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This story is dedicated to my traveling buddies,
Dr. Meri Shadley and Melody Jones Richardson.
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books as well as National Geographic, I always knew I would
someday have to go to those distant lands. Although we were not
a family with great monetary wealth, this was never an obstacle
when it came to my interest in seeing new places and living in
foreign lands. As the account unfolded, I couldn’t help but think
about the terrific experience I had with my two girlfriends. These
amazing women are exceptionally beautiful, gifted, and
accomplished. We have always stayed in contact, and I treasure
their friendship to this day.
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Introduction

After living in the Midwest most of my fifty-plus years, I
moved to the beautiful northwest state of Washington. My son
and his wife lived in the Seattle area, and they were expecting my
first grandchild. Despite the fact that I left my friends in Colorado
by choice, it was no less difficult making new friends in the town
in which I was residing.
After settling in and finding a job, I seemed to have more time
on my hands than usual. To help make the depressing, gloomy
winter months go by more quickly, I started writing a story about
one of the most memorable summers I ever experienced.
In the summer of 1969, I spent three months in Europe with
two girlfriends. One of my long-term goals was to write a book
about this trip when I had more time. The time had arrived. While
unpacking boxes, I came across a diary I kept during that summer.
Complete with dates and places, as well as names and addresses
of the people I met, it became my main source of reference. I
hope my readers find this narrative as entertaining and enjoyable
as it was for me.
While reading through the account, I realized this experience
influenced many of my adult attitudes. The summer was full of
adventure, exploring, surprises, and brief romances. I was able to
relive that summer all over again. The names have not been
vii
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changed to protect anyone. I have not spoken to most of these
people in over forty years. My hope is that they don’t mind my
mentioning their names throughout this memoir.
Keep in mind that this is a true story of three young girls
(barely out of their teens) spending the summer in far-away
countries. It was the end of a decade when American women
were beginning to know and acquire freedoms that were not
previously available. The reins were unleashed. Most adolescent
girls who grew up in the fifties were either “good girls” or “bad
girls.” Female roles were restricted and defined. I was a product
of my culture at that time and committed to “saving myself for
marriage.” Having no desire to compromise those moral
boundaries, like many girls in the sixties, I just wanted to have
fun. So I took advantage of these newfound freedoms.
Not all girls who grew up in the sixties adopted the “free
love” mentality. My friends and I were not rebels. We were just
longing to enjoy the summer working and traveling in other
countries. None of us were street-wise, tough--girl types, but
neither were we timid and fragile. However, we were incredibly
naive. Adaptability was a trait we possessed and learning to
problem-solve, in some awkward and unfamiliar situations,
forced solutions as predicaments occurred.
Without being considered a prude, it was still important that I
be a virtuous woman. In fact, it was in 1969 that the Catholic
Church changed the status of Mary Magdalene, friend of Jesus,
from “prostitute” to the faithful follower she always was. Held in
fond esteem, she then became a beloved Apostle. It was never
mentioned in the Bible that Mary was a sinner prostitute. Most
stories only alluded to her “bad girl” image. She is one of my
preferred biblical characters.
There were a growing number of women in our country who
were outraged with the sexism and the exploitation of females.
Economic inequities between men and women were decried by
angry feminists. Both rebellious young women and housewives
alike were up in arms. My girlfriends and I were neither defiant
demonstrators nor protesters. We weren’t as interested in
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changing the world as much as we just wanted to see more of the
world. Peacefully.
Race riots, peace rallies, and political protests were occurring
in most parts of our country. The majority of the dissent was over
concerns and complaints about social justice, civil rights, and the
quality of life in America. Not wishing to escape from this turmoil
and change, I did yearn for some time away. Writing term papers,
and studying and cramming for college exams could be overwhelming. Ready to explore another continent, I was all set to live
in a different culture.
I will take you on an extended tour that lasted three months.
We worked in several countries with complaints that were
justified from our perspective as immature, foreign employees. I
am not insinuating that our employers were in any way unjust to
Americans. Keeping a daily record in my diary, I noted the places
we traveled to and what we saw. The sites I found captivating and
interesting may not have been the same for my wanderlust
friends. Describing what I recalled to the best of my recollection
was not always easy. The journal reminded me of activities and
places that were fairly vivid in my mind, but many of the day’s
events were completely forgotten. Nearly forty years had passed,
as well as some memories. We do remember what we want to.
The sixties was a time when it was still relatively safe for girls
to hitchhike throughout Europe, without fears of being molested.
Computers were rare and cell phones did not even exist. Long
distance calls were expensive and infrequent. Making calls to
family and friends by telephone was exceedingly impractical. It
wasn’t even possible to dial up a phone directly overseas without
the assistance of an operator. However, limited access to
technology, money, and resources did not hinder my motivation
or persistence.
Some of my encounters were hilarious and inconceivable. The
stories I describe are not made up or exaggerated. We looked
forward to every new day in anticipation of what was in store for
exploring and seeing. There were a few romantic interludes and
always the most extraordinary scenery. Discovering only a
fraction of everything there was to see and do, we made our best
ix
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efforts to cover as much territory as possible. Most days were full
of fun and excitement; some days would be stressful and tedious.
No day was ever boring. They were the best days of my life!
Forty years later, I sit pecking away at my laptop computer,
sharing this incredible story with any interested readers. So sit
back, relax, and enjoy this short chronicle of a summer in ’69.
You will follow the trails of three vivacious, young women as
they worked and played in the streets, through the towns, over the
mountains, and on the beaches of Western Europe.
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A Summer in ’69

While the nation was still divided over the Vietnam conflict,
with peace marches and racial protests going on in most of the
country, two of my girlfriends and I were preparing to leave on a
life-changing journey. For three long months, we intended to
work our way through Europe and experience the sights and
sounds of foreign travel. I couldn’t think of any better way to
spend a summer break from studying than to explore my
European roots and maybe some European men.
