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Stories of Karen
By Jim Seely – 23 May 2016
In honor of Karen Seely Galloway’s 75th Birthday, I was asked to write some
remembrances of my sister, so I just sat down and wrote the first things that came to my
mind. Since my memory is not as good these days as in days of yore, these
remembrances may or may not be actually true, but for the most part, they are factual
and it is the way I remember them. However, whenever I write family histories, I am
inclined to follow the sage admonition of my father, who often stated, “Never spoil a
good story with too much of the truth.”
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My “Older/Younger Sister”

F Leland, Grace, Joyce, Glen, Lee, Gwen, Karen, Jim, and Kent

Karen, Jim, Gwen, and Kent
Something I have never been able to quite understand, is that although Karen was born
a year before me, she has for years claimed that she is younger than me. It seems that I
have somehow passed her up in age somewhere along the way. Consequently, when
discussing my siblings with others, I often explain that I have four older brothers and
sisters; one younger brother; and a sister who use to be older than me.
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Our Little Girl

Karen – Age 8 Months

Kent, Karen, and Jimmy

Karen, Jimmy, & Kent
Although Karen was only one year older than me, beginning when she was about 10,
she always referred to Kent and me as “The Little Boys.” At the time, it really bugged
me.
Then one day as young teenagers, the three of us (Karen, Kent and I) were with our
mother doing some downtown shopping when mom ran into an old acquaintance that
she had not seen for years.
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She looked Kent and I up and down, and said to mother, “These must be your boys.”
Then she turned to Karen, and patting her on the head, said, “And this must be your
little girl.”
Karen was mortified, but Kent and I loved it and thereafter, always referred to her as
“Our Little Girl.”

Branded
When Karen was just a toddler, we lived in a house on 3rd West in Brigham City. It was
an old house and the heating system was very ineffective. There was one floor vent in
the front room and to get the house warm required turning the heat all the way up,
which made the vent red hot.
One day Mom was bathing us kids, and Dad had cranked up the furnace so that it
would be warm for us when we got out of the tub. He knew the danger the hot vent
posed and was standing guard at the door to keep us out. He had his arm stretched
across the door to block it and was leaning against the door frame. Then, all of a
sudden Karen, having escaped from mom, came running out of nowhere. She was
naked and scooted right under Dad’s arm and ran straight for the red hot floor vent to
warm herself. Dad yelled at her to stop, but it startled her and she sat right down on the
vent.
The result was that it branded the name of the furnace onto her backside.
Years later, we teased her about being adopted and told her the only way to prove that
she wasn’t was to show us the brand.
She never did. I often wonder if it is still there?
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The Day Santa Claus Knocked Out My Sister

Seely Motel
We grew up in Brigham City and lived at 7th South and main. The home we lived in was
originally built by Lorenzo Snow to house some of his polygamous wives. Years later,
when we moved in, Dad built a motel on the property and built the office onto the front
of the home. As a result, you had to come through the office to get to the front door of
our house, which lead directly into the living room. The original front windows of the
house looked into the office, so that sitting in the front room; you could see anyone who
entered the office.
Dad had a friend named Karl Josephson, who liked to dress up as Santa Claus and go
around and visit the neighbors in the weeks before Christmas. We were always on his
list, so every year he would burst into our home, shouting, “Ho, Ho, Ho!”
He would then admonish us to be good and give us a candy cane, and we always
eagerly awaited his visit.
One year, when Karen was about 5 or 6 years old, we were all sitting in the front room,
when Karen saw Santa Claus enter the office. She immediately ran to the door leading
to the office to greet him, but unfortunately they both got to the door at the same time.
Even more unfortunate was the fact that Karen’s forehead was the same height as the
door knob, and when Santa threw open the door, the door knob hit her right in the head
and knocked her out cold.
Santa only got out one of his Ho, Ho, Ho’s, when he saw her lying on the floor. He
picked her up and laid her on the couch, and she came to after only a minute or so.
Everyone decided that she was all right, so Santa then gave her a candy cane and
hurriedly left.
For weeks afterward, Karen kept telling anyone who would listen, that “Santa hit me!”
7

