet Mr. Harry Floyd, however, he got kicked out.  Harry and Arlean disliked that Bill was a Catholic and a “Hunky,” or immigrant from Croatia in Eastern Europe (though he went to a Catholic grade school, Bill chose the public high school, and in a way, dropped the traditional faith).  When Bill respectfully told Betty’s father what his intentions were, Harry said that he could leave now for he would NOT get his blessing.  Going along with her husband, Arlean “kept her mouth shut.”  From this, Betty left the house and tried to stay with now married sister Petey; the latter, however, would have nothing to do with going against her parents’ wishes.  Resistance was met on the Lonjak side as well, for though the Lonjak parents were “just fine” with Betty, Bill’s brother Ed would have liked his brother to marry a Slovak Catholic girl like he did.  Irene, Ed’s wife, never called or welcomed Betty into the family, and this relationship would always be strained throughout the years.  Thus Betty and Bill began to break with inherited tradition and to forge something new.  Confronted with the choice to “accept heritages intact, modify them to meet contemporary conditions, or reject them entirely,”
 Betty and Bill chose the middle ground of conditioned acceptance.  Like their contemporaries, the couple was “directly involved in modifying, rejecting, or reinstating marriage and family structures for themselves and for future generations.”
  With a new understanding of religion and ethnic ties, the couple diverted from the path of their parents.
Marriage

In light of her family’s reaction, Betty promptly drove up to Cleveland, and Mrs. Lonjak hosted a surprise wedding shower.  Since a big wedding would have been difficult for Betty’s parents, the couple decided to elope on June 28, 1947.  The two were married at the parsonage with the minister’s wife as the witness; Betty wore a white suit, white hat, and white purse, and Bill wore a plaid brown and orange suit for the occasion.  The newlyweds drove back up to Cleveland for the Lonjak family reception in the basement---a beautiful sit-down dinner with music and dancing.  Betty’s folks did not come and were not invited though Betty sent them a telegram announcing her marriage.  Following this reception, Bill and Betty stayed in a nice hotel in downtown Cleveland.  The next day, after a dinner at the Lonjak home, the two put their car on a ferry across Lake Erie into Canada and stayed for one week in a little cottage on a lake, boating, swimming, and fishing.  
When they returned from their honeymoon, Bill and Betty began their new life in Cleveland, and lived with their paternal parents in a furnished attic.  As the health and physical education program director for Cleveland YWCA, Betty taught swimming, golf, and “Mommy’s Morning Out” classes, and Bill worked odd hours down at the C & P Ore Docks on Lake Erie.  The new work life and marital adjustments began immediately.  After two years with Bill’s parents, the couple moved into a one-bedroom apartment on West 117th Street and Lorain Road above a bowling alley, later exchanged for the room across the hall with three bedrooms.  The new family lived there for three years until they saved enough money to buy a house in the West Park area of Cleveland.  Though frightening to buy a house for the first time, the couple “went out on a limb” and bought a small abode for $17,000.  The “Castle House,” as it is remembered, at 16212 Elsienna Avenue was a six-room brick bungalow, and the family lived there for forty-one years.
Motherhood Years
After four years of marriage, Bill and Betty longed for a baby.  When the doctor told Betty that she was pregnant, she was indeed “thrilled to death.”  Betty kept in shape and continued working up until “the big day,” for Fairview Park Hospital was right next door to the YWCA.  Named after his father and maternal grandfather, William Floyd Lonjak was born on March 7, 1951.  Having never had a brother, Betty was again “thrilled to death” to have a dearly desired baby boy.  Still living in the one-room apartment above the bowling alley, Billy slept with his parents.  One year after Billy’s birth, Betty became pregnant again.   In a dangerous and intense labor experience, Betty gave birth to red-headed and scrawny Nancy Ann Lonjak on April 16, 1952, and named her after her favorite dolls growing up.  Finally in April 7, 1954, Betsy Jane was born, named by her father because she looked so much like his own “B.J.”  Betty gave birth to all three children at the same hospital and in the same room.  Though the labors were smooth, the doctor gave Betty a little something to ease the pain.  Their three birthdays were the greatest days of Betty’s life, excepting the day she got married.  From the day her first child was born, Betty stayed home with the kids.  Her life would now involve rocking chairs, high chairs, jack-in-the-box toys, and all the nurturing of mother-love.  These were her most loved years---a time in which she fully blossomed into a woman.  She began to build upon the foundation of her forebears yet also forge a new family identity that drew upon the best of the past.  To family life, Betty brought the order, morality, and stability of her parents.  Yet the fun-loving creativity of her husband balanced this to produce a more balanced picture of family life.  
