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Edwin L Echelmeyer was born December 13, 1923.  This is his story, in his own words: 

My father was William Echelmeyer (1892-1960) and my mother was Margaret Gartland 

(1889-1981). My Grandfather, August (Gustof) Echelmeier, was 

born in Westphalia, Germany and my father, William (Echelmeyer), 

was the first Echelmeyer generation born in America.  He was born 

in St. Charles Missouri.   

So, I am part of the second-born generation in America, along with 

my 5 siblings (Bernice, William, Alvina, Lester, Loretta). We were 

literally born in the St. Louis, Missouri Calvary Cemetery. My father 

and grandfather were caretakers of the cemetery. This was a very 

labor-intensive job. All graves were dug 6-foot down shovel scoop 

by shovel scoop.  

Like many other people, times were tough, but our lives were full of adventures, living in 

a cemetery. I always said, “we were very poor…” compared to others, but you would not 

have known it. Life was so much simpler back then. 

While in the cemetery, we lived in what was the old Henry Clay Slave summer house. We 

did not have ice boxes back then, so we kept our ice under the house in a dug-out 

basement. I remember vividly going down under the house and seeing the slave chains 

still hanging on the support columns of the house.  

Milk was delivered with heavy cream on top which we would let set overnight. Then we 

would dip a cheese cloth into it and hang it up to drip. The drips would become cottage 

cheese. We raised our own chickens. I fondly remember our rooster. I had named her Pati 

and would tie a ribbon, that I found on a grave with flowers, around her neck and pretend 

she was my horse. I would tie her to a little cart, and she would pull it. I had a pet dog 

named Teddy and of course our parrot. I must have been in a lot of trouble with my mom 

because the only thing the parrot would scream was my full first name, “Edwinnnn”!  

In those days, Dad brewed his own German home-made beer and we had to syphon the 

beer through a hose and transfer it to the bottles without introducing a lot of oxygen in 

the process. Then we would cap all the bottles. Uncle Joe would sell the beer alongside 
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his farm vegetables. What was left we would take with us, along with a packed lunch and 

cruise the Mississippi on the Admiral.    

Fun memories included skating on the frozen ponds in the cemetery. We would nail bottle 

caps upside down on our shoes to walk on the ice and snow. Playing baseball/cork ball 

became my favorite past time. I could not wait to get home from school, do my chores, 

and then head out to play. We had a cork ball and bat.  We played mostly down by the 

horses stable and picked out which grave became which base. When the weather was 

bad or cold, we would go to the vacated Brown’s factory on Switzer Street and play inside. 

We had the whole warehouse to ourselves.  

We had no running water in the house, only a cistern that was filled by rainwater and 

where frogs loved to live. Of course, we had to pump the water and bring it to the house 

to boil for cooking or taking a bath. One bath water was drawn for us 6 kids. My sister 

Alvina had to be the first in the tub. Needless to say, us boys could get pretty dirty. A 

weekly bath along with a spoonful of cod liver oil is what kept us healthy.  

I remember one German heritage Christmas; my mom went to light the candles that were 

on the Christmas tree. The cotton around the tree, symbolizing snow, caught on fire. We 

had to run outside to pump the water and run back and forth several times to put the fire 

out.  As we were running in and out, I clearly remember that in the middle of the floor 

was an old baby carriage my sister use to play dolls with. My brother, Les and I must have 

run and jumped over that carriage, with a height of a track hurdle, 7-8 times. As we 

recalled this memory in later years as we always laughed because we could not figure out 

why we just did not move the carriage instead of jumping over it. More stupid then 

athletic.   

My grade school days at Mount Carmel in Baden were a little tough. I was well advanced 

in all my studies; I sang quite well (the sisters had me sing in the girls’ choir) and I was the 

only altar boy the priest wanted to serve Mass. These “goody two shoes” qualities only 

made me a target for bullying. One day I was being chased by the main bully. So, I had 

had enough, while running I put my arm with a firm fist behind me, stopped abruptly and 

the bully ran straight into my fist knocking kid out and 2 of his permanent teeth. The other 

kids dragged the bully to the water trough and poured water on him. Soon the Sisters 

(Nuns) appeared and of course, they wanted to know what was going on. The other kids 

immediately turned me in. I ended up in the principal’s office. She quietly listened to my 
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version and told me to get lost. She believed me and said the other guy deserved it. By 

the way he never bothered me again.  

