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Stories
The beginning of my life

It was almost noon, on September 22, 1924, when the knock on the door was answered
by my Auni Eunice Sanner. There siood Dr. Bobzin with 5 hungry chiidren ranging in
ages from 3 to 9 years of age. He had come directly from the Roy Archer home which
was located on the Bunker Hill-Brighton road, about three miles south of Shipman,
Hlinois. There he had delivered the 7 child, a girl, to the family. The 6™ child, Allen,
was sick with pneumonia, and Dr. Bobzin decided that Hulda and Dick (as he was called)
had their hands full with a sick 1-yr. old, and a brand new baby, so he said “I'm just
going to drop these other children off at Eunice’s for the rest of the day, so you folks can
get a bit of resi. Auni Eunice had only one child, about the same age as the oldest of
Hulda and Dick’s, and she was a wonderful cook, and was thrilled to be asked to do this
favor. The names of the children, from oidest to youngesi were: Rodney, Anabel,
Virginia L.yndal (cailed Pudge), Mariin, nicknamed Bart, and Allen, who was sick with
pneumonia at the time I was born. Mildred was bom two years laier.. As Anabel says
later, when they got to Aunt Eunices, they all had peanut butter and jelly sandwiches,
but Marlin (Bart) got a chicken leg, as he was the youngest, and wouldn’t understand that
there just wasn’t enough chicken to go around. Bart later became Aunt Eunice’s favorite,
because she feli preity ciose to him. He stayed several days with her after the other
children went back home, and she proceeded to spoil him pretty good — so much so, in
fact, ihat he reaily didn't want to go back homet

Home

As 1 teil my life stories, you’ll begin to understand why I consider myself to be
Thrifty, Penny Pinching, Economical, Tight, Scotch, Saving, bargain hunter, junk
collector, scrounger, — call it whatever you want, and it fits me. In my defense, though, I
really think that because I am all of the above, I am aiso very generous, wiih my iime,
and my talenis, and yes, sometimes, even, with my money! I also think that I’m rather
resourcefui, making do with what I-have on hand, and using a good imagination, can
concoct things that reaily didn’t exist. I believe that this all comes about because 1 was
raised during ihe iime of the depression, and no one had any exira money, mugch iess a
family of 10 people! it was sort of a necessary thing to be thrifty.. When [ was quite
young, we had absoiuiely ail we needed, yet, for most purposes, one wouid say we were
poor financially We really weren’t any poorer than anyone else in the area, because in
those days, everyone lived aboui the same way. We all ate from the produce we raised
— had a iot of beans — and we all wore hand-me-down ciothes, or made over clothes.
They were as precious to us as brand new ciothing which was purchased at a store. Our
family alf felt close to each other, and knew that we had a wonderful Mom and Dad who
loved us and were wiliing to do anyihing they couid to make our iife more meaningful.
My dad rented a 70-acre farm, one acre of it was planted into a vegetable garden,
another acre had flowers, irees, meions, eic., and we cailed it the truck patch. There was
a pasture where the cows couid graze thai made up another 20-30 acres, 1 suppose, and
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the garden, the;e was quite a van'ety’of veg‘ejtables, ir'lcludin‘g carrots, t'yl:mps: I?ee(tj;;ii i
caions, peas, pole beans, kohirabi, OKIa, cabbage, spinach, lettuce, r.aa{snes_, o1 Cﬁiofﬂ;ose
cauliflower, and probably other things that I can’t remember. * 'fNe-du?In t raise f el
things every year, but at least one time Of more, so that we aii had a tastc ol what { b}t
were like. Some of us liked the okra, which was fried after being rolled in a E_Jatter, .u
we didn't have that very often. 1 only remember having kohiirabi once or tWIce, and we
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didn’t have brussels sprouts very often either. We always had a lot o‘t:t‘onfettoes', toc)ijﬂd
Sometimes we gathered things that grew wiid, such as asparagus and macx'oemes. )
raised a little “horseradish”, and would grind it up for seasoning. It was \/}?R“{( hpt. 3

Dad was a “beckeeper  too, so wiien he would empty the hives, we had iots 01
honey. This is an interesting story — so U'll tell it, fike I remember it. When the queen
bee wouid ficht somewhere, the other bees would swarm around her, eyemuail}_f
becoming qlrite a large colony. Dad would don his “bee clothing” Wihl-Ch ‘co.nmsted of ald
wide brim hat, covered with netiing of some sort, and tucked under his jacket. He wou
wear long pants, and had them fixed tightly around his shoes. [ can’t’ reme.mber(for sure,
but he musi have aiso worn gioves. The family wouid then gather with pots ana pans
and spoons for making noise, and Dad would have placed a hive under tht? spot where he
was going to shake down the bees. After the noise started, Dad would hit ihe swaml-and
shake them until they fell into the hive. The hive would then be carried toa safe spot in
the garden or somewhere out of the way, and left, for the bees to do their job. They, then
would gather around flowers, etc., sip out the nectar, and make their honey. in the' fflll,
when it was coid, Dad wouid reirieve the honeycomb, and Mom wouid squeeze out the
honey into jars. It was VERY GOOD. All of the neighborhood knew that Dal(‘i was a
“peekeeper” so we often goi calls from them, when a queen bee had setiled at their place.
One time we had to get the bees out of the aitic of the schooihouset

As possible, all of the products that we didn’t eat or sell were preser_ved for use in
he winteriime. We didn’t have eleciricity, so had no freezer for freezing things, as they
do today. Mom would “can” the fruit and vegetables if they were the type that were best

preserved that way. The potatoes were pui in a potato-bin, which was a iarge_ wooden_
box-frame that was built up a few feet off of the ground, and was built up against the dirt
wall in the cellar. Some ceiiar's were called rooi-celiars, and possibly ours could have
been called that, as there were dirt floors and wails, and the potatoes, onions, .carrots,.
furnips, and most root vegetables, wouid keep preity weil, down there, for quiie 2 while.
Apples would keep fonger, too, if kept in the cellar. The cellar was used for a fe\,:v other
things foo, such as the ice-box (when we had one) was kept down ihere, as was the
incubator, where Mom kept a close watch on the eggs, which were kept warm _by a
candle, and the eggs needed fo be fumed every so often, for hatching baby chicks.

Meat was saited, smoked or canned, for preservation. Mom also make sauerkraut
from the cabbage, pickies ifrom the cucumbers, and jams and jeilies from the fruit.
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Dad often heiped the neighbors “butcher”, and then they would give him the liver and the
head of the animal. Mom knew how to make “headcheese” and it was good, much like
the purchased lunchmeats of today. They also knew how to make sausage, and 1 can still
see that grinder, wiih the handie going round, filling the skins wiih sausage. The lard
was rendered, and Mom made soap, and the cracklings left were SO GOOD! Each year,
Dad buichered ai leasi one beef of our own, and this meai was canned or preserved.
From the cows, we had all the milk we needed, plus cream for butter and Mom made the
best homemade cotiage cheese thai 1 have ever tasied. We raised chickens, so had a lot
of chicken to eat — usually that was the special meal on Sunday.

To keep buiter from meiiing, it was piaced on a wood box-iray that was framed in
rope, and ihe rope was attached to a puiley, and hung in the weli, where it was always
cool. When we needed ii, we merely puiled on ihe rope and the tray was broughi to the
surface. Later — we had an icebox, which was a wood cabinet with shelves, similar to
our refrigerators today, bui ii had a door, above the sheif space, in which a large hunk of
ice was placed. As this melied, there was a tube that carried the water to a pan, at the
boitom of ihe icebox. The iceman deiivered ice aboui every oiher day, and he gave
everyone on his route a ittie card that showed either 25, or 50 pounds, that we were
supposed {o piace in the window or a conspicuous spot, so that he’d know how much ice
he needed to bring in. The icebox was kept in the celiar, and since the floor was dirt, it
was no probiem if some of ihe meiied ice waier spiiied over on ihe floor.

Dad and my brothers milked about 8 cows, and we had a pair of mules, jack and
Jennie, plus two horses, Doily and Jim. Sometimes we had a few sheep, and someiimes
we raised pigs — but for the most part, the farm animais inciuded the cows, horses,
chickens, and our pets, dogs and cais.

Dad farmed on the “shares”, which meant that the owner of the land was
supposed to get a cerfain percentage of the crops as his reni paymeni. Many fimes when
the owner (or his manager) came to coliect, he just didn’t bother to collect, as could see
that we really had nothing io seil, and what we did seil was needed to suppiement the
food we raised to feed the famiiy.

Dad soid milk and Mom sold eggs for ready cash. The children got to help with
those projects. As a littie giri [ sometimes used to help bring the cows up from the
pasture, ai milking iime. The cows were milked iwice a day. 1 can remember my Dad
standing at the foot of the stairs, early each morning, and calling out “Rodney, Pudge,
Bari, Allen, and then he wouid wait a minuie for each of them io answer “What?” afier
which he would then call out the next name, and afier the last name was calied he would
say, “Time to gef up”. The milking was done by hand. The guys had a liitle one-legged
T shaped stool that they sat on, with their knees spread apart, and the bucket between
their legs. There were eighi cows most of the time, and 1 think each cow produced abouti
a gallon of miik at each milking. After the milking was done, the boys wouid bring the
milk up fo the milkhouse, which had a cement irough in it, where fresh coid waier had
been pumped into this trough eariier and the miik cans (10 gailon) were piaced in the
water, The miik was nice and warm, when it first weni inio the can, bui it was the job of
niy sister Mildred and me, to stir the milk until it became cool. As it cooled, the cream
would rise io the iop, and ithis was skimmed off to make butter, io use on cereai, and in
baking, eic. Of course i wasn’i all skimmed off, as then the miik wouid not bring as




much money when it was taken to the dairy. There would be a milk man come about| _
three times a week, to take the miik to the dairy. For a while, we had a separaior, ‘WﬂlCh
was a machine that you would put the milk into and then turn the handle and t|h‘e rmlk‘
would go tirough various funciions, and finaily separaie the cream from the skimmed
milk. Al that time, we sold cream —however, that was a HUGE job, and the skimmed
milic broughi less money than whole milk, so ihat process didn't iasi t00 long, as I {ecall.
Mom knew how Lo make the best cotlage cheese! She would scald the milk, until 1t‘
clumped, then put i in a cheese cloth, wringing out aii of the moisture ihat she copiﬂ,
then she would wash it in cold water, then tie a knot in the cheese cloth and hang it up
somewhere fo drip. When it was nice and dry, she would open ihe cheese cloth up,
dump out the cheese and add fresh cream and salt to it. It truly was delicious.

Regarding the eggs, we had a henhouse and quite a few hens. They were mosily
“Plymouth Rocks”. Each hen would lay an egg a day, normally, then they would cackle
to let you know they had done iheir job. It was my job to gaiher the eggs. 1f a hen had
decided she wanied to “sit” on her eggs, it became quite a challenge to get the egg out
from under her — and she would peck at me} It was easier o just let her sit!!

We used a lot of eggs, as had fried potatoes and eggs for breakfast a lot — then Mom used
a lot of eggs in her baking. She also soid eggs. 1 would gather about three-dozen eggs a
nighi, as 1 recail.

COOUKING AND BAKING

When things got really tough, Mom belonged to the Home Bureau Market, and
sold baked goods. This was our saivaiion. She would bake cakes, coifee cakes, .bre_ad,
rolls, pies, nui breads, and various other things Lo take to the Market in Alton, Hlinois, on
Saurdays, and every other Wednesday . At that time a litile money went a long way,
and her bread sold for ten cents a loaf. I don’t recall the prices of most things, but Ido
remember thas ai might, many a nigni, we would sit around the kiichen iable, picking out
black walriuts, and it was mighty hard to pick out the nutmeats, then we had to cl_leck to
see that there weren'i any sheils in with the meai. Anyway, ihe walnuis sold for sixty
cents a pound. Mom used some of them in her baking, too. Each lady who participated
in this “market” was given a number . Thai number was piaced on aii of her goods, i0
identify the “baker”. Mom was really a good cook, and many people requested her
things. Her number was Xii, which she embossed on {0 her pans. A few years laier one
of her pans disappeared, and it was an “all aluminum” pie pan, which she dearly loved. I
don’t know how many years iaier, she aifended a church supper, and ihiere was her pie
pan! She made a remark about how happy she was to have found it, and the lady who
brought that pie thai mghi, said, © Oh Huida, you wouidn'i iake thai pan ~ ii has been my
favorite one for years.” Mom’s “mark” was on the pan, so there was no problem in
knowing to witom it beionged —so she got her pan back!

Probably it was because of her doing so much baking, that I learned a lot about
the provess.  In ihose days — where we had no eleciricity in ihe home — ail of the mixing
was done by hand. Mom would sometimes sit me down on a chair with a big bowl of
sugar and shoriening, and have me “cream’ i. You would just sii ihere squeezing the
sugar and shoriening between your fingers until it became all “gooey”, then it was ready
to have the pifier ingredients mixed in with it. In baiing bread, she would have me mix

the flour into the yeast mixture — I recall measuring out 12 cups of flour, which would
make three loaves of bread. After the flour was fairly well mixed in, I would start
kneading it, and she didn’t let me stop for quite a while. This put the “air” into the
mixture and heiped the bread to be “light”. The mixture had to raise once, be poked
down and kneaded some more, and then it would be “smooth” before it was placed in the
pans for baking. Sometimes we made rolls, ail kinds, including cinnamon rolis, four-ieaf
clover rolls, etc.

Mom didn’t drive the car ai this time. She did drive it years earlier, but after
being in an accident once, she decided to quit driving, so Dad would go with her to
Alion, to take her things to the market, and then wait around to drive her back home. On
the way home, they would stop at the grocery store to purchase the necessary groceries
for the next week. They almost always bought a pound of baloney, which they got for
ten cents. We loved that store-boughten meat!

In the fali each year, Dad would butcher a cow, and often he helped the neighbors
with their butchering, too. After the skin was taken off and the meat cut into various
parts, it would be a time for processing. Mom always “canned” a lot of the meat, and that
was SO good. It was cooked just right, and then placed in quart jars. We often used this
meat when company came for dinner. When Dad helped others with their butchering,
they would usually send the liver and the head home, for Mom to make “headcheese™.
That was a loi like some of the lunchmeat that we see in the stores today. Mom knew just
exactly how to seasom it to make it good. We had a “smokehouse”, where some meat
was smoked — especially the pork, and that process helped it to keep from spoiling. We
had a grinder, and would make our own sausage and hamburger. [ watched, but wasn’t
much heip in that process.

We raised our own chickens, so had fried chicken nearly every Sunday. There
was really no need to can chicken, as we aiways had that avaiiable, fresh. I can
remember that it was my job to help Dad, when it was time to kill the chicken. He used
a chopping biock, and 1 would hold the bill of the chicken, while he removed the head,
with one chop of the corn knife! After that it was hung on the line to drain, then came the
process of scalding it, io remove the feathers, then singeing it to remove the small fine
hairs, then the actual cleaning out of the innards, and cutting it up. As I got oider and
worked out for other people, 1 recail that the lady I worked for (Mrs. Hailie Schoeneman)
had me help her dress seven chickens one day. Up until that time, I didn’t know how to
cut up a chicken, as Mom aiways did that.

As one can see, with butchering our own meat, having our own milk and eggs,
and a garden, truck paich and fruit trees, there was very little food that actually needed to
be purchased . Mostly flour, sugar, and spices, with occasional specialty products, were
purchased, to make up for what wasn’t produced on the farm. We had peach trees, a
plum tree, and apple trees on the farm, then gathered blackberries and raspberries from
the “thickets”. There was a “Watkins” man, a “Herbeling” man, and a “Raleigh” man
who had trucks with shelves all around, and they would travel to the various farm houses
with all kinds of spices and condiments to sell. Mom usually purchased her vanilla,
cocoa, spices, etc., from them.

1 can remember one summer when Mom canned over 300 quarts of fruit. There
were about 100 quarts of peaches, and about 100 quarts of blackberries. . Other fruits
made up the rest.




X Having a garden was a lot of work, and alt of the family knew how to handle a
102, 3 spads, and a rake — implemenis ihat were a real necessity fo having a garden.

In the spring of the year, Dad would hitch the horses to the plow, and plow up the
Ground. Nexi the horses pulied iire © disk”, which broke up ihe ciogs of dirt, after ﬁm.f
came the “harrow” which was much like a huge rake, then came the “roller”. It was like
a huge rolling pin, and finaily came the “cultivator” which dug furrows, or rows In e
field. After that, came the planting. We always planted potatoes on St. Patrick’s Day.
The potatoes hai o be cut info sections, with each section having an “eye” in it. They
were then dropped into “hills” about a foot apart, with four or five pieces being dropped
into sach hill. For the garden (or truck patch as it was often called), we planted mosily
seeds. After the plants came up, then we had to thin them out, then hoe out the weeds,
which was a job thai required a ot of time. Mom often would work out in the garden
towards evening when it was a bit cooler, and then Mildred and I would get supper. Our
supper often consisied of fried potatoes, along with some sort of meat, a vegeiable {often
one that had been canned oreviouslv. or fresh. if the garden was producing), and some
canied fruit.

