              I met Carla in late 1989 and she came to work for me in September 1992. She continued to work for me until Covid hit and she almost became a recluse because of her lung cancer. Almost everything I succeeded at was because of her never-ending help and support. Her brother Tom once told me "When we Frieberg's work for a company, we treat that company as if it was our own." This was especially true of Carla. I am writing this biography as a way of trying to pay her back. I would like anyone that ever knew her to understand what she went through growing up, what she endured in her relationships, and how she became the wonderfully generous, strong woman that I came to know and love deeply. She helped everyone that asked her for help, be they the Con-Soft and Mainstreet Computer Store customers on the phone, or the customers that walked through the door, or my employees, or even Ko-Ri's and my tenants. We became so close, and bantered with each other so well, that many customers and tenants thought that we were married. Eventually I ended up explaining that she was my "work wife" and said "I now have two wives, Carla, my work wife and Alena, my home wife, no benefits from either", which usually brought a chuckle from the person I was talking to and a smirk from Carla. As a friend of mine once told me after talking to her for an hour or so; "Carla is easy to love!" And everybody I knew loved her.

              As you read this, if you see anything that is incorrect, or if you want to add to the story, or have a story of your own you wish to share, please feel free to use the comments section, call me (my phone number is (707) 778-3500) or email me at terry@kozyhomes.com.

            Carla was born on February 9th in the year of our Lord 1955, in Ottumwa, Iowa. Carla was the third child born to her mother, Mary Alice (Reighard) Frieberg, when she was only 20 years old. Her mom had her first child, John, when she was 17, Frank came next, and Tom, the youngest, was born two and a half years after Carla. As we discussed her childhood, she only wanted to talk about the happy times; she told me she couldn't remember anything else. Her favorite time was when her dad brought home a pony. First child home from school or done with their chores was able to ride it. When the boys rode the pony and felt that they had to pee, she said they just hung onto the pony's reins while they peed up against a post. Every time she had to go to the bathroom, one of the boys was on the pony when she came back. It didn't take her long to find a way to be like the boys and pee against a post while not letting go of the pony!

            Early on I often wondered why she never talked about her childhood. One day I noticed a scar on her shin, so I asked her what happened. She tried to avoid telling me about what happened, but eventually told me that she was milking the cow too slow, and her dad got upset, kicked the bucket at her, and she ended up with a bad cut. One day while she was getting ready to go to her nieces' wedding, she asked me to help her put on a necklace because she very seldom wore jewelry and couldn't get the clasp to hook behind her neck. I started to use one hand to hold the necklace in place up against the front of her neck and she freaked out. I asked, "What did I do?" She just told me to never touch her throat with my hand. I could only imagine that someone tried to choke her at some point in time. After she died, I notified every contact in her phone, and one lady, Marilyn (Flieg) Cannon, who grew up with Carla and her brothers, was her classmate and friend at Libertyville, Iowa Elementary School. She told me what she knew about Carla's history up until the time she moved away. She said that in the mid Fifties, in Iowa, wives were still considered property, and as her next-door neighbor, when Carla's dad beat her mother, Marilyn could hear the screams from her farm a quarter mile away. When Tom was ten, his dad must have been drunk and threw him into a corn binder. This was the last straw for Mary Alice. Marilyn's parents and Carla's mom made plans to leave the dad. There was a day when the dad, Harold, was going to another county for an antique auction and would be gone for the whole day. Marilyn's dad and oldest brother took the pickup truck and a cattle carrier over to Carla's house, loaded everything up that the mom and kids needed, and moved the four of them into the town, Fairfield, Iowa. Carla soon started high school and Carla and Marilyn didn't see much of each other after that.

            Carla told me she started working after school with a friend Paula at a local diner when she was 14. That is where she started to learn how to be the great waitress she became. I also think this is where she met the boys that she dated because she also started dating at this age. She felt high school boys were too immature, plus they didn't have any money to hang out at the diner, so she dated kids from the local private college. At that time, Fairfield was home to Parsons College, which was a place that rich parents sent their kids so they didn't have to deal with them. That's where she met Gary, an amateur photographer, and in 1971, at the age of 16, she left school and moved to San Francisco, California with him. In the beginning they lived somewhere in the Haight-Ashberry district because she told me when she applied for a job in the Financial District downtown, she didn't know the bus routes, so she walked the three plus miles to her appointment in high heels! About a month later she and Gary moved to an apartment complex in Mill Valley. Shortly after that she lied about her age and got a job as a waitress at Denny's in Corte Madera. That is where she met her lifelong friend Darlene (Garvey) Conklin. I don't know when she and Gary broke up, but she said her relationships usually lasted about two years. Carla also said that she broke up with all the guys except for one, and she got back together with him about six years later just so she could do the breaking up! Darlene said that Carla always fell for the "bad boys" and when she couldn't take the verbal or physical abuse any more, only then she would leave them. I later learned that this type of behavior is typical for someone who comes from a family with an abusive father. She must have been trying to fill the void left by her dad, and was probably trying to prove to herself that she was worthy of love, even if it came from someone who was not good for her. More about this later

            After Denny's, Carla and Darlene went to work at the Hungry House for a while, about this time Darlene was dating a fellow named Ken, who took the picture of Carla when she was about 18 years old that is on her home page. Darlene said that Ken had commented that Carla was not that pretty, but she was sexy as hell. He also loved Carla very much, which I think lead to the eventual breakup of Ken and Darlene. Also while working at the Hungary House, she met a bartender at Zims named Michael. Both John Baseheart and Darlene told me he was not good for her or to her. It was thought that he was also a drug dealer or used a lot of drugs. She stayed with him until he punched a hole in her bedroom door, that's what it took for her to leave him.

