
L 
ast monthôs back-to-back-to-back snowfalls didnôt cause 

much dismay for Kim and Jim Weeks. Since moving to 

their home on the southeast corner of Sailboat Lake 

eight years ago, theyôve endured the 2017 tornado and the 2019 

flood. Their neighbors once joked that they became a jinx after 

arriving here. 

All kidding aside, Kim and Jim couldnôt be happier to be Buc-

caneer Bay residents. With the view of the lake from their west-

facing windows, life is good. And for Jim, itôs a nice permanent 

change from his nomad life as son of a military father. 

ñItôs been a great place,ò Jim said. ñWe really like it here,ò Kim 

added. 

The couple couldnôt have had more different lives growing up. 

Kim is a native Nebraskan and graduated from Omaha North 

High School. Jimôs dad, an Air Force Master Sergeant, chose to 

make Offutt his last duty station. Before settling down for good, 

his family moved about every two years. 

One Air Force assignment Jim remembers best was Valdosta, 

Ga., which was close to his dadôs hometown. Another key stop 

in his dadôs career was Minot, N.D., which is where he met 

Jimôs future mother. 

Said Jim: ñIôve got family about as far south as you can get, and 

Iôve got family about as far north as you can get.ò 

Bellevue became the town Jim lived longest, starting with sixth 

grade. He graduated from Bellevue East High School but ad-

mits he was a bit of a rebel. 

ñYou hear stories about the kid who is in the courtroom,ò Jim 

said, ñand the judge says something like, óYou can go to jail or 

go to the military.ô It was something like that for me. I was 17 

years old and I just turned stupid.ò 

Faced with a life-changing choice, Jim visited with an Air Force 

recruiter who told him it would be six to eight months before 

he could begin his service. Not wanting to wait that long, he 

next stopped at the Army recruiting office. 

ñI asked, óHow quick can you get me out of here?ô Jim said. ñHe 

pulled out all my information and said, óYouôre 17. As long as 

your parents will sign, I can have you out in 48 to 72 hours. Do 

you think this will be a problem with your dad?ô I said, óI donôt 

think itôs going to be a problem at all.ô ò 

That same afternoon, Jim and the Army recruiter went to Jimôs See Weeks, Page 2 
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house to meet his dad with the paperwork requiring his signa-

ture. The very next morning, Jim was dropped off at the airport 

and on his way to active duty. 

ñIt was the best thing that ever, ever happened to me in my 

life,ò Jim said, ñfrom where I was and what it did for me.ò 

So starting in October of 1985, he embarked on a four-year 

hitch. He knew coming in what he wanted to become: an Air-

borne Ranger. 

ñI told them I wanted it all,ò Jim said. ñI was really excited 

about that.ò 

He was sent to Airborne School and was supposed to go from 

there to the Ranger indoctrination program, but he was given 

the option to take a permanent duty assignment with the 82nd 

Airborne Division. 

Living the Sailboat Lake dream  

Jim Weeks is proud to display the license plate on his 

truck that tells folks he was Army Airborne. 
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Weeks: Tornado and flood caused some anxious moments  
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ñThatôs how I ended up at Fort Bragg (North Carolina) for the 

rest of my four years,ò Jim said. ñI never left the states.ò 

Once he left the service, Jim returned to Bellevue and moved 

back into his parentsô house, but not for long. 

So, you might wonder, how did an Omaha girl end up with a 

guy from Bellevue? 

Jim explained: ñWe met each other through friends at a job I 

had and a job that she had.ò 

Jim was employed at Security Equipment, and Kim worked at 

DTN. Jim and Kim both played co-ed softball. Coincidentally, 

many of their games were at the same River City Softball com-

plex in Papillion. 

ñWe played quite a bit, two or three times a week,ò Jim re-

called. ñAnd thatôs how we met. Actually, we met in the bar 

after the softball games. It was weird how all that went down.ò 

It took another six months or more, Jim remembered, before 

they went on their first date. They got more serious in 1993 and 

were married two years later. 

Kim, who was divorced, admits she was hesitant to remarry but 

was convinced by Jim to say yes. 

ñThat all worked out great,ò Jim said. ñWe ended up getting an 

apartment together and bought our first house together.ò 

The Weeks got to see the explosive western growth of Papillion 

when they built a home surrounded by cornfield. Groundbreak-

ing for Werner Park took place nearby the year they moved in. 