Off to McBride High School (1937 – 1941), where I had a knack for numbers. I took Algebra 

in grade school which helped me breeze through 2 years of Algebra in High School.  My 

knack for numbers is why I ended up in Accounting and Administration of the office in the 

service. 

I was qualified in Football, Basketball, Softball, Tennis, Soccer and of course Baseball. 

When it came to Track, I had never tried it, but the Brother told me to just go out there 

and pace myself. He just wanted to see what I could do. So, vroooooom off I went. 

Running as fast as the wind, way ahead of everyone else. I thought I was doing really good 

because no one else was even close to me. But soon swoom … swoom… the others started 

passing me. I fell further and further behind. I thought for sure I was going die but at last 

I made it to the finish line. The Brother asked me what I thought I was doing … I said I was 

pacing myself. Obviously, I did not know what pacing yourself meant. I still qualified for 

track, but I had a lot to learn. Along with being a team member, I was captain of the 

baseball team for one year and I was a class officer for 3 years.  

We were taught by the Brothers of Mercy. By the end of my high school days the brothers 

and my parish priest thought for sure I would become a priest, but with the war in Europe 

things changed for everybody. My graduation class was 200+ and according to the 

McBride Alumni over 166 went into the service. In my senior yearbook my nickname was 

“The Baden Hick” since I was from the Baden area and from the wrong side of the railroad 

tracks.  

Unfortunately, WWII for the U.S. started December 7th, 1941 (six days before my 18th 

birthday) with the bombing of Pearl Harbor. I wanted to enlist immediately but my 

mother would not allow it. So, after high school I worked as an order checker at the 

International Shoe Company for about 5 months, earning $18.00 a week. From there I 

was a General Clerk for the American Car and Foundry Company, earning $28.00 a week.  

This manufacturing and office experience helped in my Administrative Assignment in the 

Army.  Before the draft age had been dropped to 18, I enlisted on my own. So, on October 

3, 1942, I enlisted the in Army and by November 3rd I was interviewed, and my intake was 

at Jefferson Barracks. We were given haircuts, a physical and a basic uniform with 

marching shoes. I wore a size 13 shoe and all they had was a size 10 shoe. So, they just 

had me keep my civilian shoes on at that point.  



4 
 

Upon arrival at Ft. Warren, Wyoming, November 9th, for Basic 

Training, the indoctrination Sergeant noticed my civilian shoes. 

He immediately “barked” out, “Where are your shoes soldier?” 

“In my bag, sir’” was my response. He said get them out and put 

them on. “What the Hell? What size are those?”  “Size 10, Sir” I 

responded. He commented “You got big feet boy, what size do 

you wear?  “Size 13, sir”. Without hesitation he drove me down 

to the supply annex to find me a pair of marching shoes. Luckily 

for me they found the one pair of size 13 that was left.  

My drill sergeant took a “special” liking to me and picked on me 

the whole time. He knew I could not grow a beard if I tried, so the sergeant ordered all 

those who had whiskers or did not shave had to do KP duty. Guess who did not have 

whiskers to even shave!  Besides my KP expertise, I found time to qualify as a marksman.  

While in Wyoming, the harshest experience was 2-4 hours of guard duty in 45 degrees 

below zero weather (-45°F). This experience led us to believe we would be sent 

somewhere very cold. But I was then sent to the Quarter Master school in Cape Lee, 

Virginia. There I learned all the administrative and record keeping duties required to be a 

clerk typist.   

But shortly thereafter I boarded a U.S. Navy ship off the Gulf Coast of New Orleans to the 

much warmer Panama Canal Zone. One historian called the Panama Canal “the most 

strategic point on the globe” because it moved American warships and supplies between 

the Atlantic and the Pacific.  

We had to transfer from a small boat to the ship. We had to climb up a rope net ladder 

with 2 large duffle bags. I was scared to death because I could not swim. I could just read 

the headlines; “Soldier Drowns Boarding Ship to Fight the War.”  

On August 12th, 1943 I landed in Panama. During the war, as many as 65,000 soldiers, 

sailors, and marines guarded the canal.  I arrived in Panama with the rank of PFC Clerk 

promoted to Payroll Clerk, then from there to S Sgt Major and finally promoted to Master 

Sergeant over the office administration of my brigade.  

