ArPLE BLOSSOMS

There is hanging on memory's wall, one picture that never fades.
It is 'a picture of a half-cottage nestled among the hills of southern Ohio,.
A long lene leads up to the hgpse, and tall cherry trees tower far above the
vine-clad porche. Back of the house, & little farther up on the slope, is the
ap.le orchard, in long straight rows- the trees loaded with pink and white bloom.

I have seen the branches of thése trees bending low With the snow -
in winter, and sparkling with long icicles in early spring. I have climbed
to the pop-most bough to gather the choice fruit. But it is always the apple
blossoms, laden with sweet perfume, that I see first, just as they looked that
morning in May, fifty years ago. It was my wedding day, and I stood upon the
threghold of that home, not 1 ooking back, as I am today, but out upon a future,
which in fancy was as brighf\and rosy as the apple blossoms- with &ll the fond
hopes and ambitions, that a bride of nineteen years, could possibly have.

It was in apple blossom time, the previous year that I had given
my heart to the one I loved. At the }oot of the lane, winding down thra gh the
farm, was a beautiful ravine. And sitting on a large rock, with the cool water
trickling over the pebbles at our feet- the banks on either side, covered with
ferns and wild flowers- a ring was placed on my finger. Immediately, I felt
. that I belonged to one man, and that he Belonged to me. And all through the
chenging years, I am sure that both can say, " I have never had cause to think

otherwise." 2
It seemed such a short time until our children were playing in

this same ravine, dipping their bare feet in ehe winding brook, picking the

wild flowers.from its banks for me- and there, seated on that same memorable

rock, I told them the tragedy of the ring. Mother was anxious that I should
heve a little vacation before I was married, and I went to see my old Quaker

funt Deborah. Not a little of the joy ofithis trip, was the going to Zanesville®
on the " Lizzie Castle "- the finest boat runhing on the Muskingum river. Think-
ing how proud I wouid be to show my ring to my cousins, I bent to brush some lint
from my dress, and to my horror, brushed the precious ring right off my finger-

down, down into the waters of the Muskingum! " A bad omen", I was told, and




while love was not brushed away with that circle of gold, and another ome
soon replaced it, no other could be quite so beautiful to me. ?
All through that year, I was busy preparing for my weddinge I
wondered at times if I was ready to give up my girlhood, and assume the re-
sponsibility of a home- a home that I wanted to be as full of love mdd useful-~ V
ness as the one I was lea¥ing.
Today, I turn the pages of memory back to my earliest recollectionm,.

that the grandchildren may know something of their grandmother's family.
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The log cabin in which I was born, consisted of a large living-
room, two bedrooms, eand a lean-tc kitchen. This living-room had & huge fire-

place. I remember brother Chalk and myself, sitting in fromt of it on Christ-
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. mas Eve, wondering how Santa Claus could ever get down if Father put on the
usual large back log. But Santa always got there somehows We never saw-him- %
he'was very mysterious in those days, eand altha gh I resolved over and over ?
again, not to close my eyes, he always eluded me. I have heard Mother tell |
how nearly he came to missing us one Christmase. She saved the day by dressing
two chickens, and walking to the village two miles away, end going from door to
door, until she sold them at thirty-two cents apiece,- and so we had afr Christmas.
-I remember the death of my sister Amy, and my Mother's sad face.
I was not quite four years old &t bhis time, and Amy was two years older.
It was sutumn, and Father and Mother were‘trying to get the fall work out of the
way, knowing the "Grim Reaper" might come at any time, for this bright little
girl of theirs, whom the doctor seid could iive only a short time.

