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My dad died unexpectedly in April. Just a few days earlier, he had mailed me this photo (taken 
c. 1918). As soon as I opened the envelope, I was struck by my grandfather. (He's the oldest 
child, sitting closest to the camera.) I had seen photos of him before but none from this age. I 
couldn't decide whether he looked like my dad, my brother, or my oldest nephew. Depending 
on my perspective, I could see pieces of all three of them reflecting from him--my dad's smile, 
my brother's hair, my nephew's facial features…Nearly 100 years later, the family connection 
was alive and well. 

People in my family are notorious for having children late in life. My great-grandfather (the guy 
on the left with the beard) is 125 years older than I am. That's crazy! My dad never knew his 
paternal grandparents, I never knew my paternal grandfather, and if I ever have children they 
won't know my parents either.  

My great-grandfather was a German immigrant. My great-grandmother (the one sitting on the 
chair) was a first-generation American. Much like me, they seem to have been searching for a 
home. She was born in Illinois, then moved to Nebraska to marry my great-grandfather, the two 
of them moved to Colorado where they started a family, and then they came back to Nebraska 
where they continued to grow their family and continued to move from place to place. Through 
most of this time, they were separated from any type of support system beyond their 
immediate family or any friends they met along the way. My own life is similar. Moving from 
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Nebraska to Oklahoma to Wisconsin to New Jersey has been a solitary journey much of the 
time, but as I’ve gotten older I’ve found it easier to make friends and always seem to encounter 
exactly the right person at exactly the right place along the path. 

Most of what I know about my grandfather, I learned from listening to my grandmother's 
stories. I visited her house on the next block down on a near daily basis, and the two of us 
shared a special bond throughout my childhood. My grandfather had been a baseball player for 
one of the town teams, and my grandmother met him at a game. Apparently the love of 
baseball skipped a generation, as my dad had no patience for playing or watching, but baseball 
has been one of my primary joys in life since I became a fan in middle school. I love the rhythm 
of the game and the unpredictability of how things will play out on any given night. When I met 
my own baseball-playing boyfriend, I couldn’t help but think back to my grandmother and smile 
at our shared experience and take pride that I was following in her footsteps. 

One thing that always struck me about my grandfather's family was how close his siblings were. 
They spent a great deal of time together laughing and telling stories and playing practical jokes. 
When my dad was around, he was the only connection between my siblings and me. Anything 
we knew about what the others were up to came through him. Since he’s been gone, we've had 
to pull together in a way we'd never done before. We've probably communicated more and 
spent more time together since April than we had in the previous 15 years combined. 

Just this last week we sold the cattle from our family farm. My grandfather had started the herd 
when he moved to Western Nebraska in 1949. After my grandfather was diagnosed with 
cancer, my dad, though always claiming not to be an animal lover, took over and maintained 
the herd for almost 50 years. Closing that chapter was a bittersweet moment, but with my dad 
gone and my siblings scattered across the country, there was no one left to care for the cattle. 
My dad and grandfather seemed to share the dedication and stability needed to be there to 
feed and water them day in and day out. As much as I dream that I could settle down and 
become a rancher, I know in my heart that I’m still on a journey and, like my great-
grandparents before me, I will continue to search for home.  

 