Gene Autry

Karen “The Good Fairy”
When Karen was only six or seven years old, she was just darling and mom taught her
to say poems, which she recited at church and other civic activities. The audiences
always loved her and mom was really proud of her.
We were living at the Seely Motel at the time and one day we had a famous celebrity
stay with us. His name was Gene Autry, and he was one of the most popular western
movie stars of the day. Billed as the “Singing Cowboy,” Gene made a ton of successful
movies. He was also a well-known country singer and recorded the original “Rudolph
the Red Nosed Reindeer,” which of course is still very popular today.
The city of Ogden had somehow gotten him to come to their 24th of July Rodeo and he
had chosen to stay in Brigham City at our motel to avoid the press and the throngs of
fans that followed him everywhere.
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When Gene came in to register for his room, mom recognized him, and as with most of
her customers, they were soon fast friends and he asked Karen to recite one of her
poems for him. Karen was just darling and Gene was delighted with her poem.
Subsequently, he invited the whole family to come to the rodeo the next night, telling
mom tickets would be waiting at the gate. We were all super excited because we didn’t
have the money to attend such things back then and this was the first time we had ever
gone to a rodeo.
When we got to the rodeo the next night, the tickets were waiting for us. Then at the half
time of the rodeo, Gene Autry came out to sing and dedicated his first song to my sister
Karen.
After the rodeo, we had been invited by Gene to come into the back and meet his horse,
Champion. When we got there he greeted us warmly and I got to pet Champion on the
nose, however he told me that the original Champion was retired and this was
Champion number four.
As a young boy, I loved cowboys and Gene Autry was at the top of my list. The fact that
I got to meet him personally and to actually pet his horse Champion, was to that point,
the highlight of my life, and I owed it all to my sister Karen.

Karen’s Diary

As a teenager, Karen kept a diary, which I use to secretly read. She tried to hide it and it
had a little lock on it, but I could always find it and the lock was rather easy to pick.
One day, when she was bugging me, I threatened to sell the diary to her boyfriends for
50 cents a page. This really freaked her out. I never did follow through with the threat,
but in today’s market, I probably could have gotten $50 dollars a page, and the National
Enquirer would have paid even more.
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Going Steady

Karen was a very pretty girl and always had boys falling all over themselves trying to
date her. Consequently, she usually had several of them on the line at the same time.
As she got into her Junior and Senior years at Box Elder High School, she discovered
the boys at Bear River High School in Tremonton and started to date some of them as
well. One of them, who was badly smitten with her, asked her to “go steady” with him, to
which she readily agreed.
To everyone else on the planet at the time, “going steady” meant that you only dated
each other and didn’t go out with anyone else. However, Karen somehow developed
her own definition, and although she was “going steady” with the Bear River boy, she
continued to date other local boys.
When the Bear River Boy found out about her other escapades, he was of course
upset, and called her.
We were eating dinner at the time of the call, and since the phone was near the kitchen
table, we all got to listen in on the conversation.
The boy was furious at her for breaking his trust and wanted to know why she had
cheated on him.
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Karen then explained her philosophy on what “Going Steady” actually meant. Which
went something like this:
“If you are going steady, then the boy should not ask other girls out on dates and
the girl should not ask other boys out on dates.
However, if another boy asks the girl out on a date, she should accept because it
would not be right for her to hurt his feelings.”
In other words, according to Karen’s definition of “going steady”, the guy could only date
her, but she could date anybody she wanted to.
The thing that truly amazed me was that she actually convinced the guy that she was
right and he ended up apologizing to her for the call.
I was dumbfounded that she had pulled it off, and told her, “If your boyfriends knew half
as much about you as I do, you wouldn’t have any.”
After convincing the boy of her “Going Steady” philosophy, she soon lost interest in him
and then dumped him.

Roxy Theater

Roxy Movie Theater in Brigham City
When I was in high school, I got a job as a projectionist at the Roxy Theater in Brigham
City. It was a great job and I got to see all the new movies. I also enjoyed leaning out
the viewport in the projection booth and dropping popcorn of the couples making out on
the back row of the theater.
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Then one day Karen informed me that she had gotten a job selling tickets at the Roxy.
She liked the job, because the little glass enclosed ticket office was right on the street
and she could see which of her boyfriends were “dragging main”.
The ticket office closed about 10:00 and she would move to the snack bar where she
would sell candy for about an hour and could then go home. I was usually there for
another hour or so until the movie ended.
One night she came into my projection booth all excited and begged me to “save” her.
“What’s the problem,” I asked?
“Well,” she explained, “I’ve got one boy waiting in the lobby who I told could take me
home; and another one sitting in the movie theater, that thinks he is taking me home;
and there is a third one, dragging main that thinks he is taking me home. What am I
going to do?”
I told her, “You created the problem. You figure it out,” and then threw her out of my
projection booth.
When I got home a couple hours later, she was in her bedroom, so I went in and asked,
“So which one did you go home with.”
She looked up at me as if this were a common dilemma and said matter of factly, “None
of them. Another boy came along that I like better, so I went with him.”
She never ceased to amaze me.
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The Green Truck