It was after the seedlings came up, that the real work started, keeping the weeds
out angd i bugs offt Putes had to be set up for ihe beans to climb on, as weil as cages
for the tomatoes

Whem the harvest was ready, then came the job of picking ihe product — picking
the strawberries and peas and beans, I think was the hardest. Then came the process of
shetting ihe peas and siringing the beans, before canming could begm. Geiting all of the
silks out of the corn was also a challenge — but Mom would inspect it, and if we didn’t
got insm ait, we had fo confinue on i, umiit there were no siiks to be seen.

Living on a farm really had it’s advantages, in that we had fresh fruit and
vegetables and we really ate weil - maybe that's what kept us so heaithy. 1i was aiso
work, and years later, my boss (Dr. Newland) told me that he always liked to hire a farm
gir! ~ g5 they knew how o “work™.

SCHOOL

We went to a little country school — one room — with the coal furnace sitting in
the back comer, ihe teacher’s desk and chair, a recitation bench, and a piano in front.
Several feet down [rom that were the student’s desks — several rows, with about 4-5
single dessks in sach row.  Om ife last row, there were severai double desks, where two
people could sit. These desks had a hole- called an ink well - in the corner, and a shelf
unther the siighily stanied surface, where books could be stored. Thie seat was attached to
the desk. In the back, behind the furnace, were two cloakrooms — one for the girls and
ons for the boys, where we couid hang our coats, and {here was & shieif where we could
place our lunch pails. Everyone carried his lunch to school, with a little extra to have at
recess time. There were two recesses, one at 10:30 AM and one at 2:30 PM. and ihese
lasied for 15 minutes. School started at 9:00 and got out at 4:00, with an hour off for
lumch, Thers was 2 Wig bell, with a clapper In the middle, and ihere was a long rope
hanging from it. This bell was rung five minutes before it was time to come back in, after
recess or hechitms, then agan when it was “time” {o be i our seafs. It was aiso nung a
hatf-hour befors schoo! started In the mormng, and again fve minutes befors schoot

started. At the time I went to school, the average attendance was around 25 students,
and | teacher. Because she needed to teach all eight grades, and this was REALLY too
much, some of the students skipped around. Everyone went straight throu§h the first 4
grades, but if you were born on the uneven year, you skipped from 4" to 6™ grade, then
back to 5 on to the 8% and back to the 7" If you were lucky enough to be born on an
even year, you went straight through — but everyone had more people in his class after the
4" year. When [ started to school, there were 4 people in my class, Lloyd Baker, Dorothy
Fite, Juanita Jackson and me, and actually we finished 8" grade with 4 people in my

class. One had flunked a year and was put back, and one who was ahead a year flunked a
year, so was put in my class, and finished with us. My best friend, Dorothy, went clear
through grade school with me, and is still a very good friend, today = She asked me to
sing, at her wedding, so I did. Helen Kelsey played the piano. My brother Allen was
just a year ahead, so he skipped around, and by the time he finished, there were only 2 in
his class.

School was a fot of fun, really. The first 15 minutes each morning were
“exercise”, that is, if the teacher wanted to exercise. We had one teacher who preferred
10 sing — so we sang for 15 minutes. That particular teacher (Alice Matlack) usually had
us put on a musical program for our parents. We had programs two or three times each
year, once at Christmas, and again at the end of the school year. I'm not sure when the
other programs were. I remember one time I had to sing “School Days™ holding the
hand of Vincent Fleming, as he sang, with me. Embarrassing moments!

Afier the opening exercises we got down to work, and did most of our studying at
school, while other classes were “reciting” at the recitation bench. The teacher would
call one class up at a time, for this. At recess time, we would all play together, or use the
playground equipment — which consisted of a couple swings and teeter-totters, and a
merry-go-round sort of thing that was built by some of the fathers of the kids who
attended school. One such piece of equipment that Dad made was a different kind of
swing. It was a wagon-wheel placed on top of a tail poie, and from the spokes of the
wagon wheel, hung ropes, with a loop at the end. We could hang on to that rope, run
around, then jump and fly through the air like a man on the flying trapeze! The games
we played as a group were “fox and geese” “drop the handkerchief” “handy-over” “red-
light” “baseball” “basketball” “catch” etc. 1f it was a rainy day, or if it were too cold to
play outside, we would play “inside” games, such as “Upset the fruit basket”,

“Teakettie”, “Hide the chalk™, or other types of games that I can’t remember.

One fall, when the watermelon crop was good, Dad brought a wagonload of smail
watermelons to school, so each of us had our own, to eat. That was fun. We had no
plates or silverware, so the melons were just broken and we put our mouths directly to the
fruit and we spit out the seeds - what a mess our faces were.

One class that we took of our own free will was “Writing”, and we had a little
book calied “The Palmer Method”. My friend, Dorothy Fite and I worked and worked
at this method of writing, and to this day, her handwriting is beautiful! The Palmer
Method Writing book had special exercises that you must do. There were lines across the
paper, and one of the exercises was going up and down with your pencil between the
rows, drawing your lines very close together, but not going above or below the line.
Asother was drawing circles in the same way, and when you finished, it iooked like 2




long tunnel that you'd drawn. it was very important to hold your pencil correctly, and
i 1 wee your whole arm when writing, and not juat your fngens.
We had a pump outside from which we’d pump a bucket of water, and there was a
dippe we vaed o drink out of ~overyons used the sams dipper, but thank goodness, o
must have been immune to each other’s germs, as it didn’t seem to make us sick. In tt»1e
winteriime, the feacher would bring the bucket into the building, 30 we didn't have to B0
outside to get a drink. We had no indoor plumbing — so we had two out-houses — 0né
fov givts omd o for oy, Ao, in the wintertime, the teacher had to get to schoot pretly
early to get the furnace going and the place warmed up a bit before the students got 'thefe‘
If & s seaded w0 g0 1o the battwoom, hie held up his hand, with just one finger, if the
job was to be a short one, and if it would take longer, he held up two fingers. The teqcher
vzl 58 16 and and nod, and then the student was free to o outside to the outhouse.
One time, I felt sick at my stomach, so heid up my hand, but the teacher didn’t see It, and
that I should have just gone out, even without her “nodding”. I don’t know exagtly what
the woddes was, bt | do romeber, that because | was o “aidany, ?’}%iﬁf?%?‘ o
make sure I was healthy by giving me orange juice and cod-liver oil each morning before
sick. For years after that, I refused to eat oranges, or drink orange juice. Thaii’s too bad,
my Mom did to try to fatten me up was to drink a cup of hot Ovaltine, each morning,
The sehool was only about a quarter of a mile from our house, so it didn’t take
s 2 s shave, sl Sor the ks walking 2 distancs, our house was the dosst ons i
school, 80 we were the last to join the group, in going to school, and the first to drop off
When I was 13 years old, my Mom had a surprise “birthday party” for me. I will
s Soviet ¥ - veally dak § wae the ouly pasty T over had, de we really digw' have
marty parties in those days — and if each of us had one, that was pretty good! On this
srssmtey yeay, 35 of the kids ware biuding down the road 10 walk bomg, aod my
girlfriend decided that she needed to use the bathroom (the outside toilet), aqd wanted me
o mET AV B § wotted aod waited, and 1S oihier lids wire Seiting out of sight - 20 3
said “Dorothy, hurry up! The kids are almost out of sight.” Then she answered, “But
the road, we didn’t see anyone! When we got to our house, Dorothy said “:I've got fo g0
agmie!” s s wathond 0w up 1 e howe with Mg Abowt et time, 8 of the other kids
wiio fiad been hiding jumped out and yelled “Surprise!” It really was a successful
cpvpee vyt § et novende pettion sy pifte at ol - probably didn't, m everyons
was so poor in those days — but we played games and had birthday cake, I'm sure, before
1 bk ol o e B o e vond fo ol Bomie. Biviidey cabes wevespenad. My
Mom always baked an angel food cake, and put dabs of coloring in some of tl_le batter, so
e pib Wbl S vabow” sabs iy fo do the mane, wive § mmmke & birtiday
cake!

Cifiow s, i tag Wty e acher would “bomrd &t our house. We had
two teachers who rode horseback to school, and they both stayed with us at times.
Adssiier smmcivar bt w3t e sompletely, wm ber parests Fved foo fur vy for e fo
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Mam charged $20.00 a monih for room and board.

Thoic wois wany 1ual suinsuis s Vousily, amd wus SulwIUE was valicu
“Ingersoli”, and 1is mumber was 168. There were three men (chosen from the parenis)
wits wois sisuisd as “Guouius” ol s au:vuu:, ani LISy tads dﬁc;'a;ui'ts, sutit as :i;i'ifls
teachers, taking care of playground equipment, etc., Dad was usually a director, as there
wers a0 sikany of us atieiding school. The direcions feli that if a woman was masried, her
husband should provide for her — so married women were not considered for the job as a
teachier.

Each year at Christmas time, the school would put on a Christmas program, and
al of the Lids in the school would one way or another pasticipate in the program.
Sometimes we would put on a play, recite poems, sing songs, or just do whatever we
weie ashed. Then afler the progiam, Santa Claus would come. We cach had diawn
names, previously, and gotten a gift for the one whose name we’d drawn. The teacher
abways gave a gift to cach child, {(which was usually a liltle box of tuee pencils, with ous
names written on them) plus a little bag, which contained an orange, an apple and some
hard candy, wud peanuis i ilic shell. There would be a big deconaled biee i tic froiit of
the room, with the children having made most of the decorations, like making chains
Tremer papicr, steiging pop uuin, ad drawiig privies io haig on s bes, o dung sunic
paper folding. When the program was nearly over, we would hear a loud talking and
yortg ouiside —Sasia geiibng s 1cmdoes (o stup —ien @ loud sianping of fooi, amd
Santa would burst in with a big “HoHo” carrying a bag over his shoulder. (I learned later,
ihal Jach Tie was usually itic Sania Claus)  Tie would thien disiribuie ihe gints. Gne year
(the year that I had become sick at school), I refused to accept the orange, and afterwards
t ol guile a scoldiug o the fainily —because even though 1 didi’t wasst i, the oihics i
the family could have eaten it. Fresh fruit in the wintertime was really quite a luxury, and
nui une hal we had vary ofia.

I can remember one time though, when we had a big basket of fresh fruit. The
year thust rave been around 1934, Aunt Tiene and Uncle Henry Jacoby had been bving
Chicago, but for some unknown reason, they had moved back to Shipman, and were
tyissg i Grandina Kulenraap’s house. Thic fuiks helped them oul, wiili sutie Broce: s,
milk, eggs, efc., and as a “thank-you”, they sent out a big basket of fruit. That certainly
war a ayc\.;a! trecat.

T was lucky, in that T was able to go to the little country school, called Ingersoll,
ant uf iy eghi years of grade schivol. When the Lime was sicarly over, the couniy seni oui
a “test” for each of us to take, and the same test was given to everyone in the county. The
peupic wio miade thie best grades recaived a speciat honos, and wers meniioned i e
papers, etc., as being in the “high ten”. Their name, the name of their teacher and the
pans of o SChool was also mentioned.  Tach of ihose persons had 10 be n ihe

“program” at graduation. A huge graduation was held for all persons in the county, at
ihe satuc tune. T llave a Hewaspapcr L‘.:;yp;ug ttiai R&_ytl‘a(n‘ad, tiey m‘:phew sl g, ithai
names all of the graduates in the year that his dad (my brother Lyndal) graduated, and
Arlene Kahl. Their teacher (Adeline Hunt) and the name of the school were written up in
the Carlinville paper (I have a copy that Raymond gave me).
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Getting back to the “secret code”™ - it was much like the Celebrity Cipher’s that are
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love to work those puzzies, and 1 think it’s because of the fact that we enjoyed it, so many
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When T went to Shipman High School, after graduating from'grax'ie .sch??!‘, three
- . . lg
il Haine whes bad boon i thie “?ng,:i ton”’ weio nuw iy ulassitaica 1oy UU"'B.F'C'C”
Heyen, Kenneth Schaller, and Emily Harris. Emily later married a f:ousm‘cif mine,
Heounwih Ktﬁms}\amp, Foion lato Usuamis a v G, poiivgg tici Lraning al ivisuw Dapiidt
Hospital where my sister Anabel had trained. She chose that schoo! mainly I think,
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not being accepted was because T weighed less than 100 pounds, and also because
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would nut Ue 18 yoars uid yei, ai thc tiuo of adiission. Fclon lato nanicd a douior inai
she met while in fraining. Kenneth went to work in Chicago, I think after completing
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vuliepe, Lui 1 uoi sure wiiai s line of woik was, Iic was 1aised by ius moiher, and ihe
last T heard of him he had never married. He did come to our 50" class reunion, and
S - ; . . .
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my cousin, even before graduating from High Scheol, and her husband was in the service
{23:,:: wai ad staricd), su shic didn’t Bu iu w“csc. Shc laio had a fam;:y Ll Lincs U,
then developed hepatitis and died when her youngest son was still an infant.

CHRISTMAS
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scarce, and we knew that Santa could not bring very many “boughten” things, but we
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1 n

a
a
es in our stockings!! One time, we noticed 2

A
[“1]
(o]
(o]

“stnp; taw y«sw:s.asc” Hsicd i ihe vaiaiug andd i wust uuz‘y a dutiar, and it had 30 itoues i
We decided that it would be fun to be surprised, so talked Mom into ordering that for us .
1wy coiciaber one theng thal was s iliat sw prisc packape, Lut | doarly fuved i, and
have often tried to make more like it, since. It was a very long crepe paper sirip, that had
a wcial y}ai.c wu vte s, and a 'a'u;ug sirung i uug?i i nicial pzai:’:, ihai yuu wouid
swing around and around, and the crepe paper would fly in all kinds of circles and shapes
a» yuu iwnicd i, Cuc ysat, ihic lasi 0n6 thai | can remainber when we hived on thie fam
~ Mildred and I each were allowed to choose from the catalog, a doll, (which cost $1.00).
i vhose e one whose name was “Du:uﬁn_y”, Ucuause tial was sy Uosi 5;11 ficud’s nas.
She had dark hair, eyes that opened and shut, and she cried when she was tipped over.
Siic fiad un a blus & can, and prsity hidlo shiues and suchs., T otill have thai doil, ihuus'u
now she has a chip on her nose and her hair is all matted. Mildred’s doll was “pouting”,
and cvon i::uush sHE was very vule, viidicd haicd ier bocause shic was neves liappy — s0
she drug that doll around by one arm, left her outside in bad weather, etc., so the doll has
Ueen gone, long ago, bui now we would consider that doll io be ver y speuial. One year,
when Virginia was in college, she made a box of stationery for me — using plain typing
pape, and pasicd a Canipbell soup doll in the conier, on cach page. 1 tcally dus’i
remember any other presents that I ever got at Christmas time, but. do remember
Chuisinigs as beiig a vory apecial thine. We aliniost aiways gui Uoiling, iou, and a uow
pair of shoes.. There also was an “exchange” with a person who had drawn our name, at
sutiual, aud Sania Claus gave ilai Bl io us when e vanie o the Schioo! Cliisiias
Program. I recall a present that I liked very much, and have tried to imitate, was a little
vaicndar thiai could be used as a “parpetual” calendar. Theie weie several hiile
cardboards with the numbers on it from 1-31, each starting at a different day of the week,
and then thoie ware viliss casdboaids that had the iaines of the months on it, so ihai you
could change the months and the dates for the correct month. This was made of plastic,
arid il had a ved hula-hioop in which the daies were placed, and there was a litile kitiei
sitting on the base. In my minds “eye”, I can still see it. At Christmas time, too, there
was always a church Cluistmas program. thai we sometimes weit 10, as well as e
school program, but I don’t remember too much about that.

