
Family, 
  
 A reflection before this chapter closes. 
 
Vincent & Jacob in Mammoth July 2010 
  
 

 
  
I can't say I knew Jacob well. But I can tell you about 4 days this summer. 
  
Before our summer camping trip, not even 6 months ago, the number of times I saw him, I 
could count on one hand, maybe two. How often was I at Linda's the same time she had the 
grandkids? Not very often. 
  
He spoke to me only once, he was maybe 6 years old. He said, "Did you know my Dad"?  He 
looked up at me with those brown eyes and full head of hair. He looked like an angel.  
I smiled and said, "Yes I did". I really didn't know what else to say. He was so little. 
  
But then I thought about it. For a long time.  
I thought about how Robert had stopped by the house one day, unexpected. I guess after a 
recent jail stint. It was about 1998. 
 



I really didn't know where he had been all this time but he pulled off his shirt to show me 
something. Tattooed down his back were the names of all his kids, from his shoulder down. 
 
In big letters, like the "Kayla" tattooed on Aarons neck.  He said he missed his kids so much he 
had it done. 
 
 I thought about the black leather "biker" jacket hanging in my closet for 20 years. I won it from 
him in a drinking contest when they lived in Newport Beach, it was about 1987. I had forgotten 
all about it.   
  
I thought about the last time I saw Robert. He came over to our house for Thanksgiving dinner. 
It was more formal than what we do now, with plate chargers and linen napkins. 
  
Fast forward to 2010. 
 
 Me and Linda thought it was a good idea to take the Dutch people camping. I suggested 
bringing the "J" kids. I knew they lived far away but I thought the forest would do any kid some 
good. 
 
Like I said, I saw them so rarely I couldn't even get their names straight and just called them the 
"J" kids; Jessica, Jordan and Jacob. 
  
On the day we were to head north to Mammoth for the big camp out, Linda pulled up in the 
BMW loaded down like the Beverly Hillbillies truck. There were kids and bags and food and a 
big ole slobbering dog stuffed in the car.  
  
To make more room in Linda's car, Jacob and the dog rode with us in the truck. I was worried he 
would be an obnoxious pre-teen for the 5 hour drive.  
 
What a surprise. He chatted about school and where he lived and who knows what else. When 
he wasn't talking, he mostly sat quietly and never complained about "Are we there yet”? He 
cared more about the dogs comfort than his own. 
  
Once we got to our campsite and settled in,  while the girls where in the tent doing cheers and 
telling each other scary stories and Vincent and Marley were off on one their walks, Jacob was 
helping around the camp, getting water, chopping firewood, tending to the dog. He was a joy. 
Dirty but a joy.  
  
I remember it getting cold once the sun went down. He only had a sweatshirt and I gave him my 
green camping jacket to wear. I told he looked like a forest ranger now.   
 
I'm still looking for the jacket.  
  



I remember Vincent teaching him words in Dutch. He taught him a phrase, something like, 
"Where is the bathroom". What Jacob said was something like "I have diarrhea". The people 
that spoke Dutch just started laughing. He didn't know what he said but he started laughing 
also. "What'd I say"? "What'd I say"?  
  
I remember the s'mores and marshmallows he downed each night around the fire.  
I remember giving him my knife and teaching him how to whittle and he sat there, chips of 
wood flying into the fire.  
 

  
 
Vincent was suppose to stay in the hotel but decided he wanted to stay in camp with us.  Jacob 
and Vincent bunked together in the same tent for awhile. Through the tent walls you could 
hear them talking and giggling all night. I'm quite certain it had something to do with sex and 
girls. This was confirmed by the pictures on Vincent’s phone, that he showed me later.    
  
I'll tell you what - If someone told me that was the last time I would see those two, I 
wouldn't have believed it.     
  
I remember going on a day trip to the ghost town. Jacob wanted to go with.  
At lunch time, it was warm day and I found my candy bar was a squishy, melted mass. He asked 
if he could have it. 
  
He took the straw from his juice box, punched a hole in the candy wrapper and sucked 
the chocolate right out.  
 