            She and Darlene quit their job at the Hungry House and started working at Pier 15 in San Rafael. They worked there for about eight years. Darlene said that after work the "Girls" would go out for a drink and, after they sat down, all Carla had to do was flash her great smile at a few guys and they immediately had free drinks. While working at Pier 15 Carla became involved with her boss, Harry, who was about 30 years her senior. Harry loved her very much, treated her like a queen, taught her how to be a lady, had money and took her to places like Reno and Las Vegas - introducing her to the more unusual and expensive things in life like Caviar, Champagne, and Escargot. When she would come to work, Harry would run his finger down her back to see if he could feel a bra because she usually didn't wear a bra under her white blouses since she didn't like the way her bra straps showed over her shoulders. I'm not sure how long their relationship lasted, but I believe it ended when she found out that he was still married, and not divorced. She told me she never wanted to be the "other woman"

            Somewhere around 1978 John Baseheart was working at his father's bar in Novato where Carla was living, and while the doors were open, he saw Carla walk by and yelled "Free beer!" She turned around and came back inside. That's all it took to start a relationship. While living with John and using contraceptives, she became pregnant but eventually lost the child. I think this loss played an important role in her later life, especially with her future husband George. John said that after the loss of the child she started drinking more than usual and got drunk more often, not just on weekends. More to come as I talk to John some more and try to jog his memory. John also told me that while living in Petaluma he would pick her up at Denny's in Petaluma every day and she always made him a chocolate milkshake just the way he liked it, made with chocolate ice cream.

            In December of 1980, Carla met George Kelsey in a bar in Petaluma. George said he stopped in with a buddy that wanted to pick something up and he saw Carla standing by the jukebox and told her he didn't have much time, so could she just give him her phone number? With that brief encounter she gave him her number and he called her for a date. They got together the following weekend and were having such a good time, that when George looked out the window on Monday morning and saw it was raining, he decided to stay home until the rains quit. On Wednesday he went to work only to learn that he lost his job since he didn't show up for work on Monday. He blamed Carla for losing this job, but I don't think it was entirely her fault! They were married eight months later on August 29, 1981. George had two young girls, and when Carla talked about them, I had the feeling that Carla may have loved the girls more than their dad. She all but worshiped them. I asked George if they ever talked about having a family. He said that they did, but he felt that he already had two kids and didn't want to start all over. I think that because George didn't want to have children with her, and he would rarely back her up when she disciplined the girls, and she lost her first child, she felt that she was a bad mother, and this feeling carried into her later years and continued to haunt her. It gave her the excuse she needed to continue to drink more than she should have.

            Over the years Carla had told me a few things about their marriage, like the fact that she was a really good cook. I asked George to confirm her stories and he said that she wasn't that good of a cook in the beginning, but they took classes at Hardisty's in Petaluma and that's when she became an excellent cook. He confirmed that she continued to work as a waitress, rode a motorcycle from the house a few miles to where she could get the bus for work. In 1986 she left George and I heard different reasons from different people. Carla told me that she left because he would not give her the support she needed on how to raise his two teenage girls, and since she left home at 16, she felt she knew how to avoid those kinds of problems with the girls. George said because she wouldn't quit smoking. I have a different theory - I think she really wanted to be a good mother and didn't get the opportunity with George. I'm not sure when George got his contractor's license, but after he did; Carla started working for him and took accounting classes at night. She became his bookkeeper.

            Carla met Chuck at Andresen's Bar in Petaluma in 1989. Chuck fancied himself as a jeweler and made different belt buckles and other things that he sold at the flea markets. I don't remember how long they dated, but she said that while they were dating and they went out people would just stop at their table to tell them what a beautiful looking couple they made. At that time Chuck was in debt and Carla had money, so she helped him pay off his debt. About this time I believe he quit the jewelry business and became a union crane operator for Dutra and started making good money. They were married in Hawaii on Dec 8, 1989. But shortly after they were married, Chuck made Carla abandon all her friends that she knew before she married him, including Darlene and George's daughters - to the point that when one of George's daughters was getting married, he wouldn't allow Carla to attend the wedding. There is a little more about their relationship in the next chapter.

            In September of 2005 they separated after he made her quit working for me. Chuck was usually verbally abusive, often drunk, and sometimes physically abusive. But through all this she loved him, and in August 2008, Chuck died from pancreatic cancer while she held his hand.

            On June 26, 1989, Carla, and her ex-husband George Kelsey, bought my "Con-Soft" job costing and construction accounting program. The purchase included training by my salesman, Jim. I remember Jim telling me that the lady that bought the program was "Something Else!" For some reason Jim was unable to do the last training session, so he asked me to do it. This was the first time I ever met Carla. Jim was correct; she was something else. There was just something about her that captured my interest. I don't know if it was her looks or her mannerisms or just her great smile, but there was a definite attraction. I did my best to ignore the attraction and do the training that I was there to do. After that, when she would call for customer support, I would answer her questions and after we would just talk. She later told me that she found it to be exactly what she wanted for doing her bookkeeping, and it was as if I had written it just for her. It saved her so much time that she was down to doing books for George only one day a week. She filled in her empty hours by cleaning up jobsites or running errands for supplies, but after she married Chuck he made her quit. This caused her to call me and ask for help finding another job. She said she really liked the program, felt very comfortable using it, and wanted to know if any of my customers needed help either learning it, or using it as their bookkeeper. I called around and found a few people for her to interview with. Alta Construction in Santa Rosa hired her for one day a week as did Gordon Traub Electric in Sonoma. She also accepted a job from Modular Construction in Napa but wasn't thrilled about the forty-five-minute commute each way. Modular hired her for two days a week in the beginning to get their book work brought up to date, but once she was caught up, they kept her there to babysit and clean house, something she really didn't like to do for other people. I found her another job for an electrical contractor in Rohnert Park, but it was only 4 or 5 hours a week since they were very small.