The tobacco raised on this newly cleared land, furnished most of

the money- for their winter supplies. I am enough of a pioneer to remember

all about the process of raising this crop. The large trees were cut down, and

then made into logs for the fireplace and stove-weed, and the branches piled

into one huge brush heap. Then on some still, clear evening, it was set afire,

and oh, what excitement it was for us childten to see it burngy Knowing nothing

of gas or electricity, it seemed to us, that the whole world was lighted by these

enoruous fires. The last bit was burned, and the ashes raked into the soil,

end tobacco seed sown. And then their plants were set,after a good soaking

rain. The hoeing, the weeding, the destroying of the long green tobacco worm,




my brothers delighted to throw upon me,- the stripping, and stringing of it,
the firing of it- then taking it down end packing it, involved a great deal

of work. Mother was helping string the last of the crop, when Oscar, my

oldest brother, decided he would get supper,- " he knew he could, if Amy would %
only tell him howe"  So he pulled her ‘out in the kitchen in the old rocking-
chair, and she told him how to cook the potatoes, fry the meat, and make the
gravy. They wanted it to be a grand surprise for Mother, but in my glee, I

was running back and forth to the old tobacco house, telling her every move thej
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mede, and I can still remember how lumpy the gravy wese. |

I was about seven years old, when Father built the new house, for

which they had been saving since the time of their marriage. There was no place‘

so desirable as the exact spot where the cabin stood, so the neighbors came to

=

help Father tear it down, and we children went with Mother to Grandmother's,

where dinner was prepared for them,- the dinner being their, only recommpense.

And here I must pause to pay tribute to this dear grandmother of
mine., She figured much in my early recollection, and as I think of her bent
form, her clear blue eye, and toil-worn hands, I wonder if she was the re-
markable women, I believed her to be, or was it because my Father placed her
on a pedestal, from which he never lowered her. And in my judgemcnt, my Father
never made a mistake. When Morgan County was mostly a forest, she was left a
widow with nine children, Father being the yaungest boy. She managed her home
and progressed in every wayy worth while. She was gentle, but firm as the
rock of Gibralter. As long as she lived, my Father would consult her before
mekeing a business deal. They would talk about the farm worlk, and she was
also his ' barometer., He would say, "lMother, does thee think it is going
to rain?" And Grandmother, never stopping her knitﬁing, would go out, scen
the heavens, and tell him what she thought, which was almost certain to be
rights From the time I éan remember her, she was knitting socks and stockings,
for the whole Lambert family. And with a pair of these woolen stockings, and
& heavy pair of cowhide shoes, we were prepared for winter, so far as our feet

were concerned. Grendmother was very orderly, very systematic. She said it

was & rule with her to blow the candle out Just as they finished breskfast,
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which you know would be very eary in swmmer, when long hours must be put in on

the farm, and not early in winter, when they coldd rest, if they had any rest.

My Grandmother's home with its wild rose, and snowball bush at the door is as vivid
to me as the one with the apple blossoms. When I went there, my mother would tell
me just how long I could stay,'perhapg an hour. Grandmother would show me

just where the hand would be on the old clock, and when my time was up, no

coaxing of mine would infkuence her to let me stay longer. But spreading me a péeve
of bread and butter, with that delicious jam she made, ( I can taste it yet) she
would send me home. .

For six years before her death, she could not walk, and divided her time
emong her children, never staying longer than ten weeks at a time. She was very
firm about this, saying, "that ten weeks was long enough for ény one to be con=-
finzé with her." And no matter what the weather was, when the time was up, she
must be on her way. My Mother always cried when she left. Instead of keeping
our home in an uproar, some indéscribable influence for good and peace was &
cheracteristic of hers. Her eyesight® féiled with the declining years, and how
she loved to have us read to her from the Bible. We would get the sacted book,
not because we wanted to read it, but because we doved to please her. Her faded
blue eyes would light up; end she would say, ™Is thee going to resd to me?™
And she would tell me just what chapterto gead, and perhaps before I could find
it, she had repeated it almost word for word, and I woﬁld wonder why she wanted
me to read ite Perhaps it was for my goods Weli, I do think that all the older
grendchildren of hersfwho had the good fortune to know her, will agree that she
would be outstanding in this generation, as she was in her own. With her rare
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quelities, her‘kenn insight, her fairness, her firmness, her love, she wa 1ld be
recognized today as unusual.

