
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Here is the place; right over the hill  
Runs the path I took;  

You can see the gap in the old wall 

still,  
And the stepping stones in the 

shallow brook.  
 

John Greenleaf Whittier 
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 The members of the  Lifescapes  class es at OLLI , facilitated by 
Margo Daniels  and Sherl Landers -Thorman , brainstormed themes for 

th is Spring 2008 anthology. We pondered, exchanged opinions, and 
talked  it over . W hen  we decided, ñStepping Stonesò became our focus  

and we started to write. With our disparate backgrounds and life 
experiences, we soon discovered that everyone  had a stepping stones 

story. As we read excerpts from our stories, camaraderie prevailed. 
Soulful writings brought tears; other  writings elicited hoots of laughter. 

Some stories surprised us and knocked our socks off! Friendly, helpful 
class members listened, offered suggestions, and back to work we 

went.  

   
So here it is :  ñStepping Stonesòðcontributions from both 

Lifescapes fami lies at OLLI, all with fascinating stor ies  to tell. What a 
trip! Enjoy!  

       
       Mary Chandler   
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Stepping Stones  is a publication of  Lifescapes , a life writing 
program sponsored by the Washoe County Library System, the 

Univer sity of Nevada Department of English  and  the Osher Lifelong 
Learning Institute of the University of Nevada, Reno, Extended 

Studies . 
 

The Program is supported by a grant from Nevada Humanities and 
a generous  donation from one of our own, Lynn Mahannah , in m emory 

of her dear husband, Clare N. Mahannah . 
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From Nordeast to Reno  
 

Ron Abdo  

 
 I lived in Minneapolis for the first twenty -eight years of my life, except 

for two years in the US Army.  For twenty -seven of those years I lived in the 
northeast part of the city, essentially a blue collar neighborhood in habited by 

various ethnic groups.  In addition to Scandinavians and Germans -who were 
everywhere -  there were many Irish and Eastern Europeans such as Poles, 
Czechs, Serbs, Croatians, Slovaks and Russians.  There were also a few 

Italians, Greeks, Lebanese a nd others.  This neighborhood was distinct from 
others in the city because it had its own unique characteristics, one of which 

was the way we spoke.  Most northeast residents pronounced ñtò like ñd.ò  
For example ñnortheastò was pronounced ñnordeast.ò  This identified us to 
people from other parts of Minneapolis.  

 
 Now living in Northeast was a mixed blessing.  On the one hand you 

felt good about being different from the rest of the city.  For one thing 
Northeast produced a lot of really good athletes in va rious sports.  Many 
went on to play at the University of Minnesota and the pros.  On the other 

hand, we had sort of an inferiority complex.  We were looked down on by 
more prominent neighborhoods because we were mostly poor or lower 

middle class and just t oo ethnic.  As members of my family, particularly my 
sisters, got married they eventually lived in an upper middle class 
neighborhood in South Minneapolis.  The homes were really nice there and it 

was definitely considered a move up.  When my folks and I w ould visit them 
it seemed something special.  Finally we too moved there, close to where 

they were living.  At last!! The euphoria for me, however, didnôt last very 
long.  After living in our newly purchased home for about a year I decided 

that while livin g in South Minneapolis was nice I wanted to leave the family 
environment. I decided to move to Southern California where two of my older 
brothers were living. I had visited them previously during school breaks and 

felt California was the place for me.  
 

Aft er arriving in California, I lived with my single brother for about six 
months. Then I lived in various other areas of Southern California, usually 
because of jobs I held in different locations. Over a period of about five 

years I lived in Baldwin Hills, C ovina, West Covina, South Pasadena, 
Anaheim and Buena Park.  At this point living in Southern California was 

starting to wear thin.  It was adventurous and exciting at first but then I 
started to get weary of the traffic, congestion and smog. While working  for 
Hunt Wesson Foods I got an opportunity for a promotion at their plant in 

Hayward, California.  I accepted eagerly.  I had visited the Bay Area 
occasionally and really liked it.  Not only was San Francisco and surrounding 

areas attractive and interesti ng, you could actually see a blue sky!! I moved 
to Hayward in May, 1965.  
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Although I was disappointed with my job, I thoroughly enjoyed living 
in the Bay Area.  There was so much to see and do.  In addition to San 

Francisco itself, there was Marin County, the Peninsula, Napa Valley, 
Carmel, etc.  As my position at Hunt -Wesson worsened I started to look for 

another job and accepted an offer with an electronics firm in Concord.  I 
moved to Walnut Creek, near the company, and became acquainted with 
many upscal e towns and sites in that area.  Initially I really enjoyed my job.  

Also, while living in Walnut Creek I met my future wife during a visit to San 
Francisco. We got married and lived in my Walnut Creek apartment for a 

few years.  My wife and I enjoyed our married life but unfortunately 
problems developed in my job.  After being with the company for about five 
years, business really dropped off and my opportunity for advancement 

appeared quite limited.  As a result I again started to look for another job.  
 