            By August of '92, my bookkeeper, Muriel, had given me notice that she was moving back to Wisconsin. I called Carla and asked her if she wanted to work for me and she said she would think about it. She finally said "Yes", and on September 1, 1992, she came to work for me part time, working only two or two and a half days a week. She was a natural people person and treated everyone with respect. She was wonderful as a Con-Soft customer support person, not only because she knew the program so well, but also because she took an interest in all the customers and ended up knowing everything about them. I remember overhearing her on a customer support call from another lady and they were talking about my final question on the computer screen after making a series of entries that queried "Are you satisfied (Y/N)?" to which Carla said, "What if the entries are correct, but I'm not satisfied!" and then they laughed. She worked very well with the Computer Store customers also. Her willingness to take on anything that came her way saved me a lot of time and I no longer had to work seven days a week, twelve to fourteen hours a day.

            By January of 1995 Alta Construction retired and she added that day to my time. During her three and a half workdays, in addition to the Con-Soft support, Carla was keeping the computer store employees busy, running Kozy Homes’ six employee's weekly payroll, and dealing with the tenants above the computer store and my three in San Francisco. She also did the bookwork for all three companies including the sales tax reports for the computer store. This allowed my wife, Alena, and I to go on our first "real" vacation in almost ten years. We went to Europe in April for four weeks. I had hoped this vacation and our time together without work would improve our relationship, but it really didn't do too much. Alena was just too unhappy with me and how I was in responding to her in our marriage.

            Somewhere around late 1996 or early 1997, Alena and I were talking, and she said, "You must really love Carla." This surprised me and I asked her why she felt that way. She replied, "Because she takes such good care of you." As I thought about what she said, I realized that Carla really did take good care of me and my business. I also knew that I wouldn't have any time at all if it wasn't for all of Carla's help. No one stepped up to the plate like she did. Could I love her? I just never thought about it before or noticed it if I did. I thought she was a beautiful woman in mind, body, and spirit, and that she was my best friend, but love? I knew we talked about everything and anything, from the time we were kids to the present, including all our previous relationships, etc. We even tried to help each other with our current relationships (I tried to help her with Chuck, and she with my Alena). But I never wondered if I loved her. A few minutes after Alena asked me the above question, I answered "I don't know, I just never thought about it." Then the more I did think about it over the next few weeks, I soon realized that Alena was correct. I really did love Carla, probably as much as someone loves a sibling, maybe even a little more.

            One day, when an old girlfriend stopped by the computer store, she told me that Carla had feelings for me. She could see it in the way Carla looked at me and talked to me. I couldn't believe what she said; there was just no way someone as wonderful as Carla would ever have feelings for someone who was as much of a failure as I felt I was. After all, I was unable to keep Alena happy, the computer store was losing money, I was unable to pay Carla what she was worth, I didn't make much money in my construction projects, and if Alena didn't work her 32 hours a week, we would be broke. You can see why I was sure she was wrong. I just hoped I wouldn't mess things up with Carla so we could remain best friends.

            Another close friend told me that I needed to take a class by Rapport International because I would learn a lot about myself; it would make me a better employer, and it could help me in my relationship with my wife since it helped her so much with her husband. In early December of '97 I took that class. I learned three major things about myself and a few on how to be a better employer. The first major thing was that I didn't know how to play since I grew up working weekends and summers with my dad. The second was that I would literally rather die than ask for help (a year later I almost did). The third, and probably the most important, was that I couldn't fire someone that needed to be fired because I had a "deep need to be liked". For the employees, I learned that I needed to say thank you more often, praise them when their work was good, and show them more appreciation. When I came back to the computer store, I thanked all the employees, and gave Carla a hug for the very first time. I also told her that to show my appreciation for her and her hard work, I would take her to lunch twice a month. We did this every other Thursday starting in January and my wife would join us occasionally when she could. This way Alena got to know a little bit more of what I knew and loved about Carla.

            That spring I laid off two Kozy Homes employees. About two months later Carla came to me with sad news. She said, "I forgot to take the two employees off the group health insurance, and we paid about a thousand dollars extra that we shouldn't have paid. I'm sorry, I'll pay for the mistake. I'll take it out of my pay." I said, "No, it was an honest mistake and I'll find the money to pay for it. You are not allowed to." Since she wrote her own paycheck, she ignored me, and took a little out each pay period so Chuck wouldn't notice until the entire amount was paid back. How could I not love a woman with such integrity?