Traveling throughout Europe had been suggested the previous
summer while I was working at a mountain lodge in Estes Park,
Colorado. My roommate, Nancy Moore, thought it would be fun
to work together the following summer and go abroad. Going
overseas was a vacation I thought you took after retirement.
Returning to our respective colleges, we both completed another
year of school.
My parents didn’t object to my leaving the country, but our
family was not well-off. To make the trip affordable, I secured a
part-time evening job while going to classes during the day.
Through a student exchange program, Nancy and I were fortunate
enough to get positions in Germany. Having jobs waiting with
room and board was just the security we needed. I started
packing!
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Since I would be living and working in Germany, I thought it
might be a good idea to take Beginning German 101 to get a
grasp of the language. Conversational German to order food,
shopping, and asking directions were what I needed to learn. I
assumed that once I lived in Germany, picking up the language
would not be a problem. Nothing could have been further from
the truth. Some people have an ear for learning another language.
I struggled. Mastering a foreign language was easier said than
done. Needless to say, it was not one of my better grades for the
semester.
As the spring term came to an end, I couldn't have been more
excited. The hectic year with classes, working, and making travel
plans were complete. Everything was falling into place and I was
anxious to leave. Then I received an unanticipated call from
Nancy. She informed me of her engagement. Unfortunately, she
would have to cancel her summer plans. Expressing remorse and
disappointment, she apologized for the sudden change of heart.
Hanging up the telephone in a state of shock, I could hardly
believe what I’d heard. After all, the trip was her inspiration. Her
marriage to Stan in Wichita, Kansas, went on in spite of me and
without my physical presence.
The setback was short lived. Informing a few of my friends
about the cancellation of my travel partner, I immediately
received an offer from one of my roommates. She would love to
go, if she could scrounge up enough cash. Receiving a call from a
close childhood friend, she too wanted to go. Having two travel
companions could pose a potential problem. There were only two
housekeeping jobs.
Although neither of these girls knew each other, they were
close friends of mine. How could I pick one over the other to travel
with me to Europe? The employment confirmations were in
Frankfurt, Germany, at the Steigenberger Airport Hotel. Nonetheless, if they were willing to take a chance that we could get a
third offer after arriving in Germany, I would cherish having them
travel with me. So, the two-some became a three-some and we
made final plans for departure.
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Booking the same exact flights was not possible. Icelandic
Airlines had the most economical fare. A round-trip ticket cost
$369.25, which included a stop overnight in the country of
Iceland. Last-minute flight arrangements were finalized; we were
determined to make this happen.
Meri Shadley, my Tri-Sigma sorority sister, couldn’t get a
ticket on the Icelandic flight with the overnighter. Melody Jones,
a childhood friend, was able to get a layover flight leaving shortly
thereafter. Even with all the finagling, one thing was for sure: I
wouldn't be going alone. After required photos were taken,
passports ordered, booster shots updated, and the letters of two
job appointments, as soon as finals were done, we were headed
for an unimaginable passage.
A few months before taking off, I ran into a friend I’d known
since junior high school. Mark Beverage was the first boy I ever
kissed, on a 4-H hay ride when I was about twelve years old. He
was a World War II military buff and especially interested in Nazi
Germany relics. While we chatted, I told him of my plans to work
in Germany for the summer. He proceeded to inform me that he
was going to Germany on a work study. What a coincidence! We
just happened to be flying on the exact same flight, leaving from
John F. Kennedy Airport, on May the thirtieth. What a twist of
fate! Giddily, we continued to discuss securing a ride together to
New York City.
On the weekend before I left, my family and friends surprised
me with a small going-away party. I went out to dinner with a guy
I’d been casually dating. David was a year younger and a friend
of one of my brothers. Planning to finish college, I wanted to
work a few years before getting involved in a serious relationship.
Still, David and I enjoyed each other’s company, and we had
some really fun times together.
Not suspicious of his taking me out, when we arrived back at
my house, several of my closest buddies were there to bid me
farewell. The bittersweet gala caused some anxiety and hesitation.
I'd planned, saved, organized, and worked for this trip for almost a
year. My longing to leave was becoming a reality, but I was
having second thoughts. Thinking about the length of time I'd be
3
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away from family and friends was distressing. Will there always
be such ambiguity in life? I wondered.
I posted a “Ride Wanted” note in the student union building at
the school that Mark and I attended. Sharing rides with fellow
students to help with gas expenses was common practice in those
days. Credit cards were not readily available to undergraduates,
and none of our parents had money. A student by the name of
Dick Wade answered the appeal to leave Springfield, Missouri,
on May the twenty-eighth. Dick had a midday final and couldn’t
get away until the afternoon. Mark and I ate lunch and,
eventually, we all headed east to New York on Route 66.
***
The heat and humidity of summer surrounded the old, dirty,
worn-out car with no airconditioner. Taking turns at the wheel,
we drove through the night. Upon reaching the Pennsylvania
Turnpike, Dick’s car was denied access because of a defective
tire. This poor, pathetic guy was not prepared; he had no spare tire
or any spare money. Reluctantly, I consented to buying him a
used tire for everyone’s sake.
In turn, I asked Dick to do me a favor and make a stop on the
way so I could visit my little brother. Bill joined the Navy to
escape the draft that year, and he was implicated in an automobile
accident. While healing from his minor injuries, he was admitted
to the United States Naval Hospital in Philadelphia. Dick was
more than obliging in honoring my simple request.
Bill was not hurt badly, but the infirmary was full of severely
wounded Vietnam War veterans. It broke my heart to see in real
life what we’d been hearing about on the news for way too long.
