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FOREWORD
Who are we and where did we come from? We can only investigate our origins over a fraction of the
time that the human race has existed. Written records for the common man are available for only about
three hundred fifty years. Any earlier records that may have been made are lost in antiquity. But in
those few hundred years there is a great deal of material to sort through. In ten generations, a span of
about 250 years, each of us have 250 to 512 direct ancestors to locate and record. If we go back 20
generations, which would be about 500 years, our task would produce about a million direct ancestors.
Sue and I began working on this record of our family in 1990 with a desire to find out who our ancestors were and as much about their lives as we could discover. We gathered over 600 birth, marriage,
death, and census records to document our findings. These materials allowed us to make charts showing
how we are related but they do not reveal the adventure of our ancestors’ lives.
We scarcely remember our grandparents and all we know about those before them we discovered from a
few letters and postcards that were saved. From these slim leavings, we pieced together as much as we
could about the events of their lives. With that experience in mind, we have put stories of our lives into
this book that will provide a fuller record for those who will look back at us.
Our research has taken us to many libraries and archives, notably the Family History Library in Salt
Lake City, the Saint Paul, Minnesota, Public Library, and the Pacific Southwest Branch of the National
Archives. Most of our research time was spent in the Family History Center in Tehachapi, California,
where it is possible to order and search through the reels of microfilmed records held in the library in
Salt Lake City.
Each search takes us back in history and for each generation we need to understand the circumstances of
that time and how lives were affected. In searching the records of a hundred years ago, we found that at
least two-thirds of the recorded deaths were for children under the age of two who died from diseases
that are rare today. This made us realize how fragile life was for them. For those that made it to adulthood, unsanitary conditions of city living and long hours in unsafe factories cut short their lives. Those
who chose to make their livelihood on the farm also led a hard life, for they had few of the conveniences
that we take for granted today. They were hardy people and the lucky survived.
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we would know little about these relatives.
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HISTORICAL ROOTS OF THE DALLONS FAMILY
Where the Dallons family originated in Europe is unknown. The earliest records we found of our family
are from the late 17th century in the area around Charleroi, Belgium.
Europeans have always moved around, for example, as traveling merchants, traders, artisans, and
soldiers. If the Dallonses immigrated to Belgium from
somewhere else in Europe, it probably would have been
between the 12th and 16th century. Certainly, no
records exist from that time. Oral histories handed
down through the family claim ancestors from Bohemia, Spain, and even some Gypsies, although the latter is quite doubtful. It is more likely that they descended from the tribes called Belgae that inhabited
the area that is now Belgium when it was conquered
by the Romans.
The Dallons name is also found in Provence-AlpsCôte d’Azur, France; however, a connection between
the French and Belgian Dallonses has not been discovered. The earliest French records, in 1668, are
found in Grasse, near Cannes, along the Mediterranean coast. Additional records are found in the closeby villages of Auribeau sur Siagne and others from
the years between 1721 and 1802. The names Dalon
and Dalons are also found in that area.
The way names were written in the early records
can be confusing. Before 1790, all vital records were
kept by the Catholic Church. They were written mostly
in Latin and are not easy to read. The priest or scribe
often took liberties with the spelling. Thus, the surname Dallons was spelled a number of different ways:
Dalons, Dalonse, Dallons, and others. In church
records, given names were usually written in Latin,
while in civil records they were written in French. This
caused great difficulty in tracking individuals while
researching the family history. After 1790, all vital
records in Belgium were kept by the civil authorities
and were written in French, following a format that
made them more readable.
A book in the Family History Library in Salt Lake
City titled Belgian Surnames (by Albert Canoy) gives
the original Dallons family name spelling as D’halond;
however, the author does not say how he came by this
information.

cession of foreign powers since Charlemagne’s Empire broke up in 843 A.D. Armies from France, Austria, Spain, Holland, and Germany have overrun the
country.
Belgium’s major political divisions, Flanders and
Wallonia, can be traced back to the southward expansion of the Franks in the 3rd through 5th century. The
Franks moved into the area from what is now Germany after the Roman Empire collapsed. They pushed
on into Gaul, giving their name to France, but too few
settled there to influence the dominant Roman culture.
The dividing line between the Roman and Germanic
cultures and languages was settled in the 11th century
along a frontier that runs across the middle of modern
Belgium. Latin culture and language persisted in the
south and Germanic in the north. Today the country is
still divided, with Flanders in the north where Flemish, a Germanic language related to Dutch, is spoken
and Wallonia in the south, where French is spoken.
Distrust still exists between the two to such a degree
that one marvels that the country has held together since
1830, when the Belgian people revolted and became
independent from the Dutch.
The Dallons ancestors lived near Charleroi in
French-speaking Wallonia.
The area defining modern Belgium was formed in
1543 when Charles V (King of Spain and German
Emperor) incorporated 17 provinces into the Spanish
Netherlands. These lands had come under his control
through royal marriages and alliances. In 1648, the
Dutch Republic (later known as Holland) separated
from the Netherlands leaving the area that is now called
Belgium. Belgium was successively controlled by Austria, France, and the Dutch.
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The Historical Setting
The area that is now the small country of Belgium has
been an important trade center since it was conquered
by Julius Caesar in 57 to 50 B.C. The Romans named
the province Belgica. It has been controlled by a suc-
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Founding Charleroi
because of the vigorously applied penalties of the
Counter Reformation after Holland, a Protestant country, lost control of southern Belgium. Alexander and
Elizabeth may have been among those who fled the
continent for that reason. Or they may have been seeking economic opportunity, as at that time England was
rapidly expanding its textile production and many
weavers emigrated from Belgium to the bustling mills
in the British Isles.

In 1666, the Spanish built a fortress named Charleroi
on the site of the medieval village of Charnoy to protect southern Spanish Netherlands from attack by the
French. Spanish soldiers were stationed there until
Spain ceded the area to the Austrian Habsberg empire
in 1713. During this time, Dutch soldiers may have
been stationed there along with the Spanish and succeeding Austrian forces until 1781 to protect Holland
(Dutch Republic) from the French.

The Industrial Revolution
The industrial revolution started in England about
1760. It spread more rapidly through Belgium than
through the rest of Europe, fueled by Belgium’s coal
deposits that provided steam power and by a ready
work force. Coal mining started around Charleroi in
the 1720s and by the 1780s the coal mines of Liege
were among the most modern in Europe. By 1830,
Belgium held a leading position in the manufacturing
of steel, glass, and machinery. Most of this industry
was located in the southern part of the country around
Charleroi.
Records of that time show that many of our Dallons ancestors worked in the glass factories and coal
mines. Before industrialization they were probably
craftsmen or day laborers, but as records before 1800
did not list occupations it is not possible to know.
Stanislas Joseph Dallons (1758-1823) as well as his
son Nicolas Joseph Dallons (1799 - ? ) were schoolteachers. Since it was common practice for sons to

The village of Charnoy
The Dallons and related families lived in the villages to the north and within 5 miles of Charleroi. The
earliest Belgian Dallons on record (Maxdelina Dalons,
1680) lived in Gilly, a community that is now part of
the larger city of Charleroi.

The Huguenots
In the aftermath of the formation of the Dutch Republic, many social and political movements caused waves
of emigration in which our ancestors may have been
caught up. One early document originating not in
Belgium but in London, England, recorded the marriage of Alexander Dallons and Elizabeth Charon on 2
March, 1702. The spelling of the name Dallons is very
clear on the document so we know that the current
spelling of the name existed from the 17th century.
Unfortunately, the record of the Dallons-Charon marriage lists only their names and the parish where they
were living at the time, leaving a number of questions
as to why they were in England, where they came from,
where they lived after their marriage, and why they
chose to be married in an Anglican Church. The last is
a mystery as they must have come from Belgium or
France which are predominantly Roman Catholic. They
may have been Huguenots, members of the Protestant
movement in France and Belgium in the 16th and 17th
centuries. Many Protestants fled to London in 1556
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Charleroi and vicinity
Charleroi was once several villages along the
Sambre River. Eventually the separate villages
grew together and consolidated.
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follow their father’s occupation, it is possible that their
fathers were also teachers or scribes.
Of the eleven children of Nicolas Joseph and Marie
Therese Desiree (Canva) Dallons, three of the four
daughters married glass blowers and six of the seven
sons followed that occupation. The seventh son, Jean
Baptiste, was a blacksmith employed in the glass factories keeping the blow pipes and machinery in working order. Today he would probably be called a machinist. His son, Francois Cesar also was a blacksmith
and worked at that trade in the glass factories when he
immigrated to America in 1890.
At that time, political power in Belgium was held
entirely by the landowners; workers were not represented and their needs not recognized by the ruling
political bodies. However, Belgian workers did not
rebel in the early industrial revolution as did workers
throughout the rest of Europe. In part, Belgium workers were more content with their lot because they were
not concentrated in intolerable slums. Workers were
given low-cost passes on the railways and could easily commute to work from their ancestral communities where they could own their own houses. Still, their
working conditions were very difficult. In 1886, a cel-

ebration by some anarchists led to worker riots throughout Wallonia. Factories and country houses were set
on fire and martial law was declared. After an inquiry,
some labor laws were passed to redress the poor industrial working conditions. But, the socialists were
not satisfied by the reforms and demanded universal
suffrage. In 1893, a nationwide strike broke out that
was suppressed with great severity. Given these conditions, some of our ancestors may have left Belgium
in search of better wages and working conditions.
Throughout the 19th and early 20th century, skilled
glass blowers were in great demand in industrialized
nations, and members of the Dallons family often traveled to other countries to work in the glass factories.
Oscar Dallons (Sr.) had been in England and Russia,
and was in Milan, Italy, in 1914 when the First World
War started. His brothers Arthur and Leopold were in
Japan from 1909 to 1911. Messages on postcards indicate that they were there to teach glass blowing or to
help start a factory: Arthur wrote of spending two years
there. Arthur also worked in Russia before the 1917
revolution. Another brother, Alfred, went to Canada
in about 1930 but we have no information of his occupation or if he remained there or returned to Belgium.

