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FRANK HENRY ELSASSER 
 
 
Born:  February 1, 1916 
Where:  Cincinnati, Hamilton County, Ohio 
Parents:  Frank Bernard Elsasser and Luella Rosenbaum 
Brother:  Edwin Elsasser 
Sister:  Loraine C. Elsasser (Fisher) 
Married:  Alfa Mae Seely  
Children:  Mary Janet Elsasser (J) 
                 Frank Donald Elsasser (D) 
                 Frances Luella Elsasser (F) 
 
The family was mostly raised at 494 Mt. Hope Road, Cincinnati. Dad had to quit school 
at the age of 16 because his father died from cancer in 1933. He became responsible 
for helping the family so his brother and sister could continue their education. He joined 
the Navy prior to WWII because he was at Pearl Harbor when it was bombed on 
December 7, 1941 (more later). 
 
Fran sent this picture of Dad at 
age 12. 
 

 

494 Mt. Hope Road, Cincinnati 
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I (J) don’t know what he did between quitting school and joining the Navy. Fran sent the 
following picture; Dad in front of his station at age 22, in 1938—written on the back of 
the picture is “Frank—I want this reserved—Aunt Irish 1938”. Don said Dad wanted to 
be a police officer but was below the height requirement.  
 

 
 

 
YOUTH 
 Dad and Edwin would go swimming in Al Capone’s pool. 
 On an occasion someone wrote Aunt Loraine a mash note. He and Edwin waited for 

the guy after school and beat him up. 
 He played semi-professional baseball in Cincinnati. 
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MARRIAGE 
Dad met mom while he was on the USS Pennsylvania. His best buddy was Edward 
Treadway, who had married mom’s sister Beth. Mother was keeping Beth company as 
she traveled from port to port following Uncle Eddie’s ship. One evening Eddie asked 
Dad to take mom off their hands. He did—permanently. They went out a few times, 
wrote for a couple of months while his ship was at sea, and married on October 17, 
1942. 
 

 
 
As an early teen, Dad and I (J) were talking about baseball. I commented how cool it 
would be to catch a home-run ball. He said he did once. I asked where it was. He said 
the girl he was engaged to when he met Mother had it. But don’t tell your mother. 
Ooo-kaayy. Evidently she didn’t know he was engaged when they met. 
 
PEARL HARBOR 
Fran and I (J) separately saw the movie PEARL HARBOR. When we talked on the 
phone, we acknowledged that Dad had told both of us that he was at Pearl Harbor. But 
that’s all he ever told me. I was in my early teens, and wasn’t smart enough to ask any 
details; he didn’t volunteer any information.  
 
Fran had his military records. She didn’t understand why there were two sets of 
discharge papers, 1946 and 1952, from two separate ships. I told her about how Dad 
got his Korean orders.  
 
She had been online researching info on Pearl Harbor. I knew he had been on the USS 
Pennsylvania.  Fortunately, the Pennsylvania was in drydock for repairs at the front of 
Pearl Harbor. Dad told Fran he was knocked out of his bunk during the attack.   
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From Fran:  When I saw “Pearl Harbor”, the movie, and understood that the attack was 
at 6:00 am, I believe, then I could understand how he was knocked out of his bunk.  
Dad had also told me that his ship was just moved out of one position in drydock to 
another the day before the attack. The ship that was moved into the position his ship 
had vacated the day before sustained far more damage than did Dad’s.  
 

 

Dad is 
sitting on 
the second 
row on the 
right. 

 

Dad in 
uniform. 

 

 

 
Pearl Harbor days 

 

 
 
 
These two sites tell you about the Pennsylvania’s history.  
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/USS_Pennsylvania_(BB-38) 
http://usspennsylvania.org/WarHistory.htm 
 
Map of USS Pennsylvania location at Pearl Harbor 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Image:Pearlmap2.png 
 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/USS_Pennsylvania_(BB-38)
http://usspennsylvania.org/WarHistory.htm
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Image:Pearlmap2.png
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PROMOTIONS 
 

 

 
 

Uncle Eddie Treadway, Dad, Don in front 

 
KOREA 
I (J) remember the day Dad got his orders for Korea. He was in the Navy Reserves. I 
was next door playing with Paul Wayne Williams. Dad was in our driveway in a green 
knit shirt and slacks. The postman walked up to him and handed him a brown envelope. 
Te postman said, “I’m sorry.” It was Dad’s orders to report for duty in Korea. Uncle 
Eddie (Treadway) told him to tell the Navy that Dad was married with 3 children. It took 
a couple of months to get released but he was only gone a couple of months. Then he 
got out of the Reserves.  
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TALENTED 
Dad was very artistic. He had a workshop in the garage at our home at 3045 Avon 
Lane, San Pablo, California. He had nudie calendars. He either drew or traced a lady 
onto wood, cut it, painted it, and made it into the frontpiece of a lamp that he kept in the 
garage to work by.  From Fran:  This type of lamp art was unfortunately rather popular 
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at that time Dad also had a lamp with a lady’s stockinged-and-high-heeled leg as the 
base.  I think Mom didn’t have those lamps around for long. 
 
