
I pondered the inclusion of this narrative because of course the marriage ended unhappily, but it was a happy 
occasion and it helps me to remember what an active person Mom was once.

Subject; Ruthie’s Wedding
Source; Helen Sieger
Date; Contemporaneous, 1975

Now to recount the activities of the wedding weekend.....
Marty, and his parents, Pat and Bob Col, arrived from San Jose Thursday, September 25th, but we 
didn't meet them until the next day.  We had a small cocktail party for them Friday evening, and 
Lana, Paul, Ginny and Heather Fredell (the latter 2 my granddaughters) had arrived from Modesto 
in time for it.  Jeffrey Burnett (my nephew in the Navy) had arrived by Honda from San Diego, 
about 5:PM, and when we saw him stop in front of the house we thought we must have a new 
Special Delivery Service in Ojai, and that it was a letter for Ruthie. (Jeff's hair is shorter than 
before he joined the Navy).  We were tickled pink that he could be here. He was left on his own, 
'though the Cols invited him to join us, and the rest of us went  to the rehearsal dinner at the 
Gaslight, hosted by Marty’s parents, of whom we're very fond already.  Jeff held the fort here at 
home for the arrival of his parents and brothers from Indio, and Reah and Dale Walker from Santa 
Ana.

We returned from the rehearsal dinner about 10:PM and called the Walkers in from their 
motor home.  The Burnetts arrived about 10:30, with Phillip and Bruce, and we were all having a 
merry gabfest, when Ross Burnett phoned from Santa Barbara Airport.  He had flown from San 
Francisco to Santa Barbara, planning to get a rental car, but the airport was fogged in, so he had to 
fly to L.A. and be bussed back to Santa Barbara, and by the time he got there, it was too late to get 
a rental car.  Another wedding guest took the same flight and was in the same predicament, and 
earlier, Scott Eicher had left here to pick her up.  We phoned the airport, but he didn't call us back 
after she told him he'd been paged, for he thought we were calling only about her.  So my dear 
brother Jerry, without even a sigh of dismay, after having driven for a good 4 hours from the 

desert, ('though he and family had dined .. at 
L'Auberge), jumped in his Travelall before anyone could 
insist on going with him, and set off for Santa Barbara 
about 11 PM, or shortly thereafter.  He and Ross didn't 
get back here until about 1:30 AM, and by that time we 
were all in slumberland.  Nin and Jerry were in the guest 
cottage, and Ross slept on the floor in our sleeping bags. 
Philip and Bruce and Jeff slept in sleeping bags on cots 
in the garden room. Saturday morning the boys were up 
at 7:30 and 'came in to finish several boxes of cereal.  I 
was on deck by 9:AM.  Ruthie had washed her hair and 
set it (it's long) and had gone to the beauty shop to sit 
under a dryer for 2 hours.  She was very well-organized, 
but little hitches do occur and she was a little late getting 



ready to leave home, and she  was so afraid that she'd see Marty at Ojai Valley Inn  before the 
wedding.  The Walkers, Ruthie and we drove to the Inn and  Ruthie kept saying, “Drive faster, 
Dick!” and Dickie'd answer that we didn't want to get picked up for speeding.  'The Walkers 
kidded Ruthie that if we drove as fast as she wanted us to, she and we would spend the night in jail 
but that we'd try to see that she and Marty had adjoining cells.  She asked why Marty would be in 
jail, and the Walkers said he’d request it so that he’d at least be near her.  Much badinage and fun. 
(It didn't take more than 10 minutes to drive to the Inn).

We delivered Ruthie to the Inn Shop where Mary Reinhart took over the dressing of her 
hair, her make-up and her gown.  We went to the garden terrace, where some guests were already 
assembled, for the invitations were for 1:PM.  After the invitations had been printed,, Ruthie had 
heard the superstition that it's better to be married on the half hour, when the clock’s hands are on 
the upgrade, so that is when dear Carly, who is very heavy with twins, and wearing beach sandals 
(for she can't get into her shoes), walked out ahead of Ruthie on the arm of her father.  Carly isn’t 
wide from the back view or the front, view, but from the side those twins surely give her an 
OUTSTANDING  profile!  She rested her bouquet on her shelf of a tummy!  It was warm, and 
really hot in the sun, but the weather was vastly better than it had been two days before, when the 
temperature was 105 or so downtown.