Time Line of Dallons Ancestors in Charleroi
Political history
Spanish
Netherlands
1666 Charleroi Founded

Austrian Territory

French
Dutch
Territory
Territory Kingdom of Belgium
Napoleonic Wars

1914 - WWI

1940 - WWII

Economic history
Coal mining starts in Charleroi

Industrial revolution
Cholera epidemics

1800

1700

1900
John DALLONS - Charleroi - Glass blower
Ethel ROLLASON - Birmingham, England

Ludiovici DALLONS - Gilly
Isabella AUBRIS

Pierre BASTIN - Lodelinsart
Marie MONNOYER

Stanislas DALLONS - Gilly - School teacher
Marie COPETTE - Fleurus

Oscar DALLONS - Charleroi - Glass blower
Felicie PIERARD - Montigny Sur Sambre

Louis DALLONS - Heppignes - Glass blower
Marie BASTIN - Lodelinsart

Nicolas DALLONS - Fleurus - School teacher
Marie CANVA - Lodelinsart

Barthelemis CANVA
Anne LEBRON

Jean DALLONS - Heppignies - Blacksmith
Marie DEHOUT - Gosselies
Alexander DEHOUT - Jumet
Coal miner
Marie STEVENS - Meerbeek

Francois DALLONS - Charleroi Blacksmith
Emilia CHAUSTEUR- Gilly

Emile CHAUSTEUR - LaHestre

NICOLAS DEHOUT - Gosselies
Coal miner
Marie LEFEBVRE

Celinie ANDRISSE - Gilly
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Victor DALLONS - Indiana - Advertising
Agnes SLPIKE - Kansas

THE CHAUSTEURS

(by Willis Dallons)

Frank DALLONS
Emilia CHAUSTEUR
Willis DALLONS

Victor DALLONS
Agnes SLIPKA

John SLIPKE
Mary MAGETTE

Jean DALLONS
Marie DEHOUT
Emile CHAUSTEUR
Celinie ANDRISSE
Franz SLIPKE
Marie BURESH
Florent MAGETTE
Ernestine MEURISSE

Indiana. A number of
other Belgian families
were living in the same
neighborhood and
most were employed in
glass factories.
In 1895, Victor
Chausteur returned to
Belgium for a visit.
While he was there his
father, Emile, died.
When Victor returned
Victor Chausteur
to America in 1896 he
brought his mother
Celinie (Andrisse) with him. She was born in Gilly,
Belgium, on January 28, 1837. Her birth certificate
gives only the name of her mother, Ursula Andrisse;
little else is known about her background. Celinie married Emile Chausteur in 1858 and they had three children, Jules, Victor, and Emilia. Records show the latter two came to America, but no record of Jules can be
found other than his birth certificate. The 1900 census
shows Celinie living with the Frank Dallons family in
Orestes, Indiana, but no further trace of her has been
found. It is not likely that she would have returned to
Belgium alone, so she probably died somewhere in
America.
The Chausteurs eventually settled in Maumee, a
suburb of Toledo, Ohio, where Victor worked in a
glass factory until his tragic death in 1928. A piece of
machinery became jammed and while Victor was working on it someone turned on the motor and he was
pulled through the rollers. He lived overnight in the
hospital and expired the following day at the age of
68. His widow, Elvire continued to live in Maumee
until she died in 1931. Both are buried in St. Joseph’s
Cemetery in Maumee, Ohio.

The Chausteur family is connected to the Dallons family in two ways: Victor Chausteur married Elvire
Louise Dallons and her brother, François Cesar (Frank)
Dallons, married Victor’s sister, Emilia. All eventually immigrated to the United States.

Victor & Elvire (Dallons) Chausteur
The date of this photo is not known, but it was
probably taken in about 1910.

Victor and Elvire were married in Charleroi, Belgium, and had two children, Bertha and Emile. Victor
came to America in 1889, his wife and the two children arrived later, in 1890. Elvire’s brother, François
Cesar Dallons, also came to America about the same
time. They may have came on the same ship; however, no passenger lists have been found to verify this.
Where the Chausteurs lived when they first arrived
is not known, but Victor applied for citizenship when
living in Ottawa, Ohio, in December, 1889. Another
daughter, Denise, was born in Fostoria, Ohio, in 1891.
Victor was a glass blower; many glass workers and
their families followed employment opportunities and
moved frequently. By 1900, both the Victor Chausteur
and the Frank Dallons families were living in Orestes,

Emile and Celinie (Andrisse) Chausteur
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THE MAGETTES

(by Willis Dallons)

The earliest record we have been able to find of my
Magette ancestors in America was in Monticello, Illinois. Sue and I located the cemetery containing the
graves of Anne Joseph Magette and her daughter, Mary.
By piecing together bits of information we believe that
the following events occurred.

Willis DALLONS

Frank DALLONS
Emilia CHAUSTEUR
Victor DALLONS
Agnes SLIPKA

John SLIPKE
Mary MAGETTE

Jean DALLONS
Marie DEHOUT
Emile CHAUSTEUR
Celinie ANDRISSE
Franz SLIPKE
Marie BURESH
Florent MAGETTE
Ernestine MEURISSE

describing the 50th wedding anniversary of Florent
and Ernestine (Meurisse) Magette in which the place
of their marriage was given as Cebra, France. It was
only after a long search that we found the event took
place in Sibret, Belgium. The author of the article
spelled it as it sounded in English, Cebra .
The town of Sibret is near Bastogne, where the
Battle of the Bulge took place in World War II. Records
from Sibret revealed that Florent Magette and
Ernestine Meurisse were married on July 9, 1862. The
marriage document states that the groom’s mother was
not present as she was in “Monticello, America.” That
of course, led to our search in Monticello, Illinois. We
also learned that Florent’s older brother, Jean Henri,
was married to Ernestine’s older sister, Celestine.
Florent and Ernestine were farmers in Haut-Fays,
(pronounced O-fay) Belgium, where their first three
children, Salena, Mary, and Joseph were born. On June
24, 1868, they arrived in New York on the ship “Nebraska.” They settled first in Monticello, Illinois,
where their other three children, Louis, Josephine, and
Flora were born. The 1900 census reports the number
of children Ernestine bore to be seven, with six living.
No record has been found of the birth of the seventh
child.
By 1880 the family had a farm in Saline County,
Kansas. By then his brother, Jean Henri, (now known
as John Henry) had also immigrated with his family
to Kansas. Census records indicate that they came to
America in 1870, but we have not found their names
on a passenger list. John Henry and his wife Celestine
also had six children, with five living to adulthood.
Ernestine and Florent Magette celebrated their
golden wedding anniversary in Beloit, Kansas, in 1912.
Florent died in 1915 at the age of 76 and Ernestine
died the following year, aged 79.
Other families named Meurisse also settled in
Kansas, but it is not known how they were related to
Celestine and Ernestine. It is reasonable to believe that
they were related, as immigrants often sent glowing
letters back home encouraging others to come to
America. There are numerous persons with the surname Magette and Meurisse throughout America that
may be related to our family in Belgium although the
connections may be generations back.

Mary Schroeder [nee Magette]
Jean Louis and Anne Joseph (Bergain) Magette were
married in Reimchampaign, Luxembourg, Belgium,
on January 30, 1813, and were the parents of seven
children, including my great grandfather, Florent
Magette. Jean Louis died in 1851. His wife Anne and
her daughter Marie (Mary) immigrated to America in
about 1854 and settled in Monticello, Illinois. It is not
likely that the two ladies would emigrate to a new land
by themselves. We believe that the daughter Mary was
married and the couple brought her mother, who would
have been in her sixties, with them. We have not been
able to find the name of Mary’s husband, but we suspect it was a person named Schroeder or Shrader, as a
baby by the latter name is buried within the fenced
family plot. Anne Joseph Magette died at the age of
75 on August 10, 1866, and is buried in the old
Monticello cemetery.
A record shows that Mary Schroeder [nee Magette]
married Anton Saupe on January 25, 1857. They had
four children; all died as infants. Anton died of consumption (tuberculosis) on August 5, 1867. Several
years later, on January 3,1869, Mary and John Kousho
were married.
John Kousho, a native of an area of Poland which
was then part of Austria, had been an officer in the
Austrian army. When a revolt broke out in his native
Poland, he refused to fight against his own countrymen and deserted with an entire regiment that sided
with the revolutionists. The outbreak was suppressed
and he escaped to America in 1867. He lived in fear of
being arrested and returned to Poland to stand trial. As
he grew older his mind became unsettled. In late August 1892, he came home for lunch and after his meal
went upstairs and put a pistol to his head. Mary died
three years later on September 19, 1895, at the age of
72. All are buried in the old cemetery in Monticello,
Illinois.

Florent and Ernestine MAGETTE
Research into this part of my family has been frustrated by misinformation. When Sue and I started
searching we were sent a copy of a newspaper article
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THE SLIPKA / SLIPKE FAMILY

by Willis Dallons
Frank DALLONS
Emilia CHAUSTEUR

My mother could tell me little as to where her parents
came from. All she could say was that her mother was
from Belgium and her father’s family came from Bohemia. When I pressed her for details, she would reply that her father wouldn’t talk about his past, saying
that “we are all Americans now so the past doesn’t
matter.” She did relate that her father’s brother once
came for a visit and they sat apart from the family and
spoke in a foreign language that no one else could
understand.
When I started this project, I had few clues to work
on, other than that my grandfather had a brother somewhere. I knew I had numerous cousins, so I began by
searching for them in phone books and soon had quite
a list to contact. Conversations with some of them gave
me bits of information that finally led to St. Paul, Minnesota, where in the public library we found the names
of the Slipke family in the 1883 city directory. This
was quite an exciting find, as I had been told that John
Slipke had changed his name when he went to Kansas. Had this been true, I would have met a dead end
in tracing him. The city directories listed the name as
Slipke and Slipka, so the supposed name change was
only a slight variation in spelling. Also found in the
1883 city directory for St. Paul were four other men’s
names, Frank, Henry, James, and Joseph Slipke, all
living either at the same address or nearby. I then realized that my grandfather had four brothers. In later
directories the name Slipke was also spelled Slipka
and Slipky, so perhaps the publisher of the directory
chose the spelling

Willis DALLONS

Victor DALLONS
Agnes SLIPKA

John SLIPKE
Mary MAGETTE

Jean DALLONS
Marie DEHOUT
Emile CHAUSTEUR
Celinie ANDRISSE
Franz SLIPKE
Marie BURESH
Florent MAGETTE
Ernestine MEURISSE

Slipka in the United States so some of them may be
descendants of this brother.
The given names of Franz, Marie, and Johann were
probably Americanized to Frank, Mary, and John. Their
ages on the passenger list agree, with minor discrepancies, with those known from other documents. On
his marriage certificate, John Slipke gave his birth year
as 1861, although if he were nine months old when the
family arrived in America, he would have been born
in 1860.

