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This is my Dad. He may be your Dad also. Or your brother or your 
grandpa. Or your friend.  
 
Whichever and whatever, you should read this because in here is 
some good stuff! There is a legacy in here formed by a father who 
cared for his children and did the best that he could for them The 
stories told and the memories shared reflect the character built through 
Dadôs determination to be a good father. So read on ï it gets better 
and better! 

 

The Early Years 
 

My father was born in 
Minneapolis, Minnesota on 
December 15, 1927. I donôt 
know much about it because I 
wasnôt there. I suppose it was 
cold.  
 
I suppose his mother, Mathilda 
Elizabeth, and father, Francis 
Elmer, were quite proud of 
their new son.  
 
Grandpa Hokanson worked as 
a dairy farmer at the time 
before moving to Denver to 
alleviate asthma problems. 
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My Dad came from a large family. There were sisters Marilyn and 
Margaret and brothers Roger and Bill. When I was young I got to know 
my uncles and aunts. 

 

 
Marilyn, Jerry, Roger, Grandpa, Grandma and Margaret in 1943 

 
When Dad was a senior in high school, the family moved to Taos, New 
Mexico. Grandpa was the gardener on the wealthy estate of Duane 
Van Vechten, a painter. Today, the Van Vechten-Lineberry Taos Art 
Musem sits on the site and shows the artistôs works. She was nice to 
the Hokanson family, giving them fresh milk, cream, butter, and eggs 
and allowing them to take a share of the fruits and vegetables from the 
garden. Dad graduated from high school in 1946. 
 
For some, moving to a new town at this age could prove quite difficult. 
But I doubt it was for Dad. He is so friendly and outgoing and fun 
loving. I suspect he made friends quickly. 
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Aunt Marilyn before I knew her 

 
Later on, Grandpa and Grandma Hokanson returned to Denver and I 
recall that their Denver neighborhood seemed grand when we visited. 
Dad could imitate his fatherôs Swedish-Minnesotan accent pretty well 
and he told us that Grandpa Hokanson would put a cube of sugar in 
his mouth and the slurp the coffee through the sugar. And I once had a 
run in with Grandma Hokanson because I was raising dust as I swept 
her garage. 
 
Once we drove to Denver in a blinding snowstorm and Dad frightened 
me by saying he could only stay on the road by following the snow 
banks along the edge. 
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Marilyn, Margaret, Jerry, Roger, and Bill in 1944 

 
There were two other Hokanson siblings, Bobby and Jimmy, who died 
young.  
 
After high school, Dad went to Los Alamos and worked in a grocery 
store for four months before joining the Navy. After three months of 
boot camp, he served in San Diego as a medic at the Balboa Naval 
Hospital. Dad was a boxer in the Navy. He told me that he never had a 
fight where he did not bloody the other guyôs nose. He may have lost a 
fight or two, but there was always a bloody nose at the end of his fist. 
 
After getting out of the service, Dad went to the University of New 

Mexico for 2 years then to New Mexico Highlands for a year. 
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Love 
 

One particularly special 
friendship was formed on 
an outdoor ice skating rink 
in Taos. That is Mom, 
Marilyn Lorraine Burt, in 
1948. Look at her! No 
wonder he asked her to 
skate around the pond with 
him! What a romantic 
meeting! 
 
Mom was a native 
Taosonian, born there on 
March 10, 1931. Her 
parents, Gaylord and 
Frances, sent her off to 
high school in Santa Fe at 
the Loretto Academy 
where she graduated in 
1948. She also came from 
a large family.  
 

Letôs see, there was Katherine, Gaylord, Betty, Bob, and George.  
 
Naturally, before long, Mom and Dad were married. It was July 22, 
1950.  

 
 
 
 



10 

 
Francis and Mathilda Hokanson,  

Frances and Gaylord Burt at Mom and Dadôs wedding 
 
Dad was recalled to active duty in January 1951 and assigned to a 
recruiting office in Albuquerque to process other recalls for the U.S. 
Navy.  
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A Career and a Family 
 
Dad also worked as a fireman but finally settled on a career as an 
insurance adjuster. In Albuquerque on March 9, 1951, my older 
brother, James Christopher, was born. Mom was probably happy to 
have a son born a day before her birthday. And I know Dad was so 
proud that he popped his buttons!  
 
After Dad fulfilled his military duty, the young couple moved to Los 
Alamos and Dad worked as an Office Manager at a Full Service 
Station. Then they moved back to Taos so he could work at the 
Chevrolet Dealership there.  

 
On December 20, 1953, I 
came along. Thomas Leigh 
Hokanson. By that time we 
were back in Taos. I saw the 
apartment we lived in on the 
2nd floor of the Fire Hall. I 
saw the hospital where I was 
born. Itôs not a hospital 
anymore. Too small! 
 