He was trained in electronics in the Navy. From Fran:  He was the radio operator on his 
ship. When I asked him once, ‘What did you do after the bombs started hitting?’ he said, 
‘I had to get to the radio and send out messages.’  
 
In the days of tubes and wires, he repaired everyone’s electronics in the neighborhood, 
both in California and in Virginia after we moved there in 1956 (6805 Beechview Drive, 
Falls Church, Virginia). We had TVs, radios, record players, toasters, oscillators, 
schematics all over the basement. He was always repairing something. He loved it. In 
California he had drawers and drawers of <connectors>. The guy packing the garage 
for the move to Virginia stole most of them; Mom remembered him continually going to 
his truck. They were missing when unpacking in Virginia. 
 
Dad also did artwork. The last thing I (J) remember him doing was gluing jewels onto 
black velvet. 
 
He also completed the basement in our Virginia home. He taught Don, who taught his 
first son Jake. Don is now (2008) helping his other two sons Rocky and Lance to fix 
their homes. 
 
GARDENER 
Dad has the greenest thumb ever known. He could grow anything:  cherry trees, 
tomatoes, a vegetable garden, flowers, azaleas, mimosa trees in the VA yard.  
From Fran:  Dad loved beautiful trees and flowers. He planted two gorgeous Mimosa 
trees in our front yard in Virginia—they have island-like green leaves, and bloom with 
the most beautiful pink flowers.  He would take us on drives in neighborhoods nearby 
just to look at streets that were lined with beautiful flowering trees in the spring. We 
would go on drives into the mountains of Virginia during the fall, to admire the multi-
colored beauty around us as the trees turned their golden, orange, red, and yellow hues 
of Autumn. He would often take pictures of beautiful trees and flowers—just to marvel at 
their beauty. 
 
RELIGIOUS / CONVERSION 
Dad was raised staunch German Catholic in Cincinnati. He was always religious. He 
wasn’t happy when the Catholic Church excommunicated him because he wasn’t 
married by a Catholic Priest. In 1942 the Catholic Church made you sign papers that 
you’d raise your children Catholic. Mother refused to do it, even though she wasn’t LDS 
active at the time, and they were married by the ship’s captain. Ergo, the 
excommunication. I (J) remember going to Mass with Dad when I was 4 years old. I was 
fascinated by the kneeling and applying some liquid upon entering the church. My first 
name Mary came from Grandma Elsasser getting me christened Catholic before Mother 
could me blessed LDS (when I was 2-1/2). Evidently Catholics must have a saint’s 
name, so she added Mary to Janet. Mother was not happy.  
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I (J) remember Dad telling me that he said his prayers in the car on the way to work 
every day. 
 
He got involved in the LDS activities because Mother never learned to drive. Dad had to 
drive us from San Pablo to Richmond, CA to the chapel. It was too long to drive back so 
he waited for us, sometimes attending church. He was baptized July 1956, a week 
before we moved to Virginia, where he was the ward basketball coach; we traveled all 
over VA, MD and DC playing other wards.   
 
From Fran:  I was told that Dad joined the Church when he saw the priesthood power 
that healed me after being run over by a truck. I’ll try to make this story short…but, 
when I was 4 or 5, I was walking on a sidewalk, pulling a tricycle behind me, near my 
CA home when a neighbor was backing his 2.5-ton construction truck, loaded with 
bricks, into his driveway. I was on the blind-side of his maneuver, and too short for him 
to see me.  His back fender knocked me down on my stomach, and the dual-back-
wheels of his truck ran completely over my mid-body. He stopped before his front tires 
also ran over me, because he heard the scraping of my tricycle under his truck. I was 
not able to walk at first after that accident—the tires had run over me from my chest to 
just above my knees. Two Elders gave me a blessing, and it wasn’t long before I was 
gradually able to walk again. Mom told me in later years that Dad knew the power of the 
priesthood was true, and that was the only way I survived that accident—and he 
therefore knew the rest of the Church had to be true. I think he was baptized about a 
year and a half after that accident.  
 