Peach City
When Karen and I were in High School, dad had an old 1955 green pickup truck. It was
the only vehicle that we were allowed to drive and we had to share it. At the time, Karen
worked as a carhop at the Peach City ice cream parlor. She worked during the day, and
got off at 5:00. I worked at the Roxy Theater as a projectionist and had to be to work at
6:00, so it usually worked out OK to share the truck; however she usually cut it very
close. I had to leave by 5:45 at the latest in order to be to work on time, and she would
usually show up at about 5:46. This just barely worked - most of the time.
The other thing she liked to cut close was the fuel gauge. Dad provided the truck, but
we were required to buy our own gas. Karen always tried to work it so that I would have
to fill up the tank. She did that by making sure the gas gauge was very near empty,
when she passed it off to me. Consequently, when she arrived home from the Peach
City, the fuel gauge was usually on “E” when she pulled into the driveway. Several
times, I only got two or three blocks down the street and ran out of gas. I was not
pleased.
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Peach Queen 1961

Karen was a beautiful young girl and won a lot of beauty contests, one of which was
Brigham City Peach Queen 1961. We were all were proud of her, especially my dad.
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Cherry Blossom Festival 1961

One of the beauty contests Karen won was Miss Utah National Guard 1961. As a result
of that win, she got to go to the Cherry Blossom Festival in Washington DC. She was
there attending festivities for about a week and at one of the dinners she attended
(Hosted by John F Kennedy), she was introduced to the Utah Congressional
Delegation, along with a group of local dignitaries who were members of the church.
One of the dignitaries was a short man with white hair. She didn’t know who he was, but
totally charmed him and when she left, she kissed him on the cheek.
At the end of the week they had a parade and she got to ride on the “Utah” float. She
was told that Utah had never had their own float before, but that Willard J Marriott
(founder of Marriott Hotels) had paid for the float at the last minute. Turned out that he
was the man she kissed on the cheek.
Unfortunately, when she met him again later in the week, she didn’t recognize him.
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Beautiful Girl

Gwen & Karen – Bathing Beauties
Karen was always a beautiful girl and woman and I was always proud to let my friends
know that she was my sister. But of course as a teenager, I could never let her know
that I felt that way.
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Cobblestone

Nurnberg Castle
While serving my mission in Germany, one day in Nurnberg, we were coming home late
at night and took a shortcut, which went directly through the middle of the story book
like castle in the center of town. As we walked along the cobblestone path that wound
through the castle, we came upon a place where they were repairing the path. The
cobblestones had all been taken up and had been placed in a big pile.
Knowing that these cobblestones were literally over a thousand years old and that
knights in armor had tread on them, I thought it would be amazing to have an actual
cobblestone from the castle. There was no one around and I thought no one would miss
just one stone, so I took one. I also thought that this was a once in a life time
opportunity.
It was early December and the deadline for sending packages home was like the next
day. I hadn’t gotten a present for Karen yet, and for reasons that now totally escape me,
I decided to send her the cobblestone. I thought she would think it was funny and I also
thought that I could get it back from her when I got home.
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The cobblestone was about 6 to 9 inches square and very heavy. I wrapped a red
ribbon around it and tied an address card to the ribbon. It cost me a fortune to send
(Something I hadn’t counted on when I came up with the idea).
She never acknowledge getting it, so I was afraid that a mailman had chucked it
somewhere along the route to lighten his load.
When I got home two years later, I asked about the cobblestone, and Karen told me that
she had in fact gotten it, but didn’t understand why I had sent a rock home, so she threw
it away.
Even today, it brings tears to my eyes just thinking about it.