My brother walked with me as we visited some of the bed-ridden
men who’d lost arms and legs. He pushed the courageous heroes
in wheelchairs to their scheduled physical therapy sessions.
Seeing what most civilians were denied to see, I realized more
than ever that it was past time to end this bloody conflict. Earlier
in the month, President Richard Nixon appeared on television to
outline an eight-point peace plan. He called for the withdrawal of
most U.S. troops within the year.
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I kissed Bill good-bye, and we drove on to Douglas, New
York. The worst drive of my life was over and Mark and I were
elated to be out of that disgusting car. The pleasures and pains of
the first leg of the expedition concluded. After making a short
phone call, we left Dick behind.
A former Army cohort of my dad lived in Floral Park, New
York. I had met him a few years prior when my family took a
vacation to the World’s Fair. My father made previous arrangements
for his friend to pick me up once I arrived on Long Island. Mr.
Burke took Mark and me back to a home-cooked meal and a comfy
place to spend the night. After the twenty-hour drive, we were
exhausted. Their family was more than gracious and I was able to
get some much needed sleep.
The following morning, the teenage Burke children, Tricia
and Danny, accompanied us to the subway station. Meeting
Melody at a Manhattan hotel, she’d flown in the day before from
her home in Houston. Several years had passed since we’d seen
each other. While walking through Central Park, we were able to
catch up on news of family and friends. Hippies, dressed in
beaded jeans and gaudy embroidered shirts, were selling their
wares spread out on the grass for display. While still in my own
homeland, I was witnessing a sub-culture that was not familiar.
Some weird guy, stoned and crazed, offered to share his pot
with me. The Midwest was still relatively conservative compared
with this more liberal part of the nation. Smoking marijuana so
blatantly was not common practice. Politely declining his daring
but cordial offer, no way would I have accepted a hit from a
stranger off the streets of New York. Besides, I wasn’t ready to
ignore my traditional values. Although we lived in the same
country, I discovered what was the norm in the East was not the
norm in every region of our motherland. It was a new world out
there!
As the day came to an end, we left the Big Apple and headed
back to the Burkes’ for another hot meal. Later in the evening,
Mr. Burke drove his visitors to JFK airport for the long-awaited
exodus. Hugging and thanking our New York keeper, we
scattered off to catch the over-night flights. Meri flew in directly
5
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from Kansas City for her later connection. After checking luggage
and receiving boarding passes, we wandered the corridor for
several more hours. Talking and laughing incessantly, I could
sense the shared exhilaration we all felt. I was floating on a cloud!
Meri and Melody were meeting for the first time as I fretfully
awaited their approval of each other. Last-minute phone calls
were made to families before getting on the airplanes. Stopping a
passerby, I asked him to take a group picture. The man could only
speak Spanish. Amused by the exchange, I wasn’t even out of the
country and I was already encountering a language barrier.
Holding up my camera, he knew exactly what I wanted him to do.
I thanked him in Spanish.
The time arrived for Mark and me to depart. Melody would
leave within the hour and join us in Iceland. Meri was on a
different airline and would eventually catch up with us in the city
of Luxembourg. Shortly after ten o’clock, our flight lifted off.
Butterflies in my stomach were doing the jitter-bug. I'd never felt
such elation in my life. There was absolutely no way I would be
napping on the plane. Closing my eyes for an instant, I said a little
prayer for safe keeping. God speed!
I tried to make small talk with the newlywed couple sitting in
the next seat, who proudly announced they were on their
honeymoon. As we talked, it didn’t take long to realize my oldest
brother, Chuck, attended Marine boot camp with the husband. My
excursion had only just begun and I was learning what a small
world it was in which we lived. Thoroughly enjoying the pleasant
conversation with this attractive young couple, certainly made the
time pass more quickly.
We arrived in Reykjavik, the capital city of Iceland, after a
noisy nine-hour flight. I’m not sure I could have slept even if I
wanted to. The plane was not a jet but one of the few prop
aircrafts making flights over the ocean. There was a four-hour
time difference. Tired but still wound up, Mark and I ate brunch at
the hotel while waiting for Mel’s later arrival.
After resting a bit, Melody and I took a bus tour offered
through the hotel. This islet country was unlike any place I had
ever seen. Iceland is the second largest island in Europe.
6
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Renowned as the smokeless city, (and I don’t mean cigarettes)
Reykjavik is the only city in the whole world heated with natural
hot- water flowing from volcanic springs. Although the country is
close to the Arctic Circle, the average temperature during the
coldest month of January is 30 degrees. Of the 200,000 people
who lived in Iceland, about 80,000 of them resided in the great
city of Reykjavik.
If there were houses on the moon, this place was probably as
close to what I would imagine them to appear. With no visible
trees, flowers, or grass, the outside views looked cold and
desolate. The summer temperatures averaged around a “balmy”
52 degrees. My lightweight jacket felt good. Plenty of boldersized white rocks, geysers, and volcanic mountains were within
sight. Most buildings resembled large, gray containers randomly
stuck on the side of the hills. Some small goats were tramping
about. Even these hairy little creatures were similar in color to
their drab surroundings.
Fishing was the main source of revenue for the island’s
economy. The children learned to fish at young ages. It reminded
me of the first time I went fishing with my grandfather when I
was only five years old. The only catch of the day was a softshelled turtle. Needless to say, my first attempt at fishing was not
a success. It’s a good thing early failures don’t define a person.
The tour guide let his riders know that Iceland has the oldest
parliament in existence. He went on to say that in June 1944, the
country became an independent republic and was later admitted to
the United Nations. This certainly was more information than
Melody and I cared to know.
