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Cherie Larine Perlow  passed away in her home in Chesterfield, 

Missouri in the early morning of April 3, 2017 at the age of 70.  

Her husband Arno and daughter Jennifer were at her side when 

she died.  She is survived by her husband, daughter, sons Arno 

Martin and Christopher , and grandchildren Summer, Allison and 

Charlotte. 

Cherie was born on September 28, 1946 at St. Elizabeth Hospital 

in Belleville, Illinois, the first born to Oscar and Alleen Stehlick.  

There were 5 other siblings (3 girls and 2 boys) that joined her in 

rapid succession.  She met and married Arno in Belleville in 1966. 

She will best be remembered for her ready and beautiful smile, 

her thirst for knowledge and her willingness to teach others.  She 

was a deeply spiritual woman that spent much of her life 

minist ering to those in need.  She is missed by so many. 

 

 

 

 

 
Original artwork  by Sophie Binder 
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In keeping wish Cherie's wishes to shun the traditional funeral practices, 

she was cremated and in lieu of a funeral or memorial service, she opted for 

an informal  "Celebration of Life" gathering at our home.  The venue was 

changed to our son's domicile, simply because he has the room to 

accommodate more people. 

This break from tradition pretty much sums up who she was throughout 

her life, a bit  of non-conformist , following a path she deemed right in her 

spirit.  I will do my best to give you a glimpse into her life  via this brief bio , 

especially the last 52 years we spent together.  Hold on for the ride. 

Arno 
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Chapter 1.  The Childhood Years 

 Cherie was born on September 28, 1946 

at St. Elizabeth Hospital in Belleville, Illinois, 

the first born to Oscar and Alleen Stehlick.  

There were 5 other siblings (3 girls and 2 boys) 

that joined her in rapid succession and they all 

grew up in a duplex shared with grandparents 

in the historic district of Belleville.  She was 10 

years old when the family moved to a larger 

home on Centreville Avenue in Belleville.  Her 

beloved paternal Grandmother had passed 

away but Grandpa moved with them.  She 

attended a Catholic grade school and moved on 

to Notre Dame Academy before finishing her 

final two years of High School  at Belleville 

Township.  As a High School student, she took 

a part time job at St. Elizabeth Hospital in the 

nursing unit.  Here, under the tutelage of an ancient Catholic Nun, she 

experienced her first taste of "ministry".  She dearly loved the old folks that 

she cared for but did what she could to avoid the religious trappings that 

went with going to a Catholic High School and working at a Catholic 

Hospital.  She continuously invented new ways to skip morning mass citing 

a need for more sleep over reciting pious 

homili es.   

 She graduated High School in 1964 and 

started studies at Belleville Junior College.  It 

was during the summer of 1965 that we met and 

the rollercoaster ride began. 
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Chapter 2.  First comes love, then comes marriage, then comes Arno with a 

baby carriage. 

 I was an enlisted USAF Airman stationed at Scott Air Force Base and 

serving as a Weather Observer.  I shunned the usual GI hangouts and spent 

a good deal of my off-duty time at a Belleville dance bar called the 

"Chatterbox".  They had live music, you could dance, and little attention 

was paid to the birth date on your ID.  It was the perfect place for student 

relaxation.  I spotted Cherie and her friend sitting with "T -bone Schwartz", 

a very large football player and local celebrity .  Risking T-bone's ire, I 

screwed up my courage and asked this lovely girl to dance with me.  She 

said "Yes", T-bone nodded hello, and off 

we went.  I was asked to join their table, 

we danced together several times and at 

the close of the evening, she gave me her 

phone number.  It was the time of the 

County Fair and Cherie had her hand 

writing "computer analyzed".  This was 

1965 and this so called analysis was totally 

bogus, but nevertheless, she wrote her 

number on a punch card that read" You 

desire beauty in a home, but comfort first".  

On the back was written AD-4-1165, a 

number I remember to this day because I 

called it may times.  The punch card is still 

in my possession. 