What exactly made up this family life?  What shaped the years of Betty’s motherhood?  By the time youngest daughter Betsy was born, the family had moved into their house on Elsienna, and Betty had established a routine of activity.  Being a mother formed the center of her life, yet she soon became involved in other things.  To help pay off the house, she joined a multi-level marketing company that did party planning during the months of August to December: Santa’s Helpers.  While her husband watched the kids at night, she demonstrated at house parties and sold quality toys.  When promoted to branch manager for the whole city of Cleveland, she began to hire and to train other demonstrators.  The company then promoted her to division manager for all of Ohio, West Virginia, and Kentucky.  In this position, she had to travel, put ads in the paper, hire girls to demonstrate, and train new associates.  Working with Santa’s Helpers for five years, Betty paid off the house mortgage in fourteen months.  This experience provided the further benefit of opportunities for wonderful vacations to Cuba, Florida, Amsterdam, and Paris.  In Paris for ten days, Bill and Betty went to the Louvre and saw the Mona Lisa.  During these adventures, Bill took numerous slides of pictures that the family enjoys to this day.  The kids, however, did not enjoy these separations as much as their parents.  Once, while Grandma Floyd babysat, Nancy was made to clean the birdcage and consequently let the bird fly away! 
Thus the Lonjaks’ first priority remained at home with their children.  Though Bill stayed home on Sundays, Betty attended the Methodist church with the children and had them baptized.  Because Betty did not want to raise her children to be Catholic, the couple did not marry in the Church.  Moreover, because Betty did not understand the Catholic church, she was uncomfortable with the children believing something that she herself did not comprehend.  Despite this casual religious emphasis in the home, Bill and Betty instilled morals and a good work ethic in their children.  Thus the couple continued the tradition in which they were raised: compartmentalized religion tempered with daily moral living.  Nevertheless, Betty reared her children with common sense and no nonsense: she “didn’t care much for Dr. Spock” and other psychological parenting methods.  All children did well in public grade school at Valley View Elementary, and though they were good readers, Betty did not read bedtime stories to her children.  As Betty’s own had been, the education of her children was relegated to the public schools rather than the home.  When it came to discipline, the parents would “give the kids a crack on the behind,” send them to their rooms, or have them sit on a chair in the corner.  For even naughtier behavior, Dad used the belt!  Though overall well-behaved children, discipline was sometimes necessary, especially for arrogant and “mouthy” daughter Nancy.  Though the parents did not want to punish their children, they saw the necessity.  Reflective of her own childhood, crises and sickness also impacted Betty’s household.  Once, she had to take Betsy to the emergency room when her friend Jackie Stein punched through a glass door and cut her chin.  Another time, Billy cut himself open on a grate at Gunning Park, and Dr. Jack Murray came from a few houses down to stitch up his elbow.  Further, Dr. Fintz made a house call one day when Nancy got pneumonia---an event that “scared the daylights” out of Betty as Nancy was hospitalized for three days.  These events served as reminders of life’s brevity and unforeseen accidents that challenge a parent’s control.  By necessity, Betty thus developed the character quality of faith.
As she herself was active in her youth, Betty also kept her own children involved in school and busy during the summer.  The “Castle House” on friendly-neighborhood Elsienna, with its three bedrooms, double garage, and French Normandy turret, constantly bustled with activity.  The basement constituted a finished recreation room, an enclosed room with a fireplace, a shower and toilet, the laundry machines, a stationary tub, and a ping-pong table.  At the heart of the house was the breakfast nook for eating, studying, and conversing.  The cozy kitchen, with its GE electric appliances, green and black linoleum floor, and copper jars, was always the center of the home.  On Friday “treat nights,” Betty gave the kids pop, popcorn, and a little candy.  Otherwise, she fed the children very healthily, and every meal included a meat, a potato, two vegetables, milk, and fruit for dessert.  During the summer, Betty made peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and Kool-aid for the kids to eat out in the yard.  Bill would often make eggs in the morning, and though he would not do everyday cooking, he energetically put together thematic specialty meals featuring Italian or French or Spanish cuisine.  Bill brought to the family his mother’s old-world favorites: pierogi, chicken paprikash, haluski, and succulent dumplings called “specialties.”  Though Betty stuck by the Betty Crocker cookbook that her mother used, Bill was an avid cookbook collector, and friends would always buy him a new one to add to his collection.  For their anniversary, the kids would make breakfast in bed for their delighted parents who ate and enjoyed the cold eggs.  The family did not have a microwave until the kids were in high school, but the refrigerator always displayed the kids’ good work and family pictures.  Thus Betty encouraged the tradition of food within her own family.  Meals were times to gather together and enjoy one another’s company, and traditional foods were included in all holiday and familial celebrations.