It was difficult to be so far away from my family, but I and other soldiers, would entertain 

ourselves by shooting sand crabs with our 45’s. That was a very heavy gun. Also, since we 

were defending against an attack that never came, playing and watching baseball helped 

ward off boredom.  I had the opportunity to play baseball daily with the Army Divisional 
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team, named Baxter, after Colonel Don H. Baxter, our commanding officer, and 

professionally with the Panama Balboa Brewers. Not bragging, but I was one of their 

better amateur pitchers they had.  

I had the honor of playing with and knowing major lead baseball pitcher, Mickey Harris, 

who played with the Boston Red Sox, before being drafted into the army. One day my 

catcher friend asked me to come out to the field and throw some pitches. Unbeknownst 

to me, off to the side was Mickey Harris 

watching me pitch. After watching for a 

few minutes, he came on to the mound 

and said, “come with me”. We all jumped 

into a car and headed to Balboa, where I 

signed a contract with the Balboa Brewers 

to play ball professionally. So, we played 

on the Balboa and Army Baxter team 

together. On August 6, 1944, I was one of 

the groomsmen in Mickey’s wedding 

to Dorothy Baumann at St. Mary's Catholic 

Church in the Canal Zone.  

As a pitcher, I did come up against Terry Moore who, before the war, played spectacular 

defense in center field for the St. Louis Cardinals. After beating the Yankees in the 1942 

World Series with a .294 batting series, he joined the Army. I pitched to him one time and 

I ended up walking him.   

I just so happened to be home on furlough during the 1944 World Series between the St. 
Louis Cardinals and the St. Louis Browns. My friend and I went down to Sportsman’s Park 
to try and get in to see the game. By the time we arrived the line was all the way around 
the stadium. We decided there was little chance we would get in, so we started to walk 
around the stadium and head back home. Just our luck, we were in uniform and a man 
waiting in line for a ticket saw us and yelled for us to come over. He wanted to know if we 
wanted to see the game. Without hesitation he marched us up to the front of the line and 
got us tickets. The World Series was won by the St. Louis Cardinals over the St. Louis 
Browns (4-2). 

On December 13, which just happened to be my birthday, the Post-Base Newspaper 
“Snafu” carried two articles about me. One was about by promotion to Post personnel 
Sergeant-Major. It talked of my Missouri roots and my plans. “T/Sgt. Echelmeyer plays on 

L-R, Ed Echelmeyer, Mikey Harris, Colonel Don H Baxter, John D Hart 
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the Post baseball team, and after the war he plans either to play professional baseball or 
continue his education which was interrupted after his graduation from high school”. That 
of course all changed when I found myself in love with Audrey and wanting to get married 
and have a family.  

The second article gave some of the team’s stats about the Baxter team and my 
accomplishments as well. “Four 1,000 pitchers, Echelmeyer, Harris and Riggan … have 
furnished the Static team plenty of opposition. Although Echelmeyer has pitched in only 
two games since his return from furlough, he has swept the plate clean in both visits to 
the mound.”  

After being discharged from the Army with a good conduct ribbon and an American 

theater ribbon, I had an opportunity to play with the St. Louis Browns, but with a recent 

injury to my pitching arm and the fact that baseball players were not earning enough to 

make a living off of playing ball, I would have had to work 2 -3 other jobs in the off season 

to support a family, so I decided to pass up on the offer. I will always remember the time 

I played in Panama and would echo what Terry Moore use to say, “For a chance to play a 

boy’s game as a man, I will always be grateful.” 

During my time in Panama, my Aunt Bridgie, had her eyes on the perfect girl for me and 

got that young lady to write letters to me. Her name was Audrey M. Richey. I would 

receive a letter from her every week. Her penmanship was beautiful, but even more 

memorable were the artistic hand-painted cards she would send to me.  To this day I still 

have a few of those cards. Reminding me of how much she loved me. 

We started out as pen pals, but slowly over the years, we developed a relationship that 

would lead to love. It so happens when I received her first letter, I was telling the other 

guys about what my Aunt had done. It turns out that Harold Hager went to Trinity grade 

school with Audrey. He told me what a very pretty lady she was and how was popular she 

was with the men. In fact, someone had sent Harold a picture of her in the Post-Dispatch. 