 I hesitated to tell Cherie that I was in the Air Force, because many 

girls simply refused to go out with GI's  during the Viet Nam conflict , but 

Cherie got to the truth in a hurry and accepted an invitation to go out on a 

date.  I was poor as a church mouse but I did manage the occasional outings 

to St. Louis, a cruise on the Admiral paddle boat, and movie dates.  I had no 

transportation but Cherie drove and would come out to the base to pick me 

up.  You could say we hit it off, because neither of us dated anyone else after 

our initial meeting.  I will never forget my first invitat ion to meet her family 

and have dinner with them.  Coming from a very reserved and quiet family 
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life, I wasn't prepared for the raucous group I was facing that evening.  Her 

Mother and I hit it off immediately.  She was a sweet and lovely woman that 

did her best to make me feel at home.  Her Dad was not home for dinner 

and I wouldn't meet him until my next outing to Centreville Avenue.  Cherie 

felt that I had passed the test with her Mom with flying colors, the siblings 

seemed indifferent, but Dad may be more difficult.  Her Dad was indeed 

more difficult but not hostile.  Besides, he was rarely around, and Cherie's 

home became my home away from home.  I eventually bought a car and 

spent just about all my off-duty time with my girl and her family.  Cherie 

was 18 years old and I was 21. 

 In December 1965 I was informed that I would be stationed in 

Germany for the next 3 years.  An assignment I relished but this also 

presented me with a momentous decision to make.  Three years is a long 

time to be separated, but I also felt that we both lacked the maturity to be 

married at such a young age.  Besides, my Mother was not that taken by 

Cherie and I was desperate to avoid conflicts.  I immigrated from Berlin, 

Germany to the USA with my parents at the age of 14, my Dad passed away 

just 4 years after our arrival, my sister and her husband moved away to 

California and I went into military service leaving my Mother alone in the 

City of Chicago.  Cherie and I made a couple of trips to Chicago to try and 

win my Mother o ver.  We didn't succeed entirely.  We announced our 

engagement and rushed into wedding plans.  We were married on January 

8, 1966 at the Zion Lutheran Church in Belleville.  Yes, it was a Lutheran 

wedding, which brought  joy to my mother -in-law (also a Lutheran), but 

chagrin to Cherie's Dad, a Catholic.  We moved into a small 1 bedroom 

apartment and began our first year of married life.  I was working 12 hour 

shifts at the weather station and Cherie toiled as a scientific librarian with a 

chemical company in St. Louis and there where times when we only saw 

each other for a few hours each day.  Uncle Sam was not going to pay for 

Cherie's passage to Germany and when I left to go overseas in March, 

Cherie moved in with her parents and continued working until she  had the 

resources to join me.  Did I mention that we were poor as church mice and 

that Cherie found out just prior to my departure that she was pregnant with 

child?   
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 The Air Force sent me on a dream assignment.  I was attached to the 

10th Special Forces Group that occupied a former German Kaserne and a 

small airfield.  We were located approximately 50 kilometers south of 

Munich, nestled in the foothills  of the Alps along the Isar River.  I had 

secured an apartment that was part of a large Farmhouse on the fringe of a 

quaint little village by the name of Obersteinbach.  I also bought an ancient 

Volkwagen Beetle because our residence was well removed from the Army 

Post and housing area.  I was a little concerned how Cherie would take to 

this isolation.   
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Chapter 3.  Ah, Bavaria 

 I picked her up at the Munich Airport on a beautiful 1st of May.  This 

is a day that is celebrated in Germany 

and there were banners, flags and 

flowers everywhere.  I'll never forget 

seeing my lovely wife coming through 

those doors in the airport concourse.  

That bright smile, wearing a new 

dress, and carrying a baby seat that 

was a last minute gift from her family 

at the departing airport.   

 After a longer than ordinary period of hugging and kissing, we left the 

airport and drove  down those beautiful country roads to our new home.  

Cherie was beyond excited about what she saw all around us, and when we 

took the hill road going up to the farmhouse, there were boys in lederhosen 

and girls in traditional Dirndl dresses   They had flowers in their hair and 

were dancing around a maypole in the village below us.  Cherie kept saying 

things like: "This feels just like a dream" and "I can't believe I'm here".  She 

was happy and in awe but I had some misgivings about going off to work 

and leaving her alone for long periods of time.  As I said, our lodgings were 

"out there".   