Eventually I took a Human Resources position with a company in San 
Francisco.  Accepting this job was a mistake but ultimately it started me on 
a new career.  I had bad ñvibesò about the boss and in fact almost decided 

not to accept the job offer but finall y did. My ñvibesò were accurate and 
after six months my boss and I had ña parting of the ways.ò  In reality he 

fired me.  Although I didnôt realize it at the time, in retrospect he did me a 
favor.  All of my previous jobs were in the field of Personnel, or  what is now 

called Human Resources.  Instead of just looking for another job in Human 
Resources I started to give serious thought to making a career change.  I 
had always been interested in recruiting, one of the responsibilities in 

Human Resources.  As a  result I explored job opportunities not only in 
Human Resources but also in ñHeadhunting,ò working for a recruiting firm. I 

ended up taking a position as a recruiter with a headhunting firm located in 
the South Bay, now known as ñSilicon Valley.ò 

 

Taking this position necessitated moving from Walnut Creek in the 
East Bay to the South Bay because of the lengthy commuting distance.  

This move was made somewhat reluctantly because we both enjoyed the 
Walnut Creek area but were not that enthusiastic about livi ng in the South 
Bay because it was more congested. Shortly after we moved my wife 

totaled our car in an automobile accident (fortunately she came out all 
right) and our apartment was robbed (again we were fortunate because 

nothing of real value was taken).   We both wondered whether or not these 
events were an ominous portend of things to come after moving to the 
South Bay.  

 
At first things were pretty tough. I was on a commission basis and for 

the first few months didnôt make any money. Fortunately my wife was able 
to earn some income as a secretary which helped us get through.  
Gradually it got a little better as I started to make placements.  I found I 

really liked recruiting and hoped I could make a living doing it.  After about 
a year I found the commiss ion arrangement structured by the owner was 

unsatisfactory.  As I became more successful I decided to try recruiting on 
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my own.  After giving the owner my notice of resignation he proposed a 
new commission structure to me but by then it was simply too late . 

 
I started my own business Jan 2, 1973 with hope but also with some 

trepidation.  For the first time in my business career I was my own boss but 
could I make it?  The answer to that question took about 3 months.  In 
March, 1973, I made my first placement  with my own company.  What a 

feeling!!  After that, momentum developed, business got better and I 
actually hired other recruiters to work for me. We moved into a 

condominium and then into a home.  By this time I had several recruiters 
and even opened a se cond office in Southern California.  As with any 
company, business fluctuated up and down through the years.  More 

significantly, however, the recruiting business changed.  More and more 
client companies began to hire ñcontract recruitersò on an hourly basis 

rather than pay a recruiting fee. Eventually I laid off all recruiters and staff 
and conducted the recruiting by myself.  Surprise!!  I found that I was 
actually able to make more money alone than with all of the recruiters and 

staff.  I drastically red uced my operating expenses and performed both 
contract recruiting as well as some fee based recruiting.  I did very well and 

ñmade hayò during the nineties.  As if in anticipation of my eventual 
retirement, I experienced some medical problems that made my retirement 

all the more timely.  As my retirement date drew closer, my wife and I 
decided we wanted to leave the Bay Area which by now had become 
increasingly congested.  We explored living conditions in other Western 

cities such as Seattle, Portland, Denv er, Salt Lake Cityéééand Reno.  After 
several visits to Reno we decided it was the city for us.  And here we are.  

 
Each of the above moves I made were like stepping stones in my life.  

At times I demonstrated a lack of patience and made some moves too 

abru ptly.  Other moves, however, were inevitable.  While living in 
Minneapolis I had a strong urge to establish my identity and felt 

encumbered in doing so while living amidst the core family.  When I first 
arrived in California I felt invigorated by what seem ed to be an 
overwhelming sense of freedom.  As so often happens, however, the aura of 

a new environment starts to wear off.  Although I was initially very happy to 
live close to my brothers, I found both of them very preoccupied with their 

business.  Toget her they had established their own business that consumed 
a lot of their time.  That, along with my distaste for the Southern California 
environment, prompted me to accept my promotion to the Bay Area.  This 

proved to be one of the key moves in my life, mo stly because I met and 
married my wife there.  Another significant move was when I got fired from 

my last job in Human Relations and accepted a job in ñhead hunting,ò  in 
effect a career change.  Of course, starting my own recruiting company was 
a VERY imp ortant move.  This was the highlight of my business career --

being my own boss.  Finally, our move to Reno was the culmination of all of 
the previous moves in my life.  Some moves were an advancement in my 

life --  a move forward --  such as my move from Minn eapolis to Southern 
California.  Other moves were really more lateral than forward, as for 
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example some of the moves I made from job to job in Southern California. 
Many of these moves were the result of youthful impatience and didnôt 

always advance my care er that much.  You might say the stepping stones 
were off to the side.  Iôm sure such types of moves are inevitable in our 

lives.  The important thing is to hopefully get back on track.  
  
It is really amazing when I reflect upon all of the moves Iôve made in 

my life.  Starting with my neighborhood in Minneapolis ï ñNordeastò ï to 
my present life in Reno has been an amazing journey.  Sometimes I 

speculate by asking myself ñwhat if?ò  What if I had remained in 
Minneapolis?  What if I decided not to start my o wn business and remained 
in Human Resources?  What stepping stones would I have followed?  Where 

would I be now?  Iôm sure most of us speculate like this from time to time.  
In my case, I consider myself most blessed.  I had the opportunity to be my 

own bo ss, made enough money to retire comfortably and have been happily 
married for many years.  Overall, I think I did ok.  And that includes Reno.  
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