She was arm in arm with another soldier boy. Harold teased me that she would not want 

to hang around such a tall and skinny soldier. I honestly think Harold was jealous.  Little 

did Harold know that I and Audrey would fall in love just by writing letters and end up 

getting married.   

When my Panama assignment was over, we returned to New Orleans by ship. I became 

very seasick and developed fever blisters. On December 21, 1945, I was discharged from 

the Army through Jefferson Barracks and met Audrey, in person, for the first time. Boy 
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was I a sight for sore eyes. Despite the fever blisters and ghostly look, Audrey did not run 

away.  

From there we had a courtship before getting engaged in 1946. During our courtship, 

after a date Audrey and I were headed to my house in the cemetery. By the time we 

arrived, the cemetery gates had already been locked for the evening. So, I proceeded to 

get out of the car and head to the gate to unlock them. No further then out the car door, 

a police car pulled up and wanted to know what I was doing at the cemetery after dark. I 

explained that I lived there, and I was taking my date in to visit with my family. I had the 

keys to the gate to prove it. He asked my name and address, etc., he called it in, only to 

find out that I did live there. He couldn’t believe that anyone would want to live in a 

cemetery.  

Audrey and I were married May 31, 1947, at Holy Trinity Church. 

Some of my earliest memories of married life were when I did the 

laundry for the first time. Everything turned pink! When we were 

first married, we lived in an apartment on Mallinckrodt across from 

her mom & dad. We were excited to own our first house on 

Fletcher. Before we could move in, I had to do some painting and 

fix it up. So, after long hours at work, I would go to the house, paint 

as late as I could and then take the bus home to Mallinckrodt. I was 

exhausted, one night and on the bus ride home, I fell asleep and 

fell out of my seat into the aisle. Suspicious eyes were wondering 

what I had been drinking.   

We had our first child in May 1948. From there we had 7 more children for a total of 8 

children within 9 years. We had a couple of “Irish Twins”. I wanted to have an even dozen, 

but Audrey thought we should stop while we were ahead with 4 girls and 4 boys. This 

union brought many blessings ... 25 grandchildren and as of the date of this writing, and 

44 great grandchildren.  

Rev. Msgr. Bernard Boessen, who was the Associate Pastor at St. Louise de Marillac Parish, 

Jennings, Missouri wrote a Father’s Day article in the Catholic Knights of America paper 

about me and my family. I still have the article in which he summed up the result of the 

best decision I ever made. “Ed and Audrey and their six children were parishioners. Ed 

gave up a promising baseball career to become a husband, father, and successful 

businessman. So, it was with good reason that I called Ed when a couple of Cardinal 

Edwin and Audrey Echelmeyer 
were married 31 May 1947 
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baseball tickets came my way. I arrived at the Echelmeyer’s a bit early. I joined mom and 

the children in waiting for dad to come home. There was a manifest sense of anxious 

anticipation of his arrival. The sound of the car pulling into the driveway gave the all alert 

and with one voice they changed to, ‘Here comes Daddy’. As tall, stately Ed made his 

entrance, each child was vying for their father’s attention. Beaming with pride, he reached 

out to them – a quick hug, a pat on the shoulder, a touch under the chin went out to each 

in turn. And, then it was Audrey’s turn to step forward from her quiet role of a watchful, 

beaming mother and wife, for her warm embrace and welcome home.”  

Audrey was an unbelievable mother and wife. She never thought of herself once. She gave 

all of us her unconditional heart and soul by cleaning, cooking, and sewing all the girl’s 

clothes. When our youngest son went to kindergarten, Audrey went to the same school, 

St. Louise De Marillac, as a teacher, where she taught art and spelling for close to 10 years. 

This was a great opportunity to use her artistic talents once again. She loved teaching and 

watching the students discover their hidden talents.  It opened the door and time for her 

to take up painting again. She was self-taught and I was the very first recipient of her 

beautifully handmade cards when I was in the army. She had unconditionally given so 

much to me and all the kids it was time for her to find some enjoyment in painting.  