 She loved everything about our 

dwelling, including the smell coming up 

from the stable.  I introduced her to our 

landlady, a lovely women of advanced 

age, that immediately took to her.  The 

landlady didn't speak English and 

Cherie's German was limited to what 

she had studied prior to coming.  My 

fears about her isolation were 

unfounded.  She took to life in Bavaria 

like a duck to water.  We purchased a 

bike which allowed her to ride into the 

village to shop and she befriended a 
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Dutch woman that was also married to a GI 

and resided in the same farm complex.  This 

lady spoke fluent German and English and 

she took Cherie under her wing.  Cherie was 

a fast learner and even though we did some 

shopping at the Army Post Exchange, for the 

most part we shopped and dined on the 

German economy.  She was turning into a 

German Hausfrau.   

 Our first born, Arno Martin came into 

the world at the Army hospital in Munich on 

October 31, 1966.  He was premature and 

had to remain in the hospital for another 

week after Cherie's release.  We brought him 

home to our quaint little place.  The landlady provided us with an antique 

handmade crib and Cherie and I went about the business of parenting.  

While our separation from my Mother and Cherie's family allowed us to 

find our own path it would have been good to have an experienced 

grandparent about.  We did have that wonderful Dutch lady and our 

landlady to help and the baby with his blond hair and sparkling  blue eyes 

was fast becoming a local celebrity.  Cherie would bundle the little guy into 

his stroller and take the train to the City of Bad Toelz.  The airfield and our 

little weather station were located just outside the city.  Fearless Cherie 

would come in to do her shopping, 

push the stroller to the airfield and 

visit with me, only stopping to let the 

German ladies coo over the baby.  

Cherie was fast becoming fluent in 

the German language and never 

hesitated to engage the locals.  The 

Germans loved her.  I got a 

promotion, extra money for my 

paratrooper status and the exchange 
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rate to the German Mark was very favorable.  We were able to eat out more, 

take little trips and eventually bought a speedy little Fiat.  We were both 

very happy in this idyllic setting.   

 We had no TV, but we were frequent visitors at the Army library.  She 

never expressed any regret over the fact that our courtship prevented her 

from pursuing a college education even though she had a tremendous thirst 

for knowledge.  She was a voracious reader and when she found a subject 

that interested her, she did what she could to find out as much as she could.  

The librarians were all Germans and they catered to Cherie by requesting 

books for her from other military installations.  She maintained this love for 

books and reading throughout her life.   

 She met my Berlin relatives, my relatives along the Rhineland and my 

boyhood friends.  My beautiful wife and her adorable baby were well 

received and many of these relationships remain to this day.   My Mother 

came to visit and stayed for several weeks and Cherie's Dad come for a visit 

as well.  I was sent away for an extended training exercise and Cherie took 

that opportunity to fly home with our one year old to visit with her family.  

At the end of my tour in Germany, we left with mixed feelings.  The beauty 

of the Bavarian Alps, both German and American friends, the European 

culture and the travel opportunities would be missed.  But we missed our 

families as well and the Air Force was sending me back to school for a year 

which meant I would stay out of Viet Nam.  
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Chapter 4.  Back in the US of A 

 We flew from Frankfurt to New Jersey, picked up our car, and made 

our way back to Belleville, Illinois.  I took the opportunity to make a trip to 

Chicago to see my Mother, leaving Cherie and "Little Arnie" with her 

parents.  The year of training took place in Rantoul AFB, Illinois, a horrible 

little p lace, but we found a condo in town that was largely inhabited by Air 

Force Personnel and made it our home.  The beauty of this location is that it 

was less than a 2 hour drive from Chicago and approximately  2.5 hours 

from Belleville.  We went in one direction or the other just about every 

weekend.   

 After graduation, the Air Force assigned me to the Latin American 

Forecast Center in Charleston, SC.  We stayed in temporary quarters on the 

base until we found a home to rent.  I didn't much care for my work and 

Cherie and I both didn't like the area we lived in although the frequent trips 

to the beaches were enjoyable.  I decided to leave the service and 

interviewed for a weather broadcasting job in Nashville.  When I returned 

home Cherie told me she was pregnant.  The Nashville station wanted to 

start me with one of their smaller affiliate station with a meager salary and 

the security of the Air Force and the medical support seemed the better 

choice.  I reenlisted and shortly afterwards was given the opportunity to 

transfer to Ellington AFB, a small reserve base adjoining the NASA Space 

Center.  It was a regular forecasting job supporting a small reserve unit and 

the Astronaut Training Program.  That appealed to me as did the location 

and the fact that it would continue to keep me out of Viet Nam.   