As far as other home activities, Bill cleaned the garage and the basement, Betty did the general housework, and the kids had to keep their own rooms clean.  The Lonjaks “got along real well” with all their neighbors---except for the Viancourts who lived next door and put dog waste on their driveway.  The family also participated in annual block parties in August, and at Christmas time, the Lonjaks’ end of the street would go around to each house and visit each other after personal relatives went home.  Though eventually a backdoor and a patio were built off the back of the house, the family used the side door into the kitchen with a rod-iron railing and a front stoop as a gathering place for kids, neighbors, and photographs.  Displaying two big pine trees, the fenced-in backyard contained a big vegetable and flower garden behind the garage, a little pool, swings, a basketball hoop, and a sandbox.  A block away was Gunning Park playground where the kids swam and played sports.  Though Bill wanted to dig a hole in the backyard for a swimming pool, Betty “stopped him from doing that!”  In 1951, when Bill bought the family a $200 black and white Muntz television with three channels, the kids would watch Howdy Doody and the Mickey Mouse Club.  Father and son spent their summer days in Little League.  The time spent playing and watching baseball made up a vastly integral part of the Lonjak family life, and the friends and memories gained through this experience were cherished for a lifetime.  Thus Betty brought her childhood love of athletics to her own family and began to create a new familial legacy connecting past, present, and future generations in “love of the game.”  Moreover, in the Lonjak neighborhood, baseball provided a way for families and communities to find identity in a shared experience.  
Though their children were their priority, the couple also spent time with each other.  Every weekend Betty and Bill had friends over to play bridge or went out together.  The Murray family and their eight children especially spent much time with the Lonjak.  The McCoppin’s, were also close to the Lonjaks, and the two families spent much time together until the former moved to Chicago.  Often Betty and Bill would go to a dance hall downtown on West 25th Street, and Bill’s Little League often had dances during the summer.  Betty liked the jitterbug and slow songs, and Bill was a good slow dancer.  When Little League had a fundraiser dance to buy bats and galls, Bill drank a little too much beer and began flirting and dancing with a “couple of old bags in their forties.”  Betty became angry, took the car, went home, and left him there.  Despite this exception, the couple got along quite well because they understood each other.  Theirs was a more open relationship than the Floyds’, and a greater appreciation for equality defined their marriage.  Similar to, though not as extreme as, her parents, Betty was not overly fond of outward physical affection.  Faithfulness and commitment did carry over from the previous generation as Betty and Bill sought to follow good examples while questioning the negative examples.
Just as in her own childhood, vacations and holidays were highly prized by the Lonjaks.  The family went on several vacations, though not very far away.  If he could, Bill would “travel every minute of every day,” but Betty did not let him.  The desire for mobility was thus tempered by the desire for stable living at home.  The two compromised: “I went with him when he really wanted to go and vice versa.”  With the Murrays, memories were created in which the two families rented a summer home in northern Michigan at England’s Point and spent the days boating, fishing, and swimming.  The family also spent time at Lake Erie cottages up on Gun Lake and in Sandusky.  Though vacation time was an typically annual event, Betty regretted that she never did more traveling with her kids, and her dream was to take them out west.  Continuing her childhood traditions, holidays were also an adhered-to tradition.  Christmas, Easter, Thanksgiving, Memorial Day---all had special foods, special structures, and special memories.  This was an almost direct adoption from the family’s ancestors and thus a continuity of heritage.  Every Christmas Eve, Betty burned a bayberry candle because according to the tradition, if “you burn it to the socket, you’ll always have money in the pocket.”  This special night was spent with extended family gathered together to eat and exchange presents.  Just as in childhood, Christmas was Betty’s favorite holiday, and she instilled this love in her own children: “it’s just a good time of the year, a time when we all get together, a deeply religious holiday and going to church to hear the Christmas story.”  As it was for her as a child, Halloween was always fun for Betty’s children, and one year, Betty dressed her husband up as an outhouse made of cardboard with a door, window, and toilet paper: “He was a hit!”  Much as her parents had done, Betty carried into the future the traditional leisure and holiday activities of the past, though slightly modified with Bill’s upbringing and the cultural climate of the 1950s.