On the bus tour were three American guys traveling with a
group of hearing-impaired tourists. Sign language was not a skill I
ever acquired, but it may have been much easier to learn than
German. Harvey, Dave, and Bernie were accomplished lip
readers, and amazingly enough I could talk to them. They would
carefully watch our lips and the discussion flowed smoothly. The
tour guide lost my undivided attention. A young boy, sitting
nearby, joined in the conversations.
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Arinbjorn Por Palmason, a twelve-year-old Icelandic student,
spoke comprehensible English. He learned his very limited
English vocabulary while watching British TV programs. As we
chatted, he timidly asked me why my smile made him feel so
good. Smiling again, flattered by his sweet, engaging remark, I
blushingly thanked him for the compliment. Not sure what else to
say to him, I certainly knew my smile would not be the last smile
to ever make this young schoolboy feel so good. It didn’t take
long to realize the people I met along the way would be just as
important as the places. I looked forward to making new contacts
and taking advantage of my eye-catching smile. My smile would
become my best and most influential asset, opening many doors
while I traveled.
A variety of bizarre kinds of seafood were served at the hotel
restaurant buffet-style dinner. Never in my life had I eaten such an
assortment of fish and shellfish recipes. Melody and I sampled
shark, squid, whale, smoked puffin, and many other ocean-fed
creatures. Most of the morsels tasted scrumptious, but some of the
sea urchins were absolutely dreadful.
Growing up in Middle America in the fifties and sixties
provided few opportunities for seafood dishes. I was Catholic and
used to eating lake water fish, but not fresh water catches. With
no seas or oceans close by, seafood was unheard of at most
hometown restaurants. Salmon and other fish caught off the
coastal waterways were hard to find in Southern Missouri.
Transporting frozen fish and seafood across state lines was not
widespread during the middle of the century.
After dinner, Melody and I joined some U.S. Navy officials
for a drink in the bar. One of the officers was actually the brother
of a boy I knew from high school. Hearing he was stationed in
Iceland, I made a family contact before leaving the states, hoping
to meet him. Officer George Donegan Jr. had flowers and fruit
sent to our hotel room. He prearranged a meeting place later in the
evening and brought his wife, Stephanie. While visiting this
moderately unknown and remote country, we were warmly
welcomed by the thoughtfulness of these relative strangers.
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Ending up on the dance floor, we danced into the early
daybreak hours. The young Icelanders were a rude bunch of
dancers! They kept running into each other and shoving us and
their partners. Melody was offended by their inconsiderate actions
and behavior. This new way of dancing was certainly strange as I
noticed this subtle but definite cultural difference. Mark was
watching from the side, hanging out with a guy he met from
Sweden. Hakan Friberg introduced himself and invited Mel and
me to visit him in Stockholm. By three in the morning, I grew
weary of the discourteous bar scene. We had no idea how late it
was, as daylight loomed outside. Going to bed before dark, even
though the time was way after midnight, felt extremely odd.
***
Sleeping only a few hours, we hastily ate breakfast rolls and
fruit and drank juice in the room. Rushing to catch the airport
shuttle, I tried hard to look halfway presentable for the rest of the
travel day. While waiting to board the plane, tired and hung over,
Melody and I discussed this eccentric place. Neither of us ever
cared to revisit this desolate unwelcoming countryside. Settling
into my airbus seat, I fumbled with the seatbelt, desperately trying
to get the buckle securely fastened. The pain of my throbbing
headache began to subside, when this simply gorgeous guy sat
down beside me.
Bob Teslow, from Greeley, Colorado, was also headed to
Germany. He had just graduated from college and planned to
hitchhike and travel in Europe. As we talked and exchanged
stories, I found myself feeling sorry for his despondent family
life. Trying to be a good listener, my slightly analytical mind
surmised he was trying to escape from some pain and searching
for his happiness. Traveling alone would never be an option for
me, but I admired his bravery. I’m sure others felt admiration for
my gutsy endeavor as well. Perhaps I was searching for
something more in life too. After all, isn’t part of the growing-up
process trying to figure out what we want to do with our lives?
My impulsive risk taking would also lead me to some answers
concerning my own future.
9
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Gazing out the window of the plane, I could see at last we
were flying over land. The massive Atlantic Ocean was behind us
and below were hundreds of years of history coming into view. I
was getting that funny feeling again in the pit of my stomach as I
watched the aged buildings move closer to my view. Here is
where I would spend the next three months of my life. I wanted to
learn as much as I possibly could while roaming these countries
where countless well-known people lived before. Their historic
legacies paved the roads ahead for my companions and me to
discover and explore. Barely able to hide my enthusiasm, I
couldn’t stop smiling.
Travel was such a classic way to learn about life. The planet
was getting smaller. Several of my friends were envious of my
going abroad. I don’t think I realized at the time what a gift I was
receiving. The opportunity presented itself and I took advantage
of what I thought anyone would do. Was I a free spirit? I think
not! Looking for an exceptional summer, I had the fortitude, and
the audacity, to make it all happen. My brothers would disagree
and tell you I was just spoiled.
It was nice having Bob to talk to since Melody slept the entire
time. As the airplane landed, I wished him the best of luck.
Hitchhiking would be risky business! Watching him walk away, I
secretly hoped I would see him again. Wouldn’t it be fun to run
into him somewhere in Europe? I thought.
Already deciding my trip was going to be the best, I had no
idea there would be so many unusual challenges to face and
overcome. Craving new adventure, my optimistic attitude allowed
me to reach past the unknown. A close friend once accused me of
having “gypsy blood.” Excited, and maybe a little worried, I
could hardly wait to get going. Life didn’t get any better than this!

