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September 30, 1981

Hi there! Greetings from Scuth Arkansas!

I can't remember for sure which one ¢f the girls that it was that
I promised I'd write a journal or a few things about my childhood
and growing up in the early 1900's.

First, I do want to thank all of you for making Grace and I so very
welcome. I shall never forget the feeling I had about the whole trip.
I told someone after I got home it was as 1f God Himself had rolled
out the Red Carpet; everything, everywhere, went off as smocoth as
clockwork.

I did get a cassette recorder to talk to, as one of you suggested,
but I must have been born too soon, for it just didn't work with
me. I felt quite an idiot using it, so nlease excuse this »Hoor

writing.

My flrst memory is when I was six weeks old; we were on a train
coming from Flandreau, South Dakota to Gentry Arkansas. Certainly
it seems unlikely a baby only six weeks old could remember so well
and I suppose what I remember is hearing my parents tell about it
a good many times. .\
ok 4

So: DarwinZ with his father, Russell John Maxson, his brother Edwin,
and his oldest sister's husband, Styles Lanphere, were all living
in South Dakota, where they had done well homesteading farms; then
improving them, and raising wheat and cattle. After a good many
years there, Father Maxson, who still suffered from rhuematism,
brought on by his stint in the federal army in the civil war,
thought, what good is money in the bitter cold climate here? So
he talked the two married sons and a son-in-law into moving somewhere
warmer. kﬁyﬁuu,mmweuﬂ
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Grandpa“and grandmother’ had eleven children, at the time of moving
to Gentry. Only the three oldest were married. One girl, Celia, had
died in Dakota, at the age of 17. (I don't think I ever heard the
cause of her death) but there were still at home: Edith, Ora,
Susa, Nathan, George, Myrtle and Ethel.

V,vb

There was a Seventh Day Baptist settlement 1n South Dakota, but,
*we'll start another one in a warmer climate,” they reasoned.

So ‘they would all move, bag and baggage, dad said. I heard Grandpa
Maxson tell how that last winter there in the "frozen north¥ he
decided he'd rather be warmer even it it meant less money. Evidently
they had &ll done quite well, raising grain and cattle. So one

fall day he caught a train to go south. When he got to Kansas City
he talked with the Station Master, I think he said, or real estate
person who told him about a fairly new railroad system going south
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as far as Port Arthur, Texas. He boarded a train on that (The
Kansas City Southern) all the way down through Missourl the next

day, the countryside looked good. There were many apple orchards
and the trees were loaded with fruit. At one time the Plank Orchard,

{acres and acres of apple trees, starting from Decatur, stretching
southward) was supposed to be the largest in the world, and Grandpa
thought about getting off somewhere along here just to look things
over. The conductor called out Gravette, then Decatur, then scon

came Gentry. That“‘Gentrysdid it. S¢, "Gentry it is; we are gentry.”
he said to himself, "My father's family were of the ruling class in
England, and landed pecple.”™ So, gathering up his belongings,

he left the train at Gentry, "At least,” he thought, "to lock around.”

Evidently it looked good to him, for he said he spent a few weeks
there, actually buying a nice large farm a couple of miles out north-
west of town. I barely remember that farm, for after three or so
years they were offered a good price for 1t and they moved into
Gentry, first to a nice house with big yard and named Glenwood,

or Glen Ogks. When I was a little older and we'd visit there,
Grace and I decided we'd name our home place "Maple Lawn'" but we
never did get Papa to put up a sign.) I was about four, I believe,
when they~- the grandparents-- meoved to Glenwood. So much of my
childhood memories are from there. The big shady yard and the big
lawn swing that four could ride in, and ride we did, swinging high
until Dad made one for us at home. He also made a merry-go-round.
(I bet you remember that, Paul!)

Now, I go back to South Dakecta; after Grandpa had bought the improved
farm in Gentry, he scouted ocut four other pieces of land. There

were no builldings on them. These were-for Dad (Darwin); Edwin; and.
Sylvia's husband, Styles Lanphere; the fourth, I think, was for
Mother's Dad, George W. Huffman, or for Mama's sister, Lizzie,

and Husband, Menzo Fuller.

Anyway, I think they were all 80 acre tracts; Dad kept selling ours
off until he wound up with 20. I know he used to own the house on

the corner land and the Themas's behind us.

So now, I really will leave Gentry awhile and go back to Scuth Dakota!

In South Dakota, everybody rushed zround getting ready to move before
the weather got so bitterly cold. Everything was loaded into the three
freight cars. Except Eunice and her two little girls, Ruthie and
Grace. They were to stay with Mother's friend, Gertrude Sanford,
until the new baby arrived. So Darwin went with the furniture, farm
tools, and stock in the freight car, and when he got it safety
unliocaded at a place east of Gentry that Grandad had rented for him,
he left Uncle Nathan to look after it all and got on a passenger
train, and went back to Flandreau to spend Christmas with his wife
and little girls, and to be with her when the new baby arrived. How
he hoped this one wouid be a boy!

Cne cold day, the 15th of February, 1901, that baby did arrive,



after Dad had ridden his horse ten miles to get the dcctor to come
{(on his own horse) with medicine in the saddlebags. No telephones, (or

cars!)

rnd =ad news! It was another girl! Anyway, they let me live, kind
hearted as they were.

Wwhen T was six weeks old, Papa, Mama and the two lovely little girls,
and Gertrude Sanford, carrying the big, homely new baby, boarded the
train for their new home in the sunny south. Little Ruthie, past

5, now, with those beautiful blue eyes and ever ready smile, was
popular with the other passengers as she was dragging her beautiful
1ittle curly haired, brown eyes sister Grace up and down the aisle;
poor little Geneva, either asleep on one of the seats, or snug in
Mama's or Gertrude's lap, wanted some of the happy attention, and
thought long and hard how she could get it. She couldn't walk, or
even sit up alone vet, so what did she do? Well, she got sick. (Really
sick, with a high fever and croupy cough.)

Getting into Kansas City where they had to change cars at Union
Station into the Kansas City Southern train, they had a two hour
wait and it was decided.to leave friend Gertrude with the two girls
sitting in the depot while Mama and Papa took the poor little sick
baby, so tiny, so sick, to see a docter. That was done and the
doctor gave a dose or two of some evil tasting concoction and said
"Double pneumonia; Get right back on the trainj; continue your
journey; it has only been the movement of the train thac has kept
the little one breathing." =

Papa told me later he felt by the time they reached Gentry (222
miles from Kansas City), he'd probably be carrying a little dead
baby; but he prayed God and promised he'd try to be a better husband
and father if he would spare the life of this precious child. So I
lived and thrived, but two times while I was small I almost died
with pneumonia, they say, and the several times I heard this story,
with my orveractive imagination, it really seems to me that I
remember it. . . .