Immigration
We learned that the name was originally spelled Slipka
when we found a passenger list in the book Germans
to America (Glazier & Filby, Vol. 14,) showing a Slipka
family arriving in the port of Philadelphia aboard the
bark Washington on 29 July, 1861, from the port of
Bremen, Germany. This index gives the names, ages
and occupations of the passengers. The father is listed
as Franz Slipka, age 33, a countryman (farmer), his
wife Marie, age 31, sons Franz, age 6, Joseph, age 5,
and Johann, age 9 months. An exact copy of the passenger list was found and shows that they came from
the town of Neplachov, Bohemia, about 60 miles south
of Prague and about 10 miles north of Ceske
Budejovice. Traveling with them is also listed a Johann
Slipka, age 30. This person must have been a brother
of Franz. There are numerous families by the name

Franz and Marie Slipka?
This photo was taken in Philadelphia, possibly
shortly after Franz and Marie arrived there. The
people in the photo were not identified. Photos
were often sent back to relatives after immigrants
arrived in the new country as proof of their health.
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unknown), probably before moving to St. Paul,
Minnesota. I have not located their marriage
record. They had four children: Amilia and Mary
Slipka, and two others that
died as babies. Frank died
at the age of 38 on NovemPossibly Frank Slipka
ber 16, 1894, of “pulmonary hemorrhages,” which
was probably tuberculosis. His widow Josaphine remarried to Franz Horeisk in 1898. I have not traced
the two daughters.
Joseph Herman Slipka was also born in Bohemia on March 12, probably in 1854. The date of his
birth is given as 1868 on his death certificate but this
is an error, as the 1920 census he gave his age as 63
and the immigration ship passenger list indicates he
was born in 1854. The St. Paul city directory gave his
occupation as a box maker. On January 12, 1884, Joseph Slipka and Rose Bernatsky applied for a marriage license; but as the license was not completed we
do not have the exact date of their wedding. They had
six children and their descendants are mostly living in
the Minneapolis/St. Paul area. Joseph died of myocarditis (an inflammation of the heart muscle) on April
23, 1930, and his widow Rose, lived on to 1953, when
she died at the age of 89.

By going through the St. Paul, Minnesota, city directories from 1883 to 1890, we began to gather more
information on our Slipka family. Listed in the 1885
directory is “Mary Slipka, widow of Frank.” Because
she is listed as a widow, we assume that the father,
Frank, died before the family moved to St. Paul. A
later search of the Milwaukee, Wisconsin, 1870 census confirmed that Mary was a widow by 1870, and
the two youngest brothers, James and Henry, and sister, Mary, were born in Wisconsin, probably in Milwaukee. This leads me to believe that the family moved
directly to that state when they arrived in America.

Mary Slipka, the Mother
While tracing the Slipka family through the city directory in St. Paul, it was interesting to note that the mother
of the family was listed as “Mary, widow of Frank”
each year except for the 1888 to 1890 editions when
she is listed as “widow of Fredrick.” This of course,
could be a typographical error similar to the occasional
spelling of the surname in these directories as Slipke
instead of Slipka. Mary’s name disappeared from the
directory in the 1892 edition so it was assumed that
she either died or moved away. Later we found a marriage license for Mrs. Mary Slipka and John Masek,
issued in 1892. By following names and addresses in
the St. Paul city directories we found that Mary Slipka
and John Masek married and moved to 187 Colborne
Street, just a block away from where he operated a
grocery store with his brother. By 1900, John Masek
had died, leaving Mary a widow again. She continued
to live at the Colborne Street address with her late
husband’s son and his family until 1918, when she
moved to her own son Joseph’s residence and there
died on September 14, 1919. The death certificate
gives her age as 80, however she was older, for in the
1900 census she gives her birth year as 1833 and the
passenger log of the ship she immigrated to America
on indicates she was born in about 1830. It is more
likely she was 86 to 89 years old when she died.

James J. Slipka was
born in Wisconsin in 1863.
The only document we
have showing his age is the
1880 census in which he
gives his place of birth as
Wisconsin and his age as
17 years. We may not find
a birth certificate for him,
Possibly James Slipka
as in those days a birth
usually occurred at home
and the event often went unrecorded. According to the
1880 census he was working as a farm laborer in Saline County, Kansas. We found him listed in the 1884
city directory in St. Paul, Minnesota, employed as a
trunk maker. He was living with his mother and brothers on Colborne St. and on September 25, 1888, he
married Agnes M. Beranek. They had two children,
Christine, and John. James died of tuberculosis on

The Slipka Siblings
Frank Slipka was the eldest of the five, born in Bohemia about 1855. Until the exact date can be located,
we can only calculate the date of his birth using his
age given in the passenger list of the ship on which he
came to America. He was employed as a box maker,
and later his occupation was listed as carpenter.
Records show that he married Josaphine, (maiden name
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January 9, 1891, at the age of 26. His widow, Agnes,
did not remarry. The 1920 city directory still listed her
as “Agnes Slipky, widow of James J.” It is interesting
to note that James spelled his name Slipky, not Slipka,
and his widow continued with that spelling. The daughter, Christine, married John Bilek. We have no information on the son, John.

Mary Slipka - We
have not found any information on the daughter,
Mary, other than she was
born in Wisconsin in 1863.
She would have been in
her 20s when the rest of
the family moved to St.
Paul, so she could have
been married at that time
and remained in Milwaukee.

Henry Slipka, the
youngest son, also was
born in Wisconsin, in
1868. He is listed in the
1884 St. Paul city directory, employed a helper at
the “C, St. P, M & O” railroad shop. He would have
been only 16 years of age,
Possibly Henry Slipka
but at that time it was not
uncommon for schooling
to end early and for children to go to work. On July
30, 1888, he married Mary Louise Honsa, with whom
he had four children. Descendants of this union live in
Minnesota, Wisconsin, and Colorado. We have been
told that Henry died in a railway accident, probably
about 1904, but we have not been able to locate a record
of this event. His widow Mary did not remarry and
died in 1951.
In a letter from George Slipka, a grandson of Joseph, he wrote of his knowledge of the Slipka family:
“I believe my grandfather had 2 brothers.
The one who changed his name to Slipke,
ran a farm near Salina, Kansas. The other
brother was a kissing Bohemian. He was
arrested more than once for grabbing women
through the stairs of a walkway in St. Paul
and hugging and kissing them. I don’t think
he ever went to jail”.
In letter from Virginia Slipka, whose husband is a
great-grandson of Henry Slipka, she writes:
“My husband’s sister told me that her grandfather, Frank Joseph’s father [Henry] was
killed by a train when Frank was 10 years
old. She said that her grandmother had divorced him, that he was very handsome and
quite a ladies’ man. Oh, yes and that he was
a gymnast with a very fine build.”
Here I will leave the reader to draw his or her own
conclusions.

Possibly Mary Slipka

John Slipke
John Slipke was born in Bohemia in the fall of 1860.
He was only 9 months old when he immigrated to
America with his family. His family first settled in
Milwaukee Wisconsin. At the age of about 24, after
his father died, he moved to St. Paul, Minnesota, with
his brothers and mother.
I have a copy of a wedding photograph that I believed to be of my grandparents, however, there is no
identification on it. When visiting a cousin, Robert
Carl, in Tulare, California, he showed me a wedding
photo of our grandparents that did not match the one I
had. The man in the two photos was similar but the
lady was altogether different. I eventually traced the
origin of the photograph and found that it had been
made in St. Paul, Minnesota, so I began a search in the
vital records there. I found a marriage license issued
to John Slipke and Mary Katels on June 27, 1885, and
a record of their marriage on July 6,1885. A further
search revealed that Mary [Katels] Slipke died in childbirth in May 1886 and the baby lived only five weeks.
When John Slipke lost his wife and baby in a matter of a few weeks, he must have been filled with despair. He left St. Paul for Salina, Kansas. We know
that John, and his brother James, had lived earlier near
Salina, Kansas, as they are listed in the 1880 national
census of that year. John gave his age as 18, and James
as 17. It is quite possible that John had met Mary
Magette when he was working as a farm hand in Kansas, as the census shows that he was living in the same
Frank DALLONS
Emilia CHAUSTEUR
Willis DALLONS
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Florent MAGETTE
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Mary journeyed to St. Paul, Minnesota, to visit his
mother and probably his brother Joseph. Fortunately,
they sent a post card from there to my mother Agnes,
and it became an important clue in tracing John’s
mother to St. Paul. They also came to California to
visit my mother in 1923, probably a big adventure for
people who left their community so rarely. Mary died
on March 18, 1924, after a long illness. The cause of
death was probably diabetes. John Slipke died the following year on September 15, from prostate cancer.
Both are buried in the St. Peter and Paul Cemetery in
Cawker City, Kansas.

Wedding photo taken in St Paul, MN is possibly
that of John Slipka and Mary Katels
township as the Magette family. At that time Mary
would have been 15 years old. We can only guess at
the train of events that became part of our family history. Shortly after the death of his first wife, John was
back in Kansas, and married Mary Magette on September 28, 1886.
Their first child, Gertrude, died shortly after birth,
but they eventually had nine children, a large number,
but then common for farm families. Eight of the children reached adulthood, married, and had families, with
the exception of Charles who died in a fall from a water
tank in 1924, while working in Nebraska.
John and Mary Slipke farmed in the area of Beloit,
Kansas, for many years. In their later years they retired and moved to Cawker City. In 1914, John and

Mary (Magette) and John Slipke
with grandchildren Eloise and Marjorie Dallons

Slipke Family Farm
Located near Cawker City, Kansas, the farm was submerged under Lake Waconda when the Soloman River
was dammed .
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The Slipka Family
When I found that my grandfather, John Slipke, had four brothers, it became a challenge to find out more
about them. As I mentioned earlier, we were searching the St. Paul City directories when we found the
names of his four brothers and his mother listed. A week later when we were visiting my cousin Margaret
(Carl) Hebrew and her husband in Omaha, Nebraska, she brought out an old photograph of five men and a
woman. I immediately realized that this was a picture of the Slipka family.
It was an exciting find; however, there were no identifications on the back of the photo nor information
about where it was taken. Judging from the ages of the men, we believe that it was taken about 1884 in St.
Paul, Minnesota. The man standing in the center appears to be John Slipke. The woman seated in the
center obviously is Mary Slipka, the mother of the family. We hope to locate other photographs of these
people so we can make positive identifications.
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SLIPKAs in BOHEMIA

(by Victor and Willis Dallons)

Where They Were From
Franz SLIPKA claimed to be from Neplachov, a small
town near Ceske Budejovice (Budweis) in the southern part of what is now the Czech Republic. (See map
on next page) This is an area of lakes and flat lands,
much of it farmland. There are still SLIPKAs living
in or near Ceske Budejovice. Others live in Prague.
Ceske Budejovice lies near the border with Austria. Southwest of Ceske Budejovice is a plateau with
a spruce, pine and beach forest. To the east is lake
country. To the north, where Neplachov is, are rolling

plains planted in wheat and other grain crops. The area
has a Bavarian-Austrian flavor. Ceske Budejovice,
which dates from medieval times, sits at the confluence of the Vltava and Malse rivers. The Vltava flows
north to Prague and carried trade between Austria and
Prague since the 11th century. A fire destroyed Ceske
Budejovice in 1641, and it was rebuilt in the baroque
style. The lands and estates to the north of Ceske
Budejovice, including Neplachov, were owned by the
Schwarzenberg family.