The concept of family was integral in the Lonjak household, and they made efforts to keep in touch with extended relatives.  Since Bill was never allowed in the Floyd home, family contact with Betty’s parents was nonexistent for the first part of their marriage.  On the day of Harry’s death, however, the young couple did find reconciliation with Mr. Floyd.  In Cleveland, Betty received a call from the doctor explaining that they did not think that Harry would live long, and the Lonjaks immediately got off work and drove to Lima.  Bill waited in the yard while Betty went inside.  Miraculously, upon seeing Betty alone, Harry asked, “Where’s your better half?”  Bill came in, and Harry shook his hand and told him to sit down, the only time he was ever decent to his own son-in-law.  “Grandma,” he hollered to the kitchen, “make this man a sandwich!”  He thus accepted Bill, bestowed his blessing, and made peace.  An hour later, Harry passed away.  Betty lamented that it was a shame that they never became more acquainted: “Of all the guys I dated, he would have liked Bill the most---if he had just let himself---my dad just really admired athletes.”  This reconciliation represented a focal point for two generations.  Though each generation “walks the same paths at different times and under different circumstances, and “often generations seem to lose sight of each other,” nevertheless, “their common experiences eventually bring them closer together.”
  Such common ground was found in this moment of union between Betty’s father and her husband.  Mr. Floyd realized the higher importance of family, love, and friendship over religious denominations and ethnic origins.  Indeed, all generations, however divergent, are united by the common ground that “includes the search for a “happy” family life; the fundamental needs for affection, contentment, repeated gratification, recognition, some degree of stability, and variance within social structures; and more specifically, participation and authenticity.”
  Despite the slow process of acceptance, Mr. Harry Floyd blessed the efforts of his children to carry on the inheritance with a new, open-minded perspective.
With Mrs. Floyd, however, the Lonjaks had regular contact, and Betty would journey with the children on a train to Lima every few months to see her mother.  Though they only saw the Floyd cousins a few times, the family gathered with Bill’s brother Ed and his family for major holidays.  One day, a Pennsylvania Dutch nephew Don Floyd, who was unemployed, came up to Cleveland with Betty’s name and fifty dollars.  Calling up his aunt, he expressed desperation at not being able to find a job.  Betty picked him up at the YMCA within a half an hour and “knew him right away because he looked just like his father.”  As one of the family for many years, Don eventually found a job through one of Bill’s baseball friends.   Once, Betty “almost clobbered” Don when he used a tanning machine without dark goggles, and she rushed him to the hospital just in time before it blinded his eyes.  Remaining close with the family throughout the yeas, he still came on weekends and holidays to visit.  With great charity, Betty was willing to share her home and her heritage with the needy souls around her.  Thus extended family was more important to Betty than it had been to her parents.  
Throughout the ups and downs of family life in suburban Cleveland, Bill maintained his steady job on the ore docks to support the family, and Betty handled all the money.  After her five-year jaunt with the toy company and when daughter Betsy was in fifth grade, Betty went back to teaching school at West Tech High.  During this time, it was culturally acceptable for women to work, a stark contrast with earlier traditions and societal norms.  After two years there, she transferred to Blossom Hill for thirteen years which merged with Hudson Boys Farm where she taught for another thirteen years.  Since it took forty-five minutes on the turnpike to drive to Hudson, Betty made friends with two truck-drivers who called her “Blue Lady” and chatted on the CB radio each day on the way to work.  On weekends, Betty would take care of the family, do cooking for the following week, and attend school functions.  The school was year-round, and for extra money, Betty usually taught during the summer for six weeks.  
The schools at which she taught were for children with social problems such as drugs, teen pregnancies, and as Betty said, “lack of morals.”  Betty quickly learned that these kids needed help.  The 1960s took a more problematic and socially degenerative characteristic compared to Betty’s teenage years.  She saw the need and answered the call.  For Betty, teaching was a lifelong dream and an enjoyable occupation: “I wanted to be a phys. ed. teacher all my life,” she declared.  “I became one and worked at it for thirty one years; I never wanted to do anything else.”  A mentor and moral guide to the girls, she was the boss of her classroom and a good friend to the other teachers: “I think all of us were wanting to help these kids, I mean they really needed help.”  Satisfying and fulfilling, Betty’s career was one in which she felt that she could make a difference, even as a gym teacher: “It doesn’t make any difference what you teach to make a difference.  When you’re teaching gym, you try to instill fair play.  A lot of times, kids’ temperament comes out more, so you can instill a lot of stuff.”  When she eventually retired, she left a long legacy of selfless devotion to the students and faculty alike.
