
MY LIFE--BETH LORENE MOREAU 

I was born to Blanche and August Sarcander on October 9, 1912 at 7:30 in the 
morning. They named me Beth Lorene and I was born at home at Fort Collins, 
Colorado.. I had one brother who was eight and a half years older than I, and he 
became .my best friend and gave me lots of good advice when I became a teenager. 

My Father was self employed and had a very successful business in the painting and 
decorating business. His brother, John, Uncle John to us, worked for him from the 
time I can remember. Uncle John never married, but he seemed like one of the 
family. Although he didn't live with us, he was around all the time and I loved him 
dearly'. 

My Mother was a homemaker; very clever with her hands and did much needlework. 
I still have some of her things. I was very close to my Mother, and no matter what I 
did or worried about, I could always go to her and talk. She was very understanding 
and taught me more about spirituality and morals than anyone I ever knew. She was 
more like one of my best friends than my mother. She died when I was 25 and she 
was 57. It was a very crushing blow to me and I almost had a nervous breakdown 
six months later. I was never able to cry for SIX months; however, at that time I 
really started searching to fmd out what life was all about and I will say that, through 
her death, I found a most satisfYing way of life in my way of thinking, I still believe 
in and is still very comforting to me. I feel it is all through her and the things she 
taught me and how I followed through on her type of thinking that has been my 
salvation. 

I grew up living in the same house I was born in, although my parents moved the 
house to the back of the lot, which was round a comer, and the house then faced 
another street, which was called Peterson Street. It originally was on Mulberry 
Street. They remodeled and they lived there all their lives. I inherited the house after 
my father died. I eventually sold it to the city and they built a beautiful fITe station on 
that comer. There is an elm tree on the comer called an umbrella elm. My father 
planted that tree, and it still stands on the property. It is the only tree like that in the 
whole town. 

I had a wonderful childhood, carefree and fun. My best friend, whom I got 
acquainted with in kindergarten, was Kay Riddell. She was known as Babe, and she 



uvea a O1UI;K ana a nan ITom me. We were together constantly. If I didn't stay all 
night at her house, she stayed all night at my house. We had the same sense of 
humor and we played and laughed all the time. Sometimes we would laugh so hard 
our stomachs would hurt and we would have to lay down on the floor. No one could 
ever fInd out what we were laughing about, and I really don't know either. Except all 
we woul,d do is look at each other, and it would set us off. We got into plenty of 
trouble with our giggling. If she came to my house, and we would sit down to eat, 
we would start to giggle, and my Dad would send me away from the table and she 
would have to sit there alone. And then, my Dad would tell me, if I could behave 
myself, I could come back to the table. The minute I sat down and looked at Kay, we 
would start all over again. I think he would fmally give up on us. We did the same 
thing in the classroom. The teacher would send one of us out in the hall, but it was 
the same old thing. When we got back together, we started all over again. I think 
this was good for us. Sometimes I think that is why things strike me funny and 
everyone wonders why. Laughing, to me, is good medicine. 

Well, we had a wonderful time all through grade school and high school. She finally 
married the boy across the street from her, and I knew him from the third grade on. 
He was Bill Riddell, and they became our best friends. They both went on to college 
and graduated, and Bill became a veterinarian. They had two children, a boy and a 
girl; and I am their daughter's Godmother. She is Mary Jo, and her brother is Doug 
Riddell. They own the property now that is behind us here at Tahoe. 

Growing up was fun. I went out with quite a few different boys in high school and 
met and ran around in the same crowd with West. He graduated a year before I did 
and he went on to Notre Dame to col,lege for a short time. When he carne back, he 
asked me out, and we started going together. I went on to college for six months and 
he went out to California to the Boeing School of Aeronautics. We kept in touch and 
I began to fall in love with him. I joined a sorority, Tri Delta, but didn't stay in 
school long enough to be initiated. West kept in touch with me all the time, and I 
even took a trip to California, when I graduated from high school, to see him along 
with my Mother's relatives. 