I am not sure where they got 
that middle name but the 
boys in the family sure were 
a good-looking trio. Here we 
are in 1955. 

 
The small family was soon 
financially strapped because 
Bill Miller, the dealership 
owner, was not paying a 
decent wage to his 
employees. So Dad landed a 
job with General Motors in 

September 1954 and was off to Detroit for training with the Motors 
Insurance Corporation, the insurance arm of GM.  Later, Jake Miller 
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told Dad that they should have never let him leave the dealership 
because it took two or three people to replace him. 
 
For much of the time Dad was in training (September to November), 
Mom went to Chicago with Jim and Tom where Grandpa and Grandma 
Burt lived at the time.  
 
The small family then moved to Gallup, New Mexico where Dad 
worked as an insurance adjuster for MIC. And the family grew some 
more. On December 18, 1956, brother David Gregory was born. We 
called him Greg or ñGreggy.ò So it was Jerry, Jimmy, Tommy and 
Greggy. My Three Sons. I remember Gallup. Playing in the hammock 
with Uncle Bob. Greg going up and down, up and down the slide. The 
family lived in Gallup for 2 years and seven months. 
 

 

Santa Fe and a Sister 
 
Santa Fe ï here we come! A job transfer and an adobe house. And 
finally, on October 15 of 1958, Mom and Dadôs first daughter, Jean 
Terese came along. In keeping with the current middle name trend, we 
called her Terese or more often, ñTreesy.ò The young family of six lived 
in Santa Fe for 2 years and seven months. 
 
While in Santa Fe, Dad was offered the ñopportunity of a lifetimeò as a 
used car salesman in Espanola, New Mexico. He was told he could 
learn the business in order to eventually take over the dealership. It did 
not go well and after seven months Dad left. But there are still some 
Espanola memories. 

 

The Great Layaway 
 
Later, we lived up a gravel road in Espanola, New Mexico. It was a 
grey tile house with vacant lots next door and across the street. We 
played lots of baseball outside. Once we stopped our game as a car 
drove up. A boy was driving up our small hill with a girl was beside 
him, crying. I guess the boy was dropping her off. We went inside and 
seconds later heard a crash. When the boy was driving back down and 
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crashed right into the telephone pole in front of our house. The pole 
broke halfway up and the wires were dangling. 
 
Then there was the great layaway. How it ever came to this I can't 

imagine for what store clerk in their right mind would talk two young 
boys, aged 9 and 6, into laying away an item they wanted but could not 
afford? But that is exactly what happened in Espanola, New Mexico 
way back when. As I recall, Mom dropped us off at the town's hobby 
store while she went shopping with my younger brother and sister. We 
browsed the store and came to admire a model ship. But not just any 
model ship - this was a motorized model ship! Alas, it cost $19.95, far 

beyond our means. 
 
"No problem," the store clerk said when she learned of our desire to 
own the model, "you can just lay it away." We did not know what that 
meant but, once it was explained to us, we thought that a lay away 
plan was a good way to get our hands on the motorized model ship. 
So we signed up and were quite proud of ourselves for the deal we 
had made. 
 
I am not sure what our mother's response to the whole matter was, 
except I do recall that she told us that since we were bold enough to 
lay away the item, then we were old enough to pay it off! And so we 
saved our allowances for what seemed like months but, by golly, we 
did pay off our account and we got that model craft. We set about 
building it and were very proud of the finished product. And so we were 
ready to test its seaworthiness. 
 
Down to the pond we went, all excited for the great adventure - the 
maiden voyage of our ship. We placed the U.S.S. Hokanson into the 
water, started the motor and out to sea it went... but for just a few 
seconds. Our excitement turned to horror as we watched our ship 
begin to sink. It was small consolation that it sank much like a real ship 
would sink when it is not watertight.  
 
The Great Layaway turned into a very deal bad deal indeed. 
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A Fishing Trip to Remember 
 
It must have been a trying week at the Shady Rest cabins near 
Chama, New Mexico. Mom got to cook the fish and chase the kids. I 
guess at some point Greg was just too mobile. That is why you see the 
rope around his waist in the picture. Check out the knee patches! 
Dad and Uncle Bill got to show the older boys, Jim and Tom, how to 
fish. I just remember that Jim caught a few fish. Dad caught a bunch of 
fish. Uncle Bill caught a bunch of fish.  107 trout caught that week and 
I did not catch a single one! 
 
I remember the mountain stream being very fast water and there was 
lots of brush around the banks. The reason I believe I caught no fish 
was because my hook was always snagged in the brush! Oh well, in 
the end I was proud to hold up my end of the keepers but please hurry 
up Mom - I gotta go! 

 

 
Tom, Terese, Dad, Uncle Bill and Greg 