But let's go back to where they are busy tearing down that log cabin,
in which Oscar, Amy, Chalk, and myself were borne We could hardly wait to get °
back in the evening, and see.how it looked without the house. And while we
children hunted through the debris for little treasures each of us in turn had

poked through the cracks in the old kitchen floor, Mother stood there crying-

cryingl- when we were to have a new house- with a verandah clear across the
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front, and a hall with an open stairway with a banaster that we children could
start at the top and slide all the way down! I could not understand iother
then- but I do now. The lean-to kitchen was moved back, and porch attached

to it, and in this little kitchen, Mother cooked for the carpenters, the harvest
hands, and all the rest of us. The long table was spread on the porch where

we ate. Our sleeping cuarters were in the wood shed, the smoke-house, and the
barﬁ. We children hed a gloriougtand exciting fime, not realizing or caring
about the hard work, and all the perplexities that accompanied the building

of this new home. The apple orchard had bloomed and borne its fruit, before
this.home was completed, and just as we moved in, the house-warming ceme in the
form of a little brother, Reece Clinton. He brightened that home for three
short years, then suddenly, he left us, with only the memory of a very lovely

child.
From that time on, I think I assumed some of the responsibility

of that home, end had a share in cereing for the three yanger children. The
first of this trio was Elzﬁhry Jeamnette Lambert, a name that would reach almost
from his head to his heels. Years later, when he brought his bride to see
Father and Mother, she said, "Why did you give him such & neme?" And in her
cheracteristic way, Mother replied,™ To please a good ndighbor." TWe thought

it did not make much difference what we called him, for no one thought he could
live.” But this little mite of hamenity proved that e mother's love =znd care
dewie-go-gii- could do all that science and invention could possibly do.

His incubator was a soft pillow, and a warm blanket, end for two months we
never got & peep at him, only when Mother hauled him out to feed him. All
through life this brotherlhas developed that characteristic so early displayed,
of not giving up, not yielding to discouragement- always sure that success was
just around the corner.

I was almost eleven years old, when it seemed, with the pure

wnite snowflakes right from heaven, oné January day, my sister Mayme came to use
How happy I was to heve a sister! She was beautiful, with her fair skin, and

blue eyes, and at once, I appointed myself, her special nursd. I rocked her,

end seng lullaebies to her long after she was asleep, to keep from washing the

dishes. I curled her hair, and dressed her like I did my doll, end Mother was
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so afraid I would make her vain. And she thought I would ruin my own in after
years.. I would argue, "Mother, you cultivate your flowers, admire them, take
pride in making them as beamtiful as possible., Our children are just human
flowers- God=-given, and I think He wants us to cultivate the good, the beautiful
in them. Well, I em sure that any one who knows Mary Emma Lambert Ewing, wauld
never say I had spoiled her.
The apple trees planteé early in the ﬁarried life of my parents
had blossomed again and again, and had borne their fruit, before the last of
this family of eight children was born, on an Easter Sundaye. They were so
pleased with fine boy. Looking at a picture of bim, taken in early childhood,
I was surprised to see how much Mark, our youngest grandechild, looked like his
great-uncle Celeb. Is it any wonder when I left home, fifty years ago, that
I felt I was leaving my very own? And in that picture that never fades,
peering out from among the apple blossoms, I see each bright little faces
I could write velumes about things that took place in that home-
things that might be an inspirat?on to children and graendchildren- but I
do not want to say so much that it will grow tiresome, and you will not read
it. Yet I feel that I must relate this ome circumstance.
I have said before that the raising of tobacco was one of the
chief industries of this newly settled country. And my father being a good
Jjudge of the obnoxous weed, was employed‘by a tobaccoc merchant to buy and
pack it for him.b A1l went well for a time, and Father was so confident of
the success of thH s business, that he did not hesitate to sign his name to
notes for his employere. This man faileds The crash came with Father's name
tc notesfor more money than his home and ferm were worth. I remember the ex-
citement at the time, but it was hard for me to understand how my father cculd
be involved or held responsible. Taking me on his lep,( Father's lap was my
haven of rest in those days), he explained that he must borrow money, and give
his farm for security. Calling all the creditors together, in a conference
under the old cherry tree in the yard, he said, "There are just two things
you can do- take my home which will not be enaigh to pay all, or give me time,

and I will pay dollar for dollar." One finds out who their friends really are



at a time like this, but in my "Apple Blossoms" I do not want to record the
bitter things, and will just say that lenency was granted, while the man who
contracted the debt died, end left Father with the whole responsibility. I
huave heard Mother say one of the happiest deys of her life, was when the last
payment was made, and the mortgage cancelled.