10

Chapter 1
—
Sunday, June 1

Arriving in Luxembourg early evening, Meri was nowhere to
be found. She had tried to notify us at the airport, but somehow
we missed the page. Going on to the train station, we hoped to
find her there. I was concerned. Culture-shocked, by the
unfamiliar surroundings and lifestyle, I shuffled about, half dazed.
Melody was irritable, totally annoyed at her futile attempts at
dialing the telephone. I calmly listened to her ranting and raving.
Tired and cranky from jet lag, we crossed the street from the
train station to check in at the Grand Hotel International. To make
matters even worse, after signing the guest register, I turned
around to pick up my two suitcases and one of them was gone.
Franticly, I searched the entire lobby area thinking I would spot
the thief with my turquoise Samsonite. Then I panicked and
wanted to scream. Now what? How could I survive in Europe for
three long months with hardly any money and no clothes? “Thank
God,” I whispered. “At least I still have my make-up and hair
rollers in my overnight case.”
I learned fairly quickly what the term “travel light” was all
about. Just the previous week, my mom and I had gone shopping
11
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for some brand new outfits. Not only would I never see my
newest garments again, I hadn’t even worn most of them. Upstairs
in the room, trying to hold back my tears, I plopped down on the
bed. I was feeling sorry for myself, and I got absolutely no
sympathy from my comrade, Mark, who shouted and said he
trusted this would teach me to be more attentive.
Despite the harsh truth of his words, Mark offered to call the
police and report my loss. His German language skills were
superior to mine and I welcomed his help with my dilemma. As I
was in the midst of my despair, suddenly it dawned on me it was
Sunday and I had missed Mass. Caught in the guilt of Catholicschool upbringing, I was forced to confront this regrettable
situation. There was absolutely nothing I could do to alter what
had just happened. I couldn’t let these small inconveniences ruin
the rest of my summer. I had to put it behind me and get over it.
The next morning Melody and I decided to go shopping. I
needed to buy some new underwear. Peering out the second-story
window to inspect the weather conditions outside, I glanced down
toward the train station. What a welcome sight! There was lost
little Meri, gawking about, while meandering on the sidewalk. I
started yelling her name over and over until she looked up to meet
my waving hands. Eventually we would have connected at the
station, buying tickets to our next destination, but I was extremely
happy to see that she was alive and well. My prayers were
answered.
Hardly sleeping the night before, I worried about Meri and
wondered if she were safe. It turned out that she was okay, and
standing close beside her was one fine-looking young man. He
was tall, dark, and handsome. Learning he was from Argentina,
Meri had met him the preceding evening. Arnaldo Rinlaldi was
roving the region. His English was almost perfect.
Most of the foreigners we met could articulate quite well in
English. Meri had taken French classes, and Melody and I both
had Spanish in high school. Exchanging addresses and work
information, Arnaldo planned to make a stopover in Germany
before the end of the month.
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The first thing we had to do was exchange currency before
running errands. I bought a youth hostel card, which allowed
discounts on certain room rentals, and then we purchased train
tickets to Paris. Melody left that afternoon. She was spending one
night with some people she worked with in Houston who were
vacationing in France. Meri and I would leave the next day to join
her. Mark headed to Hildesheim, Germany, to advance his
language studies. He teased me about not liking beer since I
would be spending my summer in a country that is best known for
its ale. We talked about getting together again during the summer,
but that was the last time I ever saw Mark.
Meri and I set out to see a few attractions. Luxembourg is the
capital of the Grand Duchy and over a thousand years old. The
country is trilingual, speaking Luxembourgish, German, and
French. We did hear several languages spoken as we walked the
streets. Allegedly, this older municipality is the “land of haunted
castles.”
We wandered into Saint Michael’s Church, where the wooden
panels in the entryway boasted elaborate paintings. Ornate
frescoes of early saints and religious figures covered the walls.
This was the first of many, many more ancient and glorious
churches we would see throughout the summer.
Returning to the lodge after a long day of sight-seeing, as we
entered the foyer, Meri set her travel case in a chair. She had just
turned away when it was stolen right out from under her nose.
This time we caused a scene at the front desk. The staff was not
amused at our upsetting drama, though. We were mad and feeling
violated as guests in a hotel that was frequented by thieves! Once
again, authorities were called, drawing attention to this
establishment and the robberies taking place. In Meri’s shoulder
bag were some books, her return airline ticket, and traveler’s
checks. She had to immediately reinstate her lost currency. For
such a small country, it sure had a major crime problem. The
charm and allure were rapidly losing appeal. We were ready to
get the heck out.
***
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What a nightmare the first few days had been, and our stay
wasn’t over yet. After packing and eating breakfast, we hurried to
the train station through drizzly rain. While sitting in the noisy
waiting room, unable to hear the Paris departure announcement,
we missed the coach to France. It would be five long hours before
the next train to Paris. Cashing in our tickets, we decided to wing
it. Meri observed young people hitchhiking, both guys and gals,
and thought we should give it a whirl. Besides, there was no way
we were staying five more hours in that criminal place. It didn’t
take long to get a ride. The rain may have helped our case, but I’m
sure it had more to do with our sex. Maybe we just got lucky?
Whatever the reason, we were truly grateful for the two youthful
U.S. Air Force men who took pity and stopped their miniature
European automobile for us.
Stuffed in a white Triumph like sardines, Dave Lynch and
Rick Wolf offered to drive the way to Paris. They were stationed
in Hunsruck, Germany, and on leave for a few days. We invited
them to join our Paris tour. How could they not accept?
Approaching the metropolitan area, the traffic turned absolutely
horrific. Driving through a round-about for the first time was a
harrowing experience. The circle was six to eight lanes deep with
drivers honking their horns and making obscene hand gestures. I
wasn’t even driving, but I was a nervous wreck just navigating.