West came back to see me that Christmas of 1930, and we really knew we were in 
love then. He stayed back there and went into the aviation business in Denver. But 
the weather was always so bad, he couldn't do much flying. So he decided to move 
back to California, and he asked me to marry him and go with him. I was only 18, 
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discussion, but they did. We got married on the 17th of March in Denver. Kay 
Riddell was my Maid of Honor and my brother stood up with West. We were 
married at 10:30 in the morning, and our parents had a little brunch for us afterward, 
and then we took off from Denver Airport in West's three-seater plane. He took a 
friend of my brothers with us, as he wanted to go to LA and he helped pay for the 
gas. It was during the depression, and everyone needed money. 

That was quite a trip. We were flying over low hills just before we got to New 
Mexico; and Cliff, the passenger, kept putting up two fmgers. We didn't pay any 
attention to him. Finally he asked me to tell West to land as he had to go potty. So I 
did, and West saw a flat spot on the plains and a building there, so we landed. It 
was a very foolish thing to do as he could have hit a hole or anything and wrecked 
the airplane. However, it wasn't to be, and just as we landed and started to take off 
again, a whole bunch of Indian kids came out of a schoolhouse and ran toward the 
airplane. I'll bet to this day they wonder what we were doing. In those days, you 
didn't see many airplanes and that was quite a sight to see one. 

Well, we spent our fIrst night in Albuequerque, New Mexico. The next day, we fle\v 
all day and got into head winds that were so strong that we were going about twenty 
miles an hour. We landed and stayed all night at Kingman, Arizona. We had 
planned to go to LA that day, but because of the head winds, we couldn't make it. In 
the meantime, we got blown off course and got lost. So West saw a hanger and we 
landed and we were at Prescott, Arizona. We got back on the track and fmally made 
it back to Kingman. 

The next day we went on to LA. In those days, the air was so clear and so many 
orange groves~ I can still remember smelling the orange blossoms in the air. We let 
Cliff off at the LA Airport and then took off for Oakland where West had rented an 
apartment for us. We hit more headwinds going into Oakland, and we didn't get in 
there till after dark. In the meantime, we had wired our parents every night to let 
them know we were OK. You didn't use the telephone then like you do novV'. 
Everyone just used the telegraph. Well, when we got to Oakland, the telegraph 
offices were closed, so we didn't get to wire our parents. My parents were so upset 
that my Dad didn't go to work the next day. They didn't hear from us until about 
noon that day. 



Well, we started our mamed lIte out at the old .MIssIOn Apartments. We were there 
for two years, then I found out that we were going to have little Joey. We moved and 
got a house on 1 05th Avenue and Joe was born in Oakland on the 23rd of June, 
1933. My Mother came out and stayed six weeks with us and helped me. We lived 
there for a year and then moved to a darling house in San Leandro, which had been a 
model hpme and was built in 1929 to sell. However, the woman who bOUght it was 
real-estate' poor due to the depression and we rented it from her for $27.50 a month. 
She talked West into buying it for the interest payments. We paid $3500 for it and 
lived there for six more years. 

In the meantime, we had little Roger on the 25th of August, 1935. My Mother came 
out and stayed with me for six weeks that time, too. We finally bOUght a lot in 
Castro Valley. West was doing very well in the aviation business and got a lot of 
government contracts because the US was preparing for war, although we didn't 
know it at the time. He had about 16 airplanes and a lot of pilots working for him. 
We started to build a house on that lot in 1940 and we built a swimming pool and 
settled down to a good life when the war started. 

I'll never forget that day of December 7th--a Sunday--and West was at the airport and 
he called and told me we were at war, and I heard it on the radio at the same time. 
Pearl Harbor had been bombed. They closed the airport right away, and the next day, 
everything was painted black. West got on the phone and had to fmd another place 
to fmish up his students. So he went to Utah to find a place to move to, but it was 
too cold there. He finally found a place at Douglas, Arizona and he and his pilots all 
left right after Christmas and moved there. Gordon Furnish went with him and 
Malian, his wife, came out and stayed with me. They had a little boy also. We spent 
New Years alone together. West would come back every six weeks, and I finally 
moved down there that Spring. We had the new house and had to leave it empty. So 
I stayed six months and we decided that I better move back and take care of things at 
home. West kept coming home every six weeks and fmally he sold out in 1943 and 
moved back home. 

