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DEDICATION

Claudette Ann Thayer was my loving wife and mother of our 
children. We shared our lives together for 57 years between 
January 13, 1962 and July 29, 2019.  Her constant support and 
affection are the reasons I created this memorial to her life. 

Claudette Thayer � 57th anniversary - January 13, 2019
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Preface

Recollections from one�s life can make good reading if 
properly presented.  But, I don�t think a memorial written by 
some dude from the sticks will ever be a best-seller.  The 
reason for She�s Gone is to bring closure to my wife�s 
passing.  

Another reason for this work is to keep me busy. I�m retired
and need to stay busy. What is it they say?  �An idle mind is 
the Devil�s workshop.� It pleases me to leave my readers a 
small taste of my love and admiration for Claudette Thayer. 

I just want to share how it is to lose your life�s partner and in 
the process help others know they are not alone.

Claudette Thayer � Christmas - December 2018
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Just Before the Dawn
It�s said that Roy Orbison awakened from a dream early one 
morning and scribbled down the lyrics for his song In Dreams.
After having lost my wife of some 57 years, they come off as 
particularly haunting:

Then just before the Dawn
I awake and find you gone.
I can�t help it ...
I can�t help it if I cry.

It�s almost impossible for anyone who hasn�t been there to 
understand how devastating it is to wake up from a deep sleep 
only to discover that the spouse with whom you shared your 
bed for so many decades is no longer there next to you.

Cinnamon, the family cat, was the first to take affirmative 
action about this issue. He curled up between my pillow and 
hers, put his head on Claudette�s pillow and went to sleep.
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In the Beginning �
God created the Heavens and the Earth. And the Earth was 
without form and void, and darkness was upon the face of 
the deep. And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the 
waters. And God said, �Let there be Light.� And there was 
Light.
Genesis 1 KJV

During my initiation into the Masonic Fraternity, that Biblical 
passage was intoned just as I was brought from blind-folded 
Darkness to see the Light in Freemasonry. 

Anyone made a Mason must first profess a belief in a Supreme 
Being. The letter G contained within the Masonic Square and 
Compasses stands for God, the ubiquitous Supreme Being 
most referred to in Masonic ritual. 

Masons are taught to �Never enter into any great or 
important undertaking without first invoking the Blessings 
of God.�

So, when my precious bride passed from this side of life to sit 
by the side of God, in my heart I said a prayer that her trip be 
safe and that she would find comfort in her new home among 
the Angels. I didn�t really think about it � it was just 
subliminal at the time.  

I�m sure Claudette was welcomed into the Kingdom of God 
with open arms because just as she passed, she raised both 
arms towards the Heavens as if reaching for a very old and 
dear friend. I�m certain that as she exhaled her last breath, it 
was a new beginning - for both of us.
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Long Ago �
Some years ago, I wrote this story of how Claudette and I met:

When  I  worked  at  KPER  in  Gilroy,  California,  a  group  
of local  girls used  to  call  and  ask  me  to  play  their  
requests.  One day, the giggly voice on the phone  invited  me 
to come visit. It wasn�t  clear  where  she  lived,  and  she  
didn�t  give  me  her phone number before she hung up.

When  I  got  home  from  work that afternoon, there  was  a  
note on the  door of  my  second-story  apartment.  It  said,  
�Sorry  we missed  you.  The  girls  in  Apartment  8.�   Since  
the  bunch  that called asking for tunes were apparently pals, I 
figured the note must be from them.

There  were  only  so  many  apartments  in  Gilroy  back  in  
1961. It  sounded  like  it  might  be  fun  to  try  to  find  the  
elusive Apartment Number 8. It was just a matter of 
elimination. So, I went out cruisin� apartments, looking  for 
buildings  with  more than  six.  

Early on, I knocked on a  front door in  the  older  part of town 
and was greeted by an elderly couple. They were very nice, 
but not the people I was after.

Finally, I found a set of dual-level very early 60s rental units 
with a large parking lot in front. I scaled a wide set of brown 
wooden stairs to the second floor, turned left  and  walked 
about twenty feet to the  front  door of  number  8.  This  was  
back  in  the  day when  folks  didn�t  worry  that  a  bad  guy  
was going  to pop  out of  no-where,  take  your  wallet  and
beat  you  senseless  for  no particular reason. Nevertheless, I
hesitated for just a second before knocking at the door.  
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Olga answered. I was taken  aback.  There,  standing  in  front  
of  me, was  the homeliest  woman  � no,  ugliest  woman  - I  
had  ever  seen.  She put the wicked witch of the West to 
shame � right down to the wart on her nose!  This was Olga ... 
a real honest-to-goodness sweetheart. She was a teacher and  
spent  most  of  her  money on  her  wardrobe,  which  was  
top-of-the-line  all  the  way.  Olga invited  me  in  and  
introduced  Willis,  the  girls�  best  buddy.

Olga picked up the phone,  dialed  it  and proceeded  to  gloat, 
�Ted Behr is here!�  Whoever answered said bring him over.

Ermenia�s  beauty  salon  was  tucked  in  behind  several  
parking spots  next  to  a  corner  Standard  Oil  gas  station  on  
the  south side of Carmel Street at Hecker Pass Road.  Across 
the  way,  on  the  corner, was a  Sno-White  hamburger  joint.
Willis worked there.

