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@a.nltsgivi m;,)A Folk Tale

Here have we all in 1951

Together gathersd, in a spirit marked as one.

(ur hearts are linked by Tine's long trailing Ghords
Attacned to hearth's delights of long ago.

For almost all were close at hand

Whan harvest came upon the land,

And feasting brought us those short miles
That linked our hearth with grandsire's house
And bounteous fare that brought us there,
With erumbs laflt over for the mouse.

The vears have gome =n’ we are slower now,

Another sits within the old man's seat,

Himself today a portrait of the Iirst,

#With his wide brow, and hair 4§ white like the snow
4nd parted neatb.

o long loose beard is his,

But memory's ave can see it there indeed,

And patriarch's picture present sight dismiss,

A yoice that carries well and asks thatfevervons should heed,

First he himself, in year's before the Horuh

Played havoec with the South, was young.

Young Daniel he was proud,

With eves of blue that pierced forth with righteous fire,
Or smiled with fun when showing watch to child

Or giving perny new,.

And there beside him in her wren like garb,

I also see my granddamels face.

Her name was Jeboral, given long ago by Quaker parents true.
Mistake they made, for Patience was her name.

Her only beauty hzslp a Mﬁ%@fﬁ;lacc

0ld nften, sometimes new.

Children we, who little understood
The formal greetinss nrofferad to each other.

How are you sister Ida/l hear this summer

almost lost its croga, with lack of rain

out Kansas way.Jid Arthur finish school

and how is Hell?"

"Jordan worked hard you say to save the hay."

"God will provide I'm sure. It is his heavenly way".

Here comes sister iva, bless her heart, jolly, positive and glad,
With “am in tow.
Thoers is a man indeed can tike his part,-
Apong thenm all,
His voice booms out, both loud and clear,.
"'his one thing I anm sure, I'm glad I'm here."

"I thought", says she,"!this time we could not come
with Grace's tﬁree,

But we are here."



"Yes, Bertha has a beau.,,,and élica is right there."
“low Paul, remember what I said, don't pull the children's hair."

"George, come right out, I know you're there,"”
Her baskets are chuck full for everyone %o share.

"Dear Hannah, how are you today?"

Upre late....well, that is just your way."

"I vow you've been to church fore anyone was up, besides
that nice old hen you had to pluck."

Life was so fast for her.
She scurried here and there
Between her hungry brood

And church to say her praver.
For John had zome to heaven
Before young John was born.
dejoicing at his birth,

Her heart was sorely tornu.

Helen was fair to see, both beautiful and blond,
“nd she had those blue, blue eves,
&nd her hair cu¥led naturally.

But Johnny was an 1imp.
"ihat are you into now"?
#nd Dan was Ira then, & boy was good to see.

He hzd a bonny alr and musical wes he,

While Dwight would take your picture quite scientifically,
Ok t21k abeout his collepge and & PhD degree.

Young Horace was a Roman, why noone ever knew,

He'd go to Rome himself, before this 1life was through.
Ha'd gather pictures Roman ad come back and put them ups
And tell you all about thar when yom came up to sup.

Tho Johnny dwelt on mi<c -7 there was a good side too,
Ee'd be the vest of 2ll before this life was throuzh,

Upon some rare occassions dear Ira came to feast.,

He made fair speech....a praver at least,

Since he had come alone, just a corner would he take,

S0 little of disturbance his dignity would make.

He had two little daughters, young compared to him,

So delieate and thin.

This first was Hatalie, too sweet for boy's rough games.

And Ruth was just an infant, a fair and pretty lass.
MM'n fraid this picture yer her will have to pass,"
"And Emma, how is she?"
"Dear Brma, the trip would be too much. She could not come
with me, but she'll be 2ll right, for with the Browns

she'll be."

Now only Patience thousht of a youth of long ago,

& son so fair to see wa2s he,

She meditated then, though smiles her face made glow.

