Raymond W. Kulhavy: A Daughter’s View
By Nicole Kulhavy Siqueiros
When I was young we often had Sunday presentations. My mom, dad, Katie and I would each take turns presenting topics of interest to each other. We were each required to make a handout and a quiz.  I remember one Sunday I learned about mythology from my mom and the stories of the Gods and Goddess that once rules over ancient Greece and Rome.  I was fascinated by the ideas illustrated in the ancient tales. There is one story that I am reminded of now.


Themis gave birth to 3 daughters with her lover Zeus. They were called collectively “The Fates” and they were eternally spinning the future and fate of humanity on their heavenly looms. Clotho selected the thread, Lachesis measured it, and Atropos cut this thread. Each person’s life was a thread that was cut whenever the fates chose, and the cutting signified the end of that person’s existence. I always remember this image because it seemed so simple and pure. I think I even at one point believed the idea because it made sense of the arbitrary and senseless nature of death. I still, to this day, like this story because it weaves death and life together, so intricately, on a single string. 

One particular string began amidst a chaotic time in World War II, but was steadied by one man. My father was greatly influenced by his grandfather. It was this man who taught my father one of his signature sayings:  “Love many, trust few, but always paddle your own canoe.” This quote has carried me through many situations in my life and has been a mantra to me many times. 
  William Felix Walker, my dad’s grandfather, was one of many children who grew up in abject poverty. After a stint in the service, he moved to San Diego and, there, began a new life with Carrie Walker. My father knew him only in his old age, but he would often tell me stories of fishing excursions and abalone diving. Each night my father would report to dinner at his grandparent’s house, where they said grace and then enjoy a hearty meal. Manners were strictly enforced and I believe the only man that ever told my father to bow his head for a prayer was William Walker.  

My dad was wild in his teenage years and there were times when he would go off in the deep end.  But his father never let him drown and stayed fast in his love and faith in my father. Lumir Kulhavy was a loyal strong man with quite strength that served as an inspiration and role model to my father.  I have heard many stories of the old VFW and the Red Rooster where my dad would sit and talk over a beer with my grandfather or play shuffleboard bowling with his brother and sister. It was in this familiar setting that my dad would hear stories of the small Czech community that my grandfather grew up in, and World War II where Lumir served on the USS Winslow. My grandfather was very proud when my Dad left in his old VW to the University of Illinois at Champagne Urbana. When my dad finally became a professor, my grandfather couldn’t believe it. Dad had to actually show him his classroom and teach a class before Lumir said, “hey you really are what you say you are.” My father once told me the last time he cried was when his father passed away.  

My father was a true family man and cared for my mother’s mother as if she were his own. On Sundays growing up my family would go to my grandparent’s home for a big Italian dinner. Some of my fondest memories were serving espresso to my dad and my grandpa Carl. Both of them would talk for hours. I know my father had a great deal of respect for him and loved him very deeply. After my grandfather passed away, my father made sure that everything was taken care of for my grandma. He called her often and would insist on visiting her even when he was ill. He never flinched at the thought of responsibility and took on any request she asked of him. When we lived in Italy my father adapted easily to Italian culture and to my mother’s family there. He worked hard to have at least a working knowledge of the language there and became very close to my mother’s cousins.  He always spoke of them as the most genuine people he had ever known. My father respected that attribute in people because he believed it was a quality he too possessed. 


I realize that chronicling every person who influenced my father or whom he influenced is a Herculean task. Academically my father reached thousands of people with his gift for teaching.  There are countless times that people came up to me and expressed their awe at my father’s teaching ability. He was an inspiration to so many and truly a brilliant man. It was through simple encouragement and interest that my dad sometimes made a difference, taking the time to find people’s true ambition. My dad’s brother once told me that in 1963 my dad gave him a book, “The Making of Scientists.” It was an invitation, of sorts, for my uncle to attend graduate school. David has lead a productive career at graduate school and is now a professor at Stephen F. Austin University. That is the beauty of my dad, a true professor who was internationally known and widely sited, but believed the students were his true legacy. 

There must be more fibers for a string to be as strong as the one that represented my father’s life. One of the most powerful and beautiful is that of my mother’s.  My mom and dad met in El Rancho grocery store about 30 years ago. She was buying one nutritious peach, and he had cigarettes and Twinkies in his cart. She told him, “You have very unhealthy food in that cart.”  He smiled and the next day she walked into his class and he called her “peaches.” I don’t think they had any idea what that chance exchange would result in. Years later the love they shared never faltered.  There are thousands of moments where I could feel the immense strength of their connection. Sometimes it was in a simple easy smile from both of them, or in a vivid recounting of a story from my father. He loved to tell stories about what they called “BC,” the time before children, particularly little trips they often took to San Diego or Sedona or their honeymoon in the Caribbean. He was always so proud of my mom and her achievements. He would beam as he told someone about my mother’s language abilities or her way with people. On one occasion he told me that I should always marry someone smarter than myself, as he did.  I am married myself now. It is my hope that the love I feel between my husband, Rene, and myself can be as pure and great as the one between my parents. There is no stronger bond than the one they shared. My mother stayed with my dad until the very end, when he went into that eternal slumber. Everyday she cared for him beyond what most people could endure. They would have long conversations everyday about the past, about my sister and me, and about their work. My mother and father were special in that they not only shared an intimate connection, but they could converse on an academic level as well. I think my dad always valued that about my mother. I think most of all what I want to impart about my mother was her loyalty, faithfulness, and love for my father. My father knew, even to the very end, that she was near and that singular fact brought him a great sense of peace and comfort. 