ñWe were something like the fourth house on our street,ò Kim 

said. ñThere wasnôt anything up there, just cornfields. Weôd 

open the door, and the dogs would just run. There wasnôt any-

one around us.ò 

Added Jim: ñWe thought it would be well beyond our lifetimes 

before this would close in on us. Well, it happened like that.ò 

Once the couple became empty-nesters in 2016, they found 

themselves being hemmed in by all the new construction. They 

immediately found the home for sale on Sailboat Lake, made 

an offer and moved in. Less than a year later came the tornado 

that hit Buccaneer Bay hard. 

ñWe had $43,000 worth of damage,ò Jim said. ñWe had a hole 

in our roof and watched the rain come into the house.ò 

There was a hot tub in their backyard covered by a brand-new 

gazebo that got tossed up against their fence. 

ñIt was twisted like tin foil,ò Jim said. ñIt was completely use-

less.ò 

Next came the 2019 flood. That, Kim said, was even more un-

settling, because they were Las Vegas-bound as the lake rose. 

ñWe were leaving the day they closed the Platte River bridge,ò 

Kim said. ñWe got past that bridge five minutes before they 

closed.ò 

While in Vegas, Kim and Jim were getting updates from next-

door neighbors Brad and Lori Alexander. 

ñBrad would send us videos of where the water was,ò Jim said. 

ñOne night it was an inch away from our concrete pad down 

below. We were just freaking out.ò 

Said Kim: ñIt was the day before St. Patrickôs Day. The next 

morning I didnôt want to check my phone. Then I got messages 

that it was receding, and the water didnôt get into our base-

ment.ò 

Highway 75 over the Platte had opened just a couple hours be-

fore the couple arrived back home. 

Kim said: ñAll the neighbors were telling us we couldnôt leave 

again, because every time we leave something happens.ò 

Jim still works fulltime inside the 45-story First National Bank 

Tower in cybersecurity, a job heôs had for 25 years. His hours 

allow him to miss rush hour, which makes for an easy com-

mute. 

Having lived here for eight years, the couple enjoys life on the 

lake. 

ñWe just wanted a place with water,ò Kim said. 

Added Jim: ñWeôre huge beach people, too. To have the oppor-

tunity to have a beach and water in Nebraska is nice. For the 

most part in our experience, everybody out here is great.ò 

Jim and Kim 

Weeks are big 

Nebraska fans 

as evident by 

the d®cor of 

their base-

ment. The li-

cense plate on 

their car 

reads, ñTO 

GOATò (Tom 

Osborne 

Greatest of All 

Time). 



Advertising is welcome  
The Buccaneer Bay Newsletter is distributed to more than 

400 homes, and even more eyes see it on the Buc Bay 

Facebook site. If youôd like to advertise, here are the monthly 

rates: 

Business-size card ð $2.00 

ı-page size ð $4.00 

İ-page size ð $5.00 

Full page ð $10 

New advertisements/business cards should be emailed (as a 

jpeg) to John Fey at: jmfey1952@gmail.com 

Buccaneer Bay Newsletter  

The Buccaneer Bay Newsletter is produced monthly for 

residents of Buccaneer Bayôs Sanitary Improvement District 

No. 5. 

Editor/Publisher éééééééééééééé.éééé..  John Fey 

Designer/Creative Director ééé...éééé.ééééé Gerry Fey 

Copy Editor éééééééééééééééé.éé.éé  Shirley Fey 

Contributing Writers é...éééé.é...é... All Buc Bay residents 

To contact the editor or contribute stories, photos or 

comments email: jmfey1952@gmail.com. 
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Pets of the month 
This month we are 

graced with three spe-

cial Buc Bay dogs. 

At left (top) is Doobie 

Doolittle, who arrived 

at the home of Jim and 

Laurie Deseck in 

March 2018. The Shih 

Tzu has provided them 

with lots of love and 

companionship. Many 

on Windward Drive 

know him well ð espe-

cially the neighbor boys 

and those who walk by. 

Doobie is always excit-

ed to see people and 

then settles down 

quickly if you pet him 

or rub his belly. He is a 

great traveler, and his 

ears perk up whenever 

he hears ñletôs go for a 

ride!ò He also loves golf 

cart rides. Whenever the grandkids are over, he has to go 

along. Doobie celebrated his sixth birthday last Jan. 7. 

At rigt is Harper, a cream-colored miniature, long-haired Dachs-

hund. Harper, who will turn 2 next month, lives on Ridgeway with 

John and Mary Bolton, who adopted the cutie after Maryôs daugh-

ter became busy with law school. 