He got a job with Dade Brothers and became Production Superintendant there until 
after the war was over. We were very lucky as we never suffered too much during 
the war and we got to be together. 
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stayed in that for about five years, sold out and opened a hardware store. He kept 
that for five years, and that wasn't for him, so he sold that and went into the real 
estate business. In the meantime, we raised our family and the boys went to the 
Hayward High School and played football and swam on the Hayward team. Then 
they we!}t on to college. Joe went to Stanford and Roger went to DOP (University of 
the Pacifio). 

When we lived in Castro Valley, we had a chance to take a trip to Tahoe for two 
weeks, just the summer before the war ended. The man who wanted us to use his 
house didn't have gas to get up and use it, and we did because West was working for 
a defense outfit and could get gas. Little did we realize how that trip to Tahoe would 
change our whole lives. We came up here (to Tahoe) and stayed at the house that the 
man had~ which was next door to the Zephyr Cove Lodge. There was no place to 
swim where we were, so we would come over to Zephyr Cove beach and spend the 
day. One day while there, West asked the boatman if he knew of anything for sale 
in the Cove and he said he did, but if he told us about it and we bought it, we would 
have to promise to rent it to him for the rest of the season as he needed to get a place 
closer to where he worked. So vve said fair enough. 

Well, we looked at the little cabin, we later named Good Medicine, and I fell in love 
with it. It looked like something in a fairytale book. West said, "Do you like it?" 
And I said~ " I do." So we bought it that day in July of 1945. We went home and 
never stayed in it till that fall. Two years later, we bought the lot across the street 
from Good Medicine, and \ve built a vacation house there in 1950. 

In 1960~ both the boys got married in March. Joe moved to San Diego as he found a 
beer distributing franchise and talked West into going into it with him. West was 
looking for something to do, and our good friends, Mary Jane and Art Johnson had 
gone into the beer business in Riverside and it was very profitable. West thought it 
would be a good idea. 

In the meantime, Roger went back to school and got a teaching credential, and we 
moved to San Diego that summer. That was a new life for us. We had to make new 
friends, and I enjoyed it, as I love the ocean and the climate. We never looked back 
or missed our life in Castro Valley. Two years later, we sold our house in Castro 
Valley. We rented a darling place on the bay in Pacific Beach and lived there nine 
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Castro Valley, but I couldn't get West interested in buying anything. He was so bus} 
with the beer business, and it didn't turn out to be as profitable as he thought it 
would be as they didn't have the kind of beer that really sold. He took a big loss in 
the business and sold it. 

We bought a house, finally, in San Carlos in 1970, fixed it up just like we were 
going to live there the rest of our lives. However, we lived there for two years. One 
day I was standing at the kitchen window thinking about getting ready to go to Lake 
Tahoe where we would go for the summer--it was like a flash that came to me--we 
should sell that house and move to Tahoe and fix that place we had up there like I 
wanted it and we could spend some time in the winters down in San Diego. I could 
hardly wait for West to get home to tell him what had happened in my thoughts. He 
got home and I told him to sit down, I had an idea. I told him what it was and he 
said, "OK." We put the house on the market and sold it in three weeks and moved to 
Tahoe. Our vacation house at Tahoe was the one that got me inspired to move to and 
remodel. We have lived here for twenty three years now as we moved here in 1973. 
We fixed it up just like we wanted to and winterized it and it has been the best move 
we ever made. 

I took my Dad to live with me in 1972 and brought him to the Lake on vacation. He 
was in poor health and he died at the Lake. He was 93 years old and very sharp right 
up to the end. 

So we have lots of memories of Lake Tahoe, and that is where we are now and hope 
to stay here for a long time. It has been a good life with a wonderful family, six 
wonderful grandchildren and five great grandchildren. 