So that was the last few days or March, or early in April, 1901.

We lived in the rented house until barns were built for the three
families. There %#&already good barns, corn cribs, cellar, smoke
house and well at Grandads, so when the nice big clean fresh wood
smelling barn was finished on the 80 acres a halfmile southwest of
gentry, Papa said to Mama: "Since its springtime, warm and lovely,
how about you, the girls, and I, moving out home. We'll live in
the barn until my brothers and I get a house built?" Mama agreed,
and it worked out nicely. My bassinet (a wicker clothes basket
nadded sides and a pillow for a mattress) was kept safely on top

of Mother's big trunk in case a pig would come rooting around in the
barn and possibly overturn the baby's bed. I slept warm and safe,
and mama said she picked me up, told the other girls, "Come, lets

go up and see how they are coming along with the house." 5o we did,
and cuite fo her surprise, Papa was sc far up on the structure
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hammering away, she, standing below yvelled up: "What are you trying to
do, build on up to heaven?" nOh, no," he answered, '"just going to
have plenty of room for a big bunch of boys."” What I thought was
raindrops falling on my head was probably Mama's tears!

No, it was not a huge house, but comfortable for the four boys they
did have, as well as for us three girls, and for a time, all of
Uncle Burt's motherless childreﬁ? T was only Two and One/half when
when Russell James joined us on Jul 3, 1902, I'11 have to admit

I don't remember that day. But I do remember kissing his cheek
until it was red, and Mama telling me, "Not so hard", and the next
summer when he was walking, I hugged him and said, "when you grow
up I'm going to marry you, vou're so sweet" (That I do remember),
and guite well I remember Papa putting the four of us in the buggy
and taking us up to Grandma's to spend the day and late that same
afterncon, March 15, 1907, he came to take us home and there we
found mother in bed with a sweet baby boy whom she decided to name
ngitech Huffman® after her brother who had been killed by a horse
kicking him when he was in his twenties.

Then, again in December (19th), 1908, Papa toock all of us (even baby
Fitch, only 15 months old) to Aunt Lizzies to spend the day. It

was so pretty and warm when we went in the morning that Russell,
five years old, was allowed to do barefocot and when Papa came after
us about dark, there was snow on the ground and he (Russell) had

to be carried, along with baby Fitch, to the wagon, and wrapped
warnly in & quilt. So again, when we got home, there was another
beautiful baby brother, whom Papa named Paul and-Mama said Leland--
there was some joke about a beau Mama had had in Wisconsin-- a doctor
named Leland-- which I didn't understand! T wasn't so dumb, I

was just a bit young--(seven years old at the time!)

T was older, all of 12, when the next baby boy came to our house--—

Carl {(named after a good friend, Carl Parker, from Chicage) and

wonder of wonders, Mama said, and Dad agreed, I could give cdea .iww

L uuLe name. Roderick. (Some bock I had read had the hero naned that)
And I had beap sucnh a good baby tender for wy little hroihers they salid
I prohably would be a great help in caring for +this new one. Indeed T
was! T was the main one in "spoiling“him! Mama said several times,

PCari is a bit spoiled, we've all helped, hui its Geneva's fauvly,
ahe wen 18 take him and run upstairs or out of doors il I tried to
coriect Plam.T  Pocr Carle- py Taniiti Dol e oTaEoa hegnt T FeloL oD e

o7 ER

The house seemed always Lo be full of Iife, love and paopio.  lasd
brother Burt (Huffman) ilcst his wife (label Wheeler Huffman) only a fe
years after they had moved to Arkansas, leaving their chilidren
motherless. There was Vancha, Myrtle, Herbert, Purl, Dolla and Earl.

They 1ived soross the Flelds and reiivecad tracks or the rosg vo
c ey s  and some of them, most often Puri and Dolla who were 2
ages of Grace and I, were staying ~tl . it 1t 2T ricptater did I
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realize what a hardship it must have been on Mama and the older zirls
hut if they evar complained about the extra children in the houss I

o

did='t hear it; we always had an abundance of food 1t sszms and

tha long table was surrounded by family, and always others, Lama
didn't always zZo to church, but Papa always did and a2 always Took

2 phildren. 1 remembar T was thrae yesars old, or so, and n2

ad a canvas seat that fitted on the handlsbars of his bicycls. That
is where I rode. UJsually it was in a busgy we went on prayer
meeting nights, and the horse old Dan would be cold, atanding

outside. Jhen we cam2 out from church To start home, Dan would

rear up and prance around. It would scare me SO much, because I
felt surely he would fall backward on us; but Papa spoke soothingly
+to him, and he soon guieted down and trotted a2t a brisk clip all

the way home. Sometimes I pretended to be sound asleep when we g0t
home, so Papa would carry me in and up stalrs to my room, pulling
the covers over me and saying "Little Dovie". Mama came in later
and removed my shoaS.

How I love those memories! Also remembering sleeping on the little
bed in Mama's bedroom and awakening to see Papa and Mama kneeling by
their bedside asking God to guide them and guard us. The wick on the
bedroom lamp had been turned down to a soft glow and I could see the
soft light on the sides of their faces, and the mellow shadows on the
floor and walls, and I felt surrounded by warmth and love.

Where we grew up in Northwestern Arkansas, there was no black pepulation
which is why perhaps I grew up without the prejudice against race that
was suffered by many southerners; there we had no black mald, but we
called the household "help" "Hired Girl". Until Ruth, Grace and I grew
0ld enough to be of more help to Mama, Papa paid a hired girl to come

in and help with the work. (He said he had rather work out and pay some=-
one to come in and help mother than to do it himself.) I remember

one of the Jones girls as our hired girl, and especially do I remember
Tva Fox. Iva worked for us a lot, and I vividly recall one incident.
She scrubbed the freshly painted dining room floor and kitchen floor
with boiling hot water and strong lye soap. When Mama saw it, she

cried because Iva had scrubbed off all the fresh paint in her zeal for
cleanliness. When Mama asked Iva why she had scrubbed so hard, Iva
replied, "My Maw makes us scrub our floors with a broom and lye, and I
thought you would like yours that way, too." When Papa came home from
work, Mama went outside to meet him, and to tell him about the floors.
Ye laughed and said he would repaint them for her, and she could tell
Iva just to use a mop and warm waier,

Tn our house, the parlor always had a clean, fresh, colorful carpet.

We all helped in the carpeting project, tearing colorful rags, discarded
dresses and shirts, ete, into strips. HMother sewed them all togetner
into one long strip, and we rolled this into balls; When she had a
bushel basket full of strips in balls, she took them to someone to

be woven into a carpet.