SUMMERTIME
Suhool staried in Sepieinber and continued ihiough April, for those who were i tie
elementary years. High school continued on through May. School lasted from 9AM
1"t AT & £~ .. P . | et . .1 S s MNPRY o | NN S UL S were. ... 1 1 [{3 77 %,

it AV, I uaya a4 WOOK, Willi @ WOOK Uit atl CIndisSLinad tuinc.  vwiicii suliuus Wiadd OUut it
was time to help on the farm — with the planting, harvesting, canning, etc. The wild
asparagus nuooded gaihening, front the side of the road, and ihie stiawbeities were icady
for picking.
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house. The housecleaning consisted partly of beating the rugs! The rugs would be
iancu wui and g o the Cloitestng, thou boaicn witli a large uvdl 'u:‘:&vy wii'e Lioop Lype
of tool fastened on to a handle. Sometimes while this was being done, the floors would
UG paiiied o1 vaniishied. The walls inghi be wastied, or wall papered, ihe dishies washed

that hadn’t been used in ages, and the pictures washed, etc. The stoves were cleaned out,

11
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summers were very hot, and of course there was no air congiiion
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Summertime also was a time for doing other things. Bible school was held for 2
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the Bible, and about the New Testament and it’s influence on
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Sohoot, Midied and Tinviied five of our fliends o comc HOING witll us L0 PG e
night Mom didn’t know they were coming, so she was quite surpﬁseg ‘.n"he‘nfhi carﬂe m
i Ba FaSi 10 Tia supper, {0 fiind five Galia pé(sp'li: 10 feed. We ab SigpL i e 1wy
double beds, that night — sideways! Four in one bed and three in the other.  Also we
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Deah!’s work, and the work of other missionaries from the Methodist Church.
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permission, started 2 “sewing club”. We le:e.med how to enﬂaro:dgg, v.n::‘;ourlmchf s
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having some refreshments and playing a while. We met once 2 week. We also belenged
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Maovie” shown in town, on an empty lot, and then there would be a “drawing” for
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a free hag of grocenies. Those wais the days before “talkies” of “conaied i’:'n‘ﬁiiéﬁ’j. They
were fun to watch, anyway, and through the exnressions and motions, you could just
imagine what was heiing said. it was alimost like reading a ieal goad bc;.ak.. Soinetines a
“medicine man” would pull his wagen or to the square and try to sell 1}15_; wonder dx:.igs.
People would &l for fis lale — and sometings, mitacutousty, his “medicine” really did
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who Tived in St. Louis, and she tried to give us a treat by inviting each of us to spend two

wSTha u ihe uily, withi hier. She would iake us v the Zuo, and iu tiic City Pk, iv this
Municipal Opera, and various other attractions that the big city had to offer. It was a real
ticat, }uc‘«i iu isten iu the svunda and soe the sighis ol ihic Lig uiy. A hurse-draws sain
wagon would come down the street each morning, delivering milk, and shortly after that
s vogolable wagui would Cunie, wiih the owaer shouting cul dbout ins waies. The
telephone was quite an attraction — as one could dial a number and a voice at the other
ernd of the Sine would (el you ihe tiie of day! Al home, we had a iclepione tial bung ou
the wall, and it had a ringer on the side, which you had to turn to make the ring. Centrals
v was 2 longs, iheir other neighbors on the Tiie had otlier rings — sucii as long, a long
and a short; a short and a long; three longs and a short; | short and 2 longs, etc. Our ring
was 2 Jongs and 4 shoits — and it was probably iic longest iy of anyone an s tnis.
Everyone seemed to know everyone else’s business — as many people “piked” in on calls.
Tire venbial ulfice was funt lu visit, bouduse ilis switchibuard uperaion sai ai 4 desh suri of
piece of furniture, and on the base part were a lot of plugs attached to lines, then the back
ol e desh was full of holes — so that whes you called in and wanied iv ialh o somcone
on another line, the operator would pull out your plug, and plug it into one of the holes,
trn ning a nusnber by pustung a liitle lever fonward, holdug it a biile lunge for a “lung”
than for a “short”. It was amazing how this thing worked.

Sununeriing also was a time for wark. The boys and Dad would work i e
fields, and Mildred and I would carry a water jug out to them so they could get a fresh
woul diiih. We would help Mom work in the garden (hueiig e weedsy or piching ihe
vegetables. Beans and peas, strawberries, etc., were the hardest to pick.

Vhicn i was housecleaning Ling, we would beai the rugs! They wars uoi iavhed
down, but more like huge throw rugs — so we would hang them on the clothesline, and
ihcie boal thie diri vui uf e — e dusi would jusi QTy! :

We had our fun times, too, during the summer. I recall one time, Elizabeth
Tatiday and Viddied and T, and 1 don’i reuall who oo, deuided iu gu visit Tumn Hathday,
who was Elizabeth’s uncle, and lived down the road about a mile away. He was a
Vachicior, but hiad a big walcs ieion paiuh. fAegaveusa e g niclon o lake home, bui
we didn’t have anything to put it in, and it was too heavy for any of us to carry, 50
Eteabeil had a new pan of pink saiin pajamas on, and guess shic had eiougli
underclothes that she didn’t need to wear the pajamas, so we wrapped the watermelon in
itwse pajamias, and staried down ihe road, caiiying i ket was i a haminock. Well,
you guessed it, the watermelon fell out and broke into a million pieces. We had to sit
dowit theie it the imddie of the ioad and at watermelon!! Thai was fun. Acother tinie
we had some girls at our house, including Nellie Springman — Phyllis’s sister, and later to
Yovuine wur sister, 100 — and she telts ihe story that we had a guilt that we used like a
hammeck and put a persen in it and swung them back and forth, and finally all the way
around, up and over, but whe it was lier tunir 10 get to swing, shie el out a5 thie “up and
over” part of the swinging was done, and she fell out. She didn’t get hurt, at least not too
maunly, bui everyuie thought it was Ruuy, Lui e, and 1§ sorry fon lie. B anust have
hurt, at least, some! Thinking of Nellie, that reminds me of another story. Phyllis and
Ruuducy :iaycd at Syain&ui‘taxi’:‘» o a whiie alier thoy waie fvsi wanned, and Mildred and 1

went over to spend a night with all of them.  After supper that night, it was felt that a fun
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sounded like fun, so we put Mildred behind the barn ho!dmg a big gunr y sack, wht
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and we gaon fioured out a wav io relieve

y to relieve her of her duty!
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?!a}'!ﬂg and n nmng all Aav throuch the dugt and the mud, our feet were qu}tp d'l'fy, SO wWe
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atways washied vus fovi beivie guing io 'ueu The kiivhen siok had o Liile “sheii” at oue
1 M < wo 1
end, on which we’d sit, and there was a round washbow! in the sink that we ¥ uld fill
with warm water ffom the reservoir, and use viom's good homemade “bar soap, 10 g€t

our feet clean.
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clotheshine to dry. Washm&, was 'almos* a full day’s job in the wintertime when it was too
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was quite an ordeal. A few years later, we had a “gas’ propelled was!nng machine, and
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as all of us were in those days it was smposc}b}e tobea “clotheﬂ-horse Everyone had
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dress“, one was worn two éays, the other three days, and then they were washed to start
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Just the necessary changes. We wore anklets and shoes in the spring and fall, and long
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Th_o next r‘av was “ironing”, and here again, without electricity, it was no easy

-_.

_j-?:":. The iiGis wais z hizated on the back of the Siove; aiil theie wWas a COver Wil a haiulie
on it that slinped over the hot oval sha@ped iron, then snapped down to hold the iron in
in"u',é while the CHothes wic ioned. Toc uuuu% baaid that we had was uu:u:z_y a
padded board, which was placed over a small little table at one end and on the kitchen
table at the other end. The table we used, is one that I still have- it’s a little square table

verids :‘mwy &uub{t_y :csa. The weaihicr ““uu;a, wiicis ahl uruly Ba'uw;ug up yoard was
spent, was sort of damp, sc even the sheets had to be ironed to get them nice and dry.

T ihe wallsiinoe, wastung was quiis a problem, as we couldin’i Go the washig on
the back porch, since the porch was an open one, and it was too cold. The clothing we
wure ihien, dide’i necd 1o be washied su ofien — ueiither did ihe bedding. The bods wae
made "p with “flannel” sheets, and were rarely washed all winter. If it was necessary to
wash — the Cloihig was all g i the kichen, diaped fron one corirer of the kitchen o
the other, to dry. With the stoves going, though, they did dry fairly well. The actual
washnig was also doie i the Kiichen. These ware ihe days befoie there was suchi a Lhing
as a Laundromat, where you could rent washing machines and dryers.

Many yoars laier, when Vern and 1 had inoved 1ato our fissi liouse, we decided
that every other month, we could afford to purchase one thing, and it didn’t take mc long

dnppmg wet, because I dxdn t have the strength in my hands to wring them very well. It
was many many years laior {(probably aboui 15) befuvie we had a dryer.  Lalc has golicn
much easier over the years. When you wring the clothes out by hand, even though the
wind Napped them, while drying, ihey siill feli stifl! Possibly soine svap was feft in
them. Anyway, it wasn’t until we got a dryer, that I had nice fluffy, soft clothes!

My Muou always inade “lomenade” soap. Saving giease did s — i could aitiicr
be beef lard, pork or chicken grease, but ocurs was made mostly from beef, I think. After
you had saved aboul tinee pounds, you needed o nnx i wiili lye. Lye could be i
from ashes (I don’t know how that was done) or you could get acan of “ly " from the
Stuie, ina b with waicr, theit add i {0 ihe inelied Breass aind stiv u, and siiv it and siie ,u,
until it becomes thick. Then you use a cardboard box lined with cloth lining, and pour
ine nxtuie nto it to haidein. T a few days, you could cui it into bars, bui feave it niv the
box for about 2 weeks when it would be hard enough and the soap was finished! This
suap really workhs wonders it “iligg arouind tie collai™ T reiember that Mom always tied
a handkerchief around her nose and mouth when she put water with the lye, as the fumes
could really burn the membranes of your nose and throat.

SCME INCIDENTS ABOUT MY "IBLR\«GS

I thinh there are probably any siories T could iell aboui iny sibliigs, bui soiie stand oui
more than others, so I'll just tell a little about something I remember about each one of
them. '
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Virginia once caid, had he really wanted to, he could have mastered almost anyth.ng that
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& was abie o ieciie {he eilire nugtu betuie Chiistinas” wlhien hie
was just 2 todd!.,.. He loved pretty things, and planted a garden out in the pasture, where
ilere was a fallen iree ihai ie had made miv a chatr, wiih a back beiny claseled out of il
one side which remained taller than the rest, as the tree had fallen. Mom knew about the
Bt dcn, bui Maldied and 1 ware vy suapn 1sed wiichi we cailic up\)n u uueuay Rudtlcy
Joved reading, and he was interested in music, and he and his cousin, Leighton Sanner,
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mueic, and just “dreaming of inventions”. They took 2 magnifying glass up there on¢
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With a bucket brigade of family members, the fire was put out, thank heavens. Virginia
e

. .

Hhicud v.l:.'li.ms at i
and \;u? headed for the bam” whila the fire was ineo put cut! R(}dﬁey quit SChGG‘:

HPN I B hie tune (‘v'hg,lu‘a Thouas) and shic B abbed Milds al and s,
ve headed the hile the fire was beng

st alio f'm'x:.'n'x'ms. B PR ;g.'nuu';, ar w10 wink T vargus difterent fanoeas
arcund. That's when he met Phyllis Springman, who became his bride, at the ripe old
aps uf 18, Thoy wae niaried un Dousbe 20, 1533, Anabel amd Laghiot Saruer
were their attendants!, When Rodney was younger, we had an old Ford car that had to be
“uranhed” (o got i steiad, and ai e e, whnle wuarkiug i,
arm. This same thing happened to Bast, at one time. Rodney was overwhelmed with all
of liis younge iotliers and sisters, and at tes B feit e REALLY necded io get away —
s0 would run away. He didn’t run very far, and Mom would notice things missing from
i:i'c Mii;'n‘cn, ot REEW S hag e hne o 'Ou':'td up his :upp't_y Of {‘&E’('dv AU‘*‘-‘&“)‘ ’ he "ia‘i

1n away to the schoothouse, and housed himself in the entryway.
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hand”. She ahways had the job of watching over the younger ones, and in later years, 1

toarned ihat she really rcsenied ihe fact that whei the Sotks would go sonlewhers, they
often took the younger ones of us along, but left her in charge of the rest of the family , at
g, 30 e it really et b hilw SO of the oldei relatives, sucn as Johiy aid

Charlie McDaniels (Grandma Archer’s brothers). Mom had to have 2 mastectomy when

T was aboui & years ok, aiud SO si& was i Darnes Hospital aid at Auoni Lauia’s hoing oF
about 2 months. During all of this time, Anabel had to do the cooking, baking, and other
Houschold choies as iseded io care for i Cannily. Anabel didivt know how ia ditve a
car (I'm not sure we even had one), and she didn’t ride horseback, so in order to go 10

Highschool, she had to stay o town and work for her room aid board. She worked for
Herman Shultz for a time, and she worked for the Methodist Minister (Rev. Heinz) one
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cousin of Mom’s). Then when Aunt Lyd (Lydia) became ill with bone cancer, Anabel

weit 1o i, Louis and helped take care of her. This was just prof to her going into

Nurses® Training, at Missouri Baptist Hospital. This hospital was close enough that she
coutd walk to Auit Laura’s house.  While she was at this hospital, I was rather sickly —
she thought 1 had rickets and scurvy (malnutrition diseases), so that’s when Mom stuffed
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Anabel arranged for me to have my tonsils taken out. This was done at her hospital.
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there, and sook care of me until T was able to go back home. When Anabel graduated
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we moved into town. The farm where we were living had been sold, and the boys were
k]
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ow all grown and away Goim home, so it was the right time 0 quit farming. Grandia
Kylenkamn’s house was for sale, so Anabel bought it for $1000.00, and the folks moved
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. Aunt Siclia W c}al;, and Uncle Ax“i, owied a secona aand staie, aid Aunt Qtelia was

forever finding things in the store that Anabel could purchase for the folks! One of the
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i;;:ig: :ds ilic carpei, and eveniually, Anabel inheriied ihai caipei! She joined the Aim
Y 1t ‘
en the war started, and was sent to Newfoundland, where she met her husband g
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i ,:;B""" (Lot Aprai 13, 1318) rude horscback o fughschool each day, when the
‘8 1 V
e A her was nice, and then s‘he stayed with Mrs. Bosomworth and helped l;er with her
. . . r 4
; l:;‘W\;}fh,. at lnnes,, ivu. Mis, Busumwuiih was a “perfectiomsi”, and T recall that she
aug v i ‘ ’ v
: .),.;,.; .'x{gxxfxa i&f}W t'o iron. "'I‘lfe corners of the handkerchief had to exactly meet, when
et She atso insiilied viher values ol ar, i Viegun he al :
| ! 1i, in Viegina, so she aiways was il
o | . . ' . ys was thic
Si : on in g}e fax‘ni!y WE? re_ally liked nice things.  After highschool, she went to college
: hwiiell, m Alion, Tnos. 1L was quiie a struggle, as ihe folks bad no exiia wos
. 2 , 2 tuHSy, 5
she borrowed money from a man named “Ed Kah!”, and I’'m sure there was an e
ariangeimcni mado and she paid i back, bui for iwo years, o ked ai schout o hic
e ; Jack, 5 SHE WUIKEU al SCHLUL 1w bick
5 3; her college, arc'i i!_lso worked in the summer at odd jobs. During her first year, sht:
4u a 1owmmaic nancd Juamia Brown, who tad i 11 suioLl i \ T
Voo ! 5 H U DETIE HE SUHIUUE OLIC yOaL TOHRBCE i.}-lau.
Virginia, so was elgible to teach one year earlier. She applie y wh
VTGN, 80 was eigib ach one year earlier. She applied at our schoo! where Dad
cuivr, and shic was bred, su Viss Juamia was iy ivacher the last iwo years of
grade school.  One weekend when Miss Juanita’s boyfri Yake he
grade scieo.  One 1 when b ss Juanita’s boyfriend came to get her to take her
P, v:nu.rcu and ¥ porsuaded Mo and Dad 1o lei us go io Shurilell v spend ihe
%7, . . - 3 - . v - i
weekend with Virginia. Virginia usually worked in the cafeteria during the week, but
was ull o ihe woohainds, winch als I T N I e T T
e S, winch also meani ihai shie didn’i gei her neals on ihe
weeckends. We hadn’t taken any money with us, and Virginia didn’t have very much
we sai aound n the :uuugc une cvcn;ng. ih e o,
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M A hann . By WE WELE, wihich
ildred happened to slip her hand down between the cushions and found a qtfxarter! That

L N [ ]
wap SHuuR L “Drack-cow” i )
. ML DUY @ DIALR-LOW D0 Wo WEIL L0 an Ius Gisaiit par !m uaﬂs‘:d“gtod\a”
o . .
and got three straws, with which to devour the “black cow” 7
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1 H . ’ " ST iy S a5 e at
Miles Station School, whic ’ C owas i av

"es S rtion School, w hich was about 3 miles from where we lived. They didn’t have a
! -";1:‘ inai schoos, vui wanied vne — and it 30 happened ihat one of Aunt Laura’s
neighbors in St. Louwi i i . “
e g ! or in %t Louis ha‘d a ;‘:layer piano that she would like to sell for $25.00, so we
u‘ - - 4 . 48 N - .. TN - b ! v’ )
th f,gd'duw Toiks Lo buy the player plano, and seil then’s Lo Mides Siation School, whici
t ey did. From then on, many hours were spent pedaling that pla i d ingi
Sume Of the inusic. rots sie, Miarsie, Ah 'P sian, That « B ot Wi The Hate
P STONS WEIG,  IVIANEIG, /Al 3uamsizux, That ot G&mg of Ming, The Hot
City; and many others. I think that contributed t 7 bet “by ear” y
| 1 anc many others. 1 thinlc that tributed to my being able to play “by ear”, years
. ; @3 1 WOHG OFUSH HOL Y Naiias on the kcy:‘., as i;my would B dowr, winhe pedaliig
N ! ¥
t J pfaver, and found out a little about “rhythm”. Mom alse taught me ho’wt fe:d b
amnd s S, as sho played VERY WELL. Years laier, | did take souno o, o,
M S . prayed VERY WELL. YVears laier, § did tahe same fessons, oo
?s M TS, _choeneman gave me lessons for free, for the use of our piano to teach cthér ,
Stuuenis 1 fown —as she hived oui. m the wouniry
Viroinia 1 th
ginia was a.',:.'ays'. :,:eufy generous, with the money she made while teaching
K L T I A 1 . o
n, S peiier’ Cans Uy wid was 3 Stz an wstiumend the
e e Yy WO wad Seniing. an wistiumend iha
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vas 3 i was sort ol a
ukulele It had music with it, and Allen soon learned to play
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‘jI t4 hair "‘I,Iﬂ ﬂ‘“lﬂ‘ 1 1
lass, ai :) . _uf’: always s.razg;ht 'and stringy, and when you were in the freshman
: d, at Ingi sChoul, you atways ad o b rnbaied!! T 3ophaiaoies wers responsibl
- e A i -1
o 'ketle.:rmmng y?ur fe'xte, that week of initiation. 1 don’t recall all of the things we had to
du, b;.xn‘us.;‘ remember ihal onG of tiern was weamg your an ur Drads 'v'i:giiia x de
tinv little braids all aver mv head 1 1 - - . P
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finn what e oide gils did. We also had to wear vur diess backwaids one Jay. At ihe
end of the week, there was a party, and a final “trick”. Each classroom had 2 door rat each
t;m,;, a0 e ‘auphumul es hixed up e scienee 1o Lo use as tus “:sp”uk huua’st’:”‘ We waic
blindfolded, and had to take off our shoes. They had wet sheets hanging across the flfo‘r
and there wers biuken c?;555}'c“b un e ﬂuun, wingch 'Lhtiy jold us was broken 5“”’ vve
had to walk across the room and out the other door. It was scary, but fun.