VWhen I left home thet lMay day so long ago, I thought I wokld stay awey
a year, until the apile blossoés came again- But I was so homesick that my
husband said, ™ We will go home." And I shall never forget that first returning.
It seems strenge how we can create a new home, and not lose interest in the
childhood home. The older I grow, the more I live with Father and lMother-
or is it them liviﬁg in me? I know that childhood home, and the sacred
attachment to each member of the family, and a desirefor their approval, has
been the inspiration back of the little I may have accomplished. The apple
trees have not always bloomed so profusely, and beautifully as they did that
memorable May so long ago. Sometimes the pink and white blossoms have been
frost bitten and the fruit imper?ect. Sometimes the old apple trees bore no
fruit at all. Just so with life- joy and sorrow forever mingled. Not one of
our children were born in apple blossom time, but as each in turn was laid in
my arms- lovely and fragrant es tle pink and white buds- I experienced the
supreme joy of Motherhood.

Earl was our first born, and oﬁly boye. Although he was born al-
most under the shadow of the Capitol dome of Ohio, the strictest economy was
exercised in this great event. Not altogether bevasuse of my early training,
but as a matter of neeessity. A neighbor versed in the art did the honors for
five dollars, without the aid of a doctor. Iy mother came and stayed two weeks
with me and although I thought I knew all ebout the care of babies, I shall
never forget my feeling of utter helplessness when she left,

Four years)later, little by little, we had saved five hundred
dollars, bodght a lot, and the Building and Loan Company put a house on it
for 18¢ t was a hot summer, and around this new home there was no shade,
We were expecting a little visitor in August- no, not a visitor, for she was

coming to stay. lMother insisted that I come home, and Ellis had the honor of



being born in her grandfather's home, where the apple-blossoms bloomed.
And although they were not blooming on the trees, at thi s time of the year,
they were blooming in my heart. The Queen of Sheba was never more tenderly
caredfor. I was waited upon by the whole femily, and had the choice of
everythinge It was oﬁe grand holiday for me.
Four years later our Norma came. ‘And history repeated its-
self, for she was such a tiny baby, weighing less than four pounds, tha t
I sent for her Uncle Elza's dress that had been so carefully guarded all
through the years. I thought it would just fit her, but I could not quite
button it, she was such a darling oply-poly baby. WUhen she was two deys
old, I sat up in bed, and dressed her in Ellis! doll clothes, and leid her
in her little crid for her father to see when he came from work.
‘ They were just as I wanted them to be- my boy, and then my
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little girl. Norma use to say in her tantalizing voice, ® Ya did not

care which I was, did you, Memma?" And I did not. My boy, and girl were
both so precious to me, I couldrm&ke no choice, knowing the next would be
just as dear. And she was. They were "my jewels ". Perhapss their father
would think it more becoming if I shamld say "Our jewels",

For years every summer, we would go hbme, and Earl said to me
one day, ™ This is just our house- it is home down to Grandpa's.® How
often some remark mede by a child causes us to think, and teke an inventory
of ourselves. Just our house? How about the home I wented to meke as
heppy, and as full of love as the one with the apple-blossoms? No wonder
they loved.to go to Grandpa's. So meny things of interest on the farm
to city-bred children. Looking back now, I know that their Aunt Mayme
could not heve valued these “precious gems" of mine as I did, for they

made life miserable for her sometimes. I recall goimg home one evening
from an all-day visit with a friend. Earl snd his cousin Ernest were
dressed up like Indians. Their Aunt Mayme was getting cabbage reedy for
dinner, ax with their wooden tomshawks held threatenly over her, they were

grabbing the cabbage as fast as she could cut it. Ellis indignently toleé



me how they had insisted she was their squaw, and with her hair streeaming
dowvn her back (no bob in those desys) end with an old red blanket around her,
they mede her hunt all the arrows they shot into the air.

