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Bettie Jo Diehl – Seibold

July 10, 1922 -- December 27, 2004

We’re here today to celebrate the life and times of Bettie Jo Bailey – or as she later came to be known; Bettie Jo Diehl-Seibold.  It’s fitting that we end Mom’s journey here in Mountain View, as much of her life was spent going to school, living and working right around this very area.  
In fact, there was a time when many of us here today lived within walking distance, if not a very short drive of one another.  Times change of course and people move on.  Still, many of my most vivid memories of Mom are from our days here in Mountain View.   

Mom was born Bettie Jo Bailey in Oakdale California on July 10th 1922.  Truth be told, Mom’s legal name is Bettie Joan Bailey, but the way Mom told it - being born in the front room of your home by midwives didn’t always result in the most accurate record keeping.  So ‘Jo’ became ‘Joan’ --- at least on her birth certificate. 
Mom’s parents were John and Dora Bailey.  At the age of 18, John left the orchards and fields of Modesto California to work on an oil drilling venture in Chihuahua Mexico.  There, he met and married a young senorita, Dora Corrales.  
After about 10 years of living and working in Mexico, John found it necessary to move his family to escape the uprising of the Revolution.  So he packed up his buckboard with all it could carry and moved the family to Texas first, and then by train, back to California’s fertile Central Valley.    
Mom grew up with one sister, Ella, and four Brothers Bill, Frank, Raymond and Johnny.  Johnny was killed in WWII, and brothers Bill and Raymond have since passed on.  Sister Ella and Brother Frank are thankfully here with us today.  There were actually nine children born to Dora and John, three of which, however, died very young to the hardships and harsh living conditions of the time. 
As a child, Mom and her brothers and sister world help pick the fields their father John had contracted to farm in Modesto, Ripon, Oakdale, and later, Dos Palos and Niles.  Much later in life, Mom would remark that she really didn’t care much for camping since she had done so much of it as a child.  

Mom was a self-proclaimed Tomboy as a child – no doubt to hold her own with all those brothers…and sister.  In the process, she managed to break her arm in the same place on three separate occasions.  Mom was left with what appeared to be two elbows on that arm – after having it set by a doctor whom she swore was drunk at the time.  Still, I have to believe that it was episodes like these in her life that helped to shape her now legendary strength of will. 
Eventually, the family moved to Santa Rosa Street here in Mountain View, just on the other side of the tracks, off of Castro and Alma (now Central Expressway) where John took work as a boiler maker in a nearby factory.  
Mom attended Highway Elementary School, pretty much on the spot where we are gathered here today.  She also attended Mountain View High, (where the town’s Performing Arts building stands today), where she met a nice little guy named Larry Diehl who sang and played the guitar – often instead of attending classes.  
They were married after high school and soon had two children, Diana and me.  Or is that Diana and I?  I know if Mom could, she would surely correct me now.  Mom believed there was a right way and a wrong way to say things, and Diana and I provided her with endless opportunities to enlighten us.  To this day, it takes everything we have not to correct someone when they end a sentence in a preposition.
Later in life, this love affair with words began to show up in her constant deciphering of anacrostics and cryptograms.  Like Dad, she always used a pen – and why not -- one never needs to erase a correct answer.

After high school, Mom attended business school where she found her true calling as a bookkeeper, secretary and office manager.  “Bettie the Bookkeeper” as she began to be called within the family, applied her skills at a variety of positions and companies over a span of about 60 years.  
Mom began her professional career working for Mark Tuban Ford as his personal secretary.  Later she held a bookkeeping and office management position at the Acme Glass Company in Palo Alto.  As kids, both Diana and I benefited form Mom’s training and education by having her proof read our homework.
One of the things Mom learned in business school was her excellent shorthand skills.  She could take a letter as fast as the best of them – with no errors.  Try and we may, Diana and I could never quite decipher our Christmas lists which Mom would do in shorthand and then leave in plain sight – just to frustrate us I suppose.  

Mom and Dad actually invented their own form of shorthand, which they would use to communicate their most personal feelings for one another in notes or on greeting cards.  Mom always said she was going to break the code for us someday, but I suppose it’s fitting that the secret remains with them.

Still later, Mom worked at Mountain View High, in the bookroom.  This was, by the way, during the same years when Diana and our cousins, were attending classes there.  There was this Dutch door in the bookroom where Mom could sort of lean out and keep tabs on the kids, and high school life, as it passed by in the halls.  
Over the years, Mom became something of an institution as ‘the bookroom lady’ to the countless kids and faculty who came to know and depend upon her.  Mom even had Diana and I work in the bookroom during summer vacations to provide us with some work experience.  As I recall those books were pretty heavy.  Still, to this day, the smell of musty books or mimeograph ink takes me right back there.   