           By August I was still working on a duplex that I bought in 1995, and Carla came by to see how we were progressing on the job as she usually did. We had no front stairs yet, only a few 6x6's stacked up to make something like steps. I put my hand out to hold her hand as she stepped on the 6x6's so she wouldn't fall. When she was up on the landing, I let go, but she held on for just a moment longer before she let go. My mind went crazy wondering why she held on. Was the old girlfriend correct? Could she really like me? I didn't know what to do. About a month later Carla and I were driving to San Francisco to install a network for a non-profit company that used old offices in San Francisco General Hospital. Going across the Richmond-San Rafael Bridge I looked to my right, and the way the sun lit up her face, I once again saw how beautiful she was. I had to say something, to tell her how I felt. I said, "I think you are very pretty, and I find myself attracted to you." To which there was no reaction, she said nothing, and it was as if she didn't hear me. For the rest of the drive in, I wondered if she heard me, and what might be going through her head if she did. We worked the rest of the day on the network but were unable to finish, and it was just like nothing was said about how pretty she was.

            The next day we drove in again, and while on the bridge, I looked over at her to see the same beauty I saw the day before. I could not keep quiet, I had to tell her how I felt. I said "I'm sorry, but I must tell you that I love you. I can't keep it a secret from you any longer. You are just too pretty, too helpful, and too nice." To which again she said nothing, showed no reaction, as if she didn't even hear me. We got to the job, and we finished the network without a word being said about what I told her. I thought that I really blew it, and now I was going to lose a wonderful friendship, or she was going to quit, in which case I would lose everything that she was so wonderful at. I felt like a failure, what was I thinking, after all, we were both still married, and we loved our spouses. It was a long ride home in silence. She came to work as usual the next day and it was as if I never said a thing about loving her. Time seemed to go by ever so slowly.

           Almost two weeks later, on the first Thursday of October, our regular lunch day, she asked "Can we go to Sonoma Taco for lunch today". I said "Sure, anywhere you want." She then asked if we could walk because she wanted to talk to me (Sonoma Taco was a quarter mile away). I knew this was going to be our last lunch together because she was going to quit. But to my surprise the exact opposite happened. She proceeded to tell me how she was so attracted to me when she first saw me, and I handed her an update disk shortly after she bought the program nine years prior. She said I was on the phone doing customer support, and I just handed her the disk not even noticing her. Then how patient I was with her during the training session, and she asked what she thought were so many stupid questions as she was learning the program. Then how smart she thought I was when it worked exactly how she would have wanted it to work. Then she told me how hard it was for her to say yes to come to work for me because she was afraid her attraction to me would show. Finally, she said she loved me since 1993 and it took me only five years to notice! I answered "That's not entirely true, I didn't notice at all! I only found out today because you told me! I had a few hints along the way, like someone telling me you liked me. But I decided I loved you in 1996, and it took me two years to work up the nerve to tell you. After all, we are both married, we still love our partners, and by now you should know that I can't read people." When we got back to the store, I wrote her a note. I obviously was in seventh heaven to have someone as wonderful as Carla tell me they loved me, but we were still married, so the note said "I don't think it's a sin to love each other, as long as there's no sex. So please, let's keep it that way." She agreed.

            By 2000 we were really stressed with the Y2K update disk, and we worked long hours together. It seemed that Chuck and Alena understood and were OK with it, and it brought us still closer together. By the summer of 2000 I reluctantly took a job in San Francisco to do an addition and remodel for some friends (also my attorney). I say reluctantly because to do the job I had to quit going to the beach on sunny weekdays, but I also needed the money to finish working on the duplex I bought in 1995. During this time Joanne and I talked a lot. She gave me the book "Conversations with God" to read. I found it very interesting and in April 2001 I decided to attend a Cursillo weekend (which means a short course in Christianity) that my brother-in-law did in 1974 and he said was life changing. It was. I learned how much God loves us, even when we fail him. I wanted both Alena and Carla to go, and I thought it would be an easy sell, but it wasn't. Alena finally went in 2006 and Carla in 2007. More about this in 2007.

            In 2002 my cousin from Poland, Annia, came for a visit and was able to stay for six months. She came to the computer store every day to help where she could. She and Carla became fast friends, and Carla would introduce her to her friends as her "little sister/daughter" since Annia was 22 years younger than Carla. Over the years they did two road trips together to Wisconsin.

             In 2003, one of my employees told Carla that he was having a difficult time seeing clearly. She did a little research online listing his symptoms and told him not to come to work tomorrow and to see a doctor. When he came back to work, he told her he was now diabetic, so Carla went out and bought him many kinds of low-carb foods to help him and his wife get him started on his new diet. When my dad died in January of 2004, his family came to the funeral and wanted to meet "This Carla", because he would come home after work and tell his wife and kids "Today Carla said this..." or "Carla said that..." Like I said earlier, she helped everyone.

            In November Carla contracted phenomena but didn't need hospitalization and was able to stay home. She quit smoking for six days, but when Chuck got drunk on the weekend and started to belittle and emotionally abuse her again, she went outside for a cigarette to get away from him. That was the longest she was ever able to go without smoking. Smoking was always her escape and that is why she could never quit. At that time, I didn't understand how much of a coping mechanism it was for her and how typical it was for an abused child.