I knew where the blackberries grew in the fields, and along the
orcherd fence, and loved to veat my father picking them, . I regret to say
my childfen did not shabe my enthusiasm in this. I would maeke jellies and
jems, snd cen barrels of fruit- got more then my share of everything- and

with 21l their love, they could not have helped breathing a sigh of relief
when I returned to the city with my little brood, just in time for school.

Each spring the buds on the apple trees would burst with bloom
and‘put forth their green leaves, and the robins would rest in their branches,
and sing us a welcome home. It seemed this happy routine would not end-
but the change ceame. I know the greatest sorrow thet ever ceame to Father
and Mother was the death of Caleb, my youngest brother. This dear boy &doved
the farm, and they had“come to depend upon him. They hed visions of him
staying on the home place, continuing the work that Father must soon lay down.
But death thwarted their plans: and we were called home to say, "Goodbye" to
that fine speciman of young manhoods sixteen years of age.

Would the apple blossoms ever bloom agein? Oh, yes- after the
first wild burst of grief. After the winter came the Maytime, and tke pink
and white bloom spread their sweet fragrance, and shed their petals over a
saddened home. Somehow the spirit of both Father and Mother was blighted.
They could not carry on without their farmer boy. They sold that old home,
end moved to the little Quaker town of Chesterhill, where every one knew them
and was their friend. For several years they lived here with sister layme,
and her two children, and if you had asked them how meny children they hed,
unthinkingiy they might have answered,®“ten*, for they loved David and
Jeanette as their 6wn, and sometimes wanted to manage them as they did their
ovn. It '‘was not always easy for sister to be the medistor between two generatic
the one with its puritan belief, and restraining hand end the other, with itse |
thought, and methods. But I think it was & mutuel benefit, and when we

sew how comfortable Father and Mother were situated, we could not grieve for

the o0ld home. It was as brother Oscar said. " The old home which held so



many precious memories, and where the trees that bore the apple blossoms were
dying one by one, was like last year's bird's nest. The fledglings gone.
It had served its purpose.”

January, 6 I9ZO; We see Father and Mother sitting in the old
ladder-back rocking chairs, Father contentedly reading a book to llother- a
book sent to them for Christmas my one of the children. The village butcher
came to the door, and asked Father if he woﬁld render a kettle of lard for him.
Father was proud of some things he had done on the old farm better than most any .
one else, and happy to know that he could still be of use to some one. XHe
marked the page he was reading with a stzp of paper=- he never turned down the

leaf- that would mar the page- he went out to do this service for a neighbor.
That was the last page Father read- the last page of his life- and if we, his
children can keep the page of our lives as cleay, and as pure as he did, we
need not fear whet is written by the recording angel in the "Book of Life."
He could not have been sleeping but a few moments, when they found him- but
it wes the speep from which he could not be awakened.

How bravely liother bore her loss, Sister Mayme wanted to spend
some time in Iowa, so that David and Jeanette could know their father's people
better, he having died before they could remember. Mother felt she must not
keep Mayme longer, and once again her life was changed when she came to live
with me. She never murmured, and I thiﬁk was as happy as she could be any
where without Father. She took great interést in aur home, especially the
flowers, that she loved dearly. One day she fell, and never walked again,.
Sister Meyme moved back to Columbus, and together, we cared for Mother the
rest of her life. She came to the end of life!s journey, with happy entici-
pations of meeting her loved ones gone before. And dh, how much my Hother's
faith in things Eternal has meant to me! A faith which seemed to grow stronger
and even more beautiful toward the end. We took her frail form back, and laid
her beside\Father in the quiet little cemetary, almost in sight of the 0ld home

*

where the apple blossoms bloomed for so meny years.

1

there crystal streams, through endless years

Flow over golden smnds
And where the old grow young again
I'11l clesp my Mother's hands."