At left (bottom) is Patsy, who lives with Dee and Vince Bruce. They 

brought her home the day before Thanksgiving of 2022. The photo 

shows her after her first trip to the groomer. ñEven though she is 

wearing a bandana,ò Dee said, ñshe does not like to have anything 

on her, including a collar or sweater.ò 
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As I peered outside the window of my 

den in the middle of last month while 

putting together this monthôs blather, I 

saw mounds of snow created from 

clearing our weeklong snow we had. 

We made it through the first week of 

January with just a couple of dustings 

of snow before rounds 1 and 2 hit. 

The second bout, with the accompany-

ing strong winds, reminded me of 

Omahaôs January 1975 blizzard. Any-

one who lived in the area then should 

remember that one as it ranked among 

the biggest winter storms in the cityôs 

history. Itôs one Iôll never forget. 

We were living in a 

rental house near 

48th and Leaven-

worth, just a couple 

miles southeast of 

UNO. I was dis-

charged from the 

Army the month be-

fore and was just 

starting my first se-

mester at UNO. Wife Shirley was less 

than a month into her new job with an 

insurance company near 72nd and 

Mercy Road. 

The snow began early in the morning 

that Friday, Jan. 10, and Shirleyôs office 

was still going to open. I told her, ñYou 

know, theyôre going to let you all go as 

soon as you get there.ò Sure enough, 

shortly after I got home, the phone 

rang. ñYou can come get me,ò she said. 

The trip there and back took at least 

twice as long as normal with the snow-

fall increasing. We didnôt have a gar-

age, so we parked behind our house, 

halfway up the alley. We hunkered 

down for the day with our 15-month-

old son. 

The wind was howling, and the snow 

was really coming down as the day pro-

gressed. Later that afternoon, a high 

school classmate called from his house 

about eight blocks from us. Keith told 

me his dad was stuck at the Stockyards 

Building (in South Omaha) and asked if 

Iôd ride along to ñrescueò his dad. I al-

ways wanted to know what it would be 

like to be stranded in a snow drift, so I 

quickly said yes. 

Surprisingly ð probably because the 

smart people stayed home ð there was 

very little traffic, and the main roads 

we took were in relatively good shape. 

The only issue we had was getting off 

Leavenworth onto 51st Street. We got 

stuck a block or so from Keithôs house. 

By then, it was around 8 p.m., and I 

figured I better get home. The question 

was how with the snow quite deep. 

Keith had the answer: He pulled out 

snowshoes, which I had never worn 

before. It seemed to take forever with 

the snow still blowing, but the snow-

shoes really did work. 

What we saw the next morning was 

mind-blowing. The official snowfall in 

Omaha was 13 inches, but with the 

wind, drifts of 4 to 5 feet were com-

mon. And that included those in our 

alley. 

Iôm not sure what the policy is today in 

Omaha, but back then, the city didnôt 

plow alleys. The only way out was to 

shovel, and thatôs what I did. First, I 

had to make a path from the back of 

our house to the alley. Then came the 

back-breaking work ahead: shoveling 

all the way to 48th Street. 

I didnôt realize the severity of that storm 

until reading the paper. The front-page 

photo in the paper of 72nd Street looking 

north toward Pacific showed a virtual 

parking lot. Stories of people stranded in 

various places made us feel lucky that we 

were safe at home that weekend. 

I remember my younger brother telling 

me he spent that Friday night at a bar 

near 60th and Grover. I asked him if the 

drinks were free, and he said no. 

City officials cautioned Omaha residents 

that travel would be difficult the follow-

ing Monday, and they were right. But 

little did we know that three months later 

the Tornado of ô75 would follow. 

While that 1975 snowstorm was a mon-

ster, I remember many other winters that 

were nasty in terms of snow and/or long 

days of below-freezing temperatures. 

The winter of 1983-84 stands out in my 

mind for the streak of seven days leading 

to Christmas Eve when the temperature 

failed to make it past zero ð the coldest 

in city history. Our oldest son had a paper 

route, and, of course, I helped him on 

weekends. 

On the coldest morning of that spell, the 

wind chill exceeded minus-70! The heat 

in our van couldnôt keep up, so we had to 

stop our deliveries midway through to go 

inside and warm up. 

By then, we were living in our first home 

near 76th and Western Avenue, and I was 

working at the law firm of Kutak Rock 

downtown. Parking was expensive 

enough that I most-often took the bus. 

Even though the stop was just a block or 

two from the house, it was cold waiting 

for it, especially that winter. 