In 1972, after 18 years of working for the Dykem company, I lost my job because the 

President’s son was going to take over my office manager’s position. This was very 

disheartening and worrisome since I still had 4 children at home. I always wanted to own 

my own business and with the support of Audrey we took a risk and purchased the 

Arrowhead Motel in Columbia, Missouri. Most of the kids had already started working 

somewhere by the time they were 10 and somehow had quite the savings in their bank 

accounts. So, with what I had, and the kids had, we put a down payment on the 

Arrowhead Motel. Within 2 years, I had paid all the kids back with interest. With the help 

of the 4 younger children, Audrey and I ran the motel for over 30 years. We were on call 

24/7 and did all the cleaning and upkeep of the motel ourselves.  It truly was hard work, 

but in the long run I think it kept us young. During this time Audrey tried to paint as much 

as she could. In fact, in several of the motel rooms she painted murals on the walls. Her 

favorite art project was painting handmade cards for the holidays throughout the year for 

all the 8 children and eventually her 25 grandchildren and friends from church. She would 

hand paint over 40-50 individual cards for every holiday.  

I was 77 and Audrey was 76 when we finally retired. It was a difficult decision, but we sold 

the motel and moved into a quiet neighborhood in Columbia. We settled in and Audrey 
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was able to devote herself full time to her painting, 

sewing, and crafting. The basement became her 

sanctuary to let her creative juices flow.  

In November 2007, Audrey had a stroke. It was the 

most devastating thing that had ever happened to us. 

She fought back and was on the road to recovery until 

it was determined in June 2008, she had stage 4 

pancreatic cancer. There was no denying hospice was 

her next step. Because the majority of the family lived 

in St. Louis, I wanted her to be there, where family 

could visit easily with her. We transferred Audrey to St. Charles, MO to live out her final 

days with my daughter and her husband. My heart was broken. The love of my life was 

not concerned for herself, but me and all the kids. She was the glue and the matriarch 

that kept us all going. On July 4th, 2008 (her father’s birthday), everyone was coming over 

for a 4th of July celebration.  

By this time, she was in a coma and her breathing was heavy. I struggled in being with her 

because what I saw lying in the bed was not the vibrant and joyful women I loved. In fact, 

I had not sat by her side for several days. I was sitting out on the back porch when my 

daughter came me and said “you haven’t held mom’s hand for several days now. I know 

she is worried about you and she is not going to leave until she knows you are going to be 

ok. You need tell her goodbye and it’s ok to go home to the Lord, where she will prepare 

a place for you.” This was an unbearable request, but I knew my daughter was right. 

Audrey was not going to leave my side physically until I let her go. So, I came to her 

bedside, took her hand, and whispered goodbye, I told her I would be ok and that she had 

suffered enough. It was time to go home to the Lord. She quietly passed away within 5 

minutes of my talking to her. To this day, her loss is more than I can bear sometimes, but 

then I imagine her in heaven, painting in unbelievable colors we can’t even comprehend 

and cooking up a storm. Yes, she awaits my arrival and I await the call to be called home.  

I returned to our home in Columbia, Missouri. After 61 years of marriage the quietness of 

the house was very haunting. My oldest son had moved in several years before her stroke, 

so I was not physically alone. I went about my daily routine the best I could. My favorite 

morning pastime was to do the crossword puzzle in the Post-Dispatch. The afternoons 

were harder and seem to drag on without my Audrey there to talk to. I loved the desserts 

and baked goods, and I missed the bakery goods Audrey would make for me. So, I started 

Some of Audrey's work on display. 
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to bake some goodies for myself and my son. Mine were not from scratch like Audrey’s, 

but it satisfied my cravings and sweet tooth.  

But still I was lost, and the grief was something I was struggling to handle. There were 

times when I would find myself downstairs in her art sanctuary to be closer to her. Then 

one day I picked up her brushes and had the overwhelming spiritual inclination to paint. 

I grabbed a canvas, some paints and started to 

paint. Audrey inspires me and at times I feel like 

she takes hold of the brush and guides my hand 

to create something out of nothing. Soon I was 

painting. My paintings are nothing compared to 

hers, but I find peace and calmness in painting 

with her. So that Christmas and Christmas’s going 

forward all my children received a painted picture 

from me.  

In between painting, I was able to go on several cruises with my family. Audrey always 

wanted to travel more, but I was the hesitant one. So, she would be proud of me venturing 

out and traveling literally out of my comfort zone. The one cruise I found very sentimental 

was going back to the Panama Canal in the March & April of 2017.  Of course, it had 

changed dramatically and so much has been modernized, but it gave me a chance to share 

my army and baseball memories with my family and new friends on the cruise. As we 

traveled from Balboa back to the ship, we went by ferry though the canal.  Traveling 

through the canal itself was something I never did when stationed there. 