Life in The Old Country in the 1800s
Bohemia was a densely populated agricultural area
with industry beginning to develop in the north part of
the country. Political life centered around Prague.
Since the 1500s, Bohemia had been dominated by the
repressive Austrian kings, the house of Habsburgs. At
the beginning of the 19th century the feudal system
was still in place, with serfs beholden to large estate
owners such as the Schwarzenberg family.
By the middle of the 19th century, Eastern Europe
was in a state of political turmoil. Nationalism was
sweeping through Europe. There were calls for economic and social reform as well. In 1848, revolution
in France calling for constitutional government trig-

gered similar revolutions across Europe, including
Bohemia. The revolution in Bohemia was suppressed
by the Austrian army. However, the revolt did result
in freeing the serfs from the land owners with the abolition of servitude in 1848. The abolition resulted in
large changes in the economic structure of Bohemia,
moving away from an agrarian society to one with more
industry.
Between 1848 and 1914, an estimated 5 million
people emigrated from Eastern Europe to the United
States, bringing with them a profound sense of the injustice of the old European regimes. Farm land was
scarce in Bohemia but plentiful in the United States.
15
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SLIPKA Immigration
Wooden three-masted barks were the most common
cargo-carriers in the middle of the 19th century. Many
barks were converted to passenger ships.

Franz SLIPKA came from the town of Neplachov in
southern Bohemia. Neplachov was away from the political turmoil in Prague, but closer to Austria, the
source of the political problems. We do not know why
Franz left Bohemia - because of the turmoil, dislike of
the despotism of the Habsburgs, a desire for farm land
and economic opportunity, or another reason.
Franz SLIPKA, his wife, brother or cousin, and
children immigrated to the United States aboard the
bark “Washington.” They sailed from Bremen, Germany, to Philadelphia, PA, arriving August 29, 1861,
with 189 other passengers. The trip across the Atlantic took about 8 weeks. Although steam ships could
make the crossing in about 4 weeks, poor immigrants
found the sailing vessels much more affordable.
A bark (barque) is a sailing vessel with at least
three masts. Each of them is rigged with at least three
square sails, except for the sternmost, which is rigged
with fore-and-aft sails. The unidentified bark in the
picture at the right is a three-masted vessel rigged with
double topsails, single topgallant sails, and royals.

A three masted bark like the one on which the
Slipkas traveled to America

Origin of the Name (by Willis and Victor Dallons)
A bird list from the Czech Republic lists a Slipka
Zelenonoha; the later word translates into “green
legs” from the Czech language. This bird is in the
rail family and has the scientific name of Gallinula
chloropus (Gal-IN-you-lah CLO-roh-pus). In Latin,
the word “gallinula” is the diminutive of gallina,
meaning chicken, hen, or pullet. Chloros means
green and pous means foot. Thus, the name describes
“a hen like bird that has green feet” In the Czech
language, the bird’s name is written Slepice Vodni,
meaning a small water hen. The pronunciation is
the same in both Slovak and Czech.
The common name for this bird in America and
most of the world is the Common Moorhen. It is
found world wide on all continents except Antarctica and Australia. In the United States it ranges from
coast to coast in the south where freshwater ponds
and marshes exist. Our field guide describes the
bird’s legs and feet as yellow.

We were told that the name SLIPKA originated in
the south of Bohemia. We also learned that a bird
known as a “Slipka Vodny” lives around the many
lakes in that area. The word “slipka” means “hen”
and vodny means “water” in the Slovak language,
thus a “water hen.”

Slipka Vodny (Common
Moorhen)
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THE FRANçOIS CESAR DALLONS FAMILY
Frank DALLONS
Emilia CHAUSTEUR
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Franz SLIPKE
Marie BURESH
Florent MAGETTE
Ernestine MEURISSE

(by Willis Dallons)

employed. There was no such thing as unemployment
insurance or welfare in those days; if you wanted to
eat, you went looking for a new job.
The year 1906 must have been a difficult one for
Frank. His wife Emilia was in poor health, so their son
Victor was kept by his aunt and uncle, the Chausteurs,
in Maumee, Ohio. Frank left on the train for California on November 20, 1906 and arrived in Stockton on
the 26th. From the postcards he sent to his son Victor
all along the way, we were able to follow his route
across America.
The great earthquake that destroyed San Francisco
on April 18 of that year created a great demand for
glass, so jobs were plentiful. Frank went to work for
the Pacific Window Glass Co. in Stockton. A year later
in 1907, his son Victor arrived to live with his father.
Victor was 14 years old at that time, so it is doubtful
that he made the six-day train trip by himself across
the country. A postcard is the only clue as to who may

François Cesar Jean Dallons, my paternal grandfather,
immigrated from Belgium to Orestes, Indiana, in 1890.
I do not know who traveled with him but I remember
my father saying he was told that “a whole group of
Belgians came over from the old country at the same
time.” The 1900 census shows a number of persons of
Belgian origin living in Orestes, Indiana, including a
cousin, Lydia Dallons, who had married Victor
Mesureur, so probably many of the other immigrants
were related.
François, (now called Frank), had married Victor
Chausteur’s sister Emilia in 1885 and they had a son
Jules the following year. Frank went alone to America
first, and his wife and son joined him several months
later in Orestes, Indiana. Two years later, in 1893, my
father, Victor, was born in Kokomo, Indiana.
Frank and the other Belgians worked in glass factories in Indiana and Ohio, wherever there was employment. My father recalled a story of the time when
the gas fields that supplied fuel for the glass factory
gave out overnight. In the morning when the workers
arrived for work, they found themselves suddenly un-

Emilia Dallons
At the grave of her husband Frank, in Stockton,
California

François Cesar Dallons
Photo circa 1892
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have escorted him to Stockton. It was written to
Victor’s father Frank in Stockton from his cousin
Sylvain Devillez in Mount Vernon, Ohio, dated August 28, 1907. The message was written in French and
asks, “Is it true that Emile Denuit went to California?”
The rest of the postcard is a bit garbled but one can
gather that Victor came to California with the Denuit
family.
Frank developed pneumonia and died on March
11, 1912, and was buried in the Stockton Rural Cemetery. His widow, Emilia, must have left Pennsylvania shortly afterward and moved to Stockton, most
likely to take care of her son. However, my father had
other ideas, as he left Stockton in 1913 to study in
Chicago. Emilia moved briefly to Independence, Kansas, to be near Victor when he was living in Beloit,
Kansas, and then returned to Stockton.

Frank Corvin Dallons visiting his grandmother
Emilia (Chausteur) Dallons (circa 1936)

Emilia Chausteur

French and I would become resentful when they looked
at me and broke out laughing while speaking this
strange language. I was totally defenseless. But there
were little presents from Chinatown, my fill of gallettes,
(a sweet Belgian cookie), a trip to the Stockton Mineral Baths, and the train ride home that made it all
worthwhile. I saw little of her as I grew up and I was
in the Air Corps when she died on the 13th of May,
1943, so I was unable to attend her funeral.

My earliest memories of my grandmother Emilia, are
vague. When I was small, my father would take me
along when he went to visit her. The train ride from
Bakersfield to Stockton was exciting to a five-yearold, but visiting her was something else. Upon our arrival she would smother me with kisses (revolting to a
little boy!) and as she did not speak English I could
not understand her. She and my father conversed in

4th Grade Class, Orestes, Indiana (circa 1902)
Denise Chausteur (front, center) and Victor Dallons (to the right of her)
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the store as a clerk. Victor left Beloit in May 1914 for
a job at the Fair Store in Bisbee, Arizona. He asked
Agnes to join him there in December. She readily accepted and left Kansas for a life in the West, arriving
in Bisbee on the 28th of December. The following day
they went to the Cochise County Courthouse in Tombstone to obtain a marriage license and were married
that evening back in Bisbee.

Victor, my father, attended South School in Stockton,
California during 1909 and 1910. After the 8th grade
he went to work for Levy Bros. Department Store as a
delivery boy. One reason he was hired was his ability
to speak French, as some of the store’s customers were
French women employed in the red light district. These
customers were certainly not welcomed to shop in the
store, so someone who could speak their language had
to take and deliver their orders. Quite an education for
a 15-year-old boy. At the age of 17 Victor had become
the assistant window trimmer, an occupation that today is called the display department.
In January 1913, he went to Chicago, Illinois, to
attend school to further his career as a window trimmer and show card writer. His first job after school in
Chicago was in Beloit, Kansas, at the Blue Store, where
he met Agnes Slipke. The year was 1913. I have not
found a record of the day he arrived there, but it was in
March. Agnes, who was to be my mother, worked in

The Southwest
During the six months before the arrival of Agnes in
Bisbee, Victor and some companions spent Sunday afternoons hiking the mountains around the town. On
one memorable day they were on a hilltop and were
able to watch the battle of Naco on the Mexican side
of the border through telescopes. Pancho Villa’s guerrillas and the federal troops were fighting a series of
battles on the Mexican side, so the United States stationed troops on the border to keep the war from spilling over into Arizona and New Mexico. On
March 9, 1916, Pancho Villa raided Columbus, New
Mexico, killing 18 Americans and looting the town.
General Pershing retaliated by sending troops into
Mexico but was unable to capture Villa. All of this
military activity had the citizens of the border towns
and mining camps quite concerned, as Villa could cross
the border at any time or point, but he did not cross the
line again.
Agnes and Victor left Bisbee sometime in the
spring of 1916. In April they were in Butte, Montana
and in Missoula by May, looking for work, but the

Agnes Slipke Boating on the
Solomon River 2 August, 1913

Victor with Marjorie, Willis and Eloise
(Circa 1923)
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cisco but his condition never improved and he required
constant care for 30 years until he died on July 3, 1954.
It is difficult to imagine the despair my parents went
through all of those years.