 I drove to Texas first to scout out a home for us.  We bought our first 

home, a 3 bedroom and 1 bath home not far from the base.  I drove back to 

claim my wife, my son and as yet unborn baby.  Cherie loved the home, got 

busy making curtains and meeting the neighbors.  There were several boys 

in the neighborhood Arnie's age and he immediately made friends with 

several.  It was a modest home but on a good sized lot and in a safe 

neighborhood.  It was the first time since Germany that we liked where we 

were living.   



  Page 
12 

 
  

 The weather station staff was a close knit group and we made lasting 

friendships in Houston, Texas.  We went to parties, gave parties, and had 

frequent visi tors over for meals or badminton in the backyard.  We missed 

much of the so called "Cultural Revolution" because of our isolation in 

Germany, but one of its by-products was introduced to us by a friend.  We 

started smoking marijuana.  Oh, the horror!  Asid e from the fact that it was 

illegal, I never saw a down side in what we were doing.  Many of our friends 

were doing it and our gatherings were always filled with laughter.  I can't 

recall a harsh word being spoken, there was seldom any alcohol at our 

gatherings, and we generally ate healthy foods when we got the munchies.  

Our daughter Jennifer was born on July 9, 1971. What a beautiful little girl 

we were given, and even though there weren't any German ladies around to 

coo over her, she got plenty of attention, especially from her Dad.  We also 

got a dog, a 1 year old affectionate and intelligent German shepherd.  Life 

was good. 
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Chapter 5.  Finding Jesus 

 In my humble efforts to recount our li fe together I will focus on the 

periods that seemed the most significant and life changing.  Our time in 

Houston, Texas was certainly one of those. 

 Cherie always had a thirst for knowledge and it was during our days 

down in Texas that her interests shifted to ñspiritual enlightenmentò a path 

that wasnôt necessarily limited to learning about mainstream religions but 

she read many books about prophets, creeds and persuasions that certainly 

werenôt on the Council of Churches approved reading list.  The evening 

news ran a story about a small Hispanic Pentecostal church that had Jesus 

appear to them during their baptism service.  We were told that his image 

remained imprinted on the mural behind the baptism.  Cherie grabbed me 

and some of our stoner friends to go and see it.  We all piled into our VW 

van and headed out to Alvin, Tx.   

 It was a nice little church and the locals welcomed us and showed us 

the baptism mural.  It was a nice looking landscape but where was Jesus?  I 

didnôt see him, Cherie thought she could see him if she squinted her eyes a 

little, but one of our friends saw it so plainly, he claimed it was painted on.  

Things escalated from then on.  When Cherie told one of her friends about 

this excursion, her friend gave her the lowdown on Pentecostals and their 

beliefs, and ñheyò, there was a little church like that not too far from where 

she lived.  Cherie and her friend decided to pay them a visit and check it out 

for themselves.  The woman that returned home that Sunday afternoon was 

not the same one that left me that morning.  Cherie told me that the 

congregation had prayed for her and she was ñborn againò.  The skeptic in 

me had his doubts but one could not ignore some of the changes in her.  

She quit smoking dope, but more significantly, she quit  her cigarette habit.  

She said she was ñdeliveredò.  It was impressive indeed, because this was a 

woman that smoked well over a pack per day and wouldnôt even walk out to 

the mailbox without her cigarettes.  Iôve tried for years to get her to give up 

the habit and even enlisted our young son.  He would tell her ñMommy, 

mommy, donôt smoke please, ócause smoking gives you heart diseaseò.  My 

nagging and his pleading achieved nothing but Jesus did it in an instant.   
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 I waited for several weeks for it to wear off but if anything, she 