So  there  I  was  near  the  door  of  the  beauty  shop,  being
introduced by Olga, with Willis hovering nearby.  

Although Ermenia  had  left for the day, there was  Rita and  
Nellie  ... and Claudette.  Leering  at  me  from  behind  her  
customer,  she waited with  baited  breath  for  the handsome
Ted Behr to stroll through the doorway. (Radio people rarely  
look like they sound and this was not much different!)  

Be that as it  may ... standing  right there in front of me was 
this  drop-dead gorgeous  platinum-blonde  creature that  
instantly  found  me  somewhere between on the floor and 
total oblivion. 

This girl had me ... big- time!  Many years  later I learned that 
Claudette thought I was some kind of cretin who reminded her
very much of Ichabod Crane!
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Well, Olga  suggested that we all  
adjourn  to  her  apartment  for
some cheese, crackers and  wine.   
Nellie  declined.  Rita  shared the 
apartment with  Olga,  so  she  was  
in,  and  Willis  was  along for  the  
ride.    That  left  Claudette, who  
excused  herself  so she could go 
home and change clothes. So 
began a relationship that lasted 
well over half-a-century.

The  gang  accepted  me  into  its  fold  and  we  palled  around  
for some  time  before  the  real  connection  was  made.

Claudette and  Rita  had  planned  to  attend  the  California  
Cosmetology Convention  in  San Franciso,  something  they  
did  every  year. They  would take off  late Friday  and check  
into a  motel.  Then it  was  out for dinner  and  entertainment.    
Saturday  was  an  all-day affair with competitions, displays of 
new products, and all the  fun  stuff  that  happens  at  
conventions.    Then  it  was  out  to dinner again, and return 
home Sunday morning.  Olga  liked to tag  along  and  
eventually  Willis  was invited  to  join  in.   

For some  reason  I  fail to recall,  Willis could  not  go  to  
the  Convention that year, so the girls invited me to tag along. 
That�s when Claudette and I finally clicked.

After returning from the  Cosmetology  Convention, Claudette 
and I went out pretty much regularly. We went to the movies a 
lot.  It was a good summer. I  looked  forward  to  meeting  
Claudette�s  family  and  shortly after we started dating she  
invited  me home to meet  her  folks.

Her step-dad, Lane, was a long-haul trucker and  wasn�t  home 
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a  lot,  so  I  was  lucky  to  meet  him  when  I  did.  We  hit it 
off pretty well.    

Claudette�s   mom,   Ma  Kat,  as they called her, was   an   
on-again-off-again acquaintance. She was an early breast 
cancer survivor and she suffered from hormone deficiencies
that made  it very  difficult at the time to maintain normalcy. 
She was a good woman who had  been  dealt  some  really  
bad  cards  in  life  and  managed  to survive, and  even 
though  it was difficult at times, I was glad to have made her 
acquaintance.

Claudette�s sister  Karen  (actually  her step-sister) was   in   
grade-school and she was a friendly little kid. 

Claudette  and  I  were a couple. After a whirlwind  courtship,  
we  agreed  to  marry.  Her  dad  was  ambivalent,  her  mom 
was suspicious and  her step-sister thought it was way cool.

It wasn�t long after that when I left Gilroy for a better job in 
Klamath Falls, Oregon. In a tearful parting, she confessed that 
she was really a brunette. I promised I�d be back anyway. 

It was Christmastime when I returned with a 
special present � a diamond engagement
ring.  She gave me  a watch, which I still 
have all these years later. She really was a 
great-looking brunette! And then I went 
back to K-Falls, promising to return January 
eleventh � my 21st Birthday. 

It was late when I got back to Gilroy. My bride-to-be and I 
talked a little and then slept. Today�s narrative continues:
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The next day, after completing all the preliminary 
arrangements such as the required blood tests, we acquired our 
marriage license. We both thought it was important so we 
drove to Monterey and asked the preacher who was going to 
perform the marriage ceremony to do nondenominational 
baptisms  for the  both of us.  This took all day on the 12th of 
January.  

January 13, 1962  was our wedding day  and we  were married 
in front of my parents� living room fireplace. 

Claudette�s dad was 
working that day and 
Ma Kat didn�t choose 
to attend, but step-
sister Karen was there 
with my mom Ruth, 
my dad Duke, brother 
Bill and sister Mandy. 

After the wedding we had hors d�oeurvres and champagne and 
then the whole bunch of us went to Slat�s Fish Grotto for 
dinner on the elder Thayers. 

With full tummies, Claudette and I set out on a new adventure, 
headed through Gilroy to drop Karen off at home, pick up the 
U-Haul trailer with all of Claudette�s stuff in it, and say 
goodbye to Ma Kat. We were headed for Klamath Falls with a 
wedding night stop at a quaint little motel in Vacaville.

Now, this was the first time money came up as an issue in our 
long and glorious marriage. You see, I had used a gas credit 
card to buy fuel for the car and never even considered how 
much cash would be needed for a wedding night!  It had been 
raining all the way from San Jose. So, it wasn�t exactly what a 




















































