Tva Fox must have been bheitween 18 and 20 years old, but to me she
scemed 0OLD; and when she said, "You girls run out to play now, I

T

want to red up the bedrooms,"” we gcampered out without a word (1
think! )

Mama taught her how to make "light” (or yeast) bread; that sort of
bread was unfamiliar to her, as she said at home they never had any-
thing except corn bread or biscults. vMother's bread was something
to be remembered all of one's life; each HMonday and Friday she baked
several large loaves and a huge +tin or two of buns. (We never called
them rolls). While they were still warm and gpread with butter

they were angel's food! Also, sometimes she made cinnamon rolls

and Rgth and T argued about who would get the crusts (ends of the
rolls).

Many summer Friday afternoons, Papa hitched the team to the wagon,
drove up by the well and left Russell in the seat to hold the
horses while he went inside to help Mama carry ouv the picnic supper
that we wolfed down after we had been swimming for an hour, or two
or three, or four! Grace could swim when she was four, but I think
T wag eight or nine years old before I could swim. But I had to
show off and dive even bhefore I could swim, by diving into the
eight foot "pool” in Flint Creek, and Papa catching me. I didn't
realize how cold Flint Creek was in those days; years later we went
back and I waded into it, and I wondred how we could have enjoyed
the really cold water. It is fed by gprings out of the mountains
its entire length, and it was a lovely little stream, clear and
free of pollution. We had never heard of "pollution® in those days,
although we did take the precaution to g0 up above where we were
gswimming (and the horses were drinking) to get a drink of water for
ourselves! ' o

Sometimes we'd stay in The water until we were blue with the cold and
wama would say, "You girls get out for awhile now, find a patch of
sun to sit in.” She always allowed us to g0 back in later. Before
we started for home, mother handed us clean towels, clean and dry
clothes, a comb and brush for our hair, and told us to get dressed.
We had our favorite dressing room hehind some trees and bushes
where we hurried fast ag fast to get into clothing, comb and brush
wet hair and hurry back to the pienic spread on a cloth on the
ground. Buns, fried chicken, pickles, sliced tomatoes, boiled

and deviled eggs, and potato salad sometimes, but mostly finger
food, so no saucers and forks would have to be looked after and
carried home in the empty lunch basket. Frult we had, too, in
gseagson, red apples, and peaches and cold watermelon, chilled in

+he cold stream. The only one that could eat more of that than I,
was Papa, and of course we always nad cookies. (Mama was famous for
ner cookies and I have a funny story to tell about that!) (Later!)

Often we would sing on the way home and I am sure all the nelghbors
and friends along the way knew well when the "Maxeon bunch" had
been picnicking at the creek. Papa would lead us all in his rich



paritone, singing Swanee River, 0ld Kentucky Home, 0ld Black Joej and
always, of course, our favorite hymnss 01d Rugged Cross, There is a
Fountain Filled with Blood, Will there Be Any Stars in Iy Crown,
Sunshine In Iy Soul Today, I Surrender All, etc; today I thank God
for those days, that enrichment of spirit that we gathered from our
parents; and for those nights that we gathered around the organ,

with Hother playing (she had been a music teacher before she married,
and played beautifully), and all of us singing as Dad led out;
besides the hymns mentioned earlier, we sang Down at the Cross,
Rescue the Perishing, No Not One, Brighten the Corner Where You Are",
T*'11l go Where You Want lMe to Go, Gladly the Cross I'd Bear (tho when
T was really young, four years old or so, I was sure Dad was singing
about a little cross—eyed bear named "Gladly”).

Friday night was always prayer meeting. Hother, tired, no doubt
and probably pregnant, didn't always go with us. (When she was
presnant with Paul, I noticed how fat she was, but was not curious
anouzh nerhaps to ask why. ¥When she was pregnant with Carl, I
kniew she was pregnant and wondered. iother Tfound it hard to talk
to her daughters about such things. Papa explained somevhat after
ra older and urzed us to ask him any guestions we wondered

M {
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about; I wanted to, for I wondered plenty! 2ut I was too shy I
zuess, and nost of my sex sducation came fron older cousing and Aunt

yrtle and Aunt 3thel, only ten years older than Grace and I; and
they said not to let a boy kiss you, ever, for he'd want o go
further (and by that I supposed he'd want to give you a baby, but
T had not the faintest how he'd go about thatil!

After prayer meetings, walking home on summer nights, Ruth, Grace
and I would walk with Papa, through the  woods {a virgin forest of
oak trees, moss, and, in the rainy season, a little gtream. It

was always quiet and cool. I walked alone sometimes, in front, and
cometimes behind the others, and coming home it was DARK. I would
suddenly run up beside Papa and reach for his huge, warm hand. ' AS
soon as we were out of the woods, I would drop his hand and run on
alone., One night he said: "See, Sister, that's often the way we
treat God. Wwhen things are dark, or there's trouble, and we are
afraid, we call on Him; then when the way 1is lighter, we forget Him."
A little lesson I never forgot.

Nor have I forgotten lama's hand, reaching out to hold mine when I
had a bad dream. The firgt nightmare I remember having, I thought I
was running from the front porch, around the side of the house to

the bhack perch where mama was; screaming becauge a snake was fastened
to the calf of my leg. I was very young at that time, but Hother
awakened me, talked scothingly and sat there holding my hand until

I could slsep again,

Jow wonderful are God's plans, to give us mothers and fathers who
love so much, and do the very best they can to give the children a
good foundation of Faith in the Heavenly Father.

T didn't thank my parents I suppose, but oh, how mant times I've
thanked God for letting me be born into a Christian home with Darwin
and Tunice my very own papa and mama.



Dad often printed Bible verses on a cardboard and tacked them up

where we could all ses them; the he gave Grace and I, and perhaps
Ruth, toc, whole chapters of the Bible to learn. Although I can't
repeat them word for word anymore, they are 8o familiar as I read
them over again. =specially several of the Psalms and the 13thChapter
of First Corinthians. And if I have a creed in Life, or perhaps

T should say, my philosophy is Phil. 4:8. One of Dad's printed-out
verses was Psalms 139:23-24. I do love the Psalms very much. They

express the feelings of all humanity from deep depression to
highest joy:j

But please pardon me! You are a preacher's family and I'm glad for
that. Praise the Lord, and I'm very pleased and proud you are also
teachers. How we do need Christian teachers. My own family seems

to be nurse inclined. Four of my seven granddaughters are already

Rigs and three of my great granddaughters are now in nurses tralning

in Little Rock =nd Memphis; one of my grandchildren is a gualified \
teacher, (Shirley, Helen's oldest girl) and she only taught one

yvear and decided not to teach any more. She had been working part-
time ever since she started high school and buying a home and saving
her money for trips. She's been all over BEurope and to Africa and
just before Christmas had a chance %o go to China, Japan and the
Phillipines. She did work for the government in Washington D.C.

for a year and then in Bonn, Germany for two years. Now she ig in !
Dallas, Texas, works for a Japanese firm that makes components for
telephones (Nippon Zlectronics Corp.) She has been there for several
vears ard is Beriefits Administrator for: that company. It has over 7
500 employees, so she's busy.

e

Sorry I "branchad off"! Didn't mean o, and 1f I ramble and my story
comes out in bits and pieces perhaps you'll be able to form a ccherent
picture of the childhoods of Darwin's and Funice's children anyway!