became even more resolute to ñfollow Jesusò.   I was glad that she quit that 

nasty cigarette habit but missed her sitting with us sucking on the water 

pipe that always graced our dining room table in the evening.  She still sat 

there with us and served up food and drink but never partook of the noble 

weed any more.  I was intrigued enough take her to church on Sunday, but 

just dropped her off and went and got coffee.  I returned to find the service 

was still going on and just stood by the door and listened.  It was a pretty 

raucous affair alright, with loud singing and shouting.  When it showed 

signs of waning, I retreated to my vehicle and waited for her.  She came out 

beaming with our son and daughter Jennifer in tow.  This was the first time 

they went with her because I had been 

keeping them with me at home.  They 

didnôt look any worse for the wear.  On the 

way to our favorite cafeteria she asked me 

if I would consider going with her next 

Sunday.  To my surprise, I answered in 

the affirmative.  

 This was such a pivotal period in our 

lives that I deem it necessary to go into 

some detail.  I did go with her the next 

Sunday, sat towards the back of the 

church, endured the loud praying and 

shouting, but I wasnôt panicked either.  

My parents never went to church but I would go with another family and 

always liked the congregational singing and sermon.  That was the 

Lutherans however, and this was definitely not what I was used to.  I donôt 

know if Cherie warned them not to get pushy with  me or if the folks in this 

small congregation just had the good sense to let me find my own path, but 

they were very warm and friendly towards me and I felt it was OK to make 

another visit.  Just to make a long story short, after a few more cautious 

visit s, I too took that walk to the altar and gave my heart to Jesus. 
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 Woof!  Much to the chagrin of our friends, I too quit smoking pot and 

slowly but surely, they didnôt come to visit as much as they used to.  We had 

become ñJesus Freaksò.  We also became proud parents to our third child, 

Christopher Steven Perlow, born on March 23, 1974.   
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Chapter 6.  Have you heard the good news? 

 Cherie was never shy about sharing the ñGood Newsò and pretty soon 

we were bringing all sorts of undesirables 

into the House of the Lord.  While it was 

filling the pews, many of the long time 

parishioners didnôt quite know what to 

do with these young people.  Goodness 

gracious, these girls wore makeup, didnôt 

wear bras and some of their attitudes and 

frank language just didnôt belong.  It was 

about that time that we befriended 

another young couple that was related to 

one of the church elders.  They told us 

about a place that welcomed everybody 

and housed young people with life 

controlling problems.  In those days i t generally meant a heroin addiction.   

The name of the place was called ñTeen Challengeò. 

 We decided to go to one of their Friday night meetings held in a large 

home in the Tenderloin District of Houston, Tx.  It wasnôt ñchurchò but a 

place of real ministry.  We were made welcome and stayed to listen to some 

of the ñresidentsò share their stories of deliverance.  Cherie and I both 

walked away convinced that there was so much more to this Christian walk 

than warming a pew on Sunday morning.  This was a conviction that stayed 

with us throughout our lives.  We opened our home to some of the 

ñoverflowò guests that the Center couldnôt accommodate and our kids 

learned to share their space with strangers.  Cherie cooked and taught 

home economic skills to the resident girls while taking care of our three 

children as well.  I left the Air Force to take a job at the NASA Space center 

and our finances improved significantly.   Teen Challenge expanded to a 

facility just north of Houston and Cherie and I spend many hours either at 

the City Center or at the ñfarmò volunteering our time and talents.  Cherie 

generally ministered to the young ladies while I started making visits to the 

County Jail and Texas Prisons talking to felons that were hoping to be 

paroled or released into the Teen Challenge program.  Cherie would 

sometimes visit the County Jail to talk to applicants or just make visits.  I 
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spent a good deal of time in the jails and prisons as well as in the Court 

system.   Many of our applicants were looking for a way to escape 

sentencing while others were truly trying to change their lives.  And there 

were others that merely wanted to talk to a friendly soul and glean some 

encouragement.  One of those was a young lady by the name of Carla Rae 

Tucker.  She confessed to a gruesome murder while under the influence of 

drugs.  Both Cherie and I had the opportunity to talk to her and pray with 

her, but she eventually transferred to the State Prison and was later 

executed. 

 We led busy, exiting and fruitful lives in those days.  I had a great full 

time job, Cherie raised our kids and we both spent what time we could 

volunteering at the Teen Challenge Program. 