But before that, in CA, he was a Scoutmaster, and played Santa Claus at the ward party 
(circa 1954). 
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From Fran:  I pushed myself right up to the front of a pack of kids to receive whatever 
he was passing out, and attended church before he was ever baptized.  
 

 
 
CHURCH SERVICE 
One of Dad’s calling in Virginia was Ward Clerk. This was the day when the Ward Clerk 
was the man on the stand taking minutes, was also financial clerk and membership 
clerk. He did it all. He’d set up the card table in the living room after Church and spread 
out the information. Mom got a special calling to type the tithing receipts. He spent 
hours moving people in and out of the ward (it wasn’t computerized then). Just keeping 
the ward roster up to date was a never-ending process. Mom was constantly typing 
dittos so it could reproduced (copiers weren’t big then either). 
 
After he retired from the Navy Department, one of his assignments was the Stake Farm 
Treasurer. The Church owned a dairy farm in Maryland. Once a month he and Mom 
would drive to Maryland to check out the farm, collect payroll forms, and then write 
checks to the people who ran the farm.  
 
He also loved to sing. He was always in the choir. Our family was raised on Lawrence 
Welk and the Hit Parade, popular TV programs in the 50s and 60s. Dad would 
occasionally break out his violin and play a tune. Then he and Mom would dance 
around the living room.  
 
From Fran: Music. Dad could play at least four instruments that I remember, quite 
well—the piano, the violin, the harmonica, and the accordion. He was never formally 
taught to play any of these instruments—he taught himself to play, “by ear”. He would 
take these instruments out, on request often from me, and play them for us. I was awed 
by his talents. We never owned a piano in our homes, but I heard him play the piano at 
church (for fun, not formally) or some other places, and he was quite good. I always 
asked him to play a ‘boogie woogie’ beat that I still love. He always smiled when he 
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played an instrument. He also sang beautifully—a rich, full bass. He sang in choirs with 
Mom all the time—church, stake, etc.—and I often sang in the same choirs. I have a 
miniature Hymn book of his—with his name embossed on it—as well as a matching one 
with Mom’s name on it. I have full copies of the “The Messiah”, too, one with Dad’s 
name hand-written on it, and one with Mom’s name hand-written on it. At times, Dad, 
Mom, and I used to sit on the front porch of our Falls Church VA home singing. I have 
always loved to sing, and so did Dad and Mom. Neighbors used to comment years later 
that they enjoyed hearing us sing on our porch.  
 
Dancing. Dad and Mom both loved to dance. They told the story that they used to dance 
quite often, I think in the early days of paling around with Beth and Eddie mostly. They 
were doing a Mexican Hat Dance kind of dance at one time—I know Mom said that she 
was dancing around a straw Mexican-type hat on the floor, Dad holding her hand, but 
she twisted and broke her foot somehow. It was apparently a painful and long-to-heal 
break, and she said they just never went out dancing much after that. But every New 
Year’s Eve, for as long as I can remember, they would watch a New Year’s Eve show 
on TV, and near midnight, they would always dance a sort of quick-step dance right in 
our living room. They moved together like two pros, never missing a beat or a step in 
this close-hold dance with a lot more moves and steps than any of us teenagers knew 
at the time. I’m sure the dance style had a name—it was a typical 20’s type dance, with 
changes of direction and fancy footwork, Mom sometimes kicking her foot out behind 
her, little skips—I don’t know how to describe it, but they looked so happy when they did 
this little dance that probably had significant memories and meaning to them from their 
earliest New Year’s Eve together. I could imagine how great they must have looked 
‘cutting a rug’ in their early years. I could see the love they shared from the beginning 
and that held them together through all the years. 
 
SECULAR ACTIVITIES 
When we lived in California, Dad belonged to a bowling team. Mom and I (J) would 
catch the bus on Friday night and watch his league bowl. While I was living with 
roommates, I’d meet him every Saturday morning and we’d bowl a few frames.  
 
In California he took us kids fishing at various places. He loved to go out on San 
Francisco bay and fish for salmon. He’d bring home the catch; we’d all stand around 
and watch him clean the fish. Then Mom would freeze the salmon. 
 
He would also take us kids pony riding before Church on Sunday. There are pictures in 
my “baby book.” It was a grand time as I remember. 
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In VA Dad coached Don’s Little League 
team. Mom said the boys loved playing for 
him because he never told them, “Win, 
win.” He just said to do the best they 
could. 
 

 
 
From Fran:  I know I used to go with Dad and Don [as we called him then] to his games 
all the time. I liked to be around some of the cute boys that played on the team, and I 
liked to be with Dad. I would often just walk around the ball-field areas, most often 
looking for lost money. I seemed to have uncanny luck for finding lost coins and 
sometimes bills….I was most happy when I found enough money to buy a fudgesicle! 
To this day, I still find money when I walk around anywhere—most of all pennies, but 
the silver coins are a great find—and yes, I always pick them up. I have found many 
bills, too—two times having found $100 bills, and other denominations from singles to 
$20 bills. It’s amazing! 
 