Suun aller thai, Viiginia pad. for iy fusi penanend wave!  Viguna was
teaching school at Miles Station at that time, so was making about $70 a month. She Pad
peves had any mongy, su wasn’i used iu haviny any, and willingly sha cd whai shic liau.
She wanted me to enjoy school and have what the other kids had — so she bought 2 .
bdMJp;lunc i G, oL ithai ¥ vouid p'my e Dand. 1 p‘laycd e ihe band all fow ycais o
high school  Part of the reason for choosing the saxophone, was because I also .had- y
anuiho P uLlcn. ?v{_y tocil weic ves y clou'ucd, and iy yuouih wasn’t a'n’napcd i g,
so Uncle Will Winslade came in to see us one day, and suggested that I could get my
iecih s a'-ahimx:':d al pli‘(ki.u}a“y no char B, by go'mg {0 Si. Lows o ihe Dcuiai Schout 'c‘ti.
Washington University. The dentist there, thought it would help to position my teeth, if 1
wouidg yua:n Lauk oy lower jaw — winch was ihe pusiiiuu used piaymg the .
saxophone. Getting back to the permanent — one of Virginia’s classmates, Mary ﬁl'tce
Siiahan, wout io boauly schioul, suan a beauly shop m ihe uld iclgphune umc.;c. Fhe
permanent wave machine was like a bucket turned over with a bunch of electnc' wxre‘s-
oty duwn Giou i, and sumchiow o anuilicn yow hau was iwisied up, and !)lauca wa
curler at the end of these wires. You had to sit real still for about an hour, while your hair
“Guoukod T husc pea manenis lasted about a yc&ug From thal day tu ‘Unis, T have had
permanent waves fairly regularly, however, the method of permanents has che'mg’ed over
ihe YCa S, Nouw a paison Gan got a “cold” wave — wiiliuo clecine wies a‘;‘wa:-‘:m'x
4, Lyndal (born January 13, 1920) was a real help to Dad all of the years they hveii ?n ’
s T, He was always peiiy guisi, amd i’ gei niw any pouble thai T recail. T aon'i
know exactly why, but he had the nickname of “Pudge”, though he wasn’t very pudg%y!t
Cie bhig, e faunly weni ana P.luuiﬁ anud Dishang t;:xpcd;iiol’l up ncat Mavoupu Cieer,; 1
think it was — so in the process of fishing, his line got out of hand and the hook got ’
\;qughi_ i ins oy, Pudyc tetis oo ihat Grandpa Kulcukamp chewed ivbavcw, su he J.usi
took out a phug of tobacco from his mouth, I guess to deaden the area, and slapped it on
s dog. Dad, then ook vuiles puchet ki, and vui ihe houk vui ui: s log! 1 pgucss
they must have used pressure bandages to stop the bleeding. Pudge joined the Navy as
suun as e gui vul u.ml'xghac;}xuu'x amd was stationed ai Pearl Harbor, He had beei back o
the states for special training in “submarines”, when Pearl Harbor was bombed on -
Deveniba 7, 1941, Hesiayed on m ihe Navy for iwo 4-yoar ienius, amd betore geiung oul
he was made the “Chief Electrician’s Mate” on his ship - THE BREEZE. He was always
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very generous, as you'll see in some of my other stories.
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4 Noahn was theSth cinld i tus ianmy, (DO on ANADSH s DLy, Sepileinvct o,
1921) and it seems like he was the unlucky one —or at least seemed to be in
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prouble a lot. He was reaily

1 was “handsome”. Actually, his nickname for the rest of us was
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we all called him. Al of the boys had to help with the work on the farm, but
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had laid it down on the sidewalk by the well, and it really was an
1
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i
spokes. I can’t recall exactly what happened, but recall that Ruth Shultz (our

at VI U
r
LU was visiiing us ab tis g, and Mom and Dad had gous o Adlon o
market. Bart found the broken down bike, and started chasing us. Mildred, Ruth
and §ran up v the 5;1 Is bediown and stanmed the doui, then pua‘.'n:‘zd the bed up
against it to keep him out, but he went into the boys bedroom, and proceeded to
Unnb vui e window and uver e kiiden oof]) o Bet i e 5'11":5, bediomn
window, so we had to push the bed over in front of that window. By this time,
Pudge was nivhing up the buggy, and we ran downsias, goi nto the buggy and
drove to Halliday’s house. Whew!! Ruth laughs now about that story, as she’d
never been i a Hght before, and was scared to deaild Weill, Vi swe Bart
wouldn’t really have hurt us, but we didn’t give him a chance, at any rate. Bart
Yiad a hard e i school, ard ab une Lime almost qu;i. 'nigh'adlou';, Nont had a
conference with Mr. Smith (whe was the principal, then), and he assured Mom
ihai i she could get timn o school, bie would inake swee thal Bari graduaicd — su

that’s what they did. After he graduated, Virginia helped pay his tuition for him

v Bo v Rastcin s Teache’s Cuﬂege, where he weni for one year —- then he
joined the Navy, and served for the duration of the war. He tock some courses in

woodworking white in college, and laier e was alnwsi a professivnal Labinei
maker, though this was just 2 hobby. His real job was working for the telephone
vompany (he had been an eleciiician’s niale, i ihe Navy). Bai wade several
pieces of furniture that we now have in our home. He also made a large “cross”
iv hang in ihe church in Shipman, where we all aiiended wiile growing up.  Tias
was made and presented in memory of his son, Gerry.

6 Allen (Uorn July 24, 1223) was jusi a year older ihan g, e fact ol the aight ol us, we
are closest in age. He was sick with pneumonia, when I was born. Idon’t know whether
itis had any effect on fns eventual hearing loss oi not, bui Allen staried fosing ins Tearing
at a rather early age. He always was helpful at home and I can’t recall his ever getting
mio any broubls. Cnc tine, whe he was quile young, he startad down iu ihe barn i ey
with something down there, when a bee stung him, right on his forehead. His eyes
swelled shui, and ke was unable Lo see how to get back iu ihe house!, so we Tad hin back.
I don’t remember how long it took for the swelling to go down, but definitely recall that
happemng, - Anabel ichs us aboui ihe e, when e was born. . Dr. Bobein cante oul witlt
his little black bag; that she said had Allen in it. He went in the house, and all of the rest
of us had tw go vulside. Uncle Brvin had come vui — he sal on ihe flai-bed wagon with all
of the other kids, telling them stories, and wouldn’t let any of them go in the house. After
T Dubsin vanie oui, siift carrying his litte black bag, he told them that he had broughi
them a little baby brother! That’s why Allen was given the middle name of Irving!.
Allen i laier yoars, told ine anvitier siory that he wordered how come 14 furgoiten o
include! He said when he was 2 little boy, one of the neighbors, Tom Halliday, I think it
was, gave nm a couple of sheep ihat were sort of a runis.  Allenvaised ihese sheep unin

they were grown and had offspring. Some of the offspring were not healthy, so Uncle

19




NEFCEE wwr 2 b . -, N IS | 4] H ' 3
T Y HINAUE Wad CAlEU 1o Dreal TG0 (e was a veistianiaig, iuweve,

s¢ Allen tock the others to Uncle Will's house and laid them in the feeding trough which

izl RCEINE wrrir K2R LRIV 2W

IR N 1]
QHE il Uicy,

s
thi ‘s ale o 1. -1 - : [ ST : I ICTIIIE TN T U Ry | 1Y
PEL LS G HON Uiy ko b, INcediess L0 say, e sicop al LIRSS U_]J
? : : i ~onsIn
rough’s so much that the cows were a bit unhappy —which in furn made our cousit
< a 1oy

ey IEREE L T R L [ TIS ~ nexi. but hav
¥y t.t_yut: AT U LITLRIIGH 51 uull'appy! Lt sl wiiat lluppcucu HHITAL, vuL

that Aflen had to clean out those troughs! It may have been from these sheep, that In
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laic yoais we were ubﬂg:‘:d to vard the wool, fiom which Mum made comfuiiers. AL aiy
rate, carding wool was quite a task, but in later years I can see what a blessing those
sheep really were!

Ediih uin Sepiemver 22, 1524) was ihe 7 atd. My stony 1 toid ‘Lhing:mui ths
writing, but T do want to relate a couple of things here. They say that I was oply z.lb(iut 2-
3 yoars old, when T ran downr towards ihe barn io meei iy Dad wiho was Comg i frown
plowing in the field. He didn’t see me, but I just ran ahead, and eventually got right '
under the ules oot They stoppad and wouldiv’i budge. Dad bied and vied to get e
to0 go, but they wouldn’t, so he finally got off the plow, and found the trouble. Mel.
Thai’s my clusest call, so far as T hilow. Anoilier funity thing though,. ihe neighbors ur
someone, asked my Dad what they had named their little daughter, and his answer was
“By Golly, | doir’i icinember what Moin did naine that kid!” 1 guess naines didir’t ican
much by the time the 7" one came along! ¥'m not sure where my name came from, butl
heard that it was the lady who stayed with Mom after 1 was born, who really gave me my
name.

& Mildred — lasi bui noi leasi, was ihie gth’ Ueiing LU i O Augusi &, 1926, Sho wid I woic
really good pals and playmates all the years of our growing up. Her narrow escape came
Jasi days afici shie was boii, when Dad was gailicring up ihe cloiles lo du the wasining,
The nursemaid had placed Mildred on an old couch out in the yard to soak up a bit of sun,
and BDad didiv'i ses hiar, su grabbed e shieet off the coudl, and Mildred went Dyiiig
through the air, just like the man on the flying Trapeze! Mildred started crying, and soon
was found a few foci away! Apparcrily sire wasi’i i, as 1o frjuiics weie ovel’ reputicd
that I know of We moved to town before Mildred finished grade school, so she was the
Desi m ithe fannly o fuuash schivol 1 towi,  Shie was 4 E,UUL'L studeni, mud funished, first; 0
her class. She was pretty and popular, so had lots of friends. Mildred had a lot of
boyiiiends, and vnce wien a guy vame up and honked — she 141 oui 10 weet him ang el
in the ditch, and broke her arm! Dad said after that, the fellows could come to the door to
pk horupt  Virginia had married Jim in 1941, but had to keep it secret until school
was out, as scheols didn’t hire married teachers in those days, but when school was out,
she went out to California, so as to be there when Jim came home from the war. When

Mildred finished high school, she then went out to California to wait with Virginia.

TEETH

The process of getting teeth straightened, is sometimes lengthy and painful, but
rewarding in the end. For me, it all started when I was a freshman in high school. After
the initial impressions and pictures were taken, and the method thought out, I was to
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Lraomnc a ucgu:ar praticni — 5u;u§ umybc twive a month (o Si. Louis o Wastnngion
University Dental School, for a treatment. First, bands were put around certain teeth,
manty the back ones and the fiont vnes. These hitite silver bads had 1o be pushed
around your teeth with a “jack-hammer” type of instrument, and there were little
“Yusoks” on the bamds. These houks were fur the placing of rabber bamds, which sireiched
from the back tooth on top to the front tooth on the bottom — on both sides - thus pulling
back on iy lower jaw. T could take ihe rubber baids off 10 cat, oiliciwise they weie left
on all the time. Gradually the treatments were spread out over a longer period of time,
and afler 3ix yoars, | graduated fiony thic eatinents all together.  During the tinee T was w
high school, T would ride to St. Louis with the Kah! brothers, on their milk-truck. They
hauled nintk every day, and didir’t immnd faving a passerger. | would wait at the corner
(at Mrs. Crocker’s house), then run out when 1 saw the truck coming. 1 would only have
0 pay a moket o ride across the bridge (e Mississippi River), and ther a dime to ride
the bus from where they would let me out at Kingshighway St. to the Dental School. 1
would siay overiighi with Aunit Laura, and then come back the next day — mecting ihe
milk truck at the dairy. !

T st van icineinbei the very first day ¥ rode o the itk tiuck io St. Louis. On
that day, I was to get off at the foot of Kingshighway, and walk over to Aunt Stella’s

would come and get me and show me where T would get off the bus, normally, to get to
ihe Dontal Schiout. O this paiticular day, wiici T got io Auiii Siella’s hiouse — shie wasi'i
home, and I didn’t know what on earth to do, so just sat down on the curb and cried! A
neighbor saw me, and came to my rescue, cailing Aunt Laura, who then came. What a
relief it was to see Aunt Laura!!

Tins busiiess of goiig back aind foith on ihe milk truck continued all through iny
high-school years, then when I started in Nurses’ Training, in Alton, I was able to ride the
“Iicruiban” — a sireet car Lype of braiiy — 10 Si. Louis, aind could caichi the bus froim iheie
to get to the Dental School. I again used this method of transportation all during my
yoars i tNurses” Traming, 1 was only afler | graduaied, and decided that | wanied to go
to Chicago to work, that my Dentist decided he would remove the braces, as they had
probably done all the good ihey were gong io do ailyway.

The Dental School only charged $5.00 a month, for their fee — but we were very
poor, and even $5.050 a mionth was a loi of inoney, especially since Dad oty carned 340 a
month working for the WPA — so after Pudge (Lyndal) joined the Navy, he had an
attoimeit scii home, out of which the 35.00 would coine.

When I finished High Schoo! and started in Nurses’ Training, Anabel was in the
A Foice, so she seint ime $10.00 a montl sut of her allotmeni, aind T was able Lo use tias
to pay the Dentist, and ride the interurban back and forth. This lasted for about a year,
after winch 1 juined the “Cadet Corps”, and thei the government paid me a regular salary,

which I could use for these expenses.
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Shipman. We had an old one-seated Ford Car at that time, and the boys were able to
drive it, so Bart, Allen and I all rode to school in that car.
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i ired
We were supposed to take four classes each year, some of wl::izt; :;;e:t l:il‘t“hey
subjects before we could graduate. The first year, three were requir tedtc]v e
being Algebra, English and Generat Science. I had decided that.l wan 0 e T chose
when I finished high school, and that required two years of fora%n lat!tliuregqt;ire A
Latin — which was the only foreign language bjemg offered. Best zs e e education.
subjects, we were also allowed to participate m_band, glee club an Ir,mSv’v o g in Hi
By this ’;ime, one of the teachers that I had had in grade school was o o 0 be our
SZhool Her name was Alta Meier. Our class was able to choose a t¢

i that Alta
class sponsor, so we chase her! She also taught physical ed. 1t turned out

Illinois, t0
Meier was our spensor all four years of high school. She later went to Pana,

her,
teach, and there was a man in our church —-Bob McAfee — who had gone to school to
e - . .
iﬁaPana. Alta wrote to me every Christmas, up until she died.

i i bra IL.
7 tw i i v being English and Alge
& SeC had only two required subjects, they o chose
&:hﬁiﬁigke:rmﬁeeast two years of science though, before we could graduate, S
to take Chemistry, and then had to take Latin IL. .

‘ tein
The school had quite a few extra things that made school fun, and one was puttng

king and queen, each year. I was probably the smallest person in sch
to be the “crown bearer” tWo different years.

i hose to
The third year, our only required subject was English. The others that I chos

take were Public Speaking, Typing 1, and Geometry.

: t that 1
¥ don’t remember what my subjects were, the fourth year ;, ' Hzighmsadlisc;oli’,uf;i?gpealdng
know English was a required subject, and I took Typing 11, an b ytaidng two years of
I1. but am not sure. Ihad fulfilled my requirements for Nursing, by

science, and two years of foreign language'.

i i things,
Since my Dad worked for the WPA, our f@dy quai‘lﬁei:;;;:gl: No;hz w hr:fh
ich were sponsored by the government. I wasin something e get paid
thd t“v N:ganal' Youth Association. 1 was allowed to work at s:nd at’ball foy he
;t;, ?)O : rmorttll My job was to sell candy durmg ’the lunch bilezl:;r e el vas B
aﬁdy at lunch break was sold from the principal’s office, an e dun o
gmith He loved to play Chinese checkers — so we often play uring

junch hour while I was selling candy.