As expected, we had trouble finding the hotel where Melody
was staying. In the vicinity was Hotel Telst, which advertised its
three-dollar rooms for a night. What a deal! Around the corner
was the illustrious Arc De Triomphe. This monument honored
those who fought for France in wars. Beneath the arch is the tomb
of their unknown soldier from WW I. After check-in, we went to
eat at an old-world French restaurant. The menu wasn’t in English
and I ordered something I was not expecting. It looked like raw
strips of bacon laid over various salad greens. Big mistake!
By the time we finished eating, the day had gotten away from
us. In the cozy ambiance of the hotel room, Mel and I talked
about childhood outings. Our fathers worked for the same
company in Oklahoma, and we met as little girls. Living in Tulsa
since birth, my dad was transferred after I finished kindergarten.
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Melody grew up in Muskogee and we got together over summer
vacations. Before going to sleep, Melody confided she and her
boyfriend were questioning whether to continue their relationship.
She had to get away to think about their future togetherness.
Trying to empathize, I fully agreed that the temporary separation
would help with her decision making. Meri also offered some
sound advice. Counseling sessions among friends was cheap
therapy!
Discussing the trip goals, we wanted to see and do as much as
we could fit into the summer. Melody was okay with whatever we
decided in travel plans. She was along for the diversion and
trusted any decisions made in the itinerary. A silver guide booklet
filled with information would become a bible as we continually
checked out places of interest and things to do. The pamphlet
noted historic landmarks, hotels, shops, restaurants, and seasonal
events in the well-known cities.
Without hesitation, we girls were frequently recognized as
North American tourists. Maybe it was our more western dress
apparel, compared to the tightly worn European attire. Who
knew? Wearing our in style miniskirts did cause some heads to
turn. The three of us gals were about the same size in weight and
height: five feet plus a few inches with various shades and lengths
of long, blond hair. Looking enough alike, we probably could
have passed for sisters. Fortunately for me, we could wear each
other’s clothes. Good friends come in handy during times of
undress.
Meri was knowledgeable about France, learning most of this
information in her language class. Paris, the capital and largest
city in the country, is like no other. I’d heard about Paris all my
life and I was totally thrilled to be in the notorious city. Numerous
historic buildings lined the grand boulevards. In this world center
of art and culture were many museums, theaters, shops, and cafés.
We quickly learned one new Franc equaled twenty cents and the
hotels and restaurants customarily added a service charge to most
billings. Constantly calculating prices in our heads, we tallied the
checks and split the costs three ways. No gourmet meals were
allowed on our limited budget.
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Looking ahead and thinking about stretching funds over the
long summer, Meri was rather frugal, I was very practical, and
Melody was the carefree spender. There was nothing we could
afford to buy in those pricey boutiques and exclusive shops.
However, limited resources didn’t stop our looking. We’d enjoy
as much as possible in this thoroughly seductive city. After all, we
were in Paris!
The following morning, Rick, Meri, and I ventured out to the
Left Bank. We were hunting for a place to stay that was more
student-friendly. It took forever to find a discounted hotel on Saint
Michelle Boulevard. Rick dropped us off and went back for
Melody and Dave and the rest of the gear. Compact vehicles were
not the most convenient for five adult travelers. The morning
faded fast, as our walking tour eventually materialized. We were
in the midst of their artistic heritage.
In the heart of the city along the River Seine was the twelfthcentury Notre Dame Cathedral. This miraculous old church,
dedicated to “Our Lady,” was one of the first Gothic cathedrals.
The extremely high walls supported the raised ceilings.
Continuing through the very formal Tuileries Garden Park, we
passed Rue de la Paix, one of the high-priced shopping districts.
Gazing up at the Saint-Jacques decorated tower monument, we
entered the divine Church of Sainte-Chapelle and marveled at the
kaleidoscope of the many beautiful stained-glass windows. The
multicolored panes covered most of the interior wall. Eventually
we found our way to the Palais du Louvre Museum, located on
the Right Bank of the River Seine. It was an absolute whirlwind
of a morning. The guys had to run off, duty calling them back to
the barracks. We owed them a debt of gratitude for patiently
accommodating the needs of three scattered females with too
much stuff.
The Louvre is a central landmark in Paris and the world’s most
visited art museum. This historic shrine holds a collection of more
than thirty-thousand objects. There was a remarkable assortment of
artifacts, from the prehistoric period to the nineteenth century. This
showplace of art included ancient Egyptian, Etruscan, Greek, and
Roman relics. Hand-carved statues, enamels, ceramics, and jewels
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filled the various departments as we hurried to the hall of oil prints
and drawings.
We inspected countless over-studied paintings, too many to
mention in this text. But everyone’s favorite was Leonardo da
Vinci’s critically acclaimed, the elegant Mona Lisa, with her
mysterious smile. We paced leisurely through the halls, reading
the artists’ names under each piece. The lives of these men were
as intriguing as their work. If the paint and marble could talk, I
can’t imagine the priceless stories we might have heard. Sadly,
some of these artists’ lives we know nothing about.
***
After a few Kodak moments, and stopping for a late lunch at
an outdoor cafe, the afternoon began with a stroll through the
Latin Quarter. This selective, artsy district near the Sorbonne
University includes many bistros and restaurants. Typically,
students in Bohemian attire gathered around. In close proximity
was the original Bastille, the prison where the French Revolution
began in 1789. Everywhere we looked were exceptional
flowering gardens and flowing fountains. We spent hours
inspecting the novel books, amateur prints, and artists.
Two men from North Africa were kind enough to show us the
way to the University of Paris. Along the avenue was a tall,
tower-like fountain. The unusual monument was in memory of
the many battles fought for France during their wars. Several of
Napoleon’s victories were noted. Napoleon Bonaparte was
considered the greatest military and political leader of modern
times. This influential man controlled most of Europe in the early
1800s. After the French Revolution, the supreme commander died
in exile when he was only fifty-one years old.