The Depression
To expand the egg business, my parents bought 20 acres
4 miles south of town on Union Avenue. This was in
1929, the year the stock market crashed, sending the
country into the Great Depression. Dad went ahead
and built two large chicken houses and stocked them
with hens and we ate the roosters. The property had a
service station with four hand pumps, so my mother
opened it up to sell gasoline to the few cars that went
by, as it was on the main highway to Los Angeles. The
years 1930 to 1933 were the depth of the Great Depression, so much of the traffic was people on foot,
searching for work. I was 10 years old and deeply impressed by these conditions. There was a steady stream
of poor people walking the roads searching for a way
to earn enough money just to eat. We burned wood for
heat and cooking so we had a woodpile that always
needed chopping. When men came to the door begging food they were shown the ax and woodpile. Those
who were really hungry chopped wood and were fed,
often those who did a good job were given some extra
sandwiches to carry on their way. Those who were not
seriously hungry usually dropped the ax and left as
soon as Mother was out of sight. Nobody ever stole
the ax, which would have been hard to replace. My
parents made sure that we children always had food to
eat. My most vivid memory is of the day my mother
asked me if I would mind if we did not have Christmas presents that year, and turned quickly away to hide
her tears. Times were hard and the memory of it affects me to this day.

Dallons house on 8th Street in
Bakersfield, CA
prospects of the cold Montana winters made them look
farther south. By November they were living in
Trinidad, Colorado.
I have no information as to how long they were in
Trinidad, nor when they moved to Tyrone, New
Mexico. Tyrone was strictly a company town, designed
by the wife of one of the owners of the Phelps-Dodge
Mining Company. When Victor and Agnes arrived they
found the town was under construction so there was a
job at the company store but no housing. They were
furnished a tent and eventually they were able to move
into a house in “Cement Gulch.” Two daughters were
born to them while they were living in Tyrone; Marjorie
Mary was born on January 1, 1918, in the company
hospital and Eloise Roberta in the same hospital on
June 26, 1919.
By 1921 the price of copper dropped, the mines
closed, and Tyrone, “the most beautiful mining camp
in the world,” became a ghost town. By that time, Victor and Agnes had departed for the West Coast. In February of 1920 they had arrived in Bakersfield, California, where Victor went to work for L.W. Lowell Men’s
Store. They lived on Maple Avenue and here is where
I come into this story on October 30, 1922.

California
The following year, 1923, my
parents bought several acres of
property on 8th Street on which
they built a house. They planted
fruit trees and built a large
chicken coop, as the plan was to
become independent by going
into the egg business.
My brother Richard Mark
was born on July 8, 1924, with
birth defects. My parents tried
many doctors and specialists,
both locally and in San Fran-

Dallons gas station, store, and cabins on Highway 99 South
of Bakersfield
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The egg business did not last. In 1933 a disease
swept through the chickens and Dad buried dozens of
hens each day. With the coops empty he turned his
attention to the service station, which was about the
only way left to make a living. That business survived
and was expanded to a store and a few tourist cabins.
Gas sold for 12 cents a gallon and a quart of oil was a
dime. By 1936, the migrants from the dust bowl arrived in the San Joaquin Valley and many were steady
customers because of the cheap gas. Several of the
major gasoline companies attempted to cut off Dad’s
supplies but he countered by installing larger tanks and
was able to buy by the tanker load direct from the refineries with cash. Money talked in those days, too.

Agnes and Victor Dallons

Victor Dallons Family (circa 1955)
(1) Willis F. Dallons (2) Suzanne Dallons
(3) Donald Hosking (4) Patrica Hosking
(5) Marjorie (Dallons) Hosking (6) Linda Hosking
(7) Agnes (Slipke) Dallons (8) Victor Dallons
(9) James R. Cave (10) Eloise (Dallons) Cave
(11) Margaret Joy Dallons (12) Steve Mark
Dallons (13) Ronald Cave (14) Robert Dallons
(15) Larry Cave (16) Victor John Dallons
(17) Janice Cave
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WILLIS

DALLONS
and many were sure that it was headed for California.
In the weeks that followed air raid wardens were appointed to go about admonishing those who did not
cover their windows at night. Few cars moved about
on the streets after dark. At first, someone started the
story that it was OK to drive at night if you covered
your headlights with blue cellophane so that enemy
aircraft couldn’t see you. There were probably many
collisions until the authorities corrected the confusion.
After several months, things became more relaxed as
our military found just where they stood in the War in
the Pacific. We went about our lives with shortages,
rationing, and a speed limit of 35 mph.
I was attending Bakersfield Junior College at the
time. Classes became smaller by the day as more students left to join the military or work in defense plants.
I was offered a job at a refinery, so off I went to work
in their engineering department as a draftsman. Besides drawing parts for modifications, I was assigned
the project of mapping the refinery so that new units
could be built for producing aviation gasoline. A crude
map existed, so I had to redraw and remeasure what
the map showed. After several months of digging where
pipelines should have been, and measuring where they
really were, the map took shape. The only problem
was that I had steam lines connecting to oil or water
lines and into abandoned pipes, so I was sure I had
made a real mess of the project and would certainly be
fired. The chief engineer was a crusty “no nonsense”
type who had been there for many years. I waited until
one day when I felt he was in a good mood and called
his attention to the map I had made, pointing out all of
the errors. I fully expected him to fly into a rage. He
stood quietly until I was finished and replied, “The
map is correct. If you do not know which valve to
turn around here you can blow the whole place to hell.”
Several months after I left, a man did turn the wrong
valve and although the place didn’t blow up, he was
killed. The line contained hydrofluoric acid, and all of
the glass windows in the neighborhood were etched.
Early in the summer of 1942, a friend and I decided to apply for employment at Douglas Aircraft in
Santa Monica where we had heard the pay was good,
so I quit the refinery. We were hired on the night shift
in the engineering department, tracing plans for airplane parts. I had applied for the photo department but
there were no openings at the time, so for several
months it was dull work. Then one day an opening
came in the photomechanical lab that was trying to

In my early school years, I
rode a bicycle four miles
each way to the schools in
town as my father did not
like the country school located about a mile away.
Although he had only
completed the 8th grade,
he placed a high value on
education and wanted his children to go to schools that
could offer more. Because the only road to town was
the main highway, I had to ride along the edge of the
road for about a mile and then take a path through the
sagebrush where the fairground is today. The path came
out at the corner of Brundage Lane where Chester Avenue ended at that time. Bakersfield was a small town,
so automobile traffic was not the hazard that it would
be today for a kid on a bike. After graduating from
Emerson Junior High, then located where the county
court house is now, I was able to ride the school bus to
Kern County Union High School (now Bakersfield
High).
I received my drivers license a few months before
I graduated but had to wait until after high school before I could use it. Dad had bought a 1940 Chevrolet,
so I had the use of his ‘37 Chevy. Like all young people,
I had a the dream of a car of my own. I worked in gas
stations for 30 cents an hour until I saved enough
money, and then bought a camera instead. The old
Chevy served me for many years.
After high school I went to Bakersfield Junior
College, majoring in architecture. I enjoyed the subject but my real interest was in photography so most
of my time was spent taking pictures for the student
paper and yearbook. It all came to an end when Pearl
Harbor was bombed on December 7, 1941.

The War Years

1941 - 1945

War seems to be an exclamation point in history, so in
my generation we speak of events that happened in
our lives as before, during, or after World War II. On
December 7, 1941, my family and I sat around the radio in the kitchen shocked at the news from Pearl Harbor. In those days the news did not travel as instantaneously as today’s television coverage does, so we had
bits of information through the day and did not know
what to believe other than that we were at war with
Japan. That night, a blackout was ordered for the West
Coast as the location of the Japanese fleet was unknown
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create aircraft templates by photographic methods. At
last, an interesting job! Unfortunately the photographic
template idea had some technical problems, so after
several weeks I was transferred back to the drafting
department.
Joining the Military - In late October, my roommate and I discussed the probability of being drafted
into the Army, and decided to join the Air Corps. We
quit our jobs and went home to Bakersfield. On October 29, 1942, we went to Minter Field and enlisted for
“the duration plus six months.” The following day was
my 20th birthday, but there was no party for me.
About 40 of us were put aboard a bus and sent to
the Presidio of Monterey for uniforms, medical tests,
and shots. It was not a pleasant experience. We were
all plunged into a new and strange environment and
most everyone became ill with colds. Not knowing
what to expect was probably the worst thing. You did
not know where the limits were before you were in
trouble with barking sergeants who seemed bent on
making your life as miserable as possible. After several weeks we were sent back to Minter Field where
they didn’t seem to know just what to do with us, so
every day we spent most of the time learning closeorder drill and being put on guard duty. After several
weeks of this I decided to see if I could be assigned to
the base photo lab. During a break, I slipped away and
presented myself to the Photo Officer, who said he
would see what he could do. To my surprise, the next
day I was summoned to the orderly room and informed
that I was to report for duty at the Photo Lab that afternoon.
Life in the military became more relaxed for me
as I learned what was expected. We had a pass to leave
the air field whenever we were not on duty and on
weekends if we wanted to go somewhere. I was able
to go home whenever I wanted, so I brought my ‘37
Chevy back to the field with me. My duties at the Photo
Lab consisted of taking pictures of aircraft accidents,
special events for the Public Affairs Office, and routine photo lab work. When I had an assignment it was
interesting, but the rest of the time I was bored.
Meeting Sue - One weekend when I was home on
leave I complained to my father that all of my school
friends were no longer around so I had no one to visit.
He replied, “Why don’t you go down to L.A. and visit
the Dallonses living there?” It was something to do,
so I looked up their address and one afternoon showed
up at the door of John and Ethel Dallons on Cherokee
Avenue in Hollywood. Sue’s mother invited me in for
dinner and to meet the rest of the family when they
came home.

Willis photographing a soldier
That evening Suzanne and I had our first date.
From then on, I was in L.A. every chance I had. One
lucky assignment I had was to accompany a group of
officers and cadets to a party in Hollywood where I
took pictures of them with movie actors. But that was
not the lucky part as far as I was concerned. When I
had finished shooting the photos, I asked the officer in
charge if I could leave for the rest of the weekend. He
replied that I could go but I would be on my own to
make it back to the base by Monday morning. With a
pass in my pocket, I was off to Cherokee Ave. and a
weekend with Sue. I have no recollection of how I got
back to Minter Field by Monday morning.