I watched him incredulously as the Hershey bar collapsed like a vacuum seal.  
 
He pulled the straw out and smacked his lips. I couldn't help but start laughing. I've never seen 
that before.     

 
  
I remember having dinner at an Italian restaurant in Mammoth. It was our last night and all 15 
of us were meeting there. No one was there yet but me, Jacob, Peter, Mary Ann and Wesley. 
  
Peter and Mary Ann asked if I would watch Wesley while they ran to the bank.  
While we were waiting, Wesley taught me and Jacob a nursery rhyme in Dutch, it had hand 
motions that went with it.  
 
We started saying the nursery rhyme together, making faces and acting goofing. The 3 of us got 
the giggles real bad. I was laughing so hard I about fell out of my chair. 
 
The other restaurant patrons started turning around with their disapproving looks.  
  
Being the adult I would say,"OK I quit, stop" and make that serious face.  
But I couldn't hold it, the laugh would come up from deep down in the throat, you know, when 
you try to hold it back but can’t and it about comes out of your nose.  
And the laughing would start all over again.  
  
I don't know how I would have explained to everyone if we got kicked out.   



 In my line of work, it's not often I get to laugh and this kid had me going all the time.    
  
I remember sitting around the campfire late at night, me, Vincent, Brenda, Marley and Jacob.  
The campers next door started yelling and banging pots.  
 
"A bear!!" I yelled.  I jumped out of my chair and grabbed a flashlight. 
  
Vincent grabbed an ax and Jacob the 3 foot iron poker we used to arrange the logs in the fire. 
We ran over to the edge of our camp to see where the bear was.  
  
I looked over at them and started laughing. What did they really think they were going to do 
with those weapons?  With all the machismo they could muster, they said they would get that 
bear if it came at us.  
  
Linda had a way of always telling Jacob to be careful... with that ax, don't get too close to the 
fire, take a flashlight with you, come right back...   
 
I'm not sure but it seemed to me it bothered him a little, like maybe he thought she thought he 
wasn't doing things right. I thought I would say something just in case. 
  
Later, as we sat around the fire, I said, "Jacob your Oma nags you because she loves you, 
she doesn't want anything to happen to you."   
I said, "We all miss your dad, you look a lot like him, we want to keep you around."  
 
He laughed.  Can you believe that, he laughed. He said nothing was going to happen to him. He 
said when he got older he was going to make more of him selves. 
  
I don't know why these things happen, I don't know anything.  
 
All's I know is what I learn.  
A parent, grandmother, can give their kids all the love and protection possible and you 
can't change what's going to happen. 
  
I thought about Herman Geiling's funeral a few years ago. He was my age. 
 
He was the boy next door I grew up with. I hadn't seen him in over 10 years. We didn't have a 
lot in common as he always wanted to play with his Moms curlers and I wanted to climb trees. 
Makes sense now. 
  
Sitting at the memorial, this same group of people had just buried Herman’s partner who had 
died of, I think, AIDs and here they were back again less than a month later.  
 
Herman in his grief, overdosed.  
 



The look on Mrs. Geiling’s face was shattering. Burying her second son.  
It’s not the way its suppose to be.   
 
I thought about the present- the loss, for the living.  
 
The morning of the last day of the trip, we were loading the trailer getting ready to go. Jacob 
sat on a rock looking sad (with my jacket on). He said he was sick, had a stomach ache.  
  
I said, "I tell you what, we'll go camping again next summer."  He perked up and started loading 
the trailer again.  
 
I thought, I'll give him Robert’s jacket when I see him next summer. It should fit him. 
  
I find myself thinking about it - at work, driving, tears coming down, I don't know why, I only 
really knew him for a few days - 15 minutes before my deposition and I feel like I'm about to 
lose it. Trying to make sense of something so senseless.  
 
I keep telling myself, “Buck up”, think about something else.  
  
I wouldn't have known Jacob if it hadn't been for those 4 days and I probably wouldn't feel this 
way. 
 
 But I wouldn't have traded those 4 days for anything. I have the best memories. 
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