WSC Graduation

When Karen finally actually graduated from Weber State College, mom and dad were in
a nursing home in Brigham City and most of the rest of the family were scattered all
over the country. Mom was very concerned because her health would not permit her to
attend and it appeared that no one else could either. She made me promise that I would
be there.
I had another commitment that I had to be to that conflicted with the graduation, but I
snuck out early in order to make it to the graduation. It turned out perfectly. I got there
just in time to see Karen walk across the stage, but missed all the boring speeches. I
met her afterwards and gave her a hug and she was delighted that I had attended her
graduation. Mom was also relieved that someone from the family was there.
I probably shouldn’t be telling this, because to this day, Karen thinks that I sat through
the whole thing.
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Indianapolis 500

When Karen moved to Indianapolis, I was envious because I had always wanted to see
the Indianapolis 500. She not only got to see it, but was right in the middle of it as she
lived just down the road from the race track. Also, she and Daryl had a friend that
actually drove one of the race cars in the race several years in a row and he would take
them down onto the track.
Karen called me after the first race and told me that everyone lines up on the street in
front of her house the night before the race so that they can get into the infield the next
morning. It completely blocks off the entire street for blocks and blocks. People get out
of their cars, and it becomes a big party that lasts all night.
She said the next morning there were people passed out on her front lawn and even
one guy passed out up in her tree. She had no idea how he got up there.
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Karen’s 40th Birthday

Karen was teaching school in Longmont Colorado as her 40th birthday approached, and
Glen, Kent, and I wanted to make this birthday a memorable one. To that end, we took
out an ad in her local newspaper announcing it was her 52nd birthday. It posted on a
Friday and was right next to the movie ads so every kid in her school saw it – but she
didn’t.
On Monday, when she came to school, she couldn’t figure out why everyone was being
so nice to her. Then one of the boys said, “Gee Mrs. Galloway, I didn’t know you were
so old, let me help you up the stairs.” She then knew something was amiss and soon
discovered that the ad was posted on every bulletin board in the school.
Later that day, my phone rang and when I picked it up, all I heard was, “I’M GOING TO
KILL YOU!”
To protect ourselves against a threatened defamation of “Kharacter” law suit, Glen
forged a copy of her actual birth certificate to show that she really was 52. We never did
get sued, but we were all in fear for our lives for several years following this memorable
occasion.
The following year, she tried to retaliate by placing an ad in the Ogden-Standard
Examiner on my 40th birthday.
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The ad was supposed to say “Middle aged bachelor must wed or lose a $10 million
dollar inheritance. If interested, please call ---“, and she listed my phone call.
She had ordered and paid for the ad six months in advance, but the day before it was to
run, the newspaper called her and told her they thought that the ad was a hoax and they
were not going to run it.
Karen told them, “No it’s real. Mom really wanted him to get married.” But they still
refused to run it.
I was actually disappointed that it didn’t run, who knows who might have called.

