
 I’m curious to know how you knew my mom in her days in San Diego, but I’d 
also like you to know how I knew my mom when I was a kid, before you had 
a chance to meet her. I have 3 stories to share. 
 

 1 of 3: In June of 1989 a man stood in front of a tank in Tien-An Men square 
in Beijing. It would be wrong to say that my brother and I paid that much 
attention because our family had recently moved to the shore of lake Ontario 
in Upstate NY and bought a ski boat.  

 
o We picked up water skis and a tow rope and a fantastic wet suit that 

was black with one leg neon green and one leg neon pink. There was 
some neon yellow somewhere and some aggressive cartoon script on 
the front that said “Wild Attack” 
 

o My brother or I would jump into the water with our skis and our life-
vest and our awesome wet-suit. We would get set up while my dad 
idled the engine forward and then we would yell “hit it!”. At which 
point my dad would gun the engine and my brother –or me- (it didn’t 
matter which) would immediately fall; to the left, right, backwards or 
forwards, while doing the splits. There was no end to the variation.  

 
o Then as my brother or I came up  coughing, wiping snot off our faces, 

my dad would turn the boat around as we swam for the ski’s that had 
flown off when we fell. And then we would do it again. We would do 
this so much that sometimes we would hold on to the tow rope for a 
little while after we fell just to be dragged since it’s not like we could 
figure out how to do anything else. 

 
o On the 3rd or 4th weekend of this sort of futile attempt. I was getting 

back into the boat to give my brother a chance when my mom –with a 
face carefully skirting disgust said- 

 
“gimmie the wetsuit” 

 
o With that she promptly went into the cutty cabin, changed, came out, 

grabbed the skis and the life jacket. She hopped into the water 
without a word. My dad idled the boat forward until the tow rope was 
taught and she yelled “hit it!” 
 

o Then, no ceremony, no drama, little apparent effort, she is up, skiing. 
Now she is off to the left side of the wake as the boat starts to swing 
left away from the break wall and she comes off the right side of the 
wake swinging wide. She learned to waterski on a lake in Ohio in the 
50’s, behind a dinky outboard motor driven by brothers that did not 
always have good intentions for her. For another minute or two she 



kept going, until she gave a wave and let-go [before the wonder or the 
moment even had had time to disperse into our spinning little kid 
heads. She wasn’t show-boating, or proving anything for herself, she 
was proving something to her hapless kids. Kids who needed to know 
that this water-skiing thing was no big deal and –by extension- this 
life thing, you can do it, just do it. You can master this too. 

 
 2 of 3: For this second story I have to quote Shakespeare, I’ll get the 

Shakespeare out of the way right away and explain it after. I learned this a 
long time ago, it goes like this: 
 

o Let me not to the marriage of true minds admit impediments, love is 
not love that alters when it alteration finds or bends with the remover 
to remove. Ah no it is an ever-fixed mark that looks on tempests and 
remains unshakenl it is the star to every wandering bark, whose 
worth’s unknown although his height be taken. Love is not times fool, 
though rosy lips and cheeks within his bending sickles compass come; 
love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, but bears it out even to 
the edge of doom, if this be error… 
 

o I memorized this poem when I was in college because I was 
sentimental and because I had no idea what love was. “love alters not 
when it alteration finds”. Here we are, my mom has died, and yet the 
love remains and so much still comes of that love now as it did 
throughout my moms life with my dad. 

 
o “Be brave” my mom told my dad late this summer, and so he has been 

 
o “I’m more her than me” my dad wrote over this last year as he tried to 

explain the way their two lives melded and informed one another 
throughout their half century of partnership. 

 
o I threw the Shakespeare at you because, if it weren’t for the example 

of my parents and their partnership, all I would have to understand 
love would be the scribbles of some stogy sonnet. This is to say that 
while you guys all got the effect on the community of San Diego and in 
your lives that my mom had through bridges , as a partner in the 
leadership of SDSU, and many other works, what I got through my 
mom and dads partnership was the ability to know love when I saw it, 
how cool is that? 

 
 3 of 3: This is a brief story  of my mom and her mom. Ida Keim (what a name 

right?). When Ida was getting old she became ill and as her time came near 
my mom went to tend to her leaving me and my brother with my dad. This 
was also in the 80’s (pre waterskiing), On one of those days, amid tending to 



her discomfort, three women came over who had known Ida her whole life. 
My mom never said what they spoke about when they were visiting. My mom 
may have left the room to give them their space or she may have told me and 
I forgot. But when they finally got up to leave my mom walked them to the 
door and before they left one of them said to the others- 

 
“Ida was the best friend I ever had” 
 
My mom always admired that that line was said about her mom. She made a 
point of telling that to me when I was a kid and I always remembered. I 
compare that moment to this moment and think how good a friend my mom 
must have been to you all and you to her. I am so proud of that. I admire that. 
Thank you, and thank you for letting me say a few words. 

 
 