Last monthôs back-to-back snowfalls were 

a pain, but since weôre retired, it wasnôt as 

bad as the ñgood old daysò when we had 

places we had to be. Still, itôs no fun to be 

cooped up for days when the tempera-

tures tell you to stay put. 

Hereôs looking forward to the days when 

we can complain about the heat.  

From the Editor, John Fey 

It wasnõt the ôBig Oneõ but close 

Snow was piled up on Lakeside 

Drive from Januaryôs back-to-back 

snow events. 
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Mother Nature slams Buc Bay 
While it might not go down among the biggest series of 

snowfalls in Nebraska history, the January wallop 

drew comparisons of others to hit Buccaneer Bay. 

Mary Moneke, who with husband Gene live on Cape 

Horn, said it made for a difficult time for all. ñWe had 

a warm December, then sustained bitter cold with 

snowfalls with heavy winds,ò Mary said. ñWith average 

highs in January of 32 to 34 degrees, minus-17 and 

strong north winds made this January memorable ð 

not in a good way. But as I told my granddaughter, 

Olivia: óNo matter how cold it is here, itôs not as cold as 

North Dakota.ô I grew up in Fargo, and that is still a 

true statement!ò 

Carol Kellison, who lives on Spyglass with husband 

Roger, said, ñThe most impacted snowstorm I remem-

ber is the snowstorm/blizzard on Christmas Eve and 

Christmas of 2009.ò 

Mike Reusch, our usual mail carrier, said it was a diffi-

cult week for him to carry out his duties. ñWe haven't 

had that much at the same time in a long time,ò he 

said. 

Here are some photos taken by our neighbors. Hereôs 

hoping the snow will be completely gone soon. 

Brooke Williams photo. Dave Nielsen photo. 

Chris Greaney Photo. Golf course No. 1 tee box before snow. Golf course No. 1 tee box 24 hours later. 



More memories of January snow  
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John McClain Photo. 

Lisa Davis Photo. 

Laurie Deseck Photo. 

Buccaneer Boulevard before snow. Buccaneer Boulevard 24 hours later. 

John Fey photo. 
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Ice rescue makes local news report  
Tragedy was avoided Jan. 28 when a fisherman fell through the thin ice on 

Bay Lake. Travis McIntosh, whose father lives on Cape Horn, was set up 

about 150 yards from where the man went into the water. He spotted the 

man treading water at a point he estimated to be 25 feet deep. 

ñThis spot of the lake was the last spot in the lake to freeze over,ò Travis 

wrote on his Facebook page. ñThe ice was only two inch-

es thick in the middle and eight inches along the bank.ò 

Travis told a KETV Channel 7 news reporter, ñIôve prob-

ably been ice fishing for 20 years, and Iôve never seen 

anything like this happen before. He went through the 

ice, and his hands were up. We just ran over to give him 

a hand.ò 

Once safely out, the man was taken by a four-wheeler 

into a warm house. Fortunately, he wasnôt hurt. 

ñThankfully, he didnôt suffer any injuries,ò Travis said, ñand it ended in a 

learning experience.ò 

Travis McIntosh, far left, and a friend pull a 

man from icy Bay Lake. 

Travis 
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Pull tab collections  

Aleah Burton, a Cadette in Girl Scout Troop 45483, is col-

lecting aluminum can tabs for the Ronald McDonald 

House. 

ñWe would love to collect as many as possible,ò said Aleahôs 

mom, Jonelle. ñThese pop tabs don't have to be just from 

pop cans. They can also come from food cans and pet 

cans.  If families could save up a batch, they can either drop 

them off at my house or text me (402-639-5921), and we 

can pick them up.ò 

The Burtons live at 841 Wedgewood Ct. 
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There was no room in this monthôs newsletter for a quiz. It will return (hopefully) with the 

March issue. 

Bingo scores again at clubhouse  
There was another good turnout last month for 

the first Bingo Night of the year at the Bay Hills 

clubhouse. If you missed it, donôt fret. The next 

one is set for Saturday, Feb. 3, starting at 7 p.m. 

The grill will be on starting at 5. 



 
MR. LANDSCAPE 

Rick Hadfield 

Licensed ð Insured ï EPA Certified 

Services: 

Commercial & Residential 

Emerald Ash Borer Treatment 

Lawn Seeding ð Straw Blanket & Sodding 

Lawn Mowing ð Landscape Maintenance 

Delivery: Limestone, Mulch, Fill Dirt 

402-297-4350 
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February funnies  
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