Sue Dallons and Willis Dallons
October 1944
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In October of 1943 I was transferred to Williams
Field, near Phoenix, Arizona, and again I was an unhappy soldier. The job was the same, shooting photos
for the Public Affairs Office, plane accidents and so
forth, but my free time was empty. One day, however,
I discovered that in another building they had a process camera for shooting film for the field print shop.
No one knew how to use it, so I found a manual on
how to shoot line and halftone negatives and started to
experiment. In time I produced some reasonable looking work. The print shop put out a weekly newspaper
and the editor was delighted to be able to use pictures
in the paper. Before long I was shooting the photos for
stories and producing the films for printing. It was a
great learning experience and it was more, too. I did
not realize at the time that it was the start of my life’s
occupation in graphic arts.
Overseas - I was notified in July of 1944 that I
was being sent overseas. I was given a two week furlough and told to report to Camp Kerns, near Salt Lake
City, Utah. It was a depressing place with tar-paper
barracks: treeless, dusty, windy, and barren. I felt that
this place was “the pits,” but since it was only for a
few weeks it would be bearable. But the few weeks
stretched on into a month and while other soldiers were
coming and going, I seemed to be stuck here. One day
I decided to find out why. The officer in charge of the
personnel office informed me that my papers were lost
and I could not go anywhere until they were found.
Several months went by and I feared that I would be

stuck there forever, but finally one day in October my
name came up on the shipping list.
The train took us to the San Francisco Bay area,
and several days later we were aboard a troop ship
heading into the Pacific. On October 29, 1944, we were
on one side of the international date line and the next
day it was October 31st. I had missed my 22nd birthday, Again, I didn’t have a birthday party. Troop ships
are not fun places. We stopped at Guadalcanal to unload supplies and then went on to New Guinea, where
we disembarked at Hollandia. After a few days I was
on a C-47 transport on my way to join the 13th Air
Force, 17th Photo Reconnaissance Squadron, based on
the island of Morotai in the Halmaheras.
Morotai was one of the “stepping stones” in the
War in the Pacific. American and Australian troops
landed on the southern tip of the island on September
16, 1944, and set up a perimeter several miles wide.
Two airstrips were built, one for landing and the other
for takeoff, so a stream of planes, both combat and
transport, were in constant motion. The transports were
mostly C-47s. They would land on one strip, taxi to a
place between the two air strips, unload their cargo
and a short while later take off on the other strip going
back to New Guinea for another load. This went on
during the daylight hours and stopped at sundown, for
when it became dark the night-fighters took to the air.
For the first three weeks there were air raids every
night, as we were bombed or strafed by the Japanese.
The air raid signal was three shots from a 40 mm antiaircraft gun on a hill nearby. The first night, the three
shots were fired as soon as I was asleep. A dugout had
been made next to the tent and we all stood near it
waiting to see what would happen next. It was explained to me that sometimes an enemy plane would
approach the island but would not make a bombing
run. This triggered an alert that kept everyone awake,
and then he went home. Other times we would hear
the antiaircraft guns on the other side of the airstrips
start firing, indicating the enemy plane was on a bombing run. The strips were a mile or more from our camp,
so we had time to get into the dugout, which was a
hole about five feet deep and covered on top with coconut tree logs.
In time we learned how to judge the action by listening to the sound of the guns. If the warning shots
were fired and then silence, we sat around and
grumbled or dozed, but if there were three rapid shots
and all of the guns on the island cut loose, we made a
dash for the hole, for it meant that an enemy plane had
sneaked in under the radar and was strafing the island.

Willis in Kerns, Utah
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As we made for the dugout we could see the sky filled
with tracers. They looked like they were both coming
and going, and made it an exciting evening.
After several weeks the nightly air raids began to
diminish as the enemy lost planes to our night-fighters
and their airfields were bombed into uselessness during the day. They were probably running out of fuel
and ammunition, while our forces took command of
the sea and air. We had our last air raid warning in
November, several days before Thanksgiving Day.
My work consisted of processing and printing the
aerial film shot by our P-38 reconnaissance planes.
They went out every day, so we in the lab worked
mostly at night preparing photos for the planners of
the next day’s air raids on the Japanese.
After several months, I was informed that I was
being sent to a detachment with the 5th Bomber Command on the other side of the island. It turned out to be
the best work assignment in my military experience.
The detachment consisted of eight of us, located next
to the ocean and hidden away by a patch of jungle.

The “brass” let us know that they expected us to stay
out of their sight and do our job, which consisted of
processing film of bomb strikes. As we were off by
ourselves, we had the daytime to do whatever we
pleased. Much of our time was spent exploring the reefs
for shells and looking through the jungle for wild bananas. At sundown the bombers returned to base and
the film from the cameras was rushed to us. We were
ready and worked as a team to process and print the
photos so that the photo-intelligence officers could
interpret the effectiveness of the day’s action.
The Philippines - This ideal assignment came to
an abrupt end one day when we were informed that
we were to rejoin our squadron, as it had moved to the
Philippines and was now based on Leyte and Palawan.
For some reason we were split up and I was put on a
plane to Leyte. The next morning, I decided to explore
the island so after breakfast I “disappeared,” knowing
that if I couldn’t be found, I wouldn’t be given some
unpleasant detail to do. Off I went with my camera (I
carried a camera throughout the war), hitchhiking in
whichever direction I could find a ride. I carefully timed
my journey so that I would be back in camp just before the mess tent closed after lunch at one-thirty. As I
left the mess tent I was confronted by an irate first
sergeant who shouted in my face, “Dallons, where have
you been? We have been hunting all over for you! You
are supposed to be on a plane leaving for Palawan in
about 30 minutes!” Needless to say that I was on that
plane and out of the reach and wrath of that first sergeant.
Palawan was a laid-back place, not much to do, as
the war had moved north toward the Japanese homeland. Our P-38s still flew missions, mostly over Indo
China and Singapore. There were far too many personnel in the lab for the amount of film to be processed,
so we had many days with nothing to do but sleep, eat,
and play cards. In late July, a huge mound of supplies
appeared in our camp and we were informed that we
would soon be moving north to Okinawa for the invasion of Japan. We were not looking forward to this
move, since we were also told that we would be moving by ship and not by air, as we had done in the past.
On August 6th we were startled by the news of the
atomic bomb at Hiroshima. There was no cheering,
nor happy conversation about the event. We followed
whatever news we could hear on armed forces radio
and speculated on the possibility of the war ending
soon. The general attitude among most of us was that
the war would be over only when we were out of the
jungle and home.

Cooking Dinner
Army food got old pretty fast. We were able to
scrounge fresh food during the day and prepare our
own dinners in our makeshift kitchen.
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trying to calculate the number of points we had. I do
not recall how many points I had, but it was not enough.
I had only been overseas for less than a year while
some had been there almost three years. The day came
when those with the most points packed to leave. Those
of us who were to stay behind watched with considerable envy as the first group of “old boulders” left for
home. They waved and offered us sage advice as they
climbed onto trucks that took them down to the harbor
where they were to board a ship for the States.
It was Thanksgiving Day, 1945. They had left early
in the morning and we who were left behind had a lot
to do. All of the tents had to be taken down and supplies stacked to be sent somewhere. We were told that
we would have our turkey dinner at the evening meal.
At noon it was the usual cold cuts and the other unappetizing swill left over from the mound of food supplies that we were to have taken on the invasion.
After lunch I was resting in my bunk when an orderly came by and told me to report to the orderly room
on the double. I wandered over, wondering what it was
all about. We had a new group of officers in charge, as
the old ones had left in the morning. These new officers were fresh from the States and none of us knew
them well enough to argue with them. I entered, saluted, and the Officer of the Day asked me if I could
be ready to leave in about 30 minutes to get on a plane
to Leyte to catch a ship back to the States. I have no
idea why fortune smiled on me that day. With great
excitement I ran back to my tent, was packed, and
waiting for the jeep that took me to the airstrip. As the
C-47 circled the harbor I looked down on a troop ship
being loaded with the other lucky guys who had left
camp that morning.
Our troop ship sailed under the Golden Gate Bridge
on December 22, and on the 31st, New Years Eve,
1945, I was out of the service and back home with
Sue. We married twelve days later.

Air rescue squadron plane trip to Cuyo
Island
At the time the atomic bomb was used, we had no
idea of how much destruction it caused or the horror it
created. It was just another weapon of war. Only when
I later read about it, did I have any feelings about its
use. I began to think that there must have been a better
way to demonstrate its power, and horror, to the military leaders of Japan. Historians say that it may have
saved thousands of lives by ending the war sooner and
avoiding the need for an invasion of the Japanese homeland.
Late in the evening of the 15th of August, a group
of us were playing cards in our tent when a soldier
came running through the tent rows shouting, “the war
is over!” at the top of his voice. He stopped to shout at
us, stopping the game momentarily, and then we went
back to playing. We all knew this fellow to be the chief
rumor-spreader in the outfit and we were not going to
be taken in. About midnight one of the players asked,
“do you think maybe the war is really over?” So we
decided to find a radio and listen to the midnight news
broadcast. After hearing the news that indeed Japan
had surrendered, we all went quietly to bed without
showing any outward emotion. The next day we had
to turn in our guns so that we wouldn’t celebrate by
shooting them in the air, a rather useless gesture. We
felt we were still stuck in the jungle, and home was a
long way off.
Going home - The most exciting news for us was
that a point system had been established to determine
when one could go home, with points for each month
overseas, medals, and “battle stars.” Those with the
most points were to go home first. We all got busy
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THE JEAN FRANCOIS DALLONS FAMILY
Jean Francois (John) Dallons, the first son of Oscar
and Felicie Dallons was born in Charleroi, Belgium,
in 1895, where he spent his childhood.
The German army began the first World War by
attacking France, invading through Belgium, on August 4th, 1914. Their plan to remove France from the
war by sending two armies to capture Paris failed when
the German troops outran their supplies and communications, and were driven back by the defending
French and British forces. By October, a defense line
stretched from the Swiss border to the North Sea, leaving most of Belgium behind the German lines. Both
armies dug in for four years of trench warfare.
When Germany invaded Belgium, John’s parents
and their children were in Milan, Italy. However, John
was in a boarding school in Belgium on the German
side of the front. When the Germans began conscripting Belgian men to work in factories in order to build
up the German army, secret organizations were formed
to help young men escape. They watched the German
sentries along the border, and when the sentries were
not in the vicinity, they used a rubber tire to push up
the electrified fence. The escapees crawled through
the tire into Holland and freedom. Another group
waited to help them through neutral Holland, and send
them on to England. They were then sent to France,
where they could join the Belgian army in exile. This
was the course of action that my father took.
Life in the trenches was precarious; enemy snipers were ready at every opportunity. There was mud
and disease as well as shells and gassing. One of John’s
duties was to record, though sketches and watercolor
paintings, the life of the soldiers.
My father was wounded several times. When recuperating in England, he met Ethel Rollason. His
sister, Suzanne, met Ethel when they were working in
the art department at the Cadbury chocolate factory in
Birmingham. Suzanne introduced Ethel to her brother.
As John spoke only a few words of English, their first
meeting meant little, but when he returned to duty, they
began corresponding. Their short letters included small,
humorous pictures. After the war ended in 1918, John
returned to England and found a job. After about
two years he asked Ethel to marry him.
She considered his proposal for about
three months, and then said yes. They
were married on January 12, 1921, in Birmingham. They repeated the ceremony
in his hometown of Charleroi for the acceptance of that community.

