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a beautiful Jenny Lind crib. I
wasn’t all that excited about
getting rid of my china closet,
either. We had to sell the piano, which was an older one
but which had been a gift to us
by a friend in Glen Elder. I told
Rick if I had to sell all my stuff,
he needed to sell his tools, too.
(This was a recurring discussion in our moves as well.)
He looked at me with panic
in his eyes and said, “Oh, no!
I’ll store those at Dad’s in case
I ever need them.” Oddly
enough, a man came to the
garage sale and offered a high
price for them (which they
were very much worth) and
came the next day to pick them
up. Oh, well. We also had to
get rid of our washer and dryer,
which had been a gift from a
couple in the Glen Elder
Church. (Their son was minister at Beaver Christian Church
at some point in time.) We’d
be doing laundry at the
laundromat, as we had ofttimes in the past. Since we’d
be moving to a 2-bedroom
apartment we also sold Gene’s
bed and began looking for bunk
beds. By the time we needed
them, we’d found a set in a
Salina paper called “Trading
Times.” Finally, we got things
sold and friends from church
loaded what was left of our
stuff in their stock trailer and
helped us move. I was, I’m
sure, bawling as usual.
The city of Salina held promise for a young family—many
parks, child-friendly sections in
the history museum and the art
museum, a totally separate
children’s library, churches with
good children’s programs, to
name a few things. However,
it also had its challenges. At
the time we moved to town,
there was a rapist on the loose
and the police were cautioning
citizens against going out by
themselves at night. The
quadruplex where we lived had
some interesting inhabitants.
The man across the hall was a
drug dealer, which we found
out after some time. He and
his wife(?) locked their two little
girls out of the apartment during the day so the girls would
play outside. They were the
sweetest little girls but I worried about them because they
were friendly with everyone.
The people who lived below us
had some domestic violence
issues going on. When Rick
first worked for Salina P.D. he
wore slacks and a nice shirt to
work. Once he passed the
academy, he’d be issued his
uniform. Because of that at
first, it wasn’t evident to the
people living around us that he
was training to be a policeman.
A friend suggested that once
Rick was issued his uniform
that would make a difference
in our neighborhood but I had
a different perspective on the
matter. I figured once Rick
had his uniform, he’d be a target, as would we at times. One
thing was for sure. It didn’t
look like life was going to be
dull for us at our new location.
We were all excited to find
a church home. We started attending Salina Heights Christian Church. It was funny at
first because the name
sounded kind of fancy to us.
Once we got to know the
people, though, we found they
were common folk like us.
(The pastor there was who I’d
begun visiting with.) The
church family opened us with
welcome arms. The first two
months we were there, we
were the grateful recipients of
the “food basket” from the
church. One of the ladies who
brought it by the house teased
me because there was a beer
bottle in the yard of the apartments.
“Is that yours?” she asked
me as she set the box laden
with food items on the table.
“Um, no.” I was pretty sure
she was teasing and found out
later she definitely was.
We enjoyed the fact that
there were people of all different ages at the church. One
family we became especially
close to had some children our
kids’ age. There were Sunday
school classes for the kids and
for us. The church had weekly
fellowship meals where different people would host in order
to welcome whoever was new
at that time. They went by let-

ters of the alphabet to decide
whose turn it was to host. Anyone could come to the meals.
They also had a small music
worship team. Though I’ve
been involved with the music
at many of the churches where
we’ve been, I was too intimidated by the fact that they had
a “team” to help with music. It
wasn’t their fault, it was just
the fact that my confidence
was very low at that time.
While Rick was gone to the
academy all week, the wife of
this family invited the kids and
me to go with her and her kids
to a church that had children’s
activities such as Scripture
memory and skits. The program was on Wednesday afternoons, so that worked out
with Gene’s school schedule as
well. There were church activities at Salina Heights on
Sunday evenings, so we went
there right after dropping Rick
off at the academy, but that
meant we had to arrive at the
quadruplex after dark. Rick
had put a bolt lock on the door
and a block of wood to lock
our sliding patio door, but that
was for when we were inside
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