She had not heard the latest of the tales her Ottie told,

"T vonder", she was msing, as she looked at all around,
"Wnat Frank would look like now?) how his voice would sound?"
"Just 17 odd summers, so handsome and so {air

I think I sece him si tting
No, Faul is over therag'w’



"Orandma, can't you hear me", her grandson Ted has said,

"l asked you, three times, grandma, won't you pass that bread?®

"Yes, Teddy, here you are, I thought, at first....no matter,

Of eourse, 1 \now you're starved, :

like boys of 211 the ages, can't walt till fowl is carved."

"Hiis hair it 18 like sunshine, and so sweet 18 he....

I wonder, oh I wonder, will he stay t11l1 16 summers so near and close to me?"

His mothar sits beside him, her apron still around,

To uwpward rise and rustle, wien needed up and down.

For Bertha is a woman, whose prayers must mix with work,
S0 nowhere san she idle or humble matters shirk.

Her all is for her husband a men of wit and humor,

Who preaches well on Sunday but ¢an do the washing Nonday.
For no comwon man is he, a man of many talents,

Already bricks could lay, all straight and evenly,

Before the Lord ealled to him, "Uome now snd speak for me".
And ore his deep set eves his bushy syebrows argh

His hair is rather curly, black as his preacher s robe,
#nd when he stands among us his poise is fine to see.

For all his father's

Could over mountains walk, with dignity and sase.

Their strides were long and powerful end they came all silently,
Sometimes, perhaps, wyself I think, an Indian dignity.

08/ knidis/ e/
s eldest som, our Paul, a humorist born is he,
No one can watch his antices and not lauzh out in glee,
See how he learns against that old, cld apple tree,
His stuped look, his vapid stare, his mock insbrity.

ggt Jmt well his crities wateh him there,
%I:hnl, au-omapluatorplmaxxdmhwcn.
Let's wait i1l all can share,”

Alfred born in Mgy one year, was born when our lueile

Uid open wide her blue, blue eyes ;

To bind us to her weal. #nd mothers fond were romance bound
So called their dhildren dear for twe in poetry,

¥Who loved each other very much and came this of year.

Diana was a huntress they saild in days of old,
lmcile was fleet and mure,a runner just as beld,
While Alfred was a lover and he playved upon his harp,
Oh muse, oh god of Music, what tale before we part.

Now Bertha had two others who often met with us,
“hen I had grown a little

And the years had been stepped up. Py

They were today's small badby, J falr to see,

mmmaumpngam mﬂpamn to sing.
But noone couvld predict his true majority,

That he would be a preacher and help us all to sing.




And Richard would come after, as dark as dark could be,
That Rlcherd was artistic no wondsr we aseribed

For from his infant ¢radle,

Bach flower he dlwuys spled.

ly mother is & brown bdird, and is contented when,

She sees us all so happy, and she's not unmindful then,
That children are 2 blessing, though there is much of care,
Chy yes she knows it's worth it when they are young and fair,

You'll see me if you're l.aokug, for I an also there,
Another little brown bird, half hidden in that chair.

I am no star I'1l tell you, nor any athlete I,

When my small heart flows over I sometimes hide and ory,
A pity, oh a pity for one soc soft to de,

It hardly gives me hope, suceess that I will be.

Upon his red, red wagon, behind his bold, bold steods

Sits little chubby brother, our own, indeed, indeed,

His hands are on the reins, his heart is in his mouth,

For his horses big have %0 decided to go Sovth,

When by all his stremious efforts, by all his mighty will,

They should be nerthward still,

For Charles is sweet and chubby and his eyes and hair ave brown,
dna calls him Charlie when she looks him up and down,

For lie was my grandpa for whom our Charles was named

“nd when she calls him Charlie it's as though he still remained.

I see my grandma Adams, step-child this company,

Put mighty busy step-child as everyone can see.

She is an expert baker, ller piles are grand delight.
She has a way with roasting no dhef can put to flight.
I am her speeisl problem, her front for all to see,

I must walk the chalk line, and not a slip,Ah we,

ather is a spesker, a mighty man is he,
grandsire's double picturs , placed here for all to ses,
father tells the story of that grand old cherry tree
He lets you understand, right here and there and now,
ky grandpa's wandering preschings were upheld by Ottie's plow.
For Ottie was a farmer, and must keep the larder HYY/ filled
From Southern farm and orchard while fan's heavenly fields he tilied.