T couldn't have been more than six or seven years old when I started
school in the same grade with Grace. Aunt Ora Maxson was the first
srade teacher, My early memories of school are tied in with the
arrival in our home of a strange and fascinating invention. Zarly
in my school memories is the memory of coming home to find 2 wooden
box, golden oak in color, high up on the south wall of our dining
room. How excited we were when Mama explained it was a telephone,
and showed us how, when it rang, she could take the‘recelved"down
from the hook and actually hear some real person talking (from

niles away) and she could answer back to them. "Why doesn't 1t ring
so we can see you do that?" we asked, "Why doesn't it ring? Why
doesn't it ring???" We kept on pestering her so thatl she said,"Pull
a chair up there by the phone and stand on it and Ll let you ring

it, and talk, if you must!"” So ring it I did, and a voice sald
"Central", and #other said, "Please connect me to R.J. Maxsen's
residence.” Tha’ was done, a moment later Grandmother (Annie Crandall

Maxson) came on the line in her pleasant voice, and thus I was intro-
duced to the modern mode of communication. Our telephone was on

a party line, and we were to answer only when it rang two long

rings., Some rings wers two shorts and a longs; a long and a short, etc.,



Mobody had telsphone numbsrs then, ons had only to ask "Zentral",
(the main switchboard opsrator) for thes rasidence or store to which
thay wanted to tallk,

anctrer time, preobably in 1910 or 1911, as Jracs and T walked home
from school we saw a tall silvery looking frams sticking U higher
than the mapls trees around our houss. Our ever adventurasoms

papa had bought us a windanill. ¥ow no mors hand punping of water
for the stock or chickens, or household. ZFor a long time, after

the eresction of the windmill was completed, he left the bottom ladder
off, so his adventuresome children wouldn't be tempted to climb

60 feet into the sky. When I was older I did climb to the top s

sat there and sang "My Country ‘'Tis of Thee" to all +the world.

I can't remember the time we didn'%t have gas lights at the church,
but I do remember when Gentry got electricy, and the church deacons
voted to have the church wired, so then we had the electric lights.

And I remember, oh, so well, when there were Sabbath Days and that
church would be full. I can see the families coming in, walking down
the aisles, taking their places, the Lindalls, Mr. and Mrs., and

three children; the Knights, Saunders', Oches', Jaglesfields, ete; also
the Van Horns, Richmonds, and our Grandpa R. J. Maxson, and all his
family~--Aunt Myrtle, Aunt Ora, Aunt Sylvia--T often went up to sit
beside Grandma Maxson, for she always had a white, round peppermint

for me when I got restless and squirming, and she didn't give me

severe looks when my attention wandered from the preacher's words.

Oh, I-often-had-te-leave my-seat to-go to the cuthouse during ~
servies, but this was most often so that I could see what was going
onn in the little ante-room. Once I went out, and, coming in the
back door, met Mr. Richmond as he came in; later he told dad that
he-had asked a little black-haired girl who she was, and the child
had said, "Oh, I'm just one of the Maxson gang, Geneva.,"

The incldent where I spanked the preacher I don't actually remember,
(I was only three years old at the time) but Mama +0ld me about it
later. It seems the children were being bundled into coats and
bonrets in the ante-room of the church, preparing for the trip home
after services, The preacher, Burdett Coon, wag stooping to tie

his child's bonnet strings; I was just close enough and it must
have seemed the appropriate thing for me to do, S0 I reached up

and gave his buttocks a resounding smack!

Arnother preacher I remember quite well was Rev. James Hurley; that's

why our brother Russell wasn't a junior to Grandpa Russell John;

our brother was named Russell James, to honor Rev. James Hurley.
Other preachers we had were Rev. Biggs (Uncle Nathan married his
daughter, Daisy), also there was Brother Zrnst, a real old fuddy
duddy, then Davis (a good one), and T. J. Van Horn.
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There is an old song that nags at my memory, and some of the verses
I cannot recall accurately, but it zgoes something like this, and I°'11

pet Paul can recall it, too:

"There's a dear and precious book

Tho' 1ts worn and faded now

That recalls the happy days of long agc

When I stood at HMother's knee

With her hand upon my brow :

And she talked to me in gentle tones and low.

BElessed Rook, precious Book, on thy dear old

tear gtalined leaves I love to looks;

Thou art sweeter day by day, as I walk the narrow way
that leads at last to that bright home above.

Then she told me of His love. .+ .

How he came from heaven above,

How he suffered, bled and died upon the tree;

.« » o and with tears she sald it was for me. . .

(these last lines, I feel sure, are not quite right.)
And how I loved "wWhen the Roll is Called Up Yonder™:

"On that bright and glorious morning when the dead in Christ
shall rise,

" And the” Glory“of“his"r‘*és*;ufréctioﬁ share; B )

When the dear oneg shall gather over on the other shore,
When the roll is called up yonder I'1ll be there. . ."

One old song that I've tried to find, and haven't been able to. . .
T think it was titled: "I've had a glimpse of Jesus". It went
like this:

"Back to the celd world I will not go
Eack to the old life of pain and woe,
Back to old ways of sin, Ch, no,

I've had a glimpse of Jesus.

I've found a life that 1s sweeter to me
Fuller of joy than the old 1ife could be,
Fuller of love and from unhappiness free,
I've had a glimpse of Jesus."”

irncle Horace and Little Aunt Arlie Whittier were another of the old
friends I remember. Aunt Arlie once wrote me a letter and addressed
it to "Mip" Geneva Maxson. I asked Mama what the "Mip" meant, and
she replied that was an old fashioned term to address young people.
Aunt Arlie used to attend our "Junior (League) " meetings. (I think
we always called the meetings simply "Junior". These were on

Sabbath afternoons at 4:00, where we sang and had devotionals, etc,
sort of like a "Junior" church service. Aunt Arlie came to play the
organ for us. They M no children, were older than lMama and Papa

and she never could seem to get over the shock that young people were
so "active"!! I've wondered if that letter she wrote me had anything



to do with my behavior! She alsc was my music teacher at one time,
trying to teach me to play the organ, but she zave up, and told

Mama: "1°m only wastingmy time and your money, Zunice, for she is

tone deaf and will never learn to play.” I could never ima&ine why I
was so tone deaf when I loved so well to try to sing, and sing I did

in church, loudly and enthusgiastically, and T must have been an ) .
awful cross for the whols church te bear! Irs, T. J. Van Horn sort

of "gentled" me down I think, and T did adore her although I didn't

think much of the preacher T. Js Amey (their daughter was nice)

I wonder what ever became of Leigh? aﬂ;ww .....