Self-Incriminating Poem by Karen Seely
“I am big Karen”
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You Knew It Was Going to be Fun
One day I was talking to Kent about our siblings, and he made the comment,
“Whenever you got Joyce, Lee and Karen together, you knew it was going to be fun.”
This was an absolutely true statement. The three of them had a chemistry that made
them fun to be around and Karen was a vital component of that chemistry. She always
just sparkled and was full of life. In short, she was always fun to be around and we all
loved her dearly – and still do..
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Stories of Karen
By Kent Seely – 11 may 2016
Karen was a very beautiful girl and she won many beauty contests. She was
Peach Queen here in Brigham City and she usually won every contest she entered.
Yellowstone
One summer, she went to “work” at one of the resorts at Yellowstone. She was
only there a few days when we got word that she needed her beauty queen stuff
because she was entered into another contest there. She won.
Returning a Crown
I remember coming home one day to find Karen crying in our front room. She
was sitting on the couch just weeping. Of course I asked her what the matter was. She
wailed that ladies were coming to retrieve the crown she had received for their next
pageant. She had had it for a year.
“Ok,” I said, “What’s the problem? You still have lots more of ‘em.”
Between the tears she said, “I don’t know which one is theirs, and I just can’t give
them the wrong one!” She pointed to the top of the TV set where five crowns were on
display.
Being a brash young man, I replied, “No problem. When they come, thank them
overly much for letting you be their queen. Tell them of all the pageants you have won,
you enjoyed being their representative the most. Then say, “Oh, and on your way out, I
would appreciate it very much if you ladies would please take the crown back with you
for the next princess. It will save me a trip.” Let them pick it out. She did it and it
worked! (I think they were from Layton.)
Cherry Blossom Princess
Karen was chosen “Miss Utah National Guard”. That translated into “Miss Utah”
and she was sent to Washington DC to the national “Cherry Blossom” festival. She had
a great time. She was one of fifty girls, one from each state, to attend. (She tells the
story of sneaking out after hours with one of the young, good-looking, marines that had
been assigned to be one of her escorts.)
Towards the end of the festival a very formal dinner was held. During which the
President of the United States was to lead the princesses in a champagne toast to the
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nation. (Karen told us this story while speaking in Sacrament Meeting at Church.) The
table was laid out in formal place settings and a real crystal champagne class was at
each setting. The President entered the room and began speaking (leading up to the
toast). While speaking, young waitress girls filled all the glasses with champagne.
Karen said she wondered what she should do. After all, even though she didn’t drink,
this was a toast by the President of the United States! She explained that she knew she
did not know anyone there. No one would know, as a member of the Church, she was
not to drink. Certainly her parents would never know. And, what would one sip matter?
She reported making many lightening quick arguments for drinking the toast.
Just before the President began the toast, she called one of the waitresses over and
asked for a champagne glass filled with 7-up. That’s what she toasted the nation with.
I have used this story many times in teaching young people that even though no
one is watching, you know – and the Lord knows – what you do. It wasn’t for many
years that I learned the rest of the story.
The rest of the story:
I had grown up, completed a mission, four years in the Navy, met and married
my bride, gone to grad school, and moved to DC with my first “real” job. Mary and I had
been in DC for a year or so when a sister (I believe her last name was “Alsasser.”) from
one of the other wards came up to me one Sunday and asked if my name was “Seely.”
I said it was. She asked if I had a relative that had once been a Cherry Blossom
Princess. I said I had, she was my sister. Sister Alsasser related the follow addendum
to my sister’s story.
It seems that the formal dinner where the toast had been given had been
catered. (No surprise.) Sister Alsasser had been over arranging for the waitresses for
the dinner and, as a fund raiser, had used every Laurel in the area. The girls had asked
questions about serving liquor and particularly about what to do for Miss Utah. Sister
Alsasser had instructed them to watch how Miss Utah handled the situation.
Unbeknown to my sister, every waitress in the place was a young LDS girl and
was watching her. Sister Alsasser said she was holding her breath as the President
began his windup for the toast and Miss Utah still had her glass of champagne. She
didn’t start to breathe again until Karen asked for the 7-up. She said, “Had your sister
taken even one sip of the champagne, irreparable damage would have been done.” So,
all these years, she had wanted to tell Karen “thank you” for keeping the standards of
the Church.
Hair
Karen always took great care and paid extreme attention to her grooming. That
is the polite way of saying she took hours primping before the mirror. One Saturday
morning I got up late and wanted to use the big bathroom, but Karen was already in
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there. She said she was almost finished with her hair and then the bathroom would be
mine. It would only be few moments.
Knowing Karen, I went to the other bathroom, the little one, showered, dressed
for the day, mowed the lawn, washed the cars, and ate breakfast. As I went back to my
room, Karen emerged from the big bathroom and said, “See, I told you I would only be a
moment.”
Hair Cut
This one is really Jim’s story. Karen was getting ready for yet another beauty
pageant, sitting on the floor in the front room, combing and brushing her hair. Jim and I
entered the room; Jim had a pair of scissors in his hands. As usual, Karen immediately
started in on her “Little Brothers” (emphasis on the word little). Jim told her she had
better stop or he would cut her hair off. She, of course, didn’t. So Jim walked over,
grabbed her bangs, went sip with the scissors, and slowly let the hair drop strand by
strand in front of her eyes. She exploded and about killed both of us! But I was totally
innocent; of course I fully agreed with what my brother had done, but I was innocent!
(Oh, ya; she still won the contest.)
Pet Name
What was Karen’s pet name growing up? It was “Karactor”, and she still is one.
Age
Karen has always had a lot in common with her mother. Both lied about their
age. In my mother’s day, it was considered un-lady-like to be older than your husband.
So, mom lied about her age. She wanted to be the same age as dad, but messed it up
and ended up a year younger. She maintained this fiction all her married life. Karen, on
the other hand, has really outdone our mom. She’s been 39 for nearly forty years!
Oh ya, I’d really like to know how I went from being her “LITTLE brother”, to
being “One of her BIG brothers”, to being “One of those OLD guys”.
One Last Story
Karen has not always kept the commandments as she should have. We all know
that, but she changed. She came back, even though it took a while. This fact was
forcibly brought to my mind some years ago. Our cousin “Andy Anderson” was working
as a “Sealer” in the Bountiful Temple. He had arranged for the extended family to
gather in the temple and do “family sealings”. We were all sitting in the sealing room
waiting. There was one empty chair. Karen wasn’t there. It really saddened me.
Finally, with a flourish, she came in and sat down. I thought to myself, “Yes! A little
late, but she is here! She made it. She’s back.” And she is still “back” with us. And I
love her for who she is, my sister.
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