Now there beside our Patiense, close with us on this day,
Sits Elsie's allin, though she is far away.

The link that links her mother and this man who sits so still,
Is the one that from her lover, would bring her here by will,
The will that enly those who were m very near

Can use to speak to dear ones

Oone before them up that hill.

And Patience looks at Wallin, snd Wallin looks at her,

I

Ag their eyes each other find,

"lio, she is here beside us, and if we're very still,

each one thinks on Flsie, we'll feel her radiant presence,
the rustling of her silks, the perfume of the flowers

her voice both sweet and clear. We'll see those lofty towers,
those Afrieanian bowers, for she is very near,”
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Young Glen is now persuasive, now pleasant and serene,

I have a rig rigged up, something new and fine,

And all you have to do is wp the windmill climb,

The journey is not harmful, and the ladder not too steep.
I'11 weden you get an erefull of country side a heap.
Then domn the rope you fly and over fence you go,

And all you do is land in that potato row,®

"o, Glen, I do mot think so”, his mother says to him,
"
"One day you'll fall wq down and £¥dy¥/ what about you then?

And we were all excited , a jolly pastime that.
But Nell was right and Glen was wrong
And fell cement beside.

That woman had her hands full,
With all these lively boys, Thf/WArdgst/Bressed/ oL/ hOLnete/ Lo/ kbbo/VAKLAY A/ AAAXL/ %
The hardest pressed of mothers to keep Marie's small toys,

For dolls were made to whirl about,

And tails were made to pull,

Aid Teddy bears were very funny,

When not so very full,

And little girls were full of spice,

lndkgyc were not so good, How could they be so nice?

But ®1lva said they should,

For Alva was their father , a farmer bold was he,

He needed Perchon horses

And boys to help him feed.

He always came to dinners with dignity indeed.

Right here today was Nellie, vith Marie hold of her dress,

A fair and pretty little girl, for Tlaxen braids had she.

For dresses then were long and fullphis I will have to stress,
Unless of course you were a person in rich society,

Then you would be all sheathed in hobble skirt so fine

That held you so exactly.

Yet these were hardly able thus garbed to work you see,

But they could sit at table and discuss adversity.

I never got to know my uncle's boys real well,
For once we got together I never knew you see
Just what they'd do to me. Once in the late, late swmer,
Down there upon the farm,
ghay had a mellon battle, cut thers behind the barn.
nd balls did fly this way and that
“4nd then did split asunder.
It filled me then with awe and fright
with a fearsome wonder.
But they were Halph, the youngest, and Clair next Glen
A‘ﬂd Frank.
Ralph was a boy who raced my sister or my cousin John
Or anyone who wantedto :
And often times he won,
Frank and Clair were farmer boys
“nd rough as they could be.
I was afraid they'd pull my hair,
Or other way annoy me
And thus you see I do not know their perscnality,
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Thedr father was & big, :
wmnmmmgu, o

was an engineer, & man who seid ks say
"iho wants & formed hal Bey?” d

ﬁw#mummﬁ/m;m
A warmish had

And Mayaie lived at home and ehildren two had she.
Habeoss wis a wonder and dressed her daughters fine,
A gtitoh, some silk, & hat of fine maline,

For they were both
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And Ellis sang so sweetly,
And Normas did so well,

One day they'd go to Hurope,
43 anyone could tell.

Jeanette was shy and bashful,
4nd gn.i.at all within,
And David was her brotaer,
Both Daniel's kith and kin.
For Maymie was his neice,
And so was Pecky fine.
their father said to Daniel,
" 8nd how is thee and thine?"

The years have come,
The years have gone,

scattered far are we,
And those who dwell in heaven,
Keep closer company,
Than we who here remain,
But in the hearts of those of us,
Who on this earth are scattered,
The picture I have painted

Wle all of us retain.
Panline Lambert Warfel
Thanksgiving 1951