(by Suzanne Dallons)

On March 12, 1921, they departed Southampton,
England on the ship Aquitania, arriving in New York
on March 19th, and were processed through Ellis Island. From there they went to Point Marion, Pennsylvania, where they stayed with Emelia (Dallons) and
her husband, Elysee Guelff. The job that John had
hoped for disappeared, as modern methods of making
plate glass were being introduced, eliminating the need
for plate glass blowers. Blowing plate glass was a
father-to-son special trade of several generations. John
and Ethel flipped a coin to decide whether to return to
Europe or to go Stockton, California. The coin sent
them west.
They stayed with Emilia (Chausteur) Dallons, who
was then living in Stockton, until they were able to
find a place of their own. They found a place in “French
Camp,” just south of Stockton, which got its name from
a camping and meeting place of French trappers in the
early eighteen hundreds.

John Dallons
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SUZANNE DALLONS

(by Suzanne Dallons)

I was born in French
Camp, California in the
summer of 1922, the first
child of John and Ethel
(Rollason) Dallons. Our
family of three moved to
Redondo Beach where my
brother and sister were
born. There our family survived the early years of the depression with my father
working at any available job: ditch digging, reading
meters, and playing the organ for the silent movies
shown at the theater next door to the large merry-goround on the horseshoe pier at Redondo. Later we
moved to Oklahoma where my father worked for Mr.
Publinak as a glass blower, helping to develop radio
tubes and other technical paraphernalia.

other activity the family enjoyed. Fishing was John's
favorite pastime, and I accompanied him fishing on
camping trips. We also went deep-sea fishing, sometimes guiding a small outboard-powered boat through
the fog by a compass to Santa Catalina Island. When
I was older, I was able to take neighborhood boys fishing during the summer holidays with a pass for a fishing barge. We rode on a street car to the dock at
Hermosa Beach to take the boat to the fishing barge
anchored offshore and returned the same way with our
haul of fish aboard the street car.
Redondo Beach was connected to Los Angeles by
a trolley system at that time. Ethel would take me, my
sister, and brother to downtown Los Angeles at Christmas time to see the display at the Bullox Department
Store. The store constructed a winter wonderland with
trees and artificial snow on the main floor. A slide to
the basement delivered children to Santa, where they
would tell him what they wished for Christmas.

Hermosa Beach
Two years later, John started his own business in
Hermosa Beach, California, producing neon signs.
Starting with his father, Oscar, and later his three brothers, who all were glass blowers except the youngest,
much of his family emigrated from Belgium to join
him. The business evolved from making neon signs,
to hot-quartz ultraviolet lamps, to producing the first
cold quartz ultraviolet lamps and other medical equipment. Life in the following years included an extended
family of Dallons grandparents, uncles, and cousins.
A fun gathering place for all was the beach.
Thanksgiving as well as Christmas was always celebrated together by the whole clan. Camping was an-

Europe
I finished grade school and attended one year of high
school in Redondo. As my father disliked coeducational schools, he decided to move the family to Belgium. There, in Mons, Belgium, my brother attended
a school for boys and my sister and I lived in a pension and were students at a school for girls.
With the outbreak of World War II in Europe, the
family decided to quickly return to the US. The trip
back began with a fast drive to Paris for reservations
on a boat. It was to be the Normandie’s adventurous
last trip. The ship had to be met in the English channel
as it was not allowed to make port for fear of submarines. We spent the night in the lobby of a hotel in
Portsmouth, sleeping on whatever was available. In
the morning we were put aboard small boats and set

Seaweed Costumes at the Beach
Lee, Cousins Jose and Jeanie Marie, and Sue

Normandie
On which Sue’s family returned from Europe
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One of my school projects was to help prepare a
merchandise display for the Bullox Department Store
in Los Angeles. When I finished art school, the store
invited me to work as an assistant to the display manager. The manager left the store after 6 months, and I
took her place. This was the time most women chose
to work at defense plants because of the high pay, but
I preferred the kind of work I was doing, interior display. I worked there for two years during WWII.
After a bout of measles, my health was poor and I
took a period of rest. Then I obtained a security clearance for a job with a Kodak laboratory only two blocks
from home, making a much easier workday. This is
when I met and became engaged to Willis. Willis was
sent to a base in Utah to be shipped to the Pacific front.
The next couple of years were very lonely.
When Willis returned from overseas, Willis’s father and I traveled to San Francisco to pick him up.
After we left, Willis’s mother received a call that
Willis’s release from the military would not take place
until after New Year’s Day. When we arrived at the
base, we were told that we could not see Willis that
evening. The base would not issue passes, fearing that
the soldiers would not return for their final processing. However, the soldiers were released on New
Year’s Eve, and we drove back to Bakersfield. We
were married twelve days later.

out to find the Normandie in a dense fog. No luck, so
we caught a train bound for Plymouth. Again we were
shuttled into the English Channel. This time we found
the ship mid-channel and we were on our way home.
On board, my brother, sister, and I made several clandestine trips, following various routes, to sneak into
the first class area. On one trip to see a movie, we
bumped into former President Herbert Hoover.

The War Years
During the following years we lived in Hollywood,
where I graduated from Fairfax High School. I then
enrolled in commercial art classes at Frank Wiggens
Trade School. It took an hour of travel by streetcar
and bus between home and school. As there were no
jobs available, my opportunity for work came by way
of government programs to provide jobs during the
depression such as the WPA or the National Youth
Administration (NYA). The NYA was for youth between the ages of 18 and 21. I applied for work in
commercial art and made silkscreen posters for the
health department, post office, Los Angeles city departments, and when World War II began, for the Army
and Navy. I completed two years of art school in the
mornings and worked with the NYA in the afternoons.

Sue and Willis

Sue working on an art school poster
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Sue & Willis Dallons Family Life
Willis and Sue were married January 12, 1946, in
Bakersfield, California. They moved into a trailer park
in downtown Los Angeles while Willis was attending
Fred Archer’s School of Photography. After the birth
of their first child, Robert, on November 25, 1946, the
health department closed the trailer park and they
moved their trailer to the back yard of a house next to
the main railroad yards of Los Angeles. Each time a
train came by the trailer would shake. Eventually they
found an apartment in a Los Angeles housing development. It was a convenient spot for the time, and had
more room for a growing family as well as being close
to Willis’s school. Their second son, Victor, was born
November 21, 1947, in the Hollywood Presbyterian
Hospital. Three weeks later, they moved to Bakersfield.

Sue and Willis at their wedding

Union Avenue
In Bakersfield, Willis started a photo engraving business with his father Victor. They lived in one of the
houses on Victor’s property, which was located on
Union Avenue (Highway 99) in a rural area seven miles
south of Bakersfield. The first year was spent in building a duplex to use for the business. In case the endeavor was not a success, the duplex could be rented.
In yet another house on the property lived Willis's sister Eloise, her husband, and son Lawrence.
Victor owned about 20 acres of flat farmland.
Along the highway, large deciduous trees provided
shade. Victor and Agnes lived in a moderate-size house
behind the gas station and what had been their store.
Behind their house were fields which Victor leased to
farmers in the area. The houses where Willis and Sue
and Eloise and their families lived were at the northern end of the property. An irrigation canal ran behind
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(by Victor Dallons)

the houses, along the
road that marked the
northern boundary of
the property. A foot
bridge over the canal
provided a path to a
dance hall across the
road. Robert and Victor would fish for
crayfish from the
bridge with makeshift
poles and bait tied to
thick string. The
crayfish would grab
the bait and not let go
when they were
hauled out of the caSue, Robert, and Victor
nal. If the children did
crossing bridge over canal
not catch enough
in back of house.
crayfish for dinner,
Willis would open the water gate on the canal and flood
the lawn. After the water soaked in, the crayfish could
be picked up off the grass.
As Sue and Willis were packing up the car to go
camping in 1952, a large earthquake shook up Bakersfield. Dishes came tumbling out of the cabinets onto
Victor’s head. Victor was not hurt, but was badly
shaken. Sue and Willis surveyed the damage, turned
off the utilities, bundled everyone into the car and drove
off to go camping without cleaning up. Aftershocks
could make a mess of things again. That night while
sleeping on the ground, even though they were many
miles away in Yosemite, the family could feel the aftershocks.

Sue, Robert, and Victor cleaning up construction
debris in the back yard of their new house.

Greenwood Drive

bors built a baseball diamond and backstop in a vacant field across the street. The field became the neighborhood gathering place for sports.

