Built for Two*
By Rick Reil

Charlie always told me the only reason | was born was because he begged Mom for years to get him a
bother. I guess she was trying because she had three daughters after him. Finally, after 8 years, he got
his wish. I was born in 1950 at the first Kadlec hospital built in Richland. What follows, until the early
‘50s was told to me by my parents. | have incorporated these memories into this story.

Dad was discharged from the Navy in 1944 and promptly got a job at Hanford. He was hired as a security
guard for the top-secret Manhattan project. The only problem was he; mom, Charlie, and Pauline were
all living in Oklahoma City at the time. Charlie was 3 and Pauline was not even a year old. My folks
decided that it would be best if Dad drove our old 1934 Model B Ford to Washington to get settled and
Mom and the kids would come on the train after he found a place for them to live. He arrived in August
and was at work the next day. His first friend in Washington was on the security force, his name was Al
Reid. Al was from Kansas and was a couple of years younger than Dad. They became life-long friends.

Al and his wife, Kate had just rented a newly built “A” duplex on Ritchie Court. This was one of many
houses the government built in Richland. Al told Dad they were just finishing up some more houses and
they might be able to rent one near them. Dad jumped at the idea and was able to rent a house three
doors down from the Reids. The house would be ready in about 2 weeks.

Dad arranged for train tickets. Mom, Charlie, and Pauline arrived in Pasco on the first of October 1944.
Since Dad couldn’t get off work, he asked Al if he would pick our family up at the train station. Al agreed
and arrived shortly before the train arrived. He met the rest of our family on the platform. Mom and Al
loaded the luggage and when the kids were in the car they drove to Richland. Al took them to his house
since Dad wouldn’t be home for several hours.

When they arrived, Pauline was asleep in the car. Charlie jumped out of the car, happy to have some
freedom to run and jump around. Kate came out of the house and down the steps as soon as the car
drove up. Mom looked up as Kate waddled down the steps. She looked up at her and with a laugh said,
“Well little lady, looks like you’re about ready to hatch! Hi, I'm Sally.” Mom was only 4'11.” She looked
like an over-ripe pumpkin.

“Just two more weeks... come on in, I've fixed you some lunch.”

As they all entered the house, Kate and Al’s three-year old daughter, Sharon joined in and introduced
herself and told them that she was 3.

As they sat down to eat there came a knock on the door. They looked up as Sally squealed, “It’s Paul!”
His boss had let him off we few hours early.

Lunch followed the reunion, it would be just one of many, many meals the families would share
together.

In the next 6 years mom had three more children, Janet, Nan, and me. In 1948 we moved to a new, 4-
bedroom ranch house on Sacramento Street near Spalding School. Most Ranch houses only have 3
bedrooms. This was even more convenient when | came along. | got to share a room with Charlie. He
was a good brother and didn’t seem to mind.



In 1952 Charlie got a Tri-City Herald paper route. He was good about saving his money. It was a good
thing too, with 5 kids, money was always short. Dad even worked a second job as a salesman at Richland
Bell Furniture on the Parkway in Downtown Richland.

Charlie wanted a bicycle. After he had saved for a year, he went to the Western Auto Store in the
Uptown Richland Shopping Center. | didn’t happen very often, but they had a tandem bike in stock. It
was a Western Flyer. It was blue with big fat tires and blue fenders with white trim. It was a big bike, but
Charlie was a big boy. He got one of his sisters to ride on the back seat to toss the papers as he provided
the power. He usually got Janet to be the thrower since she was the youngest and lightest. This worked
for a few years until | was big enough to do the job. He paid us ten cents, which was enough to buy a
large candy bar at Campbells Grocery on the corner of Williams and Thayer. Since it was near his route,
we stopped there most days. | usually got a big Snickers bar. As soon as my legs were long enough, |
helped peddle. Boy, could the two of us deliver those papers fast!