I was seven years old, in the second grade at Genitry Grammar School.
(Hattie Zllerson wasg my teacher.) That year Papa, seeing I needed
shoes, and knowing I was much harder on shoes, dresses and everything
else, decided I should have boy's shoes. The only difference in
those years was that the girl's shoes had holes all the way up to
lace them, and were obviously a bit lighter than the boy's shoes,

and the shoes for the boys had metal hooks at the top instead of
lacing "holes” all the way up, and were also a little sturdier.

I can't remember that I complainsd to Papa at the time, for I thoug ht
anything he did was always right, but at school, some of the other
girls noticed my shoes and giggled and "snickered"” behind thelr hands.
Opal Zldridge, one of my friends (I thought!) derided me about my
shoes, and pointed out that I should have had spunk enough to tell

ny father I wouldn't have them. I was humiliated and hurried home
ahead of Grace that afternoon, and I figured out an answer that

would certainly have gotten even with her, if I had only had presence
of mind to say. it to her at the time! I thought: "I should have. e
said to her, 'Yeg, Fattie, don't you wish you had some shoeg like
minel!'" That would have cut her a good one,; gince she was some

ten pounds fatter and more awkward than me. 0h, but I didn't think
of 1t in time and now T-had months (at least weeks) to wear the

shioes befors they could be discarded for new ones! No wonder I

was exltra active for the rest of the winter, scuffing and scrubbing
away at the shoes, running, jumping, hiking over rocky ground,

just anything to put on some extra wear and tear!

Aunt Hyrtle married the handsome, dashing Dan Ricketts in a lovely
parlor ceremony in my grandparents' home. Grace and I (about five
and g8ix or so) had been chosen as flower girls. Ye wore white,
full skirted gowns with huge puffed sleeves, white long stockings
and "once in a lifetime®” white babydoll siippers! We had flowers
in our halr and carried beribboned baskets of rose petals. ilama
said to Aunt Ora, who was directing proceedings, to put¥a little
roube on Ceneva, she iz so pale", GCrace and I walked daintily (I
hope!) down the stairway, preceding the bride, and when we reached
bhO bottom of the stalrcases we dropped rose petals here and there
to the smiles and nods of our huge family and friends gathering
How important, beloved and precious we felt! We tried to steal the
show, of course, but the bride's appearance on the staircase, on
the arm of our Grandfather took all attention away from us. After
the ceremony; there wers long tables loadeé,with cakes, punch,
emonade, and dainty sandwichesg without crusts. It was the first

-

time I had ever seen sandwiches without crusts and I thousght it

was the height of fasghion. The Gentry City 3Band was there to play

L



Papa had long been a member of the band, and oif course they wanted
to play for this Function. T don't remember that there was any
dancing at this wedding and I suppose not, for our church did not

believe much in dancing., Bdut 1t was a grand affair and a high point

of Gentry soclety at that time. Zspeclally so because Grandlather
Russel John [Maxson was the mayor of the city at that time.

Just a week before that, I overheard the grownups laughing as Dan
Ricketts related to the group (Papa wasn't present) that when he had
asked Grandpa ¥axson for Aunt Myrtle's "hand" in marriage, Grandpa
had replied: "No, lyrtle is too young. You can have Ora if you want.”
Later that summer, in a family gathering after church one Sabbath,
Grace and I sat in a lawn swing with Aunt Ora and Aunt ifyrtle and
Aunt 2thel, and they taught me a 1ittle pcoem to say. t went liks
thig:

I love my papa, that I doj

My mamma says she loves him, %oo.

They voth love me, this I know,

For in a thousand wayg, their love they show;
But papa says he Ifears some day

ith some mean scamp I'll run away."

Then they sent me in to say it to the grownups, all the while they
cigzled and laughed, 2ut I confused "scamp” with "tramp" in my

mind and could never Tlzure out why I would ever run-away with a
“tramp", many of whom had come by for a handoutl)-

Qur social life, in those gays, was mostly with our relatives, and
church friends. I went into Carpenter's store one day to use the
phone to agk lmme if I could go home after school with HHyrtle EBruce,
and come back to church that night with them, to the "Good Will
Soclety Social". Roy Carpenter laughed, overhearing my conversation,
and sald, "e all need good will." Our family bought many a dollars
worth of groceries at the Carpenter Brothers Grocery. There were

Roy and Ray, and a younger brother Rogs. Roy was married to a Carl,
another of the leading familieg of Gentry, and they lived in a lovely
brick home just west of irs. Tvang' fancy home right on the corner.
Mext to the Carpenters was Tallman's, the newspaper editor's family,
and across the avenue, the Baptist Church, and a block south, the
Public School that we all atiended.

Several times, while visiting Grandparents laxson's, when Russell

was just a toddler (and Grace and T not much older), we got Russell
in the next room from where the grownups were, and coached him,
saying: "Now, Russell, just say I want some bread and butter"., We'd
male him say it a couple of times, then push him toward the door,

and he'd go¢ to Grandma and say, "Now Russell just say I want sonme
hread and butier." Of course she would laugh, and lead him toward
the Ikitchen and we'd follow, and we'd all get some bread and butter.

Srandma faxson always nad good homemade bread and butter. Wnhen I
waz older and balking for my family, T asked her wny hers was so much
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ter than mine. She answered, "Practice, I suspect. And I add

nette

potato water for the liguid, and I beat the batter for at least five
minutes before I add the rest of the flour--~ then, too, I knead it

a lot." iy bread did zet better with the passing of the years.

I think HMama, in her lifetime,; must have baked several million
cookies, as well as good bvread., She always had cookies and milk
for her grandchildren when they came. I know she made them by the
dozen when her own children were growing up.