            September 2005, Chuck, Carla, and Annia went to Mendocino for the weekend. I had an overnight Cursillo team meeting in Fort Bragg on the same weekend so Carla and I agreed to meet at 3:30 and I would take Annia home with me. I got to the meeting place a few minutes late and didn't think that they had already left. I was unable to reach anyone by cell phone, so I started looking for her truck. Not finding it after about fifteen minutes I decided that they already left, and I would have to catch up with them on the twisty windy road back to Cloverdale. I was upset that she wouldn't even wait 2 minutes past our meeting time before leaving. Fortunately for me Carla drove slowly, so after about 45 minutes I was able to catch up with her. When she saw me in the rear-view mirror she pulled over and she and Annia got out. I asked her in a not very pleasant manner why she couldn't wait the 2 minutes. She didn't say anything because she didn't want to upset Chuck. Annia got her stuff and got in the van. I left in a hurry because I was still upset. After they got home, and she was in the house, Carla called me to tell me that Chuck went looking for me. She said that Chuck made her leave at 3:15 because he was already drunk. He also said he didn't like my tone of voice, the way I talked to her, or the way I left, and he told her that no one talks to his wife that way and that she had to quit working for me. He would pick up her check and anything else she left in the office that she wanted. She was never to see me or talk to me again. She was concerned that he might try to hurt me in some way and was very afraid for me. I had a water heater to install so Annia and I didn't go home, and by the time we finished, Chuck gave up looking for me and went back home.

            By Tuesday, Carla and I had worked out a plan for her to leave Chuck and move her out of the house on Thursday. We went and got her a PO Box, rented a storage unit not too far from her house, and changed her phone number. Thursday morning after Chuck left for work, my friend Bill showed up with his pickup, I had my van, and we had my small trailer. We picked up all the furniture she wanted (like the buffet that she had refinished and her bedroom set) and filled the storage unit. Then we packed all her personal stuff into her truck, she left him a letter telling him why she was leaving and drove to my dad's vacant house in San Francisco. After a week or so, she called Chuck to see how he was doing. They talked. He apologized for the way he treated her (as he always did in the morning when he was close to being sober) during their marriage and wanted her to come back but she stood her ground and said no. After two months she felt that it was safe enough to go back to work and move back to Petaluma. That's when she found the little two-bedroom house on Laurel St, and I moved her in there. They got a legal separation so they were responsible for their own finances.

            In the spring of 2006 they decided to sell the house on Gloria Court because the housing market was falling rapidly. She had a pest inspection, and they found some dry-rot and termite damage. She hired a contractor that wasn't very good, but his carpenter turned out to be her old lover, Joe, that she dated between her first husband George and Chuck. Joe did good work, and after he finished the outside, she hired him to do the inside in his spare time. When he was done with her place, he came to work for me full time. In February 2007 I went on my clothing optional cruise close to her birthday and became very insecure thinking that Joe may steel her back since she and Chuck were separated. He could take her out for drinks after work, take her home, etc., all the things I couldn't do. We had a difficult time that week because of my insecurities and we ended up misunderstanding each other's emails. She somehow turned some of my words around and described them as what she called "backhanded compliments". That's when I wrote my poem to her "Where Beauty Abounds". She said she cried when she read it and would never try to read something into what I wrote that wasn't there again. When I got back, she confessed that she did kiss Joe out of curiosity to see if there were any feelings left, but she said there wasn't. It was a nothing kiss. Joe quit a few weeks later. In April Carla experienced her Cursillo weekend. It wasn't as eventful for her as I had hoped, but she did start attending Open Door Church in Petaluma on a more regular basis. I had been after her for more than ten years to get baptized, and I thought she would now finally do it. Our friend Collene chose to get baptized at Open Door and we were there to witness it. Collene wore a long slip for the full emersion baptism, and when she came out of the water, you could see through the slip as if she had nothing on until they handed her a towel, and Carla said "I'm not going to be in a wet t-shirt contest baptism!"

            By August I needed help in Moses Lake. Both Alena and Carla said they would come up to help me. I said I could only have one of them come to help me because last time the two of them were there during the 4th of July week, I spent all my time keeping them busy and didn't get to do any of the work I needed to do. Alena didn't trust me being alone with Carla and wanted to come up with Carla. I said, "I don't care which one of you comes, but just one of you, please." Alena told Carla to go because it was easier for Carla since Alena was still working and had to take care of our dogs. Carla came up on Sunday afternoon and my friend Bill came on Tuesday afternoon. Alena later told me that after Carla left for Moses Lake, she went out into the back yard, cried, prayed to God, and a feeling of peace came over her like she never had before, as if God was telling her everything was going to be OK and she didn't have to worry about me and Carla. Bill came on Tuesday and Carla left on Wednesday.

            After Carla's house was sold Chuck bought a condo. He asked Carla to help him get it fixed up. At this time we were also selling one of my dad's properties and I was still working in Moses Lake. I had no internet service, so I depended on Carla for all kinds of information. She was supposed to be working from 9:00 AM to 4:30 PM. I called one day at 3:30 and she wasn't there. Charles said that she went to pick out some tile for Chuck's bathroom. I called her at home later that night and asked what happened and she gave me some excuse. I told her I counted on her to be at work during the hours she was supposed to be working unless she told me in advance that she needed to leave. Two days later I heard from my nephew that we might have another offer on my dad's building, but it was even lower than the previous offer. I called Carla at 3:00 to have her look up the MLS listing to see what it said, but again she wasn't there. She had to meet with the tile guy at Chuck's condo on my time. I was really upset. I called her and said we needed to talk. I reminded her that she said she wouldn't do what she was doing. She explained that this was the only time the tile guy could meet her, and she didn't have any advance warning. I asked her if the job turned out crappy, who would Chuck blame, her or the tile guy? And if turned out great, who would get the credit, her, or the tile guy? I told her that she knows that Chuck doesn't respect anything that she does for him and that he just uses her. I told her that I respected everything she does for me, but not this. I told her I loved her and didn't want to be upset with her and the best way to resolve all this was for her to find a replacement for herself at work, and then she could take care of Chuck all he wanted, and I wouldn't be bothered. Then I hung up.