 The project I was working on at the Space Center was slowly drawing 

to a close and I was given the option of going to Washington DC or to a 

small environmental assessment group in Columbia, Missouri.  Cherie 

didnôt try to influence my decision in any way.  A move to DC might have 

been the better career opportunity but Columbia was close to her family 

and I felt it would be a better place to raise our family.  Weôre off on yet 

another move.   
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Chapter 7.  Columbia, Missouri 

 I had been to Columbia visiting the Center for Environmental 

Assessments on a couple occasions and wasnôt too impressed with the city 

at first.  Cherie, the kids and the dog stayed with her parents in St. Louis 

while I stayed in a hotel, started work at the center, and spent my off hours 

looking at  homes.  We did very well on the sale of our home in Houston. We 

bought a second car and had cash to buy a better and bigger home.  I 

scouted out homes during the week and Cherie joined me on weekends 

looking at these homes.  We settled on a nice brick ranch, not too far from 

my work.  The home boasted 2 baths, a large partially finished basement, 

and a very large fenced yard that suited our dog just fine.  We settled in, 

learned to like the City of Columbia and looked for a church home.  It was 

difficult to settle for a Sunday sermon after the excitement of working so 

closely with troubled young people.  

The pastor of the church we attended 

also went to the State Maximum 

Security Prison once a week to hold a 

service for some of the inmates there.  

I tagged along and in just a few 

weeks the ñPrison Ministryò was 

handed over to me.  Cherie wasted 

no time making new friends, joined a 

bible study group, guest taught at the elementary school and cooked up 

some wonderful meals.  Yes, this girl could cook and bake. 

 We met a young couple from the church that was living in a trailer 

that they had to vacate, so we invited them to stay with us.  Arnie, who had 

the basement bedroom, bath and rec area all to himself had to give up his 

space to this young couple.  Our entire family enjoyed having th e couple 

stay with us.  The kids loved them, we did things together and in general 

had the times of our lives.   Even after this couple moved out, our kids were 

asked to make room for strangers in need.  The wife and son of one of the 

men incarcerated in the Jefferson City Maximum Security Prison , an unwed 

and very pregnant mother with a young daughter, and so on.  We decided to 

look for some land outside of the city to build on.  We eventually bought 
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two 5 acre parcels just a short drive outside of the city.  We eventually built 

a lovely passive solar home on one of the plots of land.      

 We had small group meetings in our home and people would just 

drop in occasionally.  Our kids all had their own space and their friends 

were never far away.  Cherie became a serious runner, we bought a pickup 

truck  and started a large garden plot.   It really was an idyllic setting.     
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Chapter 8.  Giving it all up and heading south again 

 Through the years we lived in Columbia, we kept in touch with the 

folks at Teen Challenge down in Houston.  We took trips to visit, and they 

in turn visited us.  The things we experienced while we were still living in 

Houston and the stories of redemption we heard from our Texas visitors 

reminded us why we were drawn to the Gospel of Jesus Christ to begin 

with.  The Sunday morning church routine just wasnôt doing it for us. 

 Thatôs right, I quit a well paying job, we sold our lovely country home 

and we headed back south to help out at the new Teen Challenge facility 

located near Wharton, Texas.  This wasnôt an easy move for us.  We were 

very comfortable and secure in Columbia and headed into a venture where 

we would be dependent on the generosity of the area churches and 

donations from individuals and local businesses.  The move was hard on 

the kids.  They left many friends behind and we also left our poor cat with 

the buyer of our home.  Our oldest son would have started High School with 

many of his friends in Columbia but now he would start all over with a 

whole new set of kids.  We had enough money to purchase a home in Sugar 

Land, Texas and we proceeded to make the daily drive to the Center in 

Hungerford.  It was called a Residential Training Program and i t was 

located in what used to be a high school, a large complex that included 

three wings of offices, school rooms (most of which had been converted into 

dormitories) , a cafeteria, a large gymnasium and an auto shop.  The 

complex also included an array of trailers for the staff and mothers with 

children.  Cherie immediately went to work organizing the kitchen and 

taking over the responsibility for securing food and teaching the residents 

to prepare it.  This was no easy task and if that wasnôt enough, she 

eventually started a ceramics shop and opened a thrift shop in the city of 

Wharton.  I  was responsible for inductions into the program which also 

included the prison ministry and outreach to the community.  Needless to 

say, this was more than a full time job and we soon realized that the daily 

commute from our home in Sugar Land was too time consuming, so we 

rented out our home and moved into a double wide trailer in the complex.  