Mom also was known for her quick-witted responses and her sense of humor.  I don’t know if this was as a result of being married to my Dad, ‘the king of corn’ for nearly 50 years, but nonetheless, you could always count on Mom for a quick comeback. 
Just a few weeks ago while visiting Mom at Sunshine Villa, Doreen pinched Mom’s toes on the way out and said “be good” and although Mom could barely even communicate by that point, she did manage a snappy, “no fun in that.”    
Looking back, one clear memory I have of Mom was on the occasion of her 30th birthday party at our home on Paul Avenue in Mountain View, (some 52 years ago now.)  On that day, her sister-in law, Ruth, presented her with a wooden cane to signify the passing of her youth.  Mom had a good laugh at the joke and then quickly and quietly stored ‘the damn thing’ (as she called it) in the back of her closet where it would remain for many years to follow.  She was, after all, not about to give in to or accept something as trivial as the passage of time.
As I mentioned, Mom’s will and determination has become the stuff of legend, though to be completely honest, Dad often just summed it up by referring to Mom as a ‘bull-headed Bailey.’ That old cane, I suppose, was just one example of Mom’s tendency to dig in and stand tough.  
Another great thing about Mom is how she loved to have her friends and family near. In fact, family reunions would become one of Mom’s most anticipated events.  Mom also liked a good party. Growing up, I can recall many an evening where aunts, uncles, cousins and neighbors would be at our house gathered around her old upright piano singing along with Dad. (You are my Sunshine, My Happiness, Green Door, Memories are Made of This, and Fishin, are just a few that come to mind.)
Mom didn’t actually play that old upright piano, but it became hers the day she took a brush and painted the thing a vibrant Kelly green.  She didn’t stop there; however, Mom also drew pictures of musical notes on it and glued an entire row of glass mosaic squares on the open cover, just above the keys.  
That big bright green upright piano was not only the centerpiece of our little front room in those days, but often the centerpiece of our lives.        
Mom had her favorite singers and songs as well.  Perry Como was high on her swoon list and Eddy Arnold’s ‘Make the world go away’ became one of those favorites.  Later, when she began living alone, Mom’s little cassette-radio player would be her constant companion.  Always set to KLIV, and always playing songs from the 40’s and 50.’  I know the music took her back to better days and better times. 
Another passion in Mom’s life, was cooking.  She was both highly skilled and at times a little adventurous, as I recall.  Mom collected cookbooks of every imaginable ethnic variety and would frequently try out new recipes on her more than willing family – except Dad, of course, who preferred his hamburger steak.  The rest of us courageously explored the kitchens of Julia Childs, the Galloping Gourmet -- or the Chef du Jour. 
Mom also had at least one of just about every kitchen gadget on the market.  At Christmas and birthdays, we would often struggle to try and find some gadget she didn’t already have – or better yet, one that she could not guess its intended use. 
After us kids left home, she became fascinated with antique crystal ‘salts’ which she collected and proudly displayed through the rest of her life. 
As a working mother -- a role that was not as common in those days -- Mom needed her own transportation.  Her first car was either a ’39 or ’40 Ford Coupe, which she proudly named Chloe.  She continued to name each successive car up to her most recent 1980’s vintage champagne colored Olds Cutlass, “Miss Bubbles.”  
A couple of years back, when Miss Bubbles began to develop a series of mystery dings and dents, Diana and I decided it was probably time retire her to a safer garage.  Mom, naturally was not too thrilled about losing some of her independence, but later agreed that it was probably the right thing to do.

In 1988 my Dad, Larry Sr. died, and a while after that, Mom married a long time friend of our family Leo, “Pop” Seibold.  Pop introduced Mom to the world of travel including paddle boats down the Mississippi, trips to England and Russia and many points in between.  
The marriage and the adventure ended sadly with Pop’s passing in 1993.  Even toward the end of Mom’s life, however, if anyone happened to mention any of the places where she and Pop had traveled, Mom would immediately and fondly retell all the details of their journey.    

Mom’s last job, by the way, was in accounting for the Montecito Sequoia Lodge.  There offices were in nearby in Los Altos, where Mom especially enjoyed the close friendships she developed through years of working with a great group of co-workers.
As for Mom’s true joy in life, she simply cherished her grandchildren Michael, Jeff and Marni.  Any time they were all together for a birthday celebration or reunion, Michael, Jeff and Marni would tell each other that they, in fact, were Granny’s favorite grandchild.  By the way, a short time back, Mom confided in me that you were each correct in your assumption.

To my sister Diana, thank you for taking such good care of Mom in these especially difficult last months, but really for all of our adult lives.  You’re unselfishness and unconditional love are just two of your many qualities I admire and appreciate.  Thank you too, John, for always being there for Mom and Diana.  
And, thank you all for coming to say goodbye to our mother, grandmother/granny, sister, sister-in law, cousin, friend and co-worker -- Bettie Jo.  As I said, one of Mom’s favorite things in life was to surround herself with family and friends.  And, knowing Mom, I’m sure she would have considered this her next-to-last reunion with us all.  
Throughout her life, Mom maintained her deeply held spiritual beliefs - though she rarely chose to share them in a church setting.  Still, whatever an individual’s belief system, now would be an appropriate time and occasion for us to offer our silent prayers and blessings for Mom.  
Graveside:  

Later in her life, Mom would often tell us that the three things she was not fond of were dark, cold and quiet.  She said there would be time enough for such things after she had died. 
Mom, may you find comfort in the warm glow of an eternal heavenly light, while listening to a choir of friends and loved ones, singing your favorite songs.
As for the rest of us, may we find comfort in the words of Thomas Campbell who said; “To live in the hearts we leave behind - is not to die.”  
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