There was always a crock full of molasses cookies in the pantry
which we could eat at any time, by the handfull. She also kept a
cookle jar of sugar cookies on a high shelf in the closetl under the
stalirway. Now, on the floor of that same closet was kept sorgum
molasses. Perhaps a barrell or keg or two and two or three 50-pound
lard stands full of sorghum. Dad at that time, ran a sorghum mill
where everybody for piles around would come to bring their sugar
cane to be made into sorghum molasges, and most often heltake sor-
ghum Tor pay, money being scarce at times. Since there wags always
an abundance of molasses for cooking, making ginger bread,; cookies,
and to use for syrup on hot biscuits and hotcakes, there wag always
sorghum on the floor of that stairwell closet. (There was a beautiful
dark blue and gold syrup pitcher always on the table at breakfast.)
One day the folks all left for town, leaving Grace and I to play
with our dells in the shady front yard. Our cousin, Charlie, about
sixteen, was nearby in the garden, doing some work for moiher. The
two little girls decided to have a tea party, and since there was no
one to say no, we thought, why not get some of the special sugar
coolkies that HMama kept for spaglal treats, company or school Tunches?
Sc eneva {of CeurSﬂ) vas sent to get a few cockles out of the siair-
the 1id was not on tight, on the bharrel ol
cloget floor, or wviether I wag just neavy
v into the zooey W%OUid, I'13 nev B

.4

ilz T for the suzar cookles, standing aton %
mnlassse lig sugdﬂnly zgave way, down I plunged intce ths
rnolasses aliyr, and could not extricate wmyself. I screaned
Tor Trac v ame running, but since she was even smaller than I,
she could not tug hard enough to get me out. Soon ghe ran out to the

e

garden for cousin Charlie. “After he laughed awhile and I cried at
the ©op of my lungs, he went out, filled a tub with water, placed it
next to the molasses barrel and with the three of us sitruggling,
managed to exiricate me from the mess. I Tthought for sure I would
be killed when they all returned and found what I'd done, but for
some reason, Charlie never told on me, nor did Grace, and certainly I
didn't. And for some reason none of the three of us ate any molassas
either 1in cookies, gingerbread or syrup for a long time alter that:)

Late every summer, bvefore siart of scheel, Mama would have HMolly,
her ouggy horse, hitched up, and she would go to Siloam Springs for
the day-- to shop., Socmetimes she would allew Ruth to go with her,
or she would ftake Aunt Lizzie. She would bring back packagzes of
goodles-~ always a treat of candy, little bakery cakeg or pretzels
to eat, but also always, the school supplies--pleces of yard goods
for a new dress apiece and shirts for the little boys who were in
school at the time, and tablets and pencils. I loved the pencils of
all colors. After everything was upacked and put away, she would
put the school supplies on the table, clear the room of children,

-
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then ask us to come into the rcom, one at a time, to choose which
color pencil, or tablet, we would like. After the choosing was over,
she would have us go out again and when we returned, ocur possessions
would be in separate groups, and we would usually always get the ones
we had chosgen. T loved the pencils and the fat tablets and I dreamed
of the fine, inspirational things I would write upon the pages of

the tablet with the beautiful pencils. OCne year, Papa went to .
Siloam with Mama to shop, and was there when the choosing and dividing
up was occurring. But he gave the occasion his own special twist.

He cut each pencil in half, and told Mama to save the other halfl
until we had used up the first half! To say I was angry, ashamed

and embarrassed to bring a half-pencil to school wasg putting it
mildly! (To this day, I dislike using short, stubby pencils!)

The fabrics she purchased on thig trip for our school clothing were
always beautiful to me. She had a special way of choosing just what
we would like. Grace and I, being about the same size, she always
bought a length of dress fabric for me in blue and the same pattern
in pink or rose, for Grace. For Ruth, she always got something just
a 1little different. Ruth, being older, did not especially like %o
be identified with the two younger girls, one of whom was always
getting into some kind of mischief or other. Alsc then, Mama

always got the three of we girls one good dress fabric and sewed up
"best" dresses for us, for wearing on Sabbath, and for parties and

such.

Here, I'11l tell onsz small story, mystery at that, about the "almost
alike" dresses belonging %o Grace and me. OCne Friday afternoon,
after the wash was on the line, Papa took us down to the creek for
a swim and a picnic., In the Friday wash was a blue dress for me
and a pink dress for CGrace. ilama hung them side by side to dry,

then hurried inside to prepare the picnic supper. We went to the
craek, had our swim and plenic as usual, returnad with our singing
ard zood spirits asg usual., ihen we went to tale i n from
ns hefors darlk, drace's pink dress was missi 'g o2ll
2.3 8ty uGraca's plink drass nE o ovas
' i 1d raady
daz.
2Ty, nor

Aunt Ora, Dad's sister, wag quite a dramatic artist. She first
"took elocution lessons", then became zn "elocution" teacher. She
was in several dramatic presentations in Gentry, posturing and
posing in quite a grand manner, I thought, and I determined at that
time to become. an actress, perhaps as great an actress as Sarah
Bernhardt. But first, I must take "elocution” and practice a lot.

I had already been coached to learn little verses and to recite them
to admiring gatherings of family and friends. I loved to be very
dramatic as I said or did ordinary things for awhile, sometimes
surprising family and teachers with my dramatic statements and
gestures. I was in a special fan drill when I was in second grade,
and, although dressed exactly as the others, and was drilied fto move
my fan exactly like the others, I tried throughout the evening o
stand out just a 1little bit from the others by special curtsiss and
bows, and flutterings of the fan I carrisd, twirled and swept about;)

|
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Aunt Ora had promised to give me "elocution" lessons and teach me all
she knew, but then she went to RBattle Creek, Michigan, and took
training to become an RM. She worked at that until she married a
widower named George Lowell who was a realtor and lived in Gravette,
Arkansas with two daughters, one of whom wag named Dorothy. I have
forgotten the name of the other daughter.

Papa played the slide trombone in the Gentry Band. They had uni-
forms and were often asked to play for public gatherings. When I
was about five years of age, a carnival came to town and set up 2
merry-go-round {carosgel) behind the auditorium, and the band played
all evening, Dad came by where Mama and we children were and said
the man who ran the merry-go-round had told the band members that
thelr children could ride the merry-go-round, free, for a couple of
times. Of course, I was on in a flash, and I rode time afier time.
When the ticket taker came around I'd say, "ily papa plays in the band!"
Afterward I heard Papa tell iama he had to vray for all of my extra
rides, but he didn't scold. Perhaps he could see how happy it made
me .

AL
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OQur home, when I first became aware of 1it, seemed always a happy
home; if I had a dime for every time I ran up the stairs singing,
(at least belting out the words) at the top of my voice, I'd have a
tidy sum. As we came into our house, entering the front door, we
~were in the front hall; con the-left was the door to-the parlor, and -
just beyond that, the stairway. On the right was the deor to the
"cry" room, asg Grace and I called it, for it was the room where
tlama sent ug when we were crying unnecessarily and making nuisances
of ourselves. It was at various times an extra bedroom or used

for the incubator, which hatched out 350 baby chicks. Those eggs
were carefully tended and kept at the right temperature. #Hother
turned each one sach morning and before bedtime. After the three
weeks and the baby chicks hatched out, they were often kept in that
room on the floor in brooders until papa could prepars a warm place
in the woodshed for the brooders and chicks to be moved outside.