            I called Charles and told him not to build another computer, but only do repairs for the next six months because I was closing the computer store at the end of the six months. Later that night Alena called me to see how I was doing, and I said not good. I told her I was upset, that I fired Carla, and I was closing the computer store, and this was not a good time to talk. She asked if I was upset with her as well, and I said we will talk later, I was too unhappy to talk now. About a half hour later Alena called back and said that she needs to know now what to expect from me. I told her that I wanted a divorce. She asked why, and I told her I have been trying to get her to participate in marriage counseling for fifteen years, but she never would and I'm tired of walking on eggshells. She asked if there was any chance to save our marriage. I replied that she would have to find a counselor and participate even if she found that she was in the wrong. She said she would.

            Later that evening, Carla called and said she was crying since she left Chuck's house. She was sorry but didn't think I would react so badly and didn't realize how much she hurt me. She said I was right about how Chuck would blame her or give her no credit. She told him that and said that if he wants her help it had to be on her terms or he could find someone else. She loved her job and didn't want to lose it over him. He agreed to let her help when she could, and not be so demanding. She promised me she would work forty hours a week until she got caught up which meant 9:00 to 5:30, or 9:00 to 4:30 and 5 hours on Saturday, whichever I wanted. I said, "Whatever works best for you, as long as I know when I can depend on you to be at work." She kept her commitment as best as she could and worked forty hours the first few weeks and then started to sluff off again, but it was for herself and not Chuck.

            In November, while I was still working in Moses Lake, WA, she called to tell me she found a 3 bedroom, 1600 square foot Victorian house for sale that was close to town, had almost an acre of land, and a lot of out buildings. I told her to call Clayton, my realtor, and go look at it. She liked it, said it would work well for me, and she would rent the house as is, and would fix it up by herself if I would let her have it for the same rent she was paying for her little two bedroom 600 square foot house. Alena didn't want me to buy the place because she thought I would be spending all my time over there with Carla. We were still going to the counselor that Alena chose and were progressing well. Alena told the counselor her concerns and she asked me why I wanted to buy it. I explained that it has lots of land, two barns in good condition, a house that Carla would rent as is, and that I had the money from my dad's estate to buy it outright. She asked me privately if I loved Carla, and I said yes, but that there was no sex. She asked if this would make a difference and I said no, it wouldn't.

            The sale closed escrow on December 7, 2007. The first thing we did was empty Carla's storage place and put her stuff in the best barn to save her some money. Then I told Carla that it was in such bad shape she couldn't move in without us first doing a lot of work. I applied for a permit to do voluntary earthquake retrofit work, and we started working on it immediately. Our plan was to remove all the original trim without damaging any, remove all the lath and plaster on the exterior walls, remove all the old wallpaper on the interior walls, bolt it to the foundation while leveling the floors, rewire it, redo the heating ducts, replumb the water supply, insulate, sheetrock, tape and paint it so she could move in by February 1st. A very ambitious project which required more help, so I hired Joe again.

            Mid-January 2008, Chuck was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer, and Carla spent a lot of time helping him and we were unable to get enough done for her to be able to move in until mid-February. After she moved in, it became apparent that the end was near for Chuck, and he moved in with her. Something that couldn't have happened in the little house she rented previously. They put a hospital bed in the living room and she attended to his every need. We emptied Chuck's storage space into the barn, and Chuck signed the deed on the Condo back over to the bank. Alena saw how much Carla loved Chuck, so it quieted her fears about us. In August 2008, Chuck died, and Carla was so glad that she was there to hold his hand as he passed. Alena now started to become friends with Carla, and Carla would complain to Alena about me as much as Alena complained about me to her. That way they had something in common.

            More to come as I have time to write - I am a very slow writer.
Spirituality

Her Personal Relationship With God

            She had a special connection with God.  Ever since Cursillo (A short course in Christianity) changed my life and the way I relate to God, in April of 2001, I wanted my wife and Carla to experience their own Cursillo weekend.  I also almost nagged Carla to get baptized and to find a church that she could attend every Sunday.  In the beginning we would talk about God in general terms, and as we got closer to talking about our personal relationship with God, one day she said, “I know that Jesus is my Saviour.”  I asked, “Why do you know that?”  She replied, “Because he told me so in a vision.”  And she was dead serious.    Years later, while she was living in her house on Bodega, she was not able to come to work one day because she had a very bad headache.  I went to see if there was anything I could do.  Her shoulder muscles were so tight I was not even able to touch them, let alone massage them to loosen them.  So, I asked her if I could Reiki her since she knew I was previously attuned to be a Reiki Healer in 2002, and she said yes.  As I held my hands about a quarter inch above her shoulders, I began my silent prayer to Jesus to heal her.  As I finished my normal Reiki prayer, I added to my thoughts, “Jesus, please let me share her pain so she doesn’t have to have so much pain.”  This was a silent prayer, no words aloud.  She immediately pulled away from me and said, “No, you do not share my pain.  If this pain is meant for me then it is my pain.  You are not to share it.”  I asked, “What are you talking about?”  She said, “A voice told me you are asking to share my pain.”  From that day forward I never doubted her relationship with God. 