RETIREMENT 
Dad retired after 29 years of service from civil service in 1970. The typed page below 
was probably prepared by Mom for the retirement officer to read. Fun stuff in it. 
Following are his commendations. 
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DEATH 
Dad had smoked since he was 9 years old. I (J) remember him taking out his pouch of 
tobacco, patting it into the paper, and winding the ends. There weren’t filter cigarettes 
during my childhood. He tried to quit many times, but never succeeded in finally 
stopping. He suffered through 8 years of emphysema, congestive heart failure, carrying 
his own oxygen tank, and finally being diagnosed with lung cancer just a few weeks 
before his death, dying from a heart attack. Per the death certificate, the causes of 
death included:  Hypotension, Cardiac Arrest, Cerebral Anoxia, and Squamous Cell 
Carcinoma of Lung.  He usually weighed around 180; he weighed 118 pounds when he 
died on October 14, 1984.  
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Mom died 6 weeks later on November 25 from bone and breast cancer. Per Mom’s 
death certificate: “Progressive Multiple Myeloma”, which in itself mostly refers to bone 
cancer—but the final doctor who cared for her in Woodbridge, VA, in the very last 
weeks of her life said there was cancer in her breasts; indeed, I (F) saw an open sore 
on the underside of one breast as I bathed her one day—we moved her to my (Fran’s) 
house after Dad died. She saw me grimace as I saw this sore, and she said “It’s eating 
through, isn’t it?” That last doctor in Woodbridge said that bone cancer never migrates 
to breast cancer, it’s the other way around—breast cancer can migrate to bone cancer, 
and he felt that they had missed the breast cancer, that her cancer originated in the 
breast. She discovered the bone cancer because she’d had a pain in her leg for 
months, but the doctor didn’t take an X-ray until she complained again of the pain. He 
saw the tumor had almost eaten through the bone in her leg. Dad told him to get out of 
the room when the doctor visited Mom in the hospital.  
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MORE PICTURES 
 

 
 

Marriage of Frank Bernard Elsasser and Luella Rosenbaum 
August 28, 1912 

 
 

Witnesses:  Joseph Elsasser and Agnes Rosenbaum 
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One of the few pictures of both the Seely and Elsasser grandmothers, 9/48. 
 
  Luella Rosenbaum Elsasser  Frances Edith Fisher Seely 
  Janet Elsasser    Randy Treadway 
  (Frank) Donald Elsasser   Terry Treadway 
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Marriage of Loraine C. Elsasser and Harry Bernard Fisher, June 27, 1936 
 
Left to Right 
Edwin H. Elsasser Loraine Caroline Elsasser (Dad’s sister) 
Frank Henry Elsasser Unknown 
Harry Bernard Fisher Virginia (Ginny) Elsasser 
     (wife of Edwin, Dad’s brother) 
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Loraine Elsasser 
and Grandma 

Luella Elsasser 
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Harry and Loraine 
Elsasser Fisher 

 
 

The Harry Fisher Family 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
1945 
Harry Fisher 
Loraine Elsasser Fisher 
Butch (Harry) 
Judith Ann 
Bob 
Raymond 

 
Harry Bernard Fisher and Loraine C. Elsaser Fisher family 
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Frank Henry Elsasser and Alfa Mae (Amy) Elsasser, 1944 
 

Mom called herself Amy after she married Dad. Her initials when typing a letter were 
AME. So her boss starting calling her Amy. It stuck. 
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Frank Henry Elsasser and Alfa Mae (Amy) Elsasser, 1982 
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OBITUARIES 

 

 

Dad’s father. 

 

Dad’s mother. Her second 
marriage was to  Clem C. 
French from Indiana. He 
was the only Grandpa we 
knew. 

 

Great-grandpa, grandma 
Elsasser’s father. 
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3045 Avon Lane, San Pablo, California 
(between 1949 and 1956) 
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Easter 1953 
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TOP:  Mom, Grandma Seely, Aunt Beth Treadway (Janet and Don) 
LEFT:  Grandma Elsasser and Frank Henry Elsasser 
RIGHT:  Dad, Grandma Elsasser, Mom 
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LEFT:  Mom, Janet and Don 
RIGHT:  Dad and Janet  
 
 
 

 
 
Grandma Luella Rosenbaum Elsasser 
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Mom’s broken foot 
 

 