Je had chickens to fry in plenty, to roast later, and many of them to
keep Tor layers., Iama sometimes kept 300 laying hens. Dad built
six hemhouses in the orchard, with trap nests so they could tell
which hens were the best layers. The water was piped down there
and a small room was bullt for the 100 pound sacks of feed. At one
time when Hama was in the chicken bugsiness, Papa had five milk cows,
and Hama kept track of expenses; she salid the hens fed themselves,
the famlly, and the five milk cows. There was a buyer from Tulsa
wno came to the house once a week and collected and paid for the
eggs that had been packed in cases or crates holding twelve dozen
sach,

But I started out to tell about our home! Beyond that door on the
right was the hallway thd led to the kitchen. Just before you
reached the kitchen was the door on the left to the cleset under
the stairway--(that closet that held the sorghum molasses kezs!)
Just inside the kitchen was the corner shelves large enough for a
i 1d girl to climb to the top shelf, near the ceiling, and
she had taken a sh2et out to vhe front zate to scare

-
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Cousin Russg as he came home one night after dark. Instead of a joke
on him, 1% spoocked his horses, making them run almost down to the
creelt, and 1t scared me nearly to death. I was as guiet as &

mouge, hiding up there when he finally got the horses guliet and

into tThe stable. He came in to eat and fuss about the near accident,
and gaying some stupid kids should have their hides tanned. Finally,
after he'd gone to bed, T climbed down and told Mama I was sorry. (I
was glad Dad had gone to some meeting uptown!)

Opposite the door into the kitchen was the cookstove. It was a
blz, comfortable stove with a reserveoir to keep an extra supply

of hot water. The firebox had a door opening on the side, as well
a3z two stove lids on top, and four other stove lids that could be
removed and a kettle or pot set directly over the flames. Up above
were two warning ovens, which were supposed to keep food hot until
ready to serve, and probably would, but they certainly dried out
biscults and made them hard as rocks, if left in the warming oven too
long. It seemed thd Papa always had the Sabbath Recorder by his
plate, and we would sit and wait for breakfast until he had looked
up the daily reading, read it to us slowly and thoughtfully, then
he made the comments, and asked for the same from us, and then he
sald the morning prayer. When finally we were ready to eat, the
oatmeal was cold and the biscuits hard. That was good spiritual
digcipline.

In the kitchen there wag also a table, similar to the one in the
dining room, where we often uged for breakfast, After supper in
the  dining roofi just south of +he kitchen, the table was clearesd
and we did our homework, before bedtime. Just before we went up-
stairs to bed, we had more Bible study and prayer, and we called
thig the Pamily Altar.

The dining room in the southwest corner of the house was the most
lived-in room. Besides the long table, there was a .secretary- that
held some books, writing materials; and a secret drawsr that Mama
kept coins in. For years I didn't even know it was there. Next

to the secretary wag a magazins rack 2ad had built and attached to
the wall., It was somewhat like a laddesr and many times I climbed
r znough that I could rsach the hands of the hugs old'

far I

oA tor” clock that hung on the wall ovar ths dining table. I

2 igtenad to the ticking of thes ¢lock asg Papa ualse sonetimes
in oo morning, or 2vening prayers, On the oppositz side of ths
dini room, & zizantic map of the United States was fixed upon thse
wall. Thers is where we learned where the statss were placad and
other things about this great country. e often traveled "in our
mind's eys" ag Dad wag fond of saying, to different parts of the
United States, and we discussed what each part was 1llke. Under the

map was a lounge, the kind without pillcws, sides, or back, but
with an nlﬂvatﬂd end upon which one could rest his head without

use of pillows. I seem to remember it was of some sort of smooth
leather, and brown in color. One of the men dad had hired had an
epileptic siezure there one night. Hother sent us to bed when this
happensd and Dad called the doctor.
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In winter the ©tig wood heater steod in the corner, next to the
parlor. Having no electricity in the early years, we used kerosene
lamps for lighting. . ."coal o0il lamps" we called them. ILater, we
got aladin lamps and I thought that lamp, which cast out so much
fine, bright light was the wonder of all wonders. However, T shall
never forget how Mama looked, like a goddess, carrying the kerosene
lamp up the stairway to light our way up Lo bed, how the shadows
moved and shifted ail around us and, walking behind her I noticed
how the light silhouetted Mama's proud head with hair piled high on
top and her fine features softly touched by the yellow light,

I have menticned earlier how the family would gather in the parlor
around the organ and sing hymns and have evening devotional., The
organ was of gome sort of dark wood, intricately carved and trimmed,
with two round "arms" that held out a small round platform on which
the lamps could be set, so that Mama could see the mugic. HMama

had to"pump" (we called it!) or work the pedals at her feet and T
loved to watch her hands lightly touch the keys to bring out the
music. I have already mentioned the hymns we sang, and the voices
of our family. Later, when the boys, Fitch, Russell and Paul were
older, they played aleng on their musical instruments, filling the
parlor, the whole house, with a mighty sound.

There were small tables, or "stands", as we called them, about the
parlor, one table on which stood a huge fern near the window with
its white lace curtaing. There were other chairs, the one I
remember most wag the "morris® chair, which, when you pressed a
button on it's arm, it laid you back into a comfortable resting

position.. . . ... ..

In recalling the itwo uncles of Grandmother Maxson who lived with us
at different times I am having difficulty. I must have been four
years old, so. don't remember clearly, except for one vivid incident!
One of the uncles, (Uncle Tom Hess), told the future by feeling

the head bumps. He described himself as a phrenologist. He did
Ruth’s and Grace's readings by having them sit on a stool at his
feet as he felt the bumps on their heads. He told Grace she would
live to be one hundred years old, and a lot of other nice things.

I can't remember what he told Ruth., When Grace got up, I popped
down onto the stool, but he refused to "read me”", said he wasg too
tired and he'd do it some. other day. That other day never came.

T suspect he just ran out of something different to say. Uncle Tom
stayed around awhile, and not long after he left, his brother John
came to visit. Uncle John paid Mama some for groceries, and Papa
allowed him %to bulld a cute littls one-room house Tor himself down
in the edge of the woods, not far from the brick kiln. He had a
nice horse and buggy, and one afternoon, took all three of us

girls for a buggy ride., Ruth and Crace sat on the seat, one on
each gide of him, and I sat on the floor. I'll never forget the
shock and repugnance I felt, looking at him as he suddenly openad
hisg trousers and exposed himself to we girls! I loocked away and
heard Ruth say, "we want to go home," I have forgotten exactly
what happened next, but obviously, Ruth went straightway and iold
Hfama, and we never saw the uncle again. The next day, he was gone
from his 1ittle "dollhouse" in the woods, bag and baggage, little
buggy, horse and all! I imagine Papa dispatched him speedily with
no mincing of words!