With sunset imminent, we were restless to see the most
stirring landmark in the romantic city. Stepping off the Metro, I
immediately saw the Eiffel Tower in all of its grandeur. Wow!
Built in 1889 for the Paris Exhibition, the tower is over a
thousand feet tall with three levels to see the views. This iron
formation is the tallest building in Paris and named after the
designer engineer. The construction was magnificent and the
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sparkle of the dazzling lights illuminated the dark sky. I couldn’t
get over the large numbers of tourists and spectators milling
around. It was marvelous!
We met a darling French boy on the Metro named Alain Cruz,
who offered to show us to the plaza. He was about ten or so and
his English was limited. This didn’t stop him from hanging out,
with three older women. Several more inquisitive men came
around. Most could not speak any English so I’d smile and shrug
my shoulders. Meri tried to utter a few greetings in French. Our
efforts became laughable and we chuckled at the botched attempts
talking to one another. What a memorable day in the world’s
much-loved city, I thought, as I sat mesmerized by the glittery
glow surrounding me.
Viewing Paris after dark made a late night out and prevented
an early start to our last tour day. A rather strange thing happened
on the way to the Metro. As we walked down the sidewalk, a
peculiar-looking man stopped in our path, passing out coupons for
a free visit to his health and beauty clinic. He claimed to be doing
research on a treatment for the reduction of fat cells. That
certainly sparked our interest! Like most younger women, we
believed you could never be too rich or too thin. He offered a
quick demonstration if we had ten minutes to spare. Sure!
Gullible by nature and innocent in age, we eagerly followed
this squatty, chubby man to his office. As we climbed the back
stairs of an old, dilapidated building, I was starting to have doubts
about his so-called “miracle claim.” Was this guy for real or were
we being taken for fools? Mel had recently gained weight and
volunteered to be the first guinea pig. She willingly stepped up on
the exam table as the witch doctor took a hand full of white cream
from a jar and rubbed it on her upper thighs. Now I was
convinced he was some sort of quack and we’d fallen for his
bogus trick. Leaving abruptly, we dashed down the staircase,
giggling all the way to the street. Boy, were we embarrassed! And
yes, we were fools, falling hook, line, and sinker for such a
ludicrous story.
Searching for the train station, we needed to buy tickets to
Germany. A summer Eurail pass cost one-hundred dollars. We
18

Chapter 1 — Sunday, June 1

discussed how easy it was to get rides as well as the money we
would save. Meri suggested forgetting the pass and continue to
hitchhike. Besides, we would miss out on some local cultural
neighborhoods if we stayed on the train. With the extra cash
saved, we made a beeline to the outdoor flea market to do a little
barter shopping.
While inspecting the bargains, two distinguished-looking
middle-aged Englishmen walked over to talk and offered to buy
our lunch. These smartly attired gentlemen seemed nice enough,
so we consented. Over a glass of wine with tomato bisque and
fresh vegetable salads, these men proceeded to divulge more
French history than I could possibly absorb.
The lessons were enlightening and Meri was benefiting from
the reviews. Melody, on the other hand, was yawning with
boredom. After a few glasses of wine she’d get fairly silly and
flirtatious. The merlot made Meri even chattier. Trying to pay
polite attention, my mind was fading fast. After one glass of wine
I was transformed into complete relaxation. In my tranquility,
glancing around the table, I realized the drinks had made
everyone happy. Cheers to red, red wine!
After lunch, the men offered to reveal some out-of-the-way
places. Meri quickly accepted, approving of these well-versed
guides. John and Roger lead the way to Basilica du Sacre Coeur at
Montmartre. Towering high on a hill was a massive Catholic
Church of Romano-Byzantine architecture. Gothic cathedrals and
Romanesque-style churches of the Renaissance period ruled these
territories. As night descended, the City of Lights became bright
with all the glitz and Ritz.
Once again, these generous men indulged us with an extended
meal in a classy French cuisine restaurant. While eating, I enjoyed
listening to the pair, gaining knowledge from their vast
experiences. As we finished off dessert, the educated duo
recommended seeing the opera-ballet. Opera wasn’t especially
my style of music, but in Paris, opera would most fittingly
conclude the sensational day. Leaving the restaurant, we took a
taxi to the Palais Garnier opera house. The Opéra de Paris was the
most decorative theatrical structure I’d ever seen. Even the
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chandeliers were enchantingly ornamental. Everything was
exceptional and the evening extravaganza would not have been
possible without the generosity of our sophisticated escorts. What
a magical night!
Booking a bus tour from the hotel, we traveled to Versailles
the following day. On the ten-mile trip outside of town, the coach
passed Concord Square, where during the French Revolution, a
guillotine was erected. Along with many others, Queen Marie
Antoinette lost her head there in front of cheering crowds. We
passed by another impressive point of interest: A memorial of
Joan of Arc on a golden horse was in Palace des Pyramides.
Sitting next to me was an intriguing man from Lebanon. Albert
Ghazelian from Beirut let me know he worked for MercedesBenz in his own country.
The Palace was like a fairy tale castle, built in the fifteenth
century during the celebrated reign of Louis the XIV. This large
building and decorations were his greatest architectural
undertaking. Enjoyed by many kings and queens, this brilliant
fortress, with the ceilings and walls covered by incredible
paintings, was definitely fitting for the royalty that once lived
there. The most popular room, inspired by King Louis XIV, was
the lavish Galerie des Glaces or the Hall of Mirrors. We stood in
the corridor where the time-honored Versailles Treaty was signed
after World War I.