; h hour.
I also worked at a restaurant across the street from I:helscho:;in ?;??}%ehrj:siaurant
This was not during the time I worked for the NYA, thOl;%Ih B;:lzman " ade the best
was owned and run by a family named “Blz[:kemanYear; 211:;; ! ;ked o bow she made it and
i I’ve ever eaten: ; . ce and
b:rb.eqltl::i;a:;ewr;‘?::;hgtom the left over pot-roast, adding omons and tomato sauc
she jus

. . . od.
the gravy — but even though I used her recipe — mine never quite tasted as g0
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Tins st have boon duv;ug my Jasi ycuas " H;g,h deuu?, ap § rcual an wcidont
that happened, that really had my folks upset. We had a preacher at our church during
ihai e that had s granddaughier hving with Bt aind his wife. Beor naine was
Rowena.  She often played “hooky” from scheol, and would hang out at Blakeman’s
sostaurant.  Hor giandfather fouind vui about i, and she thoughi T bad told hini. T had lo
have a recommendation from my minister, in order to get into Nurses’ Training, so I went
v ithe parsuiage to ask him for a letter of recomimendation. Roweia Lold him not io give
it to me, as I told lies. She then said, “1 just feel like slapping you”. 1told her to go
ahead if it would help e any - and shie did just thai!!  Of course, T went honie and

told my folks, which caused quite a stir. I did get the recommendation, though!

Duiiiig iy first yeai of High School, the farny that we had lived in all of my life
was sold to Emmett Hall, and in March of that year, we were forced to move. Anabel
was iii the Air Force at thai time, and she had a litile money, so she bought Grandima
Kulenkamp’s house, for $1000.00. Afier Grandma died, the family rented the house to
Uicle Will Winslade, who had a Couinty job of soime sort, where he was responsible for
finding housing for people on Welfare. He then used Grandma’s house to house these
people. Irecall that before we could inove iiy, the house had o be cleaned and
fumigated. I suppose it also was re-papered and painted. The house had six rooms and a
laige atiic. The floois were very uireven, aind it had ELECTRICITY! This was the very
first time that we had electricity. Out on the farm, we used kerosene lamps, and had one
&as lanip. There weie o electiic outlets in the house in Shipman, just a light hanging
from a wire in the middle of the ceiling, with a pull chain on it. It was wonderful, we
ihougtit, aind froim that light, we could use extension cords for any oiher electiic things
that we had. We didn’t have any though, that I can recall, except a radio, and perhaps
Monr had an iron.

Ii was fui living i towi, as we could get together with our friends and play
games at night, such as “Hide and Seek”, “Kick the Can” “Red-light”, etc. We also
weiit 10 Epworth League, on Suiday nights, and iheir every once in a while we'd get
together with the Epworth League’s from other towns, for a special rally. We also had
parties, and I remeinver one ieap year, wheir we weire going 1o have a “Sadie Hawkiis”
party. 1asked Allen if he would be Nellie’s guest at that party, and he said “yes”. 1
really think that was their first date. I didn’t have any boyfriends, and occasionaliy they
would take me to the movies with them. 1 still remember one movie that I saw with
them, and it was called “Green Pastures”. That was special.

NURSES TRAINING

Wheir I fiiishied higly schiool, in 1942, the war was oir (it having staried witls the
bombing at Pearl Harbor, Hawaii, on 12-7-1941). There was little money to be had; in
fact, Fudge had been sending imoiney hoine eacl inonth, 1o hielp the folks with their
expenses. | wanted to go to Nurses’ Training, as that wouldn’t cost too much, I thought.
I applicd at Missouii Bajitisi, where Aiabel had graduated, bat they refused 1o accepi me
for two reasons. One, I had to be 18 years old the day training started, and I wouldn’t be
18 until September 22. The second reason was that I had to weigh at least 100 pounds,
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assd 1 weighed 86. 1had goiten a job doing baby-sitiing, with a family in Alion, for the
summer. The mother worked in defense work, and I don’t know where the husband
worked.  The grandpa worked, at the flourmill down town near the river, and th,ey all
lived in a “flat” upstairs, between the pool hall and the liquor store! The mother’s )
younger sister lived with them, too, and she was about my age. The aunt, who was a taxi-
driver, lived next door. There were three children, ages 8 months, 2 and 4 yrs. My job
was to take care of the kids, clean up the house a bit and get the supper started. They
paid me $ 3.50 a week and my room and board. I saved my money, and one day on my
day off, I went to Alton Memorial and applied there to get into Nurses’ Training. To 'gy
surprise, they accepted me. I needed $65.00 as down payment, and would need $35.0
more after being in training for 4 months (at the time of capping). I had saved tl.le
$65.00 but had no idea where the $35.00 would come from — but had a lot of Faith!

I don’t know how long I worked in that place, but when the folks came down — and 1
think it was to take me to St. Louis to apply at Missouri Baptist - and found out where I
worked, they made me quit. After that I started working for H:_alhe Schqeneman. She
was a piano teacher who had helped me learn a little abput playmg the piano a few years
earlier. Anyway, they lived on a farm, where the work is endless, it seems. 1 plckefl
cherries, helped pick chickens and helped put up hay, among other things. They paid me
25 cents a day. One day my Mom came out with her friend Leota Thomas, and Leota’s |
daughter needed someone to work for her in Alton. Helen Hannold aqd her husband Ed
both worked, and didn’t have any children, so were happj'f to share their home. 1 then
got a job (really easy) — and they paid me $7.00 a week, Just”to clean up the l}ouse imdall
get supper started.  Helen taught me how to make “sun-tea among o-ther things. I really
didn’t do much work at all, and got acquainted with a young girl who lived across the
street who had hydrocephalus. I remained her friend all through nurses’ training. Her

name was Avalon Harte.

There were about 27 of us who entered Nurses’ Traming. I was assigned to two
roommates, since we were all small, and there were an uneven number of us. 'I:o our
surprise when the roommates got there — one was quite tall! It wasn’t long until she was
transferred to another room, because we just had cots to sleep on. The roommates were
Velma Lyons and Martell Brazel. . o

The probation period was for 4 months. During t?ns time, we wore black
stockings, and didn’t have an apron or cap. This was a time to see wh'ether,pr not we
could stand up to the work, etc., One of the girls flunked out during this probation pgnod,
and another decided she wanted to get married, so she quit. At the end‘of the ’probatlon
period, there was a capping ceremony in which each of us was given a little china
Florence Nightingale lamp, and of course our cap. I remember that my folks and Aunt
Laura came to the capping. This also was the time when we had to produce $'35.00 for
our next portion of our nursing fee. I had no idea where that money was coming from,
as had absolutely NO money. Anabel was in the service, as was Pudge, Bart and Rodney,
so Anabel had an allotment check of $10.00 sent to me each month. Pudge had an
allotment check sent to my folks each month, which had paid for my d‘ental WOl'k,. and
every letter he wrote to me, he included $10.00 spending money. I didn’t know it then,
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it Pudge also sent the $35.00 that | needed to continue with my training at the time of
my capping. My faith was honored, again!!

I continued to go to St. Louis at least once a month, to get my braces (teeth)
adjusted, and had to pay $5.00 each month plus it cost about $1.00 to ride the interurban
train. Of course, 1 missed classes on this day, and at one time [ was called in to the
Nursing Office and Miss Cripe (our main teacher) told me that it was questionable as to
whether or not 1 would pass, because of missing so many classes. I worked harder, after
that, and did make it!!

We got moved around quite a bit, because part of our training was at other places,
so about 6 at a time were sent for specialized training, (affiliations) and that always meant
a shift in roommates. We went to Riley Hospital at Indiana University for our Pediatric
Training — that was for 3 months, and then we went to Jacksonville, Illinois to the State
Hospital, for our Psychiatric Training. Think that was for two months.

While we were at Riley, Norma Lee Twichell was my room-mate. She had been
dating a fellow named George Vohradsky, and George came out to see her there, at Riley.
After he left, she told me (at first) that they had broken up, and she had given his
engagement ring back to him. 1 sort of took George’s side, and told her how nice it was
that he had come all that way to see her, etc., so afterwards she confided in me. Actually,
b had taken her ring, to have another (wedding ring) made to match it. They planned to
get married as soon as she got back, which would be a whole year before finishing
training. Tt was against the rules to be married in training — therefore; she would have to
keep it a secret for a whole year! She asked me if I would stand up with her, and 1
agreed, so soon after getting back from Indiana — actually on Labor Day, we proceeded to
carry off the wedding. The first stop was to pick up a friend who worked at the
courthouse, and she managed io gei iheir license — then on io a hospiial o get blood iests,
thento find a preacher who would marry them on that day. We finally found one, and
the wedding took place. Tt was a difficuli task indeed (o keep ihat secret for a whole
year, but we knew what the outcome would be if we didn’t — so we did!!

Buting our training, a program called “Nurse Cadet Corps” was started by ihie
government. This was to assure that the students would stay in training for the duration
of the war, and relieve some of ihe registered nurses o go into the service. T joined the
Cadet Corps after being in training for less than a year. We were then given all of our

expenses, plus a stipend of $16 a month the firsi 6 monihs, then $15 a month for the next
year, and the last six months we were paid $25.00 a month. Because of this, I was able
to have Anabel’s allotment check stopped, and was able to pay her back what she had
sent me. . During the last six months of training, we were to do one of three things —
either go to an Army Hospital and work, work in Public Health, or stay at the Hospital
where we had our training. 1 was assigned to Public Health, and consequently, did a
little School Nursing, and other types of Nursing, other than hospital.

The war was on, so most of the fellows we knew in high-school, were gone to the service,
There were a few left who were conscientious objectors, or who were 4-F’s (physically
unable), but they were few and far between. T had never dated much in high school
anyway, so really didn’t miss not dating. There was a Methodist School — McKendrie
College, not too far away, where I had gone to camp, once when I was in high school,
and there were student ministers there. One had appendicitis and ended up at Alton
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Mgmorial Hospital, and sort of fell for one of my classmates — Dot Holt. He then started
dating Dot, and before long, brought along a buddy to be my blind date. His name was
George Kennedy. T continued dating him then, through the days that he was at
McKendrie, and later wrote to him when he went to Boston University Theological
Seminary — but soon after going to Chicago, and the war was over — we just stopped

W{‘it_ing. I heard that he went to the Ohio Conference, after he became a full-fledged
minister.

Some of our classmates had quit, or flunked out, so there were just 24 of us who
graduated on May 12, 1945.  Graduation Day was always held on May 12, because tl_lat
was Florence Nightingale’s birthday!! We really weren’t finished with our training until
September, but had an early graduation. We had to be 21 years old, in order to take the
State Board Examinations, which would determine whether or not we became Register ed
Nurses. My friend, Norma Lee Twichell and I weren’t quite 21, so we had to wait a
month before taking our exams. I continued to work at Alton Memorial Hospital, until L
took the boards and got my grades back. The original exams were given in Springfield,
but were only offered in Chicago, later. So since it was very difficult to get a hotel
room, and besides, I think my Mom was worried about my being loose in the big gity, SO
we checked around and there was a nurse who worked at Alton Memorial as a private
duty nurse who had relatives living in Chicago. They happened to also be relatives of my
relatives, being Fred and Mabel Jacoby. Fred was a brother of my Uncle Henry Jacoby
(the husband of Aunt Irene, who was Mom’s sister) They learned of our predicament and
invited us to stay with them, while in Chicago. Norma Lee and [ took the train to
Chicago, then called them and they told us how to get to their place via the “Elevated”,
which is a train that goes underground down in the loop, but then goes above ground after
leaving the downtown area. Mabel was at the stop to meet us when we got off the train.
That evening, their brother and sister-in-law, the Oehler’s came over to meet us. Louis
Oehler had married Anna Jacoby — a sister to Fred Jacoby, (and also to my Uncle Henry)
however, Anna had died, and Louis was now married to another lady, named Virginia.
They lived just a block away. Louis insisted that he take me to see Wesley Memorial, as
it was a brand new hospital then — and consequently, I put in my application and was
accepted, there. The next four years found me working in Chicago.

CHICAGO

After getting settled in the Nurses’ Home, which was a big apartment house, and I was
assigned to live on the 16™ floor with a girl named Marge Ahlgrim, I decided to check

out the town. I went down to the loop, and to the Chicago Temple, which is a Methodist
Church. There I met the church secretary, Louise Purnell, who sort of took me under her
wing and showed me around the church, and told me about all of the activities there. Dr.
Ray Goff was the minister there, at the time, and he became a friend to all the young
people. Some of the groups were called “Town Hall, which met on Monday nights,
“Temple Belles” (for girls) which met on Tuesday nights, “The Rec. Club” which met
on Thursday nights, and then the regular Temple Club which met on Sunday nights.
Saturday night was often a time for just a few of us to get together at someone’s home, or

26

ao something special in smaller groups. 1t didn’t take me any time at all to get involved.
T was so impressed with it all, that I talked two of my former classmates from Alton
Memorial in to coming to Wesley to work, and they too got involved at the Temple. They
were Imogene Matthew and Laura Jean Paris. I met a lot of wonderful life-long friends
from there at the Temple Louise later got married to Bob Jones, and T organized a bus
load of young people to go down to Mahomet for their wedding. I took along a couple of
ampules of “smelling salts” in case Bob should feel faint — and that was something he
kidded me about ever after. The young people called themselves “TheTemple Clubbers”.
F.ouise managed to write a newsletter every year at Christmas time, asking each of us to
contribute something about what we were doing, etc, and that made us feel like a big
family. Louise kept this up until she was physically unable to do it any longer — Bob had
died in the meantime, and Louise finally developed Alzheimer’s, and had to go down to
Mahamet to live with her sister Isabelle, and she died in 2001. A few of the people still
send Christmas cards, and come to see us — even after all of these years!!

I worked on a Medical floor at first, when I went to Wesley, but with working different
shifts, split shifts, and never knowing when my days off would be, it was hard to have
any type of social life, so I requested to work straight nights. That was from midnight
until 8 AM. T could then work in anything else that T wanted to do. I wasn’t on nights
very long until they assigned me to work “float”; which meant a different floor every
night, relieving the regular night nurses. T worked mainly on the Medical and Surgical
Wards, Psychiatric, Pediatrics, and Orthopedics. T never ever worked on Obstetrics,
which was where Lora Jean worked. Imogene worked on Orthopedics.

It was while T was working nights that I started dating a fellow named Harold Turner,
rather steadily. T really liked him. He took me home with him once to meet his family
and it was a nice week-end, but it just wasn’t to be, that we be anything more than
friends. Harold (Tip) T called him, went back to college to get his master’s in.
Architectural Engineering, which meant his going down to Champaign, Tlinois. Tt was
during this time that I decided to go to Business College, which T thought was necessary
in order for me to get an office job and work straight days, with holidays and Sunday’s
off. 1attended Mosher Business College in Chicago, while working nights. Tt was what
they called an “Intensified College Course”, because they only accepted people who
were college graduates. Their philosophy was that if you had gone to college and
finished, you were able to buckle down and study, which would enable a person to do a
years work in just a few months. We finished school in four months, and by that time, |
had just had it, so quit work and came home to the folks to rest up. T wasn’t home long
until Dr. Robert Bell Lynn called me to see if T would fill in for his nurse who had the
mumps. She then got chicken pox, or something, so 1 worked a couple of months for
him. T had wanted to do some traveling, so when Dr.Lynn’s nurse came back, I hitched a
ride to Denver with one of my former classmates — Betty Lou Niccum and her husband,
Russell Winslow, and their two year old daughter, Donna. We did a lot of sight-seeing
along the way, then stayed in Colorado Springs for about a week, before they brought me
to Denver.

DENVER




I really had no idea of what 1 was going to do in Denver! One of my teacher’s at ;"05“3’
Business College — Miss Mayhew — was from Denver, and she had told me about t ﬁv .
wonderful youth group at Trinity Methodist Church in Denver — so I think that 1IS Wqud
felt perfectly at ease in coming here. 1 had no place to stay, but thought surely f:;v Cid
get a room at the YWCA, so had Nickie take me there. When we arnved there, t & they
they didn’t have any rooms, but people were forever calling m wanting roomers, \:[elnt
just had a call from a lady who lived at 1350 Grant St., offering a room — SO w!ec e
there, and 1 took it. I think the price for it was $30.00 a month. They then too e asl
downtown, and I got off on the corner of 16" and Tremont. I to!d them to g& okgél the
would be 0 k. now. 1looked one way and saw Trinity Methodist Church, " o o i the
other way and saw The YWCA Activity Center, so checked them both out. Jt(l: Group
Business and Professional Girls Club at the Y, and found out a!l about the \;01!)1 o
at Trinity. I had it made! Trinity had three deaconesses working t_here, ililn a1r1d e sort
Marble was the minister. One of the deaconesses was named Car.rte Mi er,l b and
of took me under her wing. 1 remember one time I went home w1t’h her for’ un Sl
we had “tongue”. 1 guess I had eaten that at home too, but haven’t had]lctl s‘l;mce.I e
cood thoueh. and I’m sure about the most reasonable meat a person 3’011 4911)'-T hje et
:ever see it in the stores, anymore. We arrived in Denver on Jun:a 10%, 19 ol
day, 1 started walking the streets to see if T could see any Doctor’s ofﬁges, ssSherman
wﬁere I really wanted to work. I found the Arneill Clinic, on about 1.9 han utoclaviné
walked in, and was hired on the spot. They neede.d a nurse to ?Vf)fk n the zil et for a
and sterilizing room, plus the same nurse would give all of the ll,l_]eCtIO:S. it so
few weeks, but really it wasn’t much of a challenge, and T wasn't toohaa}ipyut " n’ame o
one of the nurses who worked in Dr. Ameill, Sr.’s office sugge’sted thatlp Oig’ -
at the State Employment Agency. [ did that, thf’,n Dr. Stander’s nur§ehv;acsli§ i tgwas
vacation, and he wanted me to work for him while she was gone, vs_'hlc oy l:lad e ed
while T was there that Dr. Newland called me and wanted an interview. L ovtod up
out the application that I’d filled out, at the Sta}e E!nployment oﬂice}.1 t fhat e
working for him for the next 20 years. There is a little story abqut t ;11 ,t ot ten
inject, here. When Dr. Newland called me, I guess I was s0 e_xcnteq tha S Republic
very \,Nell, and all I heard was the time and place for the interview — it \:tatfn ok from
Building at noon on August 8th! I told Dr. Stander that I might be g t th% e was
lunch break a little late, as had an interview and he asked me where, an e of the
all T could tell him. After getting myself down there, though, 1 found oSut otk
Dr.. etc.. and told him that T was on my lunch break — so he called Dr. : cﬁ)ﬂ e ot I
me ’out, Ietc., and when I got back , Dr. Stander not only knew where I ? e;:(r)ll,l Cthe pay .
also had been accepted. T was so shy, that T didn’t even .ask Dr. Newla; ha o i
After the 15 went by, I thought, well maybe I'd get paid at the end of the which.‘was
came and went, so T thought then T would get paid when thfa month was u;i, e orked
around the 10®. That came and went, and I was really get'tmg desperat::l. e want
on week-ends doing special duty because I was really getting broke, an o at home
my Mom to send any of the money I had in the bank, as she was having trou o ooe
(Mildred almost died with an ectopic pregnancy)., and Mom was tak“}% cai'e (:1 ied me
little girl, Ramona.  Well, shortly after working for a full n}onth, Dr. 1ew agsther )
“What is your name, anyway?” He had called me Edna, Ehz.abeth, Eve yg],i” " ,I b
Emily, and every other name he could think of that started with the letter "£,
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answered to all of them. I had a habit of just signing my name “E. Archer”. After I told

him what my name was, he wrote my check out!!!! [ was getting paid $175.00 per
month!