Steve was born in 1950 and Joy in 1952. The small
house became crowded with children. With a successful business underway, Willis and Sue drew up house
plans for a lot they purchased on Greenwood Drive, a
rural street in the orange groves east of Bakersfield.
Willis’s high school buddy Clifford, who had become
an architect, drew the final plans. In 1951 to 1953, the
house was built largely by Willis, including tree removal and much of the framing and electrical work.
Sue started helping after the birth of their fourth child,
Joy. With Joy sleeping in the car parked under the
carport, Sue was on the on the roof shingling. After
the plaster and cabinets were done, they finished up
with the painting. The house was surrounded by orange, tangerine, and grapefruit trees. A little grafting
brought lemon to the mix. Behind the house, orchards
stretched for several miles.
Much of Sue's and Willis's free time over the next
couple of years was taken up by landscaping: lawns,
retaining walls, flower beds, fences, a grape arbor,
vegetable gardens, a tree house. The children found
playmates down the street, and spent time playing in
the nearby orchard. The neighborhood children believed that the farmer who owned the orchard rode
around in an old pickup truck, his shot gun loaded with
rock salt, ready for when he found trespassers. The
kids stayed out of his way, running and hiding whenever they spotted his truck. Willis and other neigh-

Family Trips
The family enjoyed traveling. Most trips were weeklong car camping trips to places in California or Arizona. Car trips included camping in Yosemite, Sequoia, Big Sur, the Redwoods, Lassen, Death Valley,
and Grand Canyon and other parks in Arizona. When
the children were older, the family also traveled to San
Diego, San Francisco, New York, Philadelphia, and
Washington D.C.
Many weekends they drove to a rustic cabin owned
by Willis's friend Clifford’s family at White River, a
small stream in the foothills of the Sierra Mountains
northeast of Bakersfield. Often, Clifford’s family were
also staying at the cabin. The cabin had a single main
room, and a bedroom and an open sleeping area upstairs. Meals were prepared in a wood-fire cook stove.
Clifford and Willis made many improvements to
the cabin, installing a fireplace and a bathroom with
toilet and shower. When they completed the fireplace,
they were tempted to test it to see if it would draw
smoke properly, so they built a small fire. It worked
well, so they added more wood to the fire to enjoy it.
The heat generated steam in the freshly laid hearth,
and it blew up. Fortunately, no one was hurt, but they
had to rebuild the hearth on their next trip to the cabin.
From the cabin, the family took day hikes to other
stream valleys, sequoia groves, and lookout towers.
The children spent many weekends exploring up and
down the creek, sometimes fishing for trout, some-

From left to right: Steve, Victor, Robert, and
Joy, leaving her fingerprints on the crack of the
liberty bell in Philadelphia

Steve and Robert in a play house that Willis built.
Later the structure became a pigeon coop.
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times just playing in the water. A ring from a large old
train engine bell called the far-ranging children home
for meals or other activities. One of the chores that
always needed doing at the cabin was to cut firewood
for the stove and fireplace.
The family also went camping on the coast and
dug clams at Pismo Beach, or explored the desert.
Camping at Yosemite was especially exciting when
bears came through camp at night.
As the kids grew older, the family would take week
long trips into the back country of the Sierra Nevada
Mountains. In earlier years, they went by horseback
and pack mule. Later they hiked in with donkeys carrying the load, and eventually they carried everything
they needed with full packs on their backs.

Steve, Joy, and Sue leading burros on a camping
trip into the Sierra Nevada Mountains.

Boy Scouts
When Robert and Victor turned 8, Sue became a Cub
Scout den leader for the neighborhood boys. Three
years later, Willis continued the scouting activities by
starting a Boy Scout troop for his sons and other boys
in the area and leading the troop for several years. He
took the troop on scout hikes or camping trips on many
weekends. Meanwhile, Sue lead a campfire girl group
for several years for Joy and the neighborhood girls.

ing it for the summer’s activities and vacations with
the troop at the camp. Robert, Victor, and Steve eventually worked on the camp staff. Willis became a
leader in the local Boy Scout Council, and took additional leadership training at Philmont Scout Ranch in
New Mexico.

Foreign Exchange Students

Willis’s involvement in scouting activities grew.
He spent weeks at the local Boy Scout camp prepar-

In 1964, Sue and Willis took in a foreign exchange
student, Andre Reynaerts, from Brussels, Belgium.

Left to right, Back Row: Steve, Victor, Robert. Front row: Joy, Willis, Sue.
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Victor and Andre boating on a camping
trip down the San Joaquin River

The family enjoyed his enthusiasm and good humor.
He fit into the family activities well, adding a few of
his own such as teaching the neighborhood kids how
to play soccer. The family took him on sight-seeing
and camping trips.
Andre, a university student, attended the local junior college, picking up a few college credits, but mostly
becoming more fluent in English. This, along with
his interest in economics, became the foundation for
securing a job as a supervisor with an American oil
company office in Brussels in their economic department.
Robert completed two years at Bakersfield Junior
College and then joined the Air Force. Victor moved
away to attend college at Iowa State University after
completing two years at Bakersfield Junior College.
While Joy was in her senior year at high school, a
second foreign exchange student, Leena Kuapamahi
from Finland, came to stay with the Dallons family.
Leena had not been getting along with the family she
had been assigned to stay with, and after going camping and taking a trip to the Grand Canyon with Sue,
Willis, and Joy, stayed with the family for the rest of
the school year.

Willis “boldering” on rocks in the upper
Kern Canyon
ing. Bob and Willis climbed many peaks in the Sierra
Mountains and went “boldering” wherever there were
interesting rock out-croppings in California. Looking
for more challenges, they headed to the Pacific Northwest to climb the major peaks in the Cascades, and
down into Mexico to climb some of the major peaks
there. Willis also took a trip to Europe to climb in the
Alps with other climbers from the club, and Sue and
Joy came along to sight-see. (See “A European Trip.”)

Tehachapi
Joy and Steve went to Fresno State University after completing high school. After Joy moved out, Sue
and Willis built a new house in Tehachapi, California.
There, they maintained their garden and raised chickens and goats. Willis commuted to Bakersfield to keep
his business going. The business had branched into
producing plastic printing plates for printing on egg
cartons, making lithograph plates, and color separations and plates for four-color printing presses. The
call for etched printing plates declined and he eventu-

Mountain Climbing
About this time Willis and Sue joined the Sierra Club.
They wanted to continue camping with a group of
people who enjoyed outdoor activities and who not
only respected the wilderness areas but worked hard
to conserve them. There Willis became friends with
Bob Thomas, who introduced him to mountain climb34

A European Trip

(By Suzanne Dallons)

Russian officer who had been traveling with just the
three of us opened the door and asked us for the
phone number of our host. We asked for a hotel. By
playing word games, the officer had his way. He
called our host; down a wet cobblestone street she
came to meet us and to shake the officer’s hand with
a thank you. It was reminiscent of a movie scene.
On the way up to her house we apologized for getting her up in the middle of the night. She responded
that she was grateful that this was so because she
would not have wanted to be seen shaking the communist officer’s hand.
We heard many sad stories of the Russian invasion and the events that followed. We met her twin
sons, age 18, and her older son, about 23, who had
been in the underground movement. He had been
caught and put in prison, then put under the supervision of his mother when released. She even had to
pick up his pay at work. It was sad state of affairs
for him. Because of housing shortages, young people
lived with their parents when they married. They
were required to work for two years on a house for
some one else before they could apply for the chance
to build their own home.
We left a day early to make sure that we would
arrive at the border on the designated day. We slept
on long wooden benches the last night in a large and
empty locked station on the Czechoslovakian border. The next morning we left for Switzerland. After meeting our husbands in Switzerland, Will, Joy,
and I boarded the Eurorail to travel through Germany to Finland. We stopped for the night in Munich
to meet with one of the 10 exchange students who
were enrolled in Foothill High School during the year
Leena Kuapamahi stayed with us. We passed through
Sweden by train and then by overnight boat into Finland. We were met by Leena’s parents, who took us
to their two-story, log vacation cabin, which had no
electricity. We helped Leena gather fish caught in a
net and enjoyed saunas with jumps into the cold waters of the Gulf of Finland. We felt as if we were on
the shores of a lake, as there was no tide and the
trees grew down to the shoreline.
From Finland, we returned to Belgium once
more, as the Reynarts wished to give us a farewell
dinner and show us Brussels at night. With regret,
and very tired, we flew back to the United States.

When Willis went mountain climbing in the Swiss
Alps in 1969 with his friends, Joy, who had just
graduated from high school, and I also went to Europe. We all landed in Holland and went by train to
Belgium, where we were met by Andre, the exchange
student who had lived with us 4 years before. We
met his parents and wife and stayed with them for a
very full week of sight-seeing.
Throughout Europe, our Kelty backpacks were
not only very convenient but of great interest to the
European public. At the time, travelers packed in
suitcases. The Kelty packs were the first packs with
frames and inner compartments. This was a big
change from the soft backpack with shoulder straps
in use by hikers in the mountains at the time.
From Belgium we traveled to Switzerland to
meet Willis’ climbing group. As his climbing
partner’s wife wished to visit a friend in Czechoslovakia, she asked if Joy and I would go with her. Yes!
And so started a new adventure as we three ladies
boarded the train, each with a small bag containing a
change of clothes, a camera, and small gifts. Backpacks and all else were left at the station in Luzon.
We slept the first night on the train by sliding
opposite seats together. At Salzburg we transferred
to another train with the help of an Austrian sailor
who was enamored of Joy. At the boarder crossing
into Czechoslovakia was another transfer. As the
Communists were still in power in Czechoslovakia,
train schedules were not met. Inside the country we
had to make several more train connections to reach
our destination of the small remote village of
Jilemnice.
We obtained directions by writing the names of
the towns at which our map showed we needed to
make train transfers and showing them to local train
officials. Several times we boarded trains just about
to leave after running across several tracks, as directed by train personnel. One time, the “porter”
ran with us, across tracks, up through a standing boxcar, and across a couple of more rails to the right
train.
I marvel that we made it by midnight of the day
our visa required us to arrive. The last train included
only an engine and a lone all-wooden passenger car,
gleaming and beautifully finished. It was raining, and
the minute we stopped all the lights went out. A
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Willis and Sue wanted to travel and see different
parts of the country, so they sold their home and purchased a truck and a “recreational vehicle” (RV)
equipped with kitchen, living, and sleeping quarters.
They made a trip across the United States, visiting relatives and locations where their forebears had lived.
Then, for several years, they traveled north to Washington State in the summers and south to Arizona in
the winter. In both locations they volunteered as campground hosts for several months at a time. Their favorite volunteer project was to assist restoring a working ranch in San Rafael, Arizona, to its 1900 state.
The project included restoring the ranch house wood
work to its original state by using materials and techniques that were used at the time of construction. This
life-style of travel brought many new experiences and
many new friends.

One old goat milking another
ally moved the photographic color separation business to Tehachapi. To stay in touch with his customers
all over California, Willis purchased a plane for his
business. (He had obtained his pilot license earlier.) In
Tehachapi, Willis became active in community activities, and served as an airport commissioner.

Retirement
The color separation industry was changing rapidly. New electronic technologies allowed greater flexibility, speed, and ability to manipulate photographic
images. Willis purchased an expensive scanner to keep
up with the competition and later Robert moved to Tehachapi to assist the business with his considerable
knowledge of electronics and computer skills. However, printing shops began to develop the ability to do
their own separations, so Willis and Robert combined
their business with a printing shop in Bakersfield. This
gave Willis the opportunity to retire as the printers took
over the business.

1994.

Willis and Sue at San Rafael Ranch

Willis, Robert, Victor, Joy, Steve, and Suzanne
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