Despite the steadiness of her job, certain events created distinct memories in her mind.  Once, while teaching ninth grade health in a room in the old basement, an ornery kid was looking in the window by the door and giving the finger to get Betty’s students to laughing.  Because the Board of Education had just mandated that teachers were not to physically touch the kids, Betty took a bucket of water and dumped it all over the rebel’s head.  The principal and other faculty later found out, and though the kid’s grandmother protested, Betty was not penalized.  The other faculty members were quite happy with the situation, however, because now whenever this bad kid would act up, they would threaten to send him down to Mrs. Lonjak.  Though Betty’s bosses were always good people to work for, towards the end of her career, she confronted a racist principal: “I would probably still be teaching if it wasn’t for her; she was the reason I quit when I did at age 67.”  A black lady who hated white people, this boss allowed the black teachers to get away with anything.  During a time in which race relations extremely strained, Betty confronted the issue of racism in its fullest form; she experienced both “sides” of the coin.  In her own mind, race was a never an issue.  Evidenced in that she married a “forbidden” Catholic Slovak, Betty accepted people for who they were regardless of skin color or ethnic background.
The Testing Ground and Major Life Crisis
Thus Betty’s life after marriage assumed a faithfulness and steadiness: she lived in the same house for forty-one years, taught at the same school for twenty-six years, raised a family, stayed home a lot, and attached herself to the basic comforts in life.  In this sense, Betty established a more conservative tradition for her own family than the one in which she was raised.  While her family moved frequently, Betty remained stationary.  She raised her children, not with the cold and impersonal hand of morality alone, but with a warm stability and support that allowed her children individual expressions of creativity.  Raising her children was Betty’s favorite and most satisfying part of life, and she derived deep and abiding joy in watching her children grow from toddling youngsters to creative-thinking young adults to married couples: “That makes you proud seeing them do their best.”  
Her husband, however, was her shining star who she truly loved: “He was a really wonderful man, very truthful, very honest, very caring.  We were very much in love.  We liked the same things and had a lot of the same interests.  He was full of the dickens, real jolly and hyper, but he was fun.”  Their marriage was built upon an understanding of respect and equality.  Indeed, the twentieth century role of the sexes had been “moderated by the forces of secularism, humanism, democratization, frontierism, individualism, rationalism, urbanization, industrialization, access to education and economic independence, voting privileges, legal rights, and improved medical care.”
  Since they never had a lot of money, the two would each give as an anniversary present something for the house such as a floor lamp and a table.  They also went out to dinner alone or with their neighbor couple who shared the same anniversary date, Jack and Betty Murray.  The family had friends, leisure-time, a good marriage, steady jobs, and a tidy house.  What more could a young woman ask out of life?  Yet this crystal-clear and deeply wonderful life would all change in the blink of an eye.  At midnight, at the darkest time of light, that is when the stars shine the brightest.  For Betty, the dark time of her life came in the fall of 1967. And it was during that time that the beauty, strength, and greatness of her character shone the brightest.   
One beautiful autumn afternoon in 1967, a tragedy occurred that would change all the lives in the Lonjak family forever.  The love of the Lonjak couple was tested to the utmost when her young and healthy husband of forty-three years of age faced a life-threatening medical crisis.  When a blood clot in his artery was found, Bill was hospitalized, and the doctors chose to postpone surgery for three days.  It was during those three days that Bill had a major stroke which almost took his life.  The doctors said that he survived only because of his young age and the strength of his heart.  Still teaching full-time, Betty was commuting every day to work and raising three teenagers aged thirteen, fifteen, and seventeen.  And now her husband, her right hand, her “better half,” lost his speech and the use of his right hand and arm.  Betty thus came face to face with the greatest challenge of her life.  For a whole year, Bill was in a rehabilitation hospital, and Betty visited him every night after school.  After a year, Bill moved back home, but life would never be the same, for this two hundred and twenty-pound man needed full-time care to help him walk, eat, dress, and bathe.  In addition to caring for her husband, Betty held the family together as both "mom" and "dad,” supporting her children, going to their school and athletic events, and sending them off to college.  