Life has unfolded meny unexpected pleasures to me, smong them,
that wonderful trip to Englend, so suddenly thrust upon use. There was no time
for anticipation, that so often is more joy than realization. Each step of the
wey brought to us new interests, new scenes, sxd new faces. ter four months
of absence, we returned homé in the beautiful springtime, just as the apple
blossoms were bursting into bloom.-

A few years later, came & trip to Florida, where we spenf a
happy month with brother Oscar, enjoying the sunshine and #he flowers, and
gethering oranges from his grove. In the evening, sitting on the porch, we
would talk fer into the night. I think there was not an incident of our child-
hood, that we did not live over again. As Oscar stood by our car saying goodby,
we had no premonition that it would be the last'goodby'. In apple blossom time
of last year I937, after spending the day in his orange grove, and going, as was
his cusﬁ%m, to prayer meeting in the evening, he and Carrie sat on the porch,
talking a while before they %ent to bed. Then it was as though "he folded his
mantle around him, snd laid down to pleasant dresms."

Springtime agéin, and wg began planning to celebrate our
Golden wedding. How I wished Oscar could have lived so that we five could all
be together once more. Again life's pages were turned back to that morning in
May fifty years ago, when I stood in my simple white dress, my heir in one lang
braid down my back, because he liked it that way. The mantle was piled high with
wild ferns and eprle blossoms, and ecross the fifty years of time, I can hear those
words, “"To love, and cherish till death do you part.™- and death has been so kind
To me. Living it all over again, I realized there had been much more joy than
sorrow in my life, and my heart was over-flowing with love and gratitude to God,
for all His goodﬁéww. How I wantedt o meke our Golden wedding day one grand climax
to the last fifty years. The postman brought a letter. I thought, "Now I will
kmow just who is coming with brother Chalk"- for he always comes when we send for
him, be it an occasion of joy or sorrow, to weep With you, or rejoice with you.
The letter said "Ded is very ill®", Anxiety took the place of planning for our
celebration, and a little later, khe message came, that he had gone homeo, All

along the road to Iowa, through northern Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois, I saw the



trees covered with apprle blossoms- a sea of them- as they were that lMay morning
so long ago. 4And I recalled this brother's words to me, " I wish you were not
going to be merried- we will be so donesome without you." His going has left
an aching vdid in many hearts. As we traveled on, I had time to think of these
two brothers seperated by death by one short year, and I thaght how many had been
helped by their lives, and I realized that & good name is better then riches, or
rather that a good name is better than money, for they were very rich in the
worth-while things of life,
We went out to the farm, where brother Chalk took his bride more

than foryy years ago- to the home where his six childten were born of an un-
usually happy union. His little grandson slipped his hand in mine, and said,
" Zunt Becca, lets go out and get some apple blossoms." We walked out and stood
under the trees he had planted, and I wanted so much to bring sohe of the blossoms |
home,gbut could not, for the pink and white petals were falling like flakes of
snow. I thought of his g;ief-stricken children~ father and mother both gone.
Cen the apple blossoms bloom agein for them? Oh yes, dear children, for joy and
sorrow are forever mingled- and with the returning apple blossoms will come
sweet sacfed memories.

We came home, to resume the preparations for our Golden Wedding,
knowing that was what Chalk would have us do. How strange to receive letters
of sympathy end congratulations at the same time.

May, 8, 1938, Husband, children, and grandchildren, every one of
Them- and so many loving friends! And with these living ones, were faces and
forms of the past. It seemed all the joy, all the happiness did reach one
sacred climex on our Golden wedding daye. All the sorrow and hardships were
forgotten, and my heart was singing, " Praise God from whom all blessings flow."

This little volume d®dicated to my children end grandchildren,

nephews and nieces, I leave on our Golden Wedding Day. I hope some of you
will continue "Apple Blossoms", beginning with the words of appreciation

written by Ellis, for us,
As I recalled the past, I realized how beautiful life really is,

nd that each period has been happier than the one before. That is whet I erave

o
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for each one of you, and I pray that the apple blossoms will bloom as
profusely, and shed their perfume as sweetly over the closing years of

life, as they did in the beginning.
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On the nineth of December I944- my last brother passed away. His oldent
son who had said "goodbye" to him a few days before, and had returned to his post
of duty in the service of his country, sent the following message to his brother

and sister.