The community of Versailles was used as a model for the
building of our own Washington, D.C. Outside in the gardens
were flowers of every variety in a multitude of radiant colors. The
landscape was in classic French garden style with meticulously
manicured lawns. Beautiful flowing water fountains were on
display and standing alone was the French Statue of Liberty. This
gift, from America, was given to France after the French gave the
Statue of Liberty to our country. The gardeners and caretakers
diligently worked as we soaked up the loveliness.
On the bus ride back to town, I stared out the window and felt
sad that our time in Paris was about over. The fashionable French
styles of clothes were beyond my means but worth the pleasure of
seeing what I used to view only in the magazines. Fashion, the
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universal language! I watched the women, prancing along the
footpath, in their striking textured fabrics and collection of trendy
prints. Shaken back to reality, we passed by an outdoor lavatory
situated on their sidewalk. Yuk!
Thinking back to my formative junior high school days, while
babysitting for the Marx family, after I put the kids to bed I’d
browse through Vogue and Harper’s Bazaar wish books. Most of
the outfits I would never wear, but I could daydream the hours
away, while waiting on the parents to return home. Looking at the
glamorous clothes and hair styles, I convinced myself the
designer wears were not fitting for my dumpy body. Most
professional models were nearly six feet tall. My fairly moderate
tastes were more down to earth. Thinking I was reserved and
boring, I often wished to be more daring.
Watching these foreign people and hearing their charming
accents was captivating, despite my feeling that most of the
French people were not friendly. A couple of times we had to ask
for directions and they acted as if they couldn’t understand.
Bonjour, we knew better!
Exploring this splendid city, we were able to sample a
smidgen of all the delights that the world had to offer. In Paris,
one could find the plain taste of a sweet piece of chocolate or
observe the delicate atmosphere of an expensive boutique. Paris
did excel, whether by the hand of nature or by the many talents
and creative works of their citizens. There was no scarcity of nicelooking men, and I was not opposed to looking at God’s creations.
European men seemed different, much less inhibited than the men
I knew back in America. Although I was extremely selfconscious, watching these men brought a smile to my face as I
thought about the remaining days of summer.
Getting up early to catch the morning train, there was a
misunderstanding at check-out. Consequently, we didn’t arrive at
the station in a timely manner. Another missed connection! This
train travel was becoming increasingly frustrating. However,
hitchhiking into Germany was not recommended by most
travelers. The Germans were more strict at the borders with
passport checks and screenings. We also heard it was against the
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law to hitchhike on the highways. We certainly didn’t want to
take any chances.
To pass time, before the afternoon train, we set out for an art
exhibit at the Petit Palace Hotel. Later we came across a building
containing museums and monuments relating to the military
history of France. Inside Les Invalides, we discovered the tomb of
Napoleon and the burial places of his other family members.
Under the brilliant dome in this complex structure is the elaborate
gravesite of this one-time emperor of the French. His outstanding
and celebrated rule lasted more than ten long years before his
defeat in Belgium at the Battle of Waterloo.
In the courtyard outside the building, a wedding was
commencing. Melody followed the crowds and the guests into the
church of Eglise du Dome. No one tried to stop our intrusion, or if
they did, we didn’t know. We proceeded to crash the wedding.
The marriage party included women in stylish satin gowns and
well-groomed men in black tuxes. Standing in the back of the
church as an uninvited guest, I listened to the familiar music while
I watched the couples parade down the aisle. The aroma of freshcut flowers and pungent perfumes filled the elegant chapel.
Disappointedly, we didn’t have time to stay for the reception and
champagne toast.
Missing another train, God forbid, wouldn’t be worth the free
cake and petit fours. Abruptly leaving the church, I said adieu to
France and merci for everything. We darted off once again to the
station. Quickly boarding the train, we had few minutes to spare.
The ride through Germany was lengthy and uneventful.
Sitting next to me was a young couple from Frankfurt. They tried
to be helpful in answering my numerous questions about the
town. After arriving, they pointed to where we caught the last bus
of the evening going to the hotel. By the time we reached
employee housing, all the doors were locked. At the hotel
registration desk, I presented my confirmation letter and we were
allowed to check into a guest room for the night.
I greeted the workers in German, and everyone spoke to me in
English. One of the staff told me the grammar-school children
were required to take seven years of English-language classes. As
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I tried practicing my new verbal skills, the guy at the front desk
asked me to speak English so he could understand me better.
After his rude comment, I asked myself why I bothered taking
that unspeakable German class. Oh, well, at least I would be able
to read street signs and order my meals in Deutsch, I thought. I
had to think positively! Expressing my appreciation, I said “danke
schoen” to the clerk and picked up my one suitcase. The bellman
offered no help as he pointed to the service elevator and said it
was mandatory for employees to use the back door.
The hotel, a noted four-star establishment, was situated next
to the Frankfurt am Main Airport and the American Rhein-Main
Air Base. The military base was used as the arrival and departure
facility for U.S. Army troops, so most of the guests were
Americans. This very large facility was so Americanized that it
was hard to tell we were in another country. In our large single
room were two double beds and a separate bathroom. However,
unlike in the States, there was a bidet in the restroom. Great for
washing dirty feet! It was certainly a step up from the cheap hotel
room we rented while staying in Paris. For a few days, at least, we
would be living in the lap of luxury.
Even the toilets flushed like the ones we were used to back
home. Almost every toilet we’d encountered had an unusual
flushing apparatus. Some restrooms had a chain you pulled from
the ceiling, while others had a button on the floor you pressed
with your foot. Some tanks had a knob directly on top that you
had to push. The toilet tissue was also an immeasurable
improvement compared with the rough, crepe-paper-textured rolls
in the Paris hotel. You get what you pay for!
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