Just before the wedding ceremony, I got a rush message that 
Ruthie had forgotten her wedding book on the kitchen table and 
had to have it. Dickie,  bless him, said "Have a happy wedding,” 
as he walked out to the car which was parked far off by the tennis 
courts.  Then Lavon, bless her, too, said the book could wait until 
after the ceremony, and you should have seen me, in long gown, 
racing down the driveway, until I got close enough to yell "Dick!" 
to get his attention and motioned him back.  Barbara Eicher sang 
prior to the ceremony  in lieu of the Wedding March.  It was 
lovely and the wedding was delicious.   It took place on the garden 
terrace, in front of a low stone wall, with backdrop of the beautiful 
mountains.  Marty could not keep his gaze off Ruthie, or a  happy 

tender smile off his face.  Retired Superior Court Justice, Bill 
Reppy officiated, and later, toward the end of the reception, 
took the mike and sang  the Lara theme from "Dr.  Zhivago." He 
sang well (I'd not known that he could sing at all).

At the reception there was a magnificent hors d'oeuvres 
table (Dick and I had had a hot dog on a bun at noon), but with 
the heat and the excitement I could manage only one devilled 
egg. The wedding cake table was also lovely, in yellows and 
greens.  Champagne and champagne punch were served.  (We 
heard later that Winnie Carsner, Lavon's mother, held up her 
glass every time the champagne was passed,  saying, "Well, if 

old Bill’s paying for it, I 'll have another.”  She owns a liquor store and our friend Reah asked 



whether the champagne had been bought from her.  She said, “Hell, no.  It'd have cost him $3.00 
per bottle from me ...  it's $6.00 from here.”  She's a character and I've always gotten a kick out of 
her.)

Heather (age 9) got tired and curled into my 
arm  whenever possible. Ginny passed the wedding 
book.  She's almost 13 and has the loveliest eyes ... 
and eyelashes!

When I danced with Marty, he said, with the 
most beatific broad grin (it  was too wide to be termed 
a smile), “Helen, I’m so happy!” I was  as  happy for 
him as I was for Ruthie and as I was myself.  It was a  
most joyous occasion, and Ruthie was truly beautiful.  
She and Carly  wore half circles of flowers in their 
hair.  Ginny caught the bouquet and Doug, Marty’s 
brother and best man [errata - Philip Burnett caught 
the garter] caught the garter.  Mel and Julie Kirkman 
Trio played at the reception.  Toward  the end, Doug 
gave a lovely toast: "May the long time sun shine 

upon you, all love surround you, and the pure light within you guide your way on.”  His mother 
commented later that she didn't know he had such 
sensitivity...  

Some dear friends were there... Julie (Marian Kelly's 
daughter) drove down from Eureka, and my brother's 
family had its first reunion, with all members present, in 
almost two years.  I might add that all my kids were 
present, too, and their respective spouses.  Bill's wife, 
Dawn, was due to have her second baby October lst. 
The Grand Finale of the wedding afternoon was 
courtesy of Dickie ... He ordered a helicopter!  It set 
down on the putting green, the bride and groom rushed 
off with the rice flying, jumped in said chopper, and 

were delivered to Ruthie’s father's ranch, 
and it was a rare lark.  Gran (Catherine 
Peck, Bill's mother, Ruthie's grandmother) 
also had her first helicopter ride (and loved 
it) to the ranch, where there was a most 
delightful light buffet dinner for the 
wedding party and a few out-of-town 
guests. I could not eat a bite, just too 
excited. 2 drinks were all I could get down 



my throat.  About 10:30 that night at home, guess what I finally ate?  A peanut butter sandwich!
Sunday morning we served 14 breakfasts... 2 dozen eggs, scrambled with chopped fresh 

parsley and 2 gallons of orange juice, fresh-squeezed from Friend's Ranch, among other things.  
All the Burnetts, the Walkers and the Fredells joined us.  The Burnetts and the Fredells left about 
noon for their respective destinations... each having to drive 4 to 6 hours!  Ross's plan for a ride to 
San Francisco didn't materialize, so Reah and I took him to Santa Barbara airport for a 3:10 flight.  
He's a love.  About 5 PM Pat and Bob Col came over for an easy dinner of steak, baked potatoes 
and salad, which we ate about 6:30.  The Walkers left after dinner and the Cols and we talked and 
complimented each other on their new daughter (-in-law) and our new son (-in-law).  We walked 
out to gaze at the newly cleaned fish pond, with waterfall splashing, and saw fire developing 
behind the ridge north of the house.  We got in the Col's Travellall and drove hither and thither to 
try to get a view, but think the fire was quickly extinguished.  Pat mentioned that Ruthie and 
Marty had spent their wedding night at Santa Barbara Inn, and were taking an afternoon flight to 
San Francisco and then to Tahoe ... We wonder whether they met Ross on the same flight?!
The next morning Pat and Bob came to gather up the last of the wedding gifts (some had gone 
yesterday with Marty's uncle), letters, etc, to take them to San Jose, and they left here about 
ll:AM... Then, starting at 12:30, I played 5 hours of bridge, while Dick took a three-hour nap... 
Snoozies early that evening.  End of story.