            She experienced her Cursillo weekend in April 2007, and we found her a home at Open Door Church in Petaluma through 2008.  That is the little church where she had Chuck’s memorial service.  When they changed Pastor’s and it became a Revival Church, she quit going.  Over the years I took her to every Christian church in Petaluma, she liked two of them, but they were never home like Open Door, and she would only go about two times a year.  I asked her why she wouldn’t get baptized when she was attending Open Door Church, and she explained that when our friend Coleen was baptized, she wore a slip in a full immersion baptism, and when she came out, it looked like she was naked.  Carla said, “I don’t want to be baptized in a wet T-Shirt contest.”  When I had my heart attack and died November 30, 2018 (my heart quit three times in five minutes and it took five shocks to bring me back), she never came to the hospital that night.  She later told me she had a long conversation with God, and they laughed a lot.  Reverend Michael later told me that she told him that she told God she would get baptized as long as I was there to witness it.  And I was. 

            It was 30 days after my heart attack that she had her PET scan and the spot showed up on her lung.  The February thoracic biopsy was inconclusive, and in May the VAX biopsy proved it was stage three cancer because it was already attached to her aorta.  I always felt that if she had the VAX biopsy in February, they would have caught it in time, and it could have been removed - in which case she would still be with us today. 

            About six months after she died, Reverend Michael and I were going to another funeral of a friend of ours in St. Helena when he told me about Carla’s deal with God about getting baptized.  That's when it hit me - I think she prayed to God to take her life so I could live, especially since we couldn’t get married. At the time, I also felt that I had to wait twenty years until I could see her again in heaven (I only have 18 to go).  The twenty years is my penance for leaving her alone, which I didn’t know how much she was alone until I talked to George Kelsey.  George told me how social she was and how she knew everyone around his office.  I reflected back on when she came to work in the computer store, and how she got to know all the Computer Store customers and also all the Con-Soft customers that she supported.  She always had someone to talk to.  When she left Chuck in 2005 and lived on Laurel St., she would go outside every morning and have her coffee and cigarette and talk to the passerby's. She knew everyone in the neighborhood. After she experienced her Cursillo weekend in 2007, we went to her reunion two weeks later.  While Alena and I were sitting at one end of a picnic table with friends, there was another fellow sitting by himself at the other end.  When Carla showed up with plate in hand, she immediately went up to the lone fellow, put out her hand, and introduced herself.  I always admired her ability to do that since I was never able to just introduce myself.  Carla moved into 412 Bodega Ave in 2008 and lost the morning friendship of neighbors because she used her back yard garden shed for her morning and evening routine.  But she still had all the customers at the computer store, even after I sold it to Charles in 2011.  But in 2015, I moved her to the office above my shop and now she was alone.  No one at work and no one to go home to.  I can only imagine how I hurt her, but she never said a thing. 

Skinny Dipping

Our Attitude Toward Nudity

            In late December of ‘97, my wife and I joined my dad and a few cousins for a one-week cruise in the Caribbean. On an excursion, we ventured to a small quite island off the coast of St. Marteen to go snorkeling. I went with everyone to the island, but because of my psoriasis, I hadn't worn a swimsuit or gone swimming since 1970, I didn't join them. While they were snorkeling, I went for a walk around the island. When I got to the other side there was no one in sight, the water was crystal clear, warm, and calling to me to go swimming. I got undressed and went skinny dipping for the first time since I was 15. While I was neck deep in the water two girls came over the hill and down to the shore. I had no idea what I was going to do since I was naked. What would they say? How was I going to leave? I didn't even have a towel to dry off or cover myself! As I watched them, to my surprise, they both got undressed and just laid out in the sun. Now there were three of us naked and everything was just fine. I got out of the water and laid in the sun myself to dry off. I hadn't felt anything as wonderful and free as the sun on my entire body in thirty-seven years. When I thought it was time for me to go back, I got up, got dressed, and went back to where my cousins were. I was excited and told them about my new experience. Of course, they gave me a bad time about it, but it was all done in fun.

            When we got home and I went to work, Carla asked about the trip, and I told her about my skinny-dipping adventure. Instead of giving me a bad time about it like I expected, she said she understood. She told me that when she was moving out to California with Gary, they stopped by a lake and they went skinny dipping together and how much she liked it. Then she told me about the time she was living in an apartment complex in Mill Valley with Gary, and when the girls would go swimming together, the manager would get upset and kick them out because they didn't wear swim caps. He said their hair clogged the swimming pool filters. The girls got together, and all agreed to put on their swim caps but no swimsuits, so they would be naked the next time they went swimming. The manager was surprised and given the choice of swim caps or bathing suits, not both. After a week of nude girls, he allowed them to not have to wear swim caps. She also told me that about this age Gary had taken a number of black and white nude photographs that she posed for that she wished she had saved for me. She only showed me the one that sat on Chuck’s nightstand. It was very high contrast and grainy, making it very artsy. You could tell Carla was nude, but she was sitting on the floor with her knees against her chest, so nothing private could be seen. The rest of the pictures and negatives were kept by George at her request because she didn’t want Chuck to see them. When George remarried around 1996, Carla told him to burn them. Carla had no problems being nude and was very comfortable with her body. When she was married to George she would lay out in the sun in front of their house since there was no one within a quarter mile to offend. She liked having a tan without the tan lines. When she was with Chuck, she would go to the beach, or out on the lake in their boat, and be naked or topless. She even told me about Redrock Beach in Marin that was clothing optional. This helped me a lot because I didn't want her to think I was crazy, or worse.