YWCA

I had joined the Business and Professional Girls Club at the Y, almost as soon as I hit
Denver, and they met every Tuesday night. They had a dinner meeting up on the 4™
floor. After the meeting, there was always a dance, where records were used for the
music. At dinner time, we also listened to music, and I was elected to be the music
chairman, which meant I had to pick out the records, and set up the record player, which
we brought up from the office, so we could have atmosphere with our meal. This is when
I first met Vern — only I didn’t know his name, etc. He worked — while going to DU — as
the elevator operator at the Y — working after school until about 9:00 PM. He was
always nice and carried the record player into the room, for me. Everyone liked him
because he was kind and friendly to everyone. At the time he was dating a girl named
Carolyn, who also belonged to the club. The dancing instructor (they had dancing
lessons before the dance began) was a little short guy, named Duane. Since I was so
short, too, he chose me to be his partner as he gave instructions, so I was able to learn all
of the newer dances, which at that time were: The samba, tango, and rumba. We also
danced all of the regulars, like the waltz, foxtrot, and two-step. Vern often parked the
elevator on the floor where the dance was, and watched us dance, between his calls for
service. In those days, the elevator was about the same size as those today, except that
there was a wire cage door, and it didn’t have push-button stops for the floors, but a hand
controlled lever which was manipulated by the elevator operator. Vern had a high stool
that he sat on and he did his studying while running the elevator. One night, in early
November, I came into the Y, and Vern greeted me with “Have you moved? I tried to
reach you, as wanted to invite you to go to a play at DU with me this Saturday night”.
actually had moved. Where I originally roomed, I had kitchen privileges, which meant I
was able to use the refrigerator, stove, etc., for a limited amount of time each morning
and evening. The room next to me, was rented by two girls, one of whom soon got
married, and the other (Raye Albrecht), asked me if I would room in with her. This saved
a little money, and so I agreed. It wasn’t long after that, that one of my patient’s at Dr.
Newland’s office told me about an apartment for rent in the house where she lived, so
Raye and I then moved into that. It was at the home of Mrs. Eva Greenhalge, at 1580
Vine Street. It was just before Thanksgiving that Vern and I had our first date. He then
invited me to spend Thanksgiving Day with his family, however, I had made plans to go
to Loveland to spend the day with Gladys and Leighton — my only relatives in Colorado.
I continued to date Vern, and did go with him to meet his family on Christmas Day, at
Mel and Betty’s apartment. It was a basement apartment, and I think was the one that
Vern and Pete later moved into, after Betty and Mel moved to Nebraska. They later got a

bigger apartment (also a basement one) and there the three boys lived together — Vern,
Pete, and Leon.

COURTING DAYS
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Although 1 was a friend of Vern, 1 really wasn’t serious about him at that time, so dated
other fellows, too. One of the guys I hung around with was Jim Marble — the son qf the
minister at Trinity. He was a handsome guy, and all of the girls were crazy about him,
but [ had no intention of falling in love with anyone, so we had an agreement that we
would just be good friends, that way he was protected from all of the girls who were
chasing him,, and 1also was free to go places and to dances with Duane (the dancing
instructor) and in general I was just enj oying the company of many different people.
Vern had to work until 9:00 every night, so one time in particular that [ remember was an
especially tense day. Duane had asked me if I would fry a rabbit for him that he had
gotten when he went hunting, and he had dressed it. I was to cook it for dinner that
Sunday noon, which I did. Duane had a child in a foster home whom he visited every
Sunday at 2:00 p.m., so I accepted a date with Bob Cook for 2:00 in the afternoon. I
really was sitting on pins and needles, as didn’t think Duane would leave in time. Bob
had a car and wanted to go up to Broomfield to see where some of the guys lived who
came to Trinity to our square dances — so we did that, and then we went to the corner
store, which later was turned into a rental place, and had a dish of ice cream. Ihad made
arrangements to be home by 5:00 p.m. to help Jim Marble with one of his science
projects — we were dressing up eggs in various types of material that he had dyed, — l}'ke
Easter Egg Ladies. Then he would take me to church to the Youth Fellowship Meeting,
and Vern would pick me up when he got off work at 9:00 and take me home. In the
meantime, Raye Albrecht (my roommate) had her boyfriend there for the whole day, and
he just couldn’t get over the parade of guys that came and went with me, that day. I
really was lucky, I think, and probably because all of the guys knew that I liked them just
as friends, and they felt safe with me, that I rarely had a dull moment. While living in
Chicago, I sort of came out of the “shy” disposition I had had all of my life, and really
became sort of outgoing. I was sort of forced to, since I didn’t know a soul in Chicago
when [ went there, except for the Jacoby family who lived in South Chicago. It wasn’t
too surprising, then, that after joining the Youth Fellowship Program at Trinity, and
having had the experiences I had had at the Temple, that I was always full of ideas for
fun things, and so was elected President of the Youth Group, at Trinity. That helped me
to become acquainted with everyone who joined our group. We had square dances in the
gym every Saturday night, and Recreation Club on Thursday night, so there were many
opportunities to get acquainted. Often times we would have bike hikes on Thursday
evenings, and sometimes on Sunday’s we would have a picnic in the mountains after
church. We also went out to eat in a group, after church, when we stayed in town.

APARTMENTS
1)
When I first came to Denver, I went to the YWCA to get a room, only they didn’t have
one so referred me to a lady who had called in with a room for rent. This was a room
with kitchen privileges, and was located at 1350 Grant Street. I took the room and later
moved into a bigger room with another girl (Raye Albrecht), which was mentioned
above.
2)The next move was to an upstairs apartment in the home of Mrs. Eva Greenhalge and
her two sons. She was a widow, so renting apartments was her livelihood. She had
several apartments in the house, three of which were on 2m floor, and we all shared the
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same bathroom. Our apartment was a living room, bedroom and kitchen. I think the rent
was $35.00 amonth.  After a while, Raye moved back to Texas, and Pete’s girlfriend,
Rose Barnes moved in with me, but she didn’t stay very long, so I decided to find an
apartment where I could live alone.

3) While calling on a lady for church, she informed me that there was an empty
apartment in the home where she lived, and it was only $25 a month, so I looked at it and
took it. It was off of a hall way on 2™ floor ~ a living room which also served as a
bedroom as I slept on the davenport, and then there was a little kitchen and bath —all in a
row. It was located at 1636 Emerson St. It was while I was living in this apartment that
Vern and I got engaged. I recall one night washing dishes at the sink, and I always took
off my diamond ring when I washed dishes and hung it on a nail — but this one night, it
fell off the nail, and fell through a little hole in the floor!! I was really distraught — but I
got my thinking cap on, and decided that maybe if I had the right instrument, I could
retrieve it, so I went down to Dr. Newland’s office, and borrowed a tenaculum (an
instrument used in delivering babies, that he had had from many years before when he
was a general practitioner), brought it home, opened it up, put it down the hole, and
closed the tongs, pulled it up, and lo and behold, my ring was in it!!) I always knew I
had a guardian angel, and this again proved it.

4) Just before Vern and 1 were to get married, the lady across the hall (the one I had
called on originally) either moved to a nursing home or died — I’m not sure which —
anyway, her apartment was vacant, and it was nicer than mine, so I took it. It was again
Just a living room, kitchen and bath, but it had a Murphy bed that let down from the wall.
That was the apartment Vern moved into (with me) after we were married.

5) After Vern and I were married about six months, the apartment on 3" floor became
vacant. It was larger — had a bedroom, living room, kitchen, bath and a sun porch, so we
advanced to that. Before moving up there, we wall papered the whole place and made
curtains for the sun porch — so it was REALLY nice!

COURTING DAYS, WEDDING AND HONEYMOON
Vern worked hard to get through college, while working to support himself — he was
always so serious, but also very kind and thoughtful. There were two other fellows who
worked at the YWCA Activities Building, with whom he shared an apartment. Pete was
the cook, Vern was the housekeeper, and Leon was the other one — guess he did odd jobs.
Anyway, those fellows were like the three musketeers — very good friends — and good
guys. Leon was a year ahead of Vern in college, and Pete was six months ahead.

Leon had met a girl in lowa with whom he was madly in love. Her folks did not want
her to marry Leon, but she also was in love with him, so came out to his graduation, and
they got married on June 17, 1950. Mrs. Howard, who was the boys’ boss where they
worked at the YWCA, gave a little reception party for them. When Raye Albrecht (who
was my roommate) decided to move back to Texas, Pete’s girlfriend (at that time) moved
into the apartment with me at 1580 Vine Street. Her name was Rose Barnes. I don’t
recall living with her very long until she moved out. After Raye Albrecht went back to
Texas, and after Rose Barnes had lived with me, then moved out, I thought it was too
expensive to stay alone, and knew I was going to be married — so started hunting around
for a new apartment. I was doing some “calling” on older people for the church one
Sunday afternoon, and visited a lady who lived at 1636 Emerson. She told me that there
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Wwas a vacancy there, so I looked at it and took it. It was close enough that I could walk to
work. After Leon had graduated from college and had gotten married to Rosie, he
accepted a job with GE in New York. Pete graduated six months later, and he also
accepted a job at GE, but before he could get there, he was drafted back into the Ma}'mes
(he was in the Reserves). Vern sort of held on to the letter that came for him (knowing
what it was) until he got started at GE. When Pete got the letter then, he decided to StOP
off in Minnesota to see his present girl friend who was home for Christmas, and while he
was there, they got married, so she went with him down to Texas where he was to serve.
Her name also was Rose — but not the Rose Barnes that lived with me. Her name was
Rose Wallace. Vern and I had continued going with each other, getting more serious all
the time, and I think it must have been in the summer sometime of 1950, that we knew
we would get married. Vern didn’t want to get married though, until he finished school,
and I didn’t want a long engagement, so we decided to wait until Christmas to get
engaged. Vern continued to work every evening, so I spent many evenings typing his
term papers for him. He also came over for dinner quite often, and he had a pretty good
idea of what he could expect, once he was married to me! One day he brought mea
picture of a lemon pie, that also had the recipe printed on it, and he wanted me to bake it
for him. I didn’t have any lemons, but had an orange in the apartment, so made hin} an
orange pie! Think that was the first and last orange pie he ever ate. Also another time,
we had fried chicken and I didn’t have any napkins, so put a roll of toilet paper on the
table!! It worked! In the meantime, in September, he took me home to Illinois to meet
my family, and they all liked him. One of my cousins, Bessie Kulenkamp had come out
to Denver to work, so she rode back with us. Then on our way home, Dad came with us
as far as Kansas — guess Bessie must have stayed a little longer in Illinois, but she came
back , because she was here when Laura was born. Getting back to Vern’s introduction
to the “Archer” family, Bart took us out on the Illinois River, in his boat one day, and
we ran out of gas so had to paddle ashore. We were so late getting home that poor
Mom was almost beside herself. She thought for sure we’d had an accident, and had
drowned — but the Good Lord was with us (HE ALWAYS IS), and we got home safe.

On Christmas Eve, Vern proposed and I accepted, so when we went to the Candlelight
Services that night, everyone congratulated us, after spotting the beautiful diamond on
my finger! We set the date for June 17" (a Sunday) one week after Vern’s birthday, and
about 10 days after his graduation, for our wedding.. Another girl from Trinity, Margaret
Herrick was getting married on the 16" to Chuck Bowles, so we decided to share our
flowers to save money. (See, I said I was thrifty). She used the flowers on Saturday,
they were used for church service on Sunday morning, and they were still good for our
wedding at 3:00 PM, Sunday afternoon. Vern wanted a formal church wedding (his
brother had had one), so that meant expense. I saw a dress advertised in the paper, and it
was supposed to be one of a kind, and cost $70.00. I went to look at it (this was in the
dead of winter, so it was a heavy skinner satin), and I put it in “will-call”. I paid on it
every month until I got it paid for, then had it altered to fit. (It was pretty hot to wear that
dress in June, but it was beautiful, it fit, and it was paid for!). The bad thing was, that
soon after I bought it, the same dress showed up in another ad in the paper — so it wasn’t
one of a kind after all, — however, I didn’t know anyone who bought the same dress.
Since I belonged to the church, I saw no reason at all in having to pay for the use of the
dishes, or for the church, etc., and consequently, I didn’t. Idon’t know whether they had
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a charge or not, but if they did, they didn’t tell me. I don’t know if Vern paid the
preacher or not, but think he did. I asked some of my girlfriends to make the punch,
purchased a cake, etc., and that was the last of my worries! They did a beautiful job —
having been given no recipe — no directions — or anything. They were SUPER. A girl
from my nursing class for whom I’d been her bridesmaid, Norma Lee Twichell
Vorhadsky, came out to be my bridesmaid, and a friend from church who was my right
hand helper when I was the President of Youth F ellowship, Mary Bloomer, was my maid
of honor. I took a sewing class and bought material and made their dresses just alike,
plus I made one for my niece, Carol Archer, who was three years old and would be my
flower girl. They were all made out of pale green organdy. Vern had a couple of his
classmates, and a fellow he worked with when he first got out of the service, to be ushers
and groomsmen. They were Al Gargaro, Williard Monk, and Jim Marr. Virginia and
Jim and two daughters, Heidi and Gay, rode out on the train from Chicago area, and
stayed in a hotel downtown. Allen and Nellie brought Mom and Dad, and Mom and Dad
stayed with me in my apartment and Allen and Nellie and Shirley and Carol, went up to
Loveland to stay with Gladys and Leighton. Since I had only one bed in my apartment, I
slept on the davenport the first night, and the second night (the night before we got
married, I stayed with Aneta and Aleta McLeod (the girls who helped serve the
reception). On the afternoon of the wedding , Mom, Dad, and I took the bus down to
church. Ihad left my dress there the day before when I think Vern must have been the
one to drive me down — for rehearsal. Anyway, we all got there for the rehearsal, but
Dad didn’t, so I remember telling him that I would squeeze his arm when he was to stop,
after escorting me to the altar, and just as I said the word “squeeze”, the photographer
snapped the picture! Vern had gone out to Al Gargaro’s to leave the car, as we were
afraid that someone would “decorate” it all up, and we had reserved the spot right in front
of the church for them to park, when they got there. However — some kind soul saw the
empty spot and took it!!! Vern and Al had to drive all over trying to find a place to park,
and the minister was edgy because the groom wasn’t there and it was time to start the
wedding. Virginia, too, got worried, and asked Melvin if he thought Vern might have
stood me up. Virginia had never met Melvin before, but she thought he looked like
someone who might know. We did have a picnic supper in Washington Park the night
before the wedding, for the wedding party and family. Vern’s Mom and Betty fixed all
the food. It was really nice. Well, Vern and Al finally got there, but in the meantime,
Walter Boigegraine, the youth minister, helped Jim with the ushering. We were happily
surprised to find Aunt Calista, Uncle Cecil, Maralyn and Tommie Wileman, and Beverly
Anne and Lois Marie in the crowd! They had come from California, and Mom and Dad
were especially happy to see them. They came to the apartment after the wedding to visit
a bit longer. I’'m not sure how all of the wedding gifts got to the apartment, as I had
thought I would like to unwrap them at church, but after unwrapping two or three gifts, I
gave up on it, and we went on with the reception, and then left. Mom and Dad stayed in
my apartment again that night, and Allen and Nellie and girls stayed in Vern’s apartment,
then stripped the sheets, etc, and brought them over to my apartment where we were
going to live after we came back from the honeymoon. While we were trying to get away
from the church, after the reception, one of the jokers in our Youth Group, Bill Dickson,
had a pair of handcuffs and tried to handcuff me to him. My Mom was pretty upset with
that, but it was all in fun. We went home and changed, then went to “The Top of the
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Rockies™, a very nice restaurant on the top floor of the Park Lane Hotel, for supper, and
aﬁer. that we went to Elitch’s to dance to the music of Lawrence Welk and his orchestra.
A friend of ours who had recently married, told us of a motel in Boulder where she and
her husband stayed on their wedding night, so we made reservations to go there. It was
called “The Three Birches”. After that we drove to the Tetons and to Yellowstone, for
our honeymoon. We rented a cabin and did our own cooking. It was very cold, as I

remember apd we really hadn’t quite prepared for that much cold weather — so kept the
fireplace going most of the time.