After spending time at the kidsô school observing their curriculum, Cherie 

decided that she would home school our children.  Yes, indeed. 
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 The picture above shows Cherie with the other senior staff ladies 

planning the dayôs activities.  Cherie and the lady sitting on the left (Voneta) 

were dedicated running partners, traversing as many as six miles on almost 

a daily basis in the Texas heat.  The lady in the center is our dear friend 

Priscilla who, like Voneta, are still in touch.  The kids had no difficulty 

making friends and the complex along with the horses and livestock, a 

nearby fishing creek and occasional outings to the Gulf made for an almost 

daily adventure.  The kids mingled freely with the residents and our 

daughter Jennifer spent many hours helping the Moms in the nursery.  Yes, 

we were all quite busy.  Our son Arno fast tracked through his school 

curriculum and within a couple of years earned himself a full academic 

scholarship to Houston Baptist University.   
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Chapter 9.   Back to Missouri 

 After more than 5 years of ministering at the Teen Challenge Campus, 

we decided to move back to Missouri.  There were several things that 

influenced our decision, but suffice it to say that both Cherie and I agreed 

that it w as time to leave.  We were very attached to some of the staff and 

residents and when our rental truck pulled out of  the complex, the residents 

climbed out of their classroom windows, climbed onto the truck and 

blocked the road.  More tears and hugs but we finally got on the road and 

made our way back to Columbia. 

 Friends had secured a duplex for us to live in and a group were 

waiting for us when we arrived and helped us unload.  The pastor of our 

former church home came by and offered me a position with the church 

supervising the construction of a school, gym and a cafeteria next to the 

church.  Lacking other offers, I  took on that responsibility and toiled on 

that project for better than 2 years.  During our stay in Texas, we spent 

most of our savings and we couldnôt sell our home in Texas but had good 

renters that paid on time and maintained the place.  Cherie wasted no time 

finding work.  She cleaned other peopleôs homes and volunteered at the 

church.   A good friend offered her a job as bookkeeper/office manager, a 

job she held until we moved yet again. 

 We were able to buy a home close to the church and we made a little 

money rehabbing a couple of homes in the City of Columbia.  After sprucing 

up the home we bought, we sold it, bought another that we also turned over 

to buy a very nice home near the University Campus.  After the church 

project came to a close, I re-applied with the National Weather Service and 

they immediately offered me a couple positions but tired of moving, I held 

out for a job at the Columbia Regional Airport.   Even though I had left Civil 

Service for nearly 8 years, they did what they could to accommodate me 

and after a month or so I was back at my old job and making decent money 

again.  Cherie was jogging again, I was playing soccer and our Jennifer and 

Christopher attended the Christian Academy.  Our son Arno was still at 

HBU in Texas but on a visit home, he came out to see me on the soccer 

field.  One of my teammates was the soccer coach at Central Methodist 
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College and when he saw Arno 

play, he told him to come to the 

College and he would fix him up 

with a soccer scholarship.  And so 

it came to be that our family was 

together again.  The Weather 

Service promoted me to ñOfficial 

in Chargeò of the Columbia office.  

I was making more money and we were all together again.  Our son 

graduated from Central Methodist College and immediately went to w ork in 

sales for a medical equipment company.  Jennifer started at the University 

of Missouri  and Chris went to Southwest Missouri State a year later.  Our 

oldest son married a Stephens 

College girl and they gave us our 

first granddaughter, Summer 

Elizabeth.   Cherie and I got away 

for a 3 week vacation in Europe 

seeing the sites and visiting with 

friends and relatives.  Life was 

good for the Perlow family.  That 

was 1994, the year the National 

Weather Service centralized their 

offices and started closing the 

smaller regional offices.  My office was slated to close in the spring of 1995.  

Yup, it meant another move, one that none of us wanted. 

  