When Charlie turned 16, he got a job at Westgate Conoco on the corner of Wright and Van Geisen. He
quit the route and parked his bike. It just wasn’t cool to ride a bike to your after-school job at 16. He
covered the bike up with a tarp and kept it in the back yard, leaning against the house. It wasn’t too long
after he got his job that he bought a car, it was a real nice 1949 Ford. It cost $100. Dad helped him fix it
up. They bought a nice set of recapped tires. Dad gave him his old wool navy blanket for a seat cover.
Charlie kept the car spotless. Most days he usually had a load of neighborhood girls riding with him to
Col-High. He was very nice, goodlooking, and generous. Needless to say, | think most of the girls were
more interested in him than the ride to school.

Charlie graduated from high school in 1960. He had always wanted to join the navy. In 1961 he enlisted.
Dad was proud of the decision. | had mixed feelings. | was 11 and was going to have my own bedroom.
My only brother was going to leave too. He was always a great example as well. It wasn’t proper at the
time to tell a dad or a brother that you loved them, but | did love both of them. When we dropped
Charlie off at the Greyhound Bus station on George Washington Way, he bent down and gave me a big
hug and whispered in my ear, | love you brother, my bike is yours, take good care of it and be good.
Then he hugged mom, dad, Pauline, Janet, and Nan. He then got on the bus, waved goodbye from the
window and was gone. | didn’t see him for a year.

I was somewhat embarrassed about riding a tandem bicycle, but it was better than no bike at all. | tried
once to make it a single seat bicycle, but at 11 years old my skills were Iimited.| Soon it was September
and | had just turned 12. | soon would be attending 7*" grade at Chief Joseph Junior High School. | was
really stuck. We lived too close to ride the bus to school and it was a really long way to walk. Our house
on Sacramento Avenue was over a mile from school. | had to suck up my pride. | uncovered the bike, put
some “Neverleak” in the tires and pumped them up. | washed it and polished the chromed wheels and
handlebars. | wired an old milk crate to the back fender for my books.

The first day of school came and | navigated my bike north on Birch, east on Torbett, north on Perkins,
and then east on Wilson to school. Wilson was full of kids, many of which were walking in the middle of
the street. | guess | was quite a sight. A tall skinny kid, riding an old tandem bike, by myself, with my
lunch in a brown paper bag, in the milk crate, wired to the back fender. Could it have been any more
embarrassing? Then this big ninth grader hollered, “Hey kid, give me a ride!” The other kids just
laughed. | looked straight ahead and just kept peddling.



At lunch | sat at the nerd table. | decided | hated Junior High. | hated everything. When school was over,
| rode home a different way, even if it was longer.

After a few days | sucked up my pride and rode the shortest way to school. I left a little earlier so |
wouldn’t have so many unpleasant comments to deal with. As | turned the corner from Perkins to
Wilson, | noticed a pretty little girl walking ahead of me. | don’t know what made me do it, | was
normally somewhat shy. | stopped beside her, she turned and looked at me and smiled. | asked her if
she wanted a ride. She looked at me, then at the rear seat, smile and said, “It looks like fun, sure.”

She put her books and lunch in the milk crate and got on the seat. She helped me peddle and we flew

down Wilson. She started laughing and so did I. Soon most of the kids on the street were laughing too.
For the rest of the day, we were the talk of the school. | continued to give her rides, we were the king

and queen of the nerd crowd. Even most of the “in-crowed” were nice to us.

At the time | didn't understand what my offering a ride to a pretty little 12-year-old girl would mean. She
became my girlfriend and 12 years later she became my wife. | am grateful that | couldn't fix that bike. |
understand now, how because of it, | have been blessed with my companion for over 50 years. She is
the love of my life. The best person | have ever known. Today that old tandem bike sits in our garage. |
finally had the skills to fix it up. | often take my grandkids and great-grandkids for rides. Sometimes |
even take my wife. Her favorite place to ride is down the street past Chief Joseph Middle School.l Itis
my favorite place to ride too.

*Author’s note: This story is a composite of my life and people and places | have known.