BEGINNING MARRIED LIFE

We had decided that we wanted to buy a home as soon as we could afford it — but had
ABSOLUTELY no savings to start with. Vern had $200 saved to spend on our
hqneymoon. Our wedding had cost about $200, and I had no savings — so we just had
faith that we were going to make it!  We lived at 1636 Emerson Street, and I worked at
the Republic Building which was located at Tremont and 16™ St. Vern had just
graduated from the University of Denver on June 8. His birthday was June 10", and he
had quit his job, knowing that we were going to be married on June 17" (1951). He
started look.ing for work, and I started back at my job as nurse in Dr. Newland’s office.
We were within walking distance of downtown Denver, so we packed our lunches and
walked to work.. Vern applied for a job through Clark-Madden Employment agency,
apd du1:1ng their interview with him, I guess they decided he would be a good
“interviewer” himself, so they hired him on “Commission Only”. His job was located
also c.iowntown, at about 17" and Curtis. After two months of working, they decided to
put him on salary — so started paying him $200.00 a month plus commission. My salary
at that time was about $185.00 a month. We lived on my salary and put his in the bank.
For entertainment, we usually invited friends over for dinner and to play “canasta”, or
else we were invited to their homes. All of our friends were about in the same boat, as
we. Al Qargaro and his wife (Al had been Vern’s best man at our wedding), were living
in a housing project at the time. It was probably about six months after we were married
that_ a girl from the Temple Club in Chicago got married and she and her husband had
degded to come to Denver to live — so Louise Jones wrote and asked us to get acquainted
with thgm. They were Ginny and Moe Sly. We did look them up, and we became very
good friends. They had a baby about a year after they were married, so that kept them
busy. Life changed very little over the next few years, for us. It was just a few months
after we were married though, that we moved upstairs to the 3 floor apartment at 1636
Emerson. It needed a lot of work done to make it nice, so Vern and I wall papered the
rooms, made curtains for the sun porch, and got chair covers for the worn out easy
qhalrs. The apartment was furnished, but Vern also had some furniture from when he
lived at home and in apartments, so we moved much of that in, too. We bought a rather
cheap folding davenport, where the back folded down to make a bed, and put that out on
the sun porch. We also had a bedroom, where we slept, but it was nice to have the extra
bed for company. It was a comfortable apartment, and we just loved the sun porch,
where we had a table and chairs and used it for a dining room when we had company. TV
had not come to Colorado yet, at that time, so we did a lot of reading, and kept busy with
church activities and friends. During this time, I took a class in metal craft at the High
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School (sponsored by Opportunity School), so made several metal dishes, trays, etc. I
also learned a little about enameling, and made both Vern and Dr. Newland some cuff
links for Christmas that year. Vern and I took square dance lessons for a few sessions,
too.

Vern’s former roommate — Pete Chott — had been sent to Texas, by the Marine Corps, for
a while, and while there, could foresee that he would soon be discharged, and since he
wanted to live in Denver, he came to visit with us while applying for work. Lucky we
had that extra bed! I recall that he was sick with a cold, so I went down to Dr. Newland’s
office to get some penicillin, and gave him a shot — don’t recall whether it cured him or
not!, but it was a rather dumb thing for me to do!

We continued to walk to work and carry our lunch and save one paycheck, so on our 2"
anniversary —1953 — we were able to buy our first house. The house was just like that of
our friends, Mary Helen and Lex Jameson, and just a block from them. It was located at
3224 Leyden Street in Denver. The house was just being built, so we were able to choose
the colors for the rooms, etc. The price was $12,500. We were able to put $4000.00
down on it, and Vern having been a veteran, was able to get a VA loan at 4% . Our house
payments were $68..00 a month, which included tax and insurance. The house had a full
unfinished basement, a kitchen, living room with one end serving as a dining room, two
bedrooms and a bath. There was no garage. There was an empty half lot just next to us
on one side, and next to that empty half lot was an apartment house. There was a new
home on the other side of us, and it had been purchased by Rex and Jean Scott, who had a
daughter, Sandra. We had chosen “blue” for our bedroom, and “peach” for the other
bedroom. The living room was beige and the kitchen a light yellow. We moved into the
house in July., 1953.

When we moved in, we were lucky that we had some furniture. We had the davenport
that was mentioned above, so we moved that into the living room. Vern had had some
furniture in storage at his folks house, which we moved in. Vern had a single bed that
was moved into the guest bedroom. He had a white metal shelf cabinet, and another
davenport that made into a bed that we moved into our bedroom. We used the shelves as
adresser. Vern had a big overstuffed chair that went in the living room. We used orange
crates for end tables, because we had two beautiful lamps that we’d gotten for a wedding
gift from Allen and Nellie and Gladys and Leighton. Melvin and Betty had given us a
card table and four chairs for a wedding gift, so they went in the kitchen. Vern had a
refrigerator and a two-burner hot plate, which also went in the kitchen. The hotplate was
placed on a big barrel which was just the right height. Vern also had a beautiful gate-leg
table, and a desk, which went into the dining room space. We also had silverware and
dishes, pots and pans, etc., that we’d had from our apartment days, and had been using
the past two years. In the basement of this house was a large double-tub utility sink,
which was where we did our washing. We moved into this house in July, 1953, and were
just as happy as two bugs in a rug. — We had no rugs though, except for two oval shaped
blue rugs with pink roses around the edge. I don’t remember for sure where we got these
but think they were a gift from Vern’s Mom and Dad. One was placed in the living
room, and the other the guest bedroom. All of the floors were hardwood, and were
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. itchen
beautiful. The floors in the kitchen and  bathroom were linoleum, as was the kit
counter top.

Our first company arrived about a week after we moved into the house. (maybe IeidS)\;vere
Aunt Calista and her sister in law, Lois, had gone to Michigan to buy a new car arﬁaura
going to drive it back to California — so stopped in St. Louis and picked up Aunt ’
as they felt she needed to get away for a bit. Uncle John had died just a short ime,
before. They called us from Greeley, and said they would be at our house for supper.
Being 7"-Day Adventists, their eating habits were a bit different —so I proceeded tﬁ
prepare something that I thought they could eat --- only Greeley was farther away 'tTallll
any of us had anticipated, and they arrived about 3 hours after they were expected! The
food was terrible, but they ate it. Aunt Calista and Lois had to sleep in our bedrqom, on
the folded down davenport, and Aunt Laura had the guest bedroom., with the thl} bed.
Ve and I slept in the living room on the other folded down davenport. We didn’t have
curtains, so had the windows covered with newspapers. Aunt Calista wanted to do some
laundry, which she did at the kitchen sink, and the soap from her wash took off the finish
on the linoleum counter, so we had a big spot to remind us of their visit, ever aftel.ﬁ We
didn’t have a clothes line — just the poles were up, so she wanted me to ask tl}e neighbors
to use their line, but I hadn’t met them yet, and was reluctant to do so, so I think — the
clothes were draped on coat hangers and hung from the poles. Anyway, it all worked
out!  We didn’t have any lawn in — so that was one job that had to be done fairly soon.
Vern planted the seed, and then we had to water it morning and night until the grass came
up. That was a chore. We had decided that we could possibly purchase one item about
every other month (we didn’t believe in charging anything, so had to have the cash on
hand. When we bought the house, we put everything we had down on it — think we had
$3.00 left!!! We really were living from payday to payday! But we had a lot of faith!!!!
Dr. Newland brought me home soon after we moved in as he wanted to see where we
lived — and when he saw we were cooking on a hot-plate, he gave me $100 to put towards
a stove. The next item we purchased was a washing machine — it was mighty hard,
washing on the board!! After that came a bedroom outfit, which was gotten at a good
price at a railroad auction that Vern’s folks had attended, and gradually we got carpet,
drapes, and various other items. Vern’s folks gave us a real nice drop-leaf table with 2
chairs for the kitchen. Vern worked really hard at refinishing the desk and drop leaf
table, until they fairly shone. He also spent a lot of time finishing off the basement, and
did a super job, considering he had only a hand saw, hammer, and screwdriver for tools!
One wall was painted brown, and one lime green. We had flower boxes beside the stairs
on the landing, that we filled with artificial flowers, going down, and we laid tile on the
floor — with a shuffle-board built in the tile! The basement was very cozy — also had a
bedroom in the basement.

We loved that little house, and were quite content. The bus line wasn’t too far away, so |
took the bus to work, and Vern drove the car, I continued to work, but it wasn’t long
until I discovered I was pregnant with our first child. Mary Helen (our friend down the
street) gave a shower for me, plus the girls that I ate lunch with at the YWCA every day,
bought a car-bed for us. Mary Helen had surprised me, by sending an invitation to my
Mom, and she sent a beautiful hand made quilt for the baby. Aunt Laura had cut out the
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pieces, but Mom put them together into a “flower garden pattern”, and quilted it. Laura
still has it. Dr. Newland allowed me to continue working right up until the time Laura
was born, which was on June 27" 1954, 1 really thought I would quit working then, but
Just before she was born, he asked me if I would continue to do the insurance and book-
work, and he would allow me to come to the office in the evenings or week-ends, or
whenever I could, that Vern would be home to baby sit and I could keep track of my
own time, and get paid by the hour. That seemed like a perfect solution for making ends
meet, so I was happy to do just that. This arrangement continued on for the next 8-10
years! During this time, Dr. Newland decided to build an office at 1830 Gaylord St., and
took Dr. Patterson in with him as a partner. Dr. Ed Cohen also owned part of the
building, and used about half of the building. I’'m not sure exactly when they moved into
the new office, but it was about the same time as Laura was born.

CHILDREN

It was a hot Saturday night, and we had company. A girl Vern had worked with at the
YWCA ,(Edith Straube) and one who was a “regular” at the Youth Fellowship at Trinity,
had gotten married to a fellow (Bob Sykes) who came home after serving some time in
the Peace Corps. They had just a month earlier become parents of a baby girl, so wanted
to show her off, and came out to visit us. We sat outside, as could watch the screen of the
outdoor movie, from our back yard, and we visited until they decided it was time to go
home. We then got ready for bed, and just as I started to climb into bed, I realized that
the baby was on it’s way! Vern called the Dr., and we headed for the hospital, and
arrived just a half hour before Laura did! She came at 12:30 AM on June 27, 1954. We
hadn’t known what gender our baby would be, but since the Martins had had nothing but
male babies in the last two generations, I felt sure it would be a boy, and I asked Vern if
he wasn’t surprised to have a girl. His answer was “No, he wasn’t surprised, because
anyone who wanted a girl as much as he wanted one, just couldn’t have anything else!”
We all got along fine, and nothing too world-shaking happened during those early years
of parenthood, except one thing, which I will tell in the next story.. After a year, |
became pregnant again, and this time we had our boy! Ken arrived on Wednesday,
March 7, 1956, the day following a good snowfall. He was four days late, according to
my calculations, and he was a big baby, so I was anxious for him to come, and went out
and shoveled snow that morning. I had an appointment with the Dr., in the afternoon,
and he decided it was time to go to the hospital. Ken came at 6:30 PM, right after the Dr.
had closed his office for the day.

LEARNING TO DRIVE A CAR

I didn’t know how to drive a car, and Vern, working in personnel, realized how important
it was to keep home and office separated — so I really never ever called him at work, or
expected him to help me out in any way ---- but since the new baby had to have regular
check-ups, and since I didn’t drive, it made it necessary to walk several blocks, carrying
the baby( don’t know whether or not they had strollers in those days, but if they did, we
didn’t have one) , wait for a bus, transfer, and wait for another, then walk a block or so
again, to see the doctor. As she got bigger and heavier, I decided this was for the birds,
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and I really needed to learn to drive. I got myselfa book that gave all'the rules for
driving and I studi inni nd. almost memorizing it! Then when I
g and I studied that from beginning to end, ’ hen
thought I knew it all, I had Vern take me down to the Motor Ve!ncle Departm]e)n. o take
the test. 1 passed the written test with flying colors, but when it came t0 the drn{mge 1;1 2
— that was another story! The man got in beside me on the passenger 51qe,lan sc,lu;;:l y
was teaching a woman to be a “tester”, she got in the chk seat vy1th per h'ttth e pa and
pencil. I was instructed to drive one block, then turn right. 1did th'lS, wi no“;X ; on.
Then I was instructed to drive four blocks and tum‘l?ft. I a}sked the 1qstruc§or ;:the
a one-way street?” He did not answeii, but wa:l wrc;tm% tf;:;ls;;fsllgoc\):;lls tllzlas t,i';znsewwnh -
] at. (I had been holding my hand ou , Wi
{aarcrlr)llclilclwtvhs, b;(r:llc(:es ewe héd no turn signals on the car in those days, and ,I thought 1}{ It JIu‘s;:aS
had my hand out, everyone would get out of my way, as.the.y wouldn’t llcnol? w ;ound
going to do next, and this turned out to be pretty good thmkmg); I kept 00| lngI rous
trying to find out if I was on a one-way street or not, bu"c cou.ldn t see any 511%;1t wes
then instructed to go one more block and turn left. Idid this, then was told to %wa
more block and turn left again. I still didn’t know whet.her or not [ was on a ;ne:( wezfe
street, this time. 1did this. All of this time, both the instructor and his ;tuhel'lnstructor
writing furiously. AsImade this second left turn I ran over the curb, an tl i :) S
said, “Go one more block, and turn left again, then drive 1.nto the parkm,ci ?( .
Vehicle Department where we started out from. I’m. not going to ask you 0l ?é 0
parallel park.” Thank goodness, I got this accomplished, but [ was a cic:)fmlf ?(hen said’ o
and was completely exhausted! When he told me to turn the motor'g ,I e the black,
want you to look into your rear-view mirror and tell me what y(’)’u see: . sa i
car. Then he said “Now, turn around and tell me what you see I turne l210 o
saw a white car immediately behind me, and a red car beside it, and a blac dcar -
the white car. All of the time I had been taking the test, I never once turne my : didr,l’t
just glanced up into the rear-view mirror occ?sionally. Well --- you can gf}{(ezsf“’ﬁ e
pass the test. I was told that I had run a red light, crossed over two lanes 0 ;‘1 o
one way street in making the first left hand turned, had run over the cuqrj) 1r\;vt ﬁ n\e;em -
hand turn. The tester asked me “How did you get down here, anyway " ell, yem b
brought me, so he wanted to talk to him. He told Vern that he would give me ; Jearme
permit”, and he wanted him to take me to downtown Denver and teach me to r(1i v:mtown
have me back there in a month. We spent our next three week—ends' dr1v1lnlg lrallh '(') oo
Denver, and believe it or not 1 passed the next time I too}< the test!!! Hallelyj o iy
only thing is, Vern won’t ride with me, ever since', only. in an extreme emergency:
him that he must not have much faith in his teaching ability!