On July 1, 2017, I went with my son-in-law as my “Guardian” on the Greater St. Louis 

Missouri Honor Flight. We flew to Washington D.C. to visit the War Memorials honoring 

all those who gave their lives for our freedom. I had the opportunity to place in the 

Washington D.C. veteran’s memory archives, the legacy of my deceased brothers William 

and Lester Echelmeyer and their efforts during WWII.  

There were several memorable events throughout the day. One was meeting, talking to 

and getting my picture taken with 94-year-old, Senator Bob Dole. It seemed we talked 

forever and had so much in common. The changing of the Guard at the tomb of the 

Unknown Soldier was very emotional for me. As a sign of respect, when veterans are 

present, the Guard will drag one foot periodically. It's their way of acknowledging and 

honoring the veteran's presence at The Tomb. As we watched the precise and 

Following in his wife's footsteps in the studio. 
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mesmerizing changing of the Guard in the midst of the dead silence, we heard the 

undeniable tribute. Before leaving the Airport in Washington, we had mail call. I 

remember fondly mail call while stationed in Panama. I looked forward to receiving a 

hand painted card and a love letters full of news from Audrey. As I sorted through the 3 

bundles of letters from family, friends, and school children my heart stopped. My 

daughter had put in some hand painted cards from Audrey, just like old times. I could not 

believe my eyes and could not hold back the tears. As usual, she is always with me and 

finds a way to let me know it.  

Eight years after Audrey passed away, I had 2 heart attacks in 2016. I moved back to St. 

Charles to live with my youngest daughter. She graciously converted her dining room area 

into a semi-art studio. In those few years to date, I have painted over 500 paintings. It is 

my understanding that space and storage for my art are becoming an issue in her 

basement. I have already given over hundreds of those paintings away to family and 

friends.  

Out of the paintings left, the best of the “crop” as I would say, with the help of my 

daughter, we have picked a few to be in an art showing at St. 

Peter’s Cultural Art Centre from January 7 through Feb 28, 

2021. My artwork will be shown right next to my beloved wife’s 

artwork. I always felt she deserved an Art Show, but raising 8 

kids, being a grade school teacher, and then running a motel, 

kept that dream from becoming a reality. But in January 2021, 

it was the highlight of my life to know her work is finally on 

display and she is given the recognition she deserves. I will tell 

you; my artwork is nothing compared to hers. I appreciate my 

kids setting this up to show my art, but I just want the spotlight 

to be on her. Seeing my works in frames makes me wonder who painted them? I had no 

idea my paintings were that good.  Seeing my work on display is like an out of body 

experience. I ask myself who painted these, boy that guy really has some talent. But deep 

down I know it was the guiding hand of Audrey that moved the brush on the canvas.  

And yet another tribute, in March 2021 my story, my paintings and my wife’s paintings 

will be on display at the St. Charles County Veterans Museum. I am deeply appreciative 

for the opportunity the museum has given me. I am honored to represent ALL veterans 

who have sacrificed so much or who gave the ultimate sacrifice, their life, for America’s 

freedom.  

Some of Edwin Echelmeyer's art. 
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I am the last living sibling, on my family’s side, and grateful for the long life I continue to 

live and grateful for the family support for my new founded talent. I love to paint with my 

great granddaughters when they visit. I pray my talent and my wife’s talent will continue 

to be a gift carried throughout the family in many ways. Mostly to bring a smile and joy 

to someone else. At 97, painting still fills my daily life, but more importantly, it’s how I 

stay close and in touch with Audrey. I don’t know where I would be without her by my 

side to this day. She may be in Heaven, but she has never left my side.  

Painting has also become a way for me to leave something of myself behind for others to 

remember me by and at the same time a reminder that my painting is and continues to 

be inspired by Audrey, the love of my life. May our children, grandchildren and great 

grandchildren continued to be inspired by her joy of painting and her unconditional love 

she had for them here on earth and now as their eternal intercessor in heaven. Her love 

has no boundaries and I continue to be blessed in so many ways because of her love for 

me.  

Who knows if Audrey and I would have ever even met, if it hadn’t been for Aunt Bridgie 

and I hadn’t been in the Army…  

“Thank you, Aunt Bridgie!!!” AND God BLESS America!!! 

 

  