Sacrificing personal comfort to care for Bill, Betty never complained in self-pity, even though their friends were still playing cards, going out dancing, traveling with their families.  She ceased many activities that she would have continued otherwise: traveling, reading, tennis, bowl, card games, etc.  Yet her grown children do not remember Betty crying, being depressed, or feeling sorry for herself during these difficult years.  Devotion to her husband and children sparked her inner strength, and she worked hard to give their children “normal” and happy teenage lives.  On Friday nights she would take Bill to the mall and wheel him around in his wheelchair--just to get him out---and she have friends over for dinner to keep him company.  Though stroke patients are typically weepy, angry, frustrated, and unhappy, Bill kept his sense of humor and was “a joy to know.”  What caused this remarkable characteristic for a stroke patient?  Essentially, he was loved and cared for in a wonderful way.  Though he could not speak more than two words together, Betty taught him single words: “B.J.!”  “Water!”  “Hungry!”.  He lived seventeen years after his stroke and died at the age of sixty.  Everyone who knew Betty admired her amazing devotion, tender care, and faithfulness towards Bill.  The picture of unselfishness, generosity, and loyalty, Betty instilled these qualities in her children who handled the crisis “beautifully.”
When one thinks of a queen, images of glory, stateliness, fine jewelry, and magnificence come to mind.  In many ways, my grandmother was the antithesis of this: she was athletic, her Daddy’s girl, and loved fishing.  Yet she was a true queen in the greatest sense of the word: a queen of character.  The virtues she possessed all along blossomed during this major crisis.  This quiet hometown girl from rural Ohio who lived a basic life was no national figure, but her virtues made her queen-like according to those who knew and respected her.  Her character rose to the surface---courage under pressure, selflessness, devotion, faithfulness, and loyalty.  A huge dramatic event and an unbelievable challenge for someone of forty-three years of age, her strong and healthy husband became like a child, and Betty had to care for him as well as see her children through high school and college.   When Bill “talked” about his wife in single words, he would say, “QUEEN!”  Everyone knew what he meant by the love in his eyes.  He was so proud of her.  Proverbs 31 says of the virtuous woman that “Many women have done nobly, but you excel them all.”  What moved Bill to call his wife "Queen" was the virtuous qualities of her inner beauty and character which shone so brightly during the darkest times of her life. What sustained her was the knowledge that if things were reversed, he would have done the same for her.  Thus Betty drew upon the foundation of her character that was built, developed, and sharpened by her heritage and by the modified traditions of her adult life.  
Twilight Years
Towards the end of her life, Betty “grew old graciously.”  She remained actively involved in her children’s lives, her grandchildren’s lives, her local church, and her local community.  More than anything, this quintessential grandmother generously gave of herself to her family.  She was a conservative and natural dresser, a proud Protestant and Republican, a patriotic American, a dog-lover, a avid sports fanatic, a faithful letter-writer, and an exceptional cook.  The passing years revealed “newfangled ideas that we could do without,” a decline in morality and standards, increase in traffic, and the influx of modern conveniences.  No longer do people fetch water from wells like crabby Aunt Mable or use a hand wringer like old Grandma Lonjak.  No longer do people watch Bob Hope, the Ed Sullivan Show, Johnny Carson, and I Love Lucy.  Always welcoming, hospitable, generous, and unselfish, she took a genuine interest in people.  She possessed the gift of service and always wanted to help.  She was always reaching out, always accepting, never envious, could always relate to people of all ages.  All who knew her liked her, as one likes a comfortable old shoe.  “Steady Betty” she was called, with “both feet planted on the ground.”  Never regretful (except for not losing a little more weight when she was younger), she was completely satisfied with her life, for she had time, money, love, and freedom.  Her mottos included “Live and let live” and “God helps those who help themselves” and “To each his own.”  Money she viewed as a necessary but great evil.  Throughout her life---college, teaching, parenthood--- Betty did not change much.  Her faithfulness can be seen throughout her entire life.  For instance, every day she put the last bite of toast at the kitchen table’s edge for the dog to eat it, and she continued to do this from habit even after the dog died.  What captures Betty’s personality entirely is her faithful and ever-abiding love of the color blue in all its forms.  And what is blue but calm, steady, faithful, and true?        