"I am for Dad- his outstanding characteristics were

his goodness, and kindness of heart. His precepts, X

teachings, and example of Christain living furnishes

an ‘ideal for wus, his children to sirive to attain.

He was completely self sacrificing for his family.

Sorrow over the loss of two such wonderful parents

in so short a time is tempered by the knowledge that

they are together again."
These words expressed the thoughts of the other children, and because of their
faith and mine, I picture heaven as the ultimate place for the reunion of loved

"

ones. I can hear Nelle say,- "On, mother Lambert- Elza is coming,"- and as they

vallkk toward the pearly gates to welcome him, she may be thinking of the time when
she was a bride, and Elza took her té4see Father and Mother, and the o0ld home
where he was born- and where the air was laden with the sweet perfume of Apple
Blossoms—- and she smiled as she thought of the answer Mother gave her when she
asked why they called him Elzbury Jeannette. "It was just to please a good
neighbor'- Mother said- " we thought it mattéréd little what we named him, for
no one thought that he could live." This little brother of mine came into the
world two montks before his time. Two months that he should have been nestling
under Mother's bosom- nurtured‘by her strong body. He did live, and he was very
proud that his two boys both were so-much greater in stature than he. These two
sons and a daughfer, so like her mother, and who tenderly cared for him in his
last illness, are the members of his family. Elza met his financial losses, of
which there were many,'bravely and nonestly, but the loss of the children's mother
seemed more than he could bear. They had planned to go happily into the sunset
of old age together- and now she was on the other side. Aidisease he had been
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ighting for a long time made rapid progress- he was tired- and then-—



"He came with silver fingers, cool and kind

To ease the pain of tortured, struggling breath-

With him were all the dreams I tried to [ind-

They called him Death.

He bore me up with great strong arms of light

Upon his lips a song that never ceased- t
As like a shaft of flame they clecft the night- J
It is not death, -it is Eternal peace.” 3

And thus Elza went home, and the loved ones were waiting— Mother and Nelle, close 37
up to the gate, reminding me of Naomi and Ruth- for there was more than the usual
"in-law" love between them. ZFather, with tears of j§y running down his cheeks-
that is the way 1t always was, when we went to see him. I know they were tears
of joy, for there is no sorrow in heaven. Oscar, Chalk, and Caleb, the brother
nearest_Elza's own age, and whose loss he felt so keenly years age- Anmy, and
Reece Clinton, the little brother and sister he did not knmow on earth, for they
had gone to heaven before he was born. Standing modestly in the rear- was my own
grandmother- Elizabeth Stanton Lambert- her little bent form clad in her Quaker
<
garbe. I am sure there is no need of stockings in the spirit world, or she would
e knitting, for she was always knitting when I knew her. My grandmother was the
root of that family tree planted in the hills of Morgan County, early in its histofy.i
I speak of my grandmother as the root, for she was left when very young, to guard
and direct the nine sturdy limbs, the ckhildren born so long ago to her and my pioneer
grendfather. Branches from these limbs, of which my father was the second from the
top, reach out over the world. May of the young, tender shoots are being cut off
in this war, that we, and the future generations may have a better place in which
to live. - I wonder?
As I ponder these things, the pearly gates_swing ajar, and Elza is home.
No one cares if he sees only his Nelle with outstretched arms- and that they wander
out into the splendor of the heavenly sunlight- together, and walk under the trees

laden with pink and white bloom. I cannot think of heaven without the Rpple-blossoms.



We do not know what heaven is like« Each may think of it as he will- but we are

told that

-

"Eye hath not seen nor ear hath not heard
Of the wonderful things prepared for those who
love the Lord-- and

Blessed are they that do His commandments
that they may have the right to the Tree of Life-
and to enter the gates of the City."
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The beautiful ravine.



I knew where the blackberries grew, and loved to beat my
father pioking them.

My jowels.