I guess I have tried, and probably failed, to show as many threads of my father’s life as possible. There are so many sides to him, so many stories and so many people that I can’t possibly document them all. For myself, I have a few stories that I would like share.  On the first day of school my father picked me up and asked if I had any homework. He must not have known that there is very little homework for a 7-year-old. I lied and told him I had to memorize a poem for the next day. So for hours my dad helped me remember Robert Frost’s poem, “Stopping by the Woods on a Snowy Evening.” It was the first poem I can remember and to this day it is the only poem I can recite completely. Every night my dad would read to my sister and I. We read usually read“The Hobbit” and other children’s books. He not only read these books, he made up his own stories, starring the faithful antagonist Pium. Pium was pretty much a part of every historical event in the history of the world, from the volcanoes of Pompeii to the founding of Alice Springs, Australia. He would travel with us and each step of the way there would be a story about his wild adventures in which he always came out on top. I think these stories show my father’s intellectual brilliance and his ability to impart that knowledge to my sister and myself even as children.  As an adult I never stopped learning from my dad. Just when I thought I was an expert on a subject, I found out Dad knew more. Whenever I had an interest in something intellectually he fostered it. For instance, one summer in high school I refused to take summer school. Despite my mother’s disagreement, my father decided he would teach me what I had to know. We started with a reading of Freud’s “Interpretation of Dreams” in which I wrote a review, then a discussion of Nietzsche, and Sartre. We even covered Skinner, which I believe was a personal touch on the curriculum by my dad. He often recommended books to me even as an adult and we would discuss them for hours. He loved to read my papers and look at my school books, even my dreadful law school books. I would tell him about a current project or show him a well-written essay. He would smile and say, “This is something I know nothing about.” But of course he had already created multiple corporations and LLCs. I know that my attendance at ASU Law School was a great source of pride for my dad. Every time I meet someone they already knew that I was going to be a lawyer and what kind of law I was interested in. I really hoped he would make it to my graduation, this May, but his spirit will be there as the guiding force behind that achievement. 

My dad was always very fun to be with. He made Katie and I laugh often. He could take the most mundane task and make it the most thrilling experience a young girl could have. For instance every week we had “terriblees” in which my father would set the timer on the stove. Katie, him and I would have to clean as fast as we could before the buzzer sounded. All through the “terriblees” he would scream “terriblee” as my sister and I laughed and hurried to clean. On my way to school as a child my father and I would sing the French ballad “Alouette gentille Alouette”. People would stare at us because we were singing so loud but my dad never seemed to care and return their gawks with a mischievous smile. My father taught Katie and I how to swim when were very young. He would hold our hands,  look us straight in the face and then tell us to hold our breaths. As we were holding our breaths he would lower us under the water. The funny thing is I was never scared because I could see my dad right in front of me and I knew nothing would happen. The safety and trust I felt with my father is unparalleled. 

As I grew older I remember many mistakes I made along the way. I once overcharged my credit cards and reluctantly confessed to my father. He looked me straight in the eye and said “Don’t do it again,” and he helped me pay them off. My father was the victim of a lenient heart when it came to punishment. As children my father would hold family court where he would wear his hood and graduation robes and preside over the living room where my mom would act as prosecutor, defender and witness. I later learned in my professional responsibility class that there was a slight conflict of interest here. His sentences were grave matters where Katie and I were sentenced to manual labor outside. Like the real criminal justice system the actual sentence served differed greatly from the original. Katie and I would work for an hour then Dad would invite us to “take five” for lemonade and then we might all go for a swim. The sentence having been forgotten or probably ignored by Dad.

I remember the first time I took my husband home to meet my parents. My father told me, “today was the first day you brought home a man.” My husband only had a little time with my dad but they became great friends. When we would come over my father would immediately gravitate towards Rene and they would talk about the military or anything that interested my dad. In December my husband presented my dad with his “blood” wings from paratrooper school. I think my dad was really touched and the intimacy between himself and Rene was really solidified at that moment. I know my dad wanted me to be with someone that was trustworthy, steadfast, loving and intelligent. Rene has all those qualities and I am truly happy that he shared the little time he did with my dad. The wisdom Rene gleaned from those experiences is something we can pass on to our children someday. When I was married in August my father was there. He made a speech at my wedding that I think is so appropriate now. He said; 
May the road rise up to meet you.
May the wind be always at your back.
May the sun shine warm upon your face;
the rains fall soft upon your fields and until we meet again,
may God hold you in the palm of His hand.


My dad was a great man, in so many ways. He was truly a beautiful human being with such a good open heart. Any person, who met him, loved him. There is not a day that goes by that I won’t think of him or use some knowledge he imparted to me. He was very special and I will miss him more than anything. I have no doubt that when “the fates” cut his thread, it must have dulled their scissors. 

Dad, I love you. 