LIVING AT 3224 LEDEN ST - DENVER

We really enjoyed our house, with the big fenced-in back yard. Had a lpt of col:nga;rx r
and in general things went really well. The house proved to be everything we:l il #
wanted, but after a few years the neighborhood started to change. The empty odn;: ;
door was purchased by the man who owned the apartment house, and he procc-;i e ?her
build a garage on it, then he decided to put an apartment above the garage for his mo

38

to live in, and put a swimming pool in behind it. His mother called our house “The Doll
House”. Well, the building then, was quite tall, and overshadowed our house, so that we
had shade almost all the time. When it rained, the drains were set so that the run off from
the'ir house just ran into our yard. The swimming pool was quite an attraction to the
re§1dents in the apartment house, who were mainly airline stewardesses, and they had
wild party’s and would throw their beer cans over the fence into our yard. Because of so
many apartments, they needed more space to park their cars, and occasionally we
couldn’t even find a place to park! We now had a boy and a girl, and they needed
separate bedrooms, and we had only one extra bedroom upstairs, so we decided it was
time to look for a bigger house. We sort of wanted a 3-bedroom house, possibly a split
level (Dr. Newland lived in a split level, and told us that it was more practical to heat),
and a house with a garage. We put our house on the market right after Christmas in 1958,
and it sold in less than a week! The people who bought it paid cash for the amount we
had in it, and took over our loan. They were buying it for their son who was going to be
married in April. They offered to rent it back to us, until that time, if we’d like, but being
the pinching-penny type that we were, we couldn’t see paying rent, so started looking
frantically for a house that would meet our criteria. It took about a month for all of the
paper work, etc., to get done, so we wouldn’t have to leave until some time in February.
I started reading the ads in the paper, every day, and luckily, came upon one in
Broomfield that exactly met our needs! 1 drove out to Broomfield on a snowy day, to
look at it. I really didn’t know where Broomfield was, exactly, and drove past it by 4
miles, before I decided I must have missed the turn. I drove into a farm house where a
lady was having a party, and asked her if she knew where Broomfield was. She said,
“it’s that little village about 4 miles back”, so I turned around, and sure enough, found
Broomfield! It was a rather small town that had just started to be developed, with most
of the houses being only 3 years old. I found the real-estate office, and a lady who was
a sister-in-law of one of my fellow nurses at Dr. Newland’s office, was the agent who
wanted to show me around. She insisted on showing me about 3-4 other houses before
she showed me the one I wanted to see, but when she did show it to me, I knew it was
exactly what we were looking for. It was located at 136 Emerald Street. By this time it
was snowing pretty hard, but I had seen a sign that pointed South, saying Arvada was 8
miles in that direction, so I decided to take that road, as knew my way back home from
Arvada. When I got home, I called Vern to tell him about it, and when he got home
from work that night, we again drove to Broomfield for him to see it, and we decided on
the spot, to take it. We moved in on February 14, 1959. The people who had purchased
the house originally, had paid $18,000 for it. They had put in the yard, and had ordered
new carpeting and drapes, then decided they didn’t want to be married any longer, so
used the house as collateral to pay for the carpet and drapes, getting a loan from
Mortgage Investments Company — then left them holding the bag for payment of the
carpet and drapes. We were lucky, as offered $16,500, and got it, which included the
carpet and drapes! We were able to get an FHA loan at 6% interest for 25 years, so our
payments which included tax and insurance, came to about $150 a month. The yard was
in — so we didn’t have to worry about that, but soon, we did have a fence put around the
back yard. Our neighbors next door were a bit unhappy about that, as said it seemed like

we had cut their yard in half!! Their kids who were older had been using all of these
back yards as a ball diamond.
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CHURCH IN BROOMFIELD

The first Sunday we were here, we found that there was a little Methodist Church, across
the railroad tracks, that had existed since 1949. 1 suppose there were about 30 people in
the congregation, and a minister who had been there just a few months — being the first
full time minister the church had ever had. Prior to that they had a retired minister, and
various student ministers had come out from 1liff School of Theology in Denver. It was
while we were waiting for church to start, and after becoming acquainted with the
minister, that he came to us and said the 4 grade Sunday School teacher couldn’t come,
so would we mind teaching that class? I can still remember it, as Eddie Kautz was in the
class, and he wrote up a description of the ten commandments. There was only one other
church in Broomfield, and that was the Catholic church. Broomfield had a population
of less than 5000 people, and actually, the “Heights” as it was called, had started
building houses just 3 years previously (when our house was built). There were no
homes at all in Northglenn, and only three in Thornton, so Broomfield was onc of the
first suburbs of Denver that was started — to the North. We were half way between
Denver and Boulder.

Getting back to the church —we became very active in it. The women had always
supported the church in the past, but with the influx of young couples, the picture was
starting to change. There wasa kitchen in the basement, and a large fellowship room,
which was divided up into classrooms, and there was another room that was used as a
nursery. Upstairs, was just the sanctuary, the pastor’s study, and one other room, besides
the entry way, which was also used as a classroom. Several groups used the church for
their meeting place, and the church charged them $5.00. One such group was the Lions
Club, and they also wanted a meal served, so it didn’t take long to get involved in helping
with those meals — which helped me become acquainted with the older ladies of the
church. There was a group of younger women who called themselves “The Susanna
Circle” 1 think there was only one member in that group, who had joined them, since
Broomfield Heights was built, and she happened to live on the side of the railroad tracks
where the church was. The older group of women were “Ladies Aid”, and called
themselves members of WSCS, however, had never hooked up with the district. The
minister had been given instructions to get them organized into the Denver District of
WSCS, and I was present at that organizational meeting. There has been an active group
of women who have met ever since that time — although the name of the group has
changed a few times. It was this very first minister that started the ball rolling to build a
new church — but before that could happen, we needed a new parsonage, SO that was
purchased at 8" and Kohl, and the old parsonage was +urned into Sunday School rooms.
A year or so later, the ground was purchased for a new church at 10™ and Daphne, and
after a lot of elbow grease and commitment, we moved into it in 1964. At that time, we
were no longer located in Jefferson County, but Boulder County, which meant the
women’s group had to change from being in the Denver District, to being in the Greeley
District. Later the names changed again, and Broomfield is in the Peaks and Plains
District, and the women’s group is known as “United Methodist Women”. We have
continued to be active in the church - holding many and varied positions, including
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My guardian angels

In th.edprior pages, I havej mentioned several times that I knew the Lord was
providing for me, and this has continued all of my life. There were several

Instances, though, that almost are unbelievable, and I’m going to give some
examples. Mostly, they are about my driving!!

AfFer I learned to drive, I was able to go to the office at night, as soon as we
finished our dinner, and work until my work was done. Sometimes, this
would be rather late. One night, while we still lived in Denver, I went out
to come home and discovered I had a flat tire. I knew the police station was
only a couple of blocks away, so walked up there to see if they would help
me, l?ut tl_ley wouldn’t. I went back to the office then, and called a cab. The
cabbie said he would change the tire for the same price as it would cost to
take me home, which he did. I felt really lucky. Another time, I worked
pretty late, and headed home, only to discover that someone was following
me. I wasn’t sure what to do, but proceeded and when I stopped in front of
our house, this car pulled up right beside me. The doors were all locked, so
I just sat there for a while, then finally decided to make a mad dash for the
house, vs{hich I did, and the car drove off. Thank heavens. There were
s.everal times while working late in the office that I got quite a scare — one
time was when (I think it was the police, but never knew for sure) a
flashlight’s beam started dancing around the reception room, and finally
fo.cused on me — I was sitting at the desk typing away — transcribing from the
w1re:recorder that the doctor’s had dictated into. After the light focused on
me, it stopped -- -, and I felt safe again.
. After we moved to Broomfield, I had a longer drive, and these
Instances were a bit more scary. The kids were sick, and I had made an
app01nt1ﬂ‘1nent to see the pediatrician whose office was on Downing Street, at
about 8" Avenue. I made the appointment for 4:00 PM, thinking that when
Vern got off work, he could come and pick them up (he worked until 4:00),
and t}3en I would go to work at the office, which was at 1830 Gaylord. We
were just a couple of blocks away from the pediatrician’s office when I had
a flat tire. We walked the rest of the way, and I called Vern, who said he
would stop and change the tire on his way to pick up the kids. He did this
and I then headed on to the office, and he went home. I worked until abon,lt
2:00AM that night, and started home, getting to the 5-points area (34™ and
F ranlflin) when I had a blowout! The tire in the trunk was flat — the lights on
the Lincoln Bar were flashing and 3 dark complected men were standing on
the corner. I thought they were probably three drunks! I didn’t know what
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to do!! But the men, hearing the blow-out, and seeing a woman driver,
headed over to me.. When they got closer, I decided they weren’t three
dr.unks, as I had originally thought they might be, so rolled down the
vs{lndow. They explained that they were members and the minister, of the
Slmp§on Methodist Church, and had been laying tile in the basement, and
were Just visiting a few minutes before they headed home. The minister
(Paul Hagiia) invited me to come into the church to call Vern. Well, Vern
has really put up with quite a lot from me, during so many of my wild
adventures, and he had two sick kids that he was taking care of, and had to
get their supper and get them ready for bed, etc, besides he was tired, and he
just lost patience with me!! He said “I don’t know what you’re going to do,
but you’ll just have to figure it out!” He said maybe I could go back to the
office and spend the night. — well — I had no way of getting back to the
office, or to a motel, or anywhere, and besides I had no money with me — so
I was really in a predicament! Paul was listening to my side of the
conversation and felt pity on me, I guess, as he went out and got the two
men who were waiting to see what the outcome would be — and they
proceeded to drive all over Denver trying to find a tire for me at that late
hour!! Miracle of miracles, they found one, brought it back and put it on
the wheel, so that I could get home. Paul paid for the tire, and I promised
him that I would stop by the next time I came to Denver to pay him for it,
which I did. I finally got home around 5:00 AM It was a night that
proved again to me, that I had an angel watching over me — and the angel
who helped me was Paul and his church members!

Another night, soon after we moved to Broomfield, I worked quite late, and
was getting home at about 3:00 AM. I took Federal, as thought if I had
trouble, there were houses along that street, where I could possibly get help.
I noticed as I crossed 72", that a car pulled out from 72", and was following
me. I drove faster — it drove faster. I drove even faster and it drove even
faster. We were practically flying! Then, all of a sudden, a siren went off
and a red light started going round and round. Oh,oh, I knew I was in
trouble. The policeman came up to the window and wanted to see my
license, then asked me how come I was out so late, and did I come this way
very often? I explained to him that I did often work this late, and did come
this way often, however, I didn’t usually drive so fast. I only was trying to
stay ahead of him, as thought since he was following me that he might try to
push me off to the side of the road! I guess he must have decided this was
a good answer, as he didn’t give me a ticket, but said I should just slow

down in the future!!
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I guess I’ll always have a reputation of being a fast driver, though I have
slowed down a lot.

After we lived in Broomfield quite a while, and the kids were now 11 schf;Ol
full time, I decided that I really missed bedside nursing, S0 decided to Rulres
office nursing and get a job at a Nursing Home. I was hired at Sunny lcd d(;
for the evening shift. One night, at Thanksgiving time, I thought I wovl\lle
something nice, and make “nut trees” for centerpieces on the tables. o of
had learned to do that for the bazaar that we had held at church a.coulp: Tlac
months earlier. I stayed after work (11:00 PM) to spray them with sh ellac,
and it was really pretty cold outside, so the night watchman told me eke .
would start the car for me and get it warmed up. Asl left, I had to aILla - the
couple of turns to get out of the area, and as I put my f(_)ot on the br A edat A
first turn, I noticed the car speeded up, instead of slowing down, Iha |
make another turn almost immediately, and the same thing happened,k Orcl1 z’l
this time, it ran right into a building. I put the car in reverse, and bail teh g p
into a fireplug! Then I noticed blood dripping from my lip! Iturned
motor off and went back to the back door of the Nursing Home, and 'waghe
banging on the door, for a bit, when the night nurse came tq answer 1t. o
said she was slow, because she was on the phone with a re51der'1"t,' WIhO Tiﬂd
bomb had just hit his home, or something, anyway! It wasme::: Ca1 Z
Vern, who came after me, and of course we found that the car was tOtE.l el ’
besides all the damage done to the house!! Vern took mte to it:l‘lz Irlr?zf:)lllta
where they sewed up my lip. The insurance company put us
higher braycket (if I was going to continue to drive). We found out th;i‘fc }'ihe
night watchman had put the ice-scraper under the brake and on top oI the
accelerator, in order to keep the car running, so that wheq I put my f09t on
the brake, it really accelerated! At church the next morning, RCV- Olin
Stockwell (who lived at Sunny Acres and was our pastor emc?rltus) "
mentioned that some drunk nurse had run into a house, the night before!!!
He didn’t know then, that it was me! L

The one story though, that didn’t involve speed, but did involve my
knowing I had an angel, was on October g™ 1983 --- the day that Ken got
married that evening. I belong to an organization called TTT , and we
were holding our biannual convention in Denver that year, out near I-25 and
Hampton. The National President was coming in that day and would be
staying with me until the convention. Sylvia Saue.ar, who is a membfer of our
group had called me the day previously, and said if there was e}nythmg I
needed, to call on her, and she would help me. I was headed into Denver to
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the airport to pick up the National President of TTT, and had the trunk of the
car filled with centerpieces that I planned to take to my mother-in-law’s
garage for storage, since she lived close to the Convention site, and at the
same time pick her up and bring her back to attend the wedding that night.
As I was driving down I-25, and got just to where I-76 feeds into I-25, the
car stopped, completely!! Traffic was whizzing by me on both sides, so that
I couldntt even open the car door safely. I was in a real dilemma, so just sat
the1:e trying to decide what to do, when a car drove up and stopped right
beside me. The man rolled down his window and asked if he could help.
The_:re was a hotel just off of 58", close by, so I asked him if he would mind
taklr.lg me there, which he did. (He told me that he’d seen me when he was
coming from the opposite direction, and thought to himself that if that was
his wife, he’d hope someone would stop to help her, so that’s why he turned
around and came back to help) From the hotel, I then called Sylvia on the
phone and she came to my rescue. I can’t remember for sure, but think the
man helped me get the car off to the side of the road. At any rate, somehow
it got there. Sylvia took me to the airport, where we picked up the president
of TTT, then she took me to my mother-in-law’s home, where we picked up
her car. This was a station wagon that had previously belonged to us, so I
knew how to drive it, so we came back to where the broken-down car was,
and packed the centerpieces into it, then drove back to my mother-in-law’s
home to deposit those in her garage, and picked her up to bring her back so
that she could attend the wedding with us. What a day!!!

It was one I’ll never NEVER forget, but thank the good Lord constantly for
sending those guardian angels to me, that day! Late that night, after the
wedding was over, Vern and I went back to retrieve the car and take it to be
repaired — the transmission had gone out.

I also had an experience one night late — I had gone to the hospital to
sit with Virginia Troutman, who had surgery that day, and was coming
home quite late, on very icy roads. I had stopped at a red-light, when out of
the blue someone came banging and trying to open the driver’s side of the
car. Luckily, it was locked, so I started up slowly, and got away from him!

I’m sure I’ve had many more experiences, but these prove that I have
really had a guardian angel riding on my shoulder, all of my life!!

Trips
When the children were old enough to travel pretty well, we started

taking trips each year during Vern’s vacation. One time, when they were
pretty small, we went to California to visit Vern’s brother Mel, and family.

45




While visiting them, we went to Knottsberry Farm and to Disneyland,
among other things. We had a very good time.

g'We had ’[heg station wagon ther%, and we almost always can‘lped fliloglge
the way, with one child sleeping on the front seat, and one at our feet‘::1 lMel
back. This particular time, we were on our way home2 and Betty E}iln v
had given us a lot of oranges that they picked fr91n their trees, sO t eIZI{ational
in the rack on top of the station wagon. We decided to see SeQEmad - noise.
Park, and had parked for the night, when at about 1 :00 AM we ezil{ i
Looking out, it was some deer, wandering in the park. Not long a hi) b
again heard more noises, and looked out to find some {‘accoons, “}; e
our ice-box to look rather appealing, so they knocked it off the tla_ltﬂ: -
proceeded to bang it around until they got it open, and sohad a li o
from the bacon, etc., that we had inside. Not long after that a mother
and her three cubs must have smelled the oranges, sO came.to help i
themselves. The mother bear climbed up on top of the statlon'wagon c?n o
herself ---this was just about enough!!! We started up the station \;\Lagt -
moved it a bit, and she jumped off! We retrieved our belongings tha 0
outside, and headed home very early the next morning. The rangler ngn .
the bear tracks on the hood of the station wagon and had a good laugh::

’t quite so funny to us! o
e tlg 1958 we togk the station wagon to the Worl.d’s Fair in NewAﬁlf'lZ;ki-n
We had driven across the U.S, stopping each night fml‘.h a relative _11' .
Kansas, Mom and Dad in Southern Illinois, Virginia in Northern I }:no V,Ve
then on to Melvin’s and Anabels in Virginia and Maryland. From :1 ere
headed up to New York. As we approached the city, a man dre(si_sg ’Etls— aso "
policeman stopped us and asked if we had a place to stay — Weh it 1’1n e
jumped into the car with us and directed us to downtowp Mar.1 atta ,e W
there was a hotel that we could stay in and park the car 1n their garage.
then took the train to Quenns to the World’s Fair. Tl'_lat'was suczih ?ln eye
opening experience. We had never seen s'uch tall buildings, Zn_ the
technology they demonstrated was unbellevable: We .stoppe f1r111 -
Philadelphia on the way back, and returned staying with all of the 1
e In 1966 we took a trip to Florida, going thlrougfh _1 3hftatz?;l ;smng

1 d friends along the way, and doing a lot oI sight SECINg.
feiath?:l a?968 we boughtg a little Toyota for $2000 (had barely enough lzft
to take a vacation — so camped. It rained a few times and our 'Fent leaked, SO
had some fun experiences there. Camped at Anacortes, Washmgtog an1
took the ferry across to Vancouver Island. We came hqme broke — atr)e y
drove into the driveway on our last tank of gas with which we had to borrow
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money .ﬁ‘pm Ken to fill up — in Grand Junction. Later found there was a hole
in the lining of m

2101 Y purse that money had fallen in to, so had money after

The kids are
vacations, but did t
River in 1973,

growing up and not too interested in going on family
ake a trip to Vail, and a rafting trip down the Colorado

Joined Ports of Call so took several trips over the next few years — to
the Bahamas, Cuba, Guatemala, Hawaii, San Francisco and Florida among
others. After missing a couple of years, we dropped Ports of Call, but soon
bought a motor home, and continued taking trips, (just Vern and I) to
Florida several times, to Arizona once, to the four-corners area and Mesa
Verde. Then in a few years, bought a time share and traveled to Daytona

Beach, Florida, Cape Cod, Myrtle Beach, Branson, Texas and Mexico
among other places.

Concluding remarks

I 'have had a wonderful life — very fulfilling and enjoyable. Vern has been a
wonderful helpmate over the years, a very good father and provider. He
passed away on 2-1-2006 from a massive heart attack. He had had several
hospitalizations over the years, a heart attack 10 years prerviously, shoulder,
back and knee surgeries, all of which were rather serious, but as soon as he
recovered, he was right back doing volunteerism, and the many other things
around the home. He had many friends and relatives who all responded in
memorials to him. He, too, would say — his life was complete.
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