            As mentioned above, by the summer of 2000 I reluctantly took the job in San Francisco. I say reluctantly because to do the job I would have to quit going to the clothing optional beach on sunny weekdays. Since I had been going to the beach, all of my visible psoriasis was gone, and I didn't want it to come back, but I thought I could take a day or two here or there and go to the beach anyway. It took almost a year to get to the finishing stages to where I was working by myself doing the inside and outside trim and meticulous work. One day I told Joanne (the wife of the attorney) I needed to take the said, "No. I will leave, and you can work here naked." I did. Every day. Eventually she just stayed home as I continued to work naked. Even Carla and April (my employee who did our marketing for the computer store and helped Carla whenever she was needed) would give me a bad time. When I was close to finishing the job, as usual Carla had to see it and said she would help me do the final cleaning. Carla was very good at detail cleaning and said that it would take close to a week to clean everything and get the house ship shape for them. When we got there it was a very warm day, Joanne left and said she would be gone all day. As usual I got undressed and got to work. Within an hour I went upstairs to find Carla naked as well while she was cleaning the shower. She said, "You can't do a good job cleaning the shower when you're dressed." As if I was going to complain about her being naked. I said, "Why should I mind? I never thought I would ever see you naked. You can work all day every day naked as far as I'm concerned. But it might slow me down a bit until I become accustomed to seeing you so beautiful." Then I thanked God for this precious gift He gave me.

            We both worked naked the rest of the day. The next day I had my camera that uses a 3.5" floppy disk with me to take some final project pictures. Since it was warm again, we worked naked, and as I was outside working on the brick, Carla asked me to stand up by the hot tub. I did and she took a couple of pictures of me. Later while she was sitting in a kitchen chair, I took one of her, but I was a little nervous and it turned out a little blurry. As we were getting ready to leave for the day, I took two more while she was putting her jeans on. On the way home she took the disk out of the camera and took it with her. She said "You can't have the pictures. I can't take the chance that Chuck will find out. He has threatened me many times that if I was to try and leave him, or cheat on him, he would kill me and then kill himself." Not wanting to have something like that happen, I had no choice but to agree. I couldn't take any chance that I might lose her.

            We finished the house and I got to work with her naked a few more times on other projects. How blessed I was. To me, working with Carla naked was as close to living in the Garden of Eden, and as close to what God intended for human beings before the fall, as I ever felt. Later, she gave the two pictures that she took of me to April, and for Christmas that year, April made T-shirts for everyone in the computer store that had a big red circle around the picture of me that Carla took, and a "Caution, Naked Contractor" banner across the center. After Carla died, I found the original pictures (two of me and three of her) on her computer, another blessing from God.

            In 2002 I found Bare Necessities Cruises that were clothing optional and I went on my first nude cruise. Since Alena wouldn't go with me, I went looking for a roommate. I went almost every other year and close to half the cruises my roommates were women. From the time Carla left Chuck, I had asked her to go with me whenever I went. She always said "No" until 2019. My hope was that someday she would have lived by what she always told me, "Don't worry about what other people think of you."  But she did always worry about what her brothers thought because they would give her a hard time about me going on my cruises. She loved them so much.  In 2019 she met Jo Biel for the first time face to face, but they had talked for hours on the phone for almost ten years. When she proceeded to tell Jo about my cruises, to try and embarrass me, she got the opposite reaction from Jo. Jo simply said, "Sounds like fun! Let's all go on the next one." So she agreed. On the way home she told me that if Jo really was willing to go, so will she. But then Covid hit, and we never went.

            Sometimes when we talked, our conversations would drift to what our life together might be like if we were to ever get married. One time, out of curiosity, I asked her "What color dress would you wear at our wedding?" She replied, "I didn't think you would want me to wear one." After that answer I knew that God created Carla just for me. I told her we would invite everyone we knew to the wedding, and we could get married on the beach, or in a private backyard. She said, "I was thinking more like on one of your clothing optional cruises where we would invite just a few of our friends." I said "No, sorry, but I think you are really beautiful when you are naked, and I want to share your beauty with all our friends, even the whole world. So, we can tell everyone that we will be naked for the wedding ceremony, but we will be dressed for the reception. That way they can choose to see the beautiful woman I see, or they can choose to see only what they want to see or are comfortable with seeing." And she said "OK".

            Nudity by itself is not sexy. We didn't think nudity was wrong if it was not intentionally meant to be provocative. Since I started this webpage, I have struggled with my need to show everyone her beauty while naked, and the need for what I think her family would want me to keep private. I decided to crop her pictures and show her beautiful smiles only.  There are two pictures that show her backside in the mirror and a little bit of her butt while she is wearing a thong that she just put on. 
I have also included my first poem to her that I wrote in 2007 when an old lover, Joe Stavich, came back into her life.  I felt very insecure and afraid that I was going to lose her because he could take her out to dinner, out for a drink, and take her home.  All the things I wanted to do but couldn't.  When I sent it to her in an email, I asked her to let me know what she thought of it, because she was complaining about my "back handed compliments" and I had no idea of what she was talking about.  Her reply simply said, "I can't write now because the salt from my tears will freeze up the keyboard."-->