Summation
In a letter to her posterity that summed up her own experience throughout the process of telling her story, Betty wrote the following:

I can truly say that the births and lives of my three kids and my six grandkids have made my life so full, well worth living – especially after my husband died.  I hope Bill and I have made a difference in their lives.  Our philosophy has been that anything worth doing at all, is worth doing well!!   You can apply that to many things in your life.  Be truthful, be honest, industrious, loving and believing in God!  Thank you Betsy for your thoughtfulness to purchase this book.  A special thank you to Abbie for the hours she spent to ask me 207 pages of questions covering my 80 years (now 81)!  I’m sorry I couldn’t remember some things – just too long ago!!

I hope you all enjoy these tapes as much as Abbie and I did doing them.

Genealogical studies are important.  Each generation exists within the “strategic position of discarding or acting upon traditions from past and contemporary generations and deciding which values they wish to pass on to future generations.”
  These studies further color the actions of today, for what people do and think “will deeply mark their own lives, the lives of those closest to them, and, directly or indirectly, many others.”
  Families are born into generations.  Just what is this elusive concept?  Generations are “cohorts or thousands of persons who share similar, but not identical, experiences because they are born, live, and die within a common historical period.”
  
Thus the historical context is vital to an understanding of a particular generation, for “their times provide common points of reference and are central to their lives.”
  Context colors the thoughts, actions, decisions, motives, and character of individuals: “To see our families in a historical context increases our understanding and appreciation of their struggles and successes, and it promotes a measure of objectivity that can help in facing life.”
  Indeed, family history is the “marriage between history and genealogy” and includes “demography, geography, psychology, sociology, and literature.”
  More than the statistics, the historical data, the economic and psychological influences must be taken into account: “We must know more than just names, dates, places, and relationships.  We must know them (the people involved) and what they experienced.”
  Genealogists must look “beyond the vital statistics to a new world of understanding, both of your ancestors and of yourself…there is little point in digging up an ancestor if you aren’t going to make him live.”
  

 Genealogy, or connection to past and future, is vital in an age of isolation, little interest in the years gone by, and “no need to be committed to one community.”
  Modern humanity detaches the present from the past and the future: the past is irrelevant, and “the future, too, is dismissed as too vague, too far off, and too uncertain to motivate serious study.”
  Rather than a product of the present by “understanding one’s self, one’s associates, and one’s potential life partners,” families are “woven out of the social fabric of the past and living generations cannot escape that influence.”
  Yet this is not tradition for its own sake.  Traditions must be evaluated before passed on, for “past traditions have both positive and negative effects upon present family life.”
  Indeed, we are indebted to the past for “originating and developing ways and means for men, women, and children to live together in some familial way.”
  Furthermore, there is a need to establish continuity with past and future generations in the sharing of “values [that] will determine if they can live together harmoniously or in dissent.”
  In the end, “families will endure because within them generations draw closer and sustain life itself.”
 
To this end, the goal is to realize Malachi 4:6: “And He shall turn the heart of the fathers to the children, and the heart of the children to their fathers.”
  The story of my grandmother is a means to the end of the illustration of a deep human need: generational connection.  Yet after the connection is made, the knowledge must be communicated: “It is important that you share your genealogical findings so that they are not forgotten to discarded.”
  Though “our country thrives on political and historical amnesia,”
 yet there is a cure.  Remember that “your family members…played significant roles in shaping our country.” 
  There is hope for regeneration, renewal, and reconnection: “In our search for meaning and wisdom, it is out communities and families that sustain us, that lift us up when we need help.”
  
What relevance is there in the life of my grandmother?  How are her anecdotal observations and reflections relevant to and connected with larger, global conclusions?  Personally, the morals and virtues of her life teach her family what it means to live virtuously.  There is such great value in the study of one’s ancestors.  It is important to keep alive the traditions and histories not only of civilizations but within families as well.  It is my hope that this thesis will encourage others to delve into personal family histories and extract the meaningful from the seemingly mundane.  Also, I hope that my grandmother’s life and character will serve as an encouragement to those who wonder what great good is left to us post-modern Americans.  She looked to the future while drawing strength from the past.  As my grandmother’s life exhibited, true beauty comes from within.  My grandfather called her “Queen” for good reason: she was a Queen in the fullest and most transcendental sense.  Pure love, manifested in a single life, inspires an anamnesis of what it means to be human.  
“Think not that the nobilitie of your Ancestors doth free you to doe all that you list, contrarywise, it bindeth you more to followe virtue.”
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