Jdhen I was about nine years old, and in the fourth grade, Papa had
the brick kiln operating. It was located down in the pasture, west
of the apple orchard. There were two square mills, or mixers of the
clay from which the bricks were made. As it was mixed with the water
wnich they got from five ponds they had made, it wasg pushed out

by paddles into molds--(trays with brick-size pansg), four at once,
then these wers carried into the level brickyard to dry in the sun.
After they were solid (several days later) they were picked up and
carried into the huge, round kiln, stacked just so-so, and firesg

were maintained in the fireplaces that were built around the outside
until the bricks were very hard and glazed., They were called fire
bricks. Dad operated this kiln for about three years, in the
summers. I don't really know why he quit making bricks, but suspect
it was because he ran out of sguitable clay in that locaticn. The
ponds were there for years, and we loved to "sail" on them in a

blig wooden box., They were not deep, the box was stationery on the
vottom of the pond, but when the breeze rippled the water past the
box, 1t appeared as if one was moving across the water, and many
summer afternoons I salled away to faraway places with strange
sounding names, all alone in =2 lovely dreamn.

Dad was known all over that part of the country as a skilled house-
mover (also!) (He had many trades and skills, and used 4o say he
was "jack of all trades, master of none” so he took a lot of house-
moving jobs from other towns. He would go down to Westville (Ckla-
homa), or up as far as Graveltte, on the train, look the job over,
name his price and make an agreement. Nearly always, he would take
two o threg of we children along.,  How we loved that ride on the
train! Then, if he got the job, he would take his teams, wagon,
and all his equipment and drive down Monday, usually coming bacik

on the train on a Friday night to go to church on Sabbath Day and

be at home over Sunday.

wWhen Hama was home alone with we children she always locked the

doors at night. When Dad was home, they were never locked. One

night when Dad was away on a housemoving job, about midnight,

siama heard the front door open very quietly, and she heard somecne
coming stealthily up the stairway, She tay there, terrified, wondering
1T she had forcotten to lock the door, wondering, Dear Zod, what naxt?
e

d she and the children be nurdered in Tthelr beds? She lay
©ly, scarcely daring to breathe, wondsring what o do? As she
enad, sihe heard the iniruder turn at the head of the stalrs
Zo into the 1ittle hoys' bedroom. Russell and Pitch were
ping in there. Paul, her baby at the time, was sleeping in
crib in her room. She waited a second, everything wag still
quiet, but knowing she could put it off no longer, frightened or
not, she got up, took up the lamp and walked into the boys' room.
There was Dad, just getting into bed with the boys~~ he had gone
n there, rather than digturd her sleep, tThinking we would all be
urprised by his presence in the morning.

-



That was a terrible scare he gave Hamz that night, but ncthing to
compare with the one that he gave both iMama and me later!

The summer after Carl was born, I was twelve years old and since I
was "go good with babies® Hama had made me fulltime nursemald for
Carl. T liked anything better than doing dishes, making beds,

ete! One day after lunch, when Dad was out of town on a job, HMama
decided to go to town and told me if I'd put a clean dress on the
baby and put my shoes on, she would take Carl and me along. Ruth
and Grace were to look after the other children, and they were
upstairs trying io make Russell, Fitch and Paul take naps. (ot that
they were ever very successful at this.) I rushed to get the baby
ready and after he was ready, he wasg sleepy so I put him on the cot
in the shade in the front yard near the house to sleep while I went
in to get my shoes., Mama came with the horse hitched to the buggy and
zaid, "Come, bring the baby and we'll go.” I ran out front to get
nim, and there was no baby! Mama was frantic, running here and
there looking for her baby!'fGeneva, what has happened to the baby?"
she kept crying, "Geneva, were there any dogs around???" I was
dving, too, frantic, looking into every bush and shrub. I was sure
someone had kidnapped our precious baby, some passing gypsles,
perhaps, I had heard of such things. Just then, Dad walked arocund
the corner of the house where he had been hiding, with the baby in
his arms. Dad had thought he would teach me a lesson not to go °
away and leave the baby untended!

e all loved bookg, and Mama read aloud to us at night; how we
loved that, even if we did have to walt until the next night to see
what happened in the story. Once, when I was being more than usual
bothersone, I suppose, asking too many questions while Hama was
busy, she sent me up to her room, telling me to open the top of

ner big greenish-gray trunk to get the little book that she had kept
from her childhood, and she told me to read it. I loved getting
into her trunk, it gave me a chance to rummage, see what treasurss
T could find. The 1ittle book was there. The title was "Curious
Jane", I% was about a little girlg who was curicus about what was
down the road and went to see, thereby becoming lost and getiing
into all kinds of +trouble. I thought at the time that I had better
take a lesson and not ever be so curious, but I socon forgot about
the warning and becane again my old, curious self.

““““ ]

Another time when I wag cranky and out of sorts, she sent me out
to look at her pansy bed. Afterwards, she sald:"See all those
1ittle shining faces, and think how cross your face looks." And
she recited tc me the old nursery rhyme, Cross patch, draw the
latch, sit by the fire and spin; take your cup and drink it up,
st call the neighbors in. » "

A

Sometimes when we were too nolgy going to bed, or rowdy, or

after reading us a bedtime story, she would say: "Hum wmum, for a
plum, P., P., for a pear; first onec that speaks out loud will getT
a boxed eart" Then, putting her Tinger to her lips, she would

tintoe out of the room and we'd zo to sleep.

inen Paul was the baby, iama would rock him to sleep, singing
S0l tly, it las Tone from. her Basgket". It is sung to the
N i The lullaby went like

tune of
thisz:.



"iy kitty has gone from her basket,
iy kitty hag gone up a tree,

Oh, who will go up in the branches
And bring back my kitty to me.

=

Chorug:

Tring back, bring back, bring back my kitty to me, to nme,
Sring back, bring back, oh, bring back my kitty to me.
The dog that lives down by the river

will come with his nausghty old barlk,

And frighten my kitty so dreadfully

She won't come back until dark.

Chorus.

They say that when pecple are frightened
Their halr will turn perfectly white,

If that is the case with my kitty,

She will be white by tonight.

ATter three verses with chorus every time, she would keep singing,
sort of like thisg: "Ceneva, our baby is asleep, if you will hand me
nis blanket, we'll put 1t around him nice and warm and cozy, and
put him in his 1ittle bed. . « (so as not to disturb the rhythm and
drowsiness of the baby, I think). Then we'd put him in his bed

and he would stay asleep. (Usually!)
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On February 15, 1908, my seventh birthday, it was a cold, rainy
day. I felt it unfair that I had to go to school on my birthday,
although usually I loved school. iama felt my forehead to see if T
had a fever; since I couldn't fake it, I went along with Ruth and
¢race, acting ugly and disgruntled. Ruth pinched me {ag she usually
did when I was misbehaving, not "minding my manners"”) and I "bawled"
in really great form, going by the neighbors', the Drakes. ILater,
re., Drake told Wama I could bawl louder than anyone she had ever
heard! The schoolday passed eventually, and when we arrived home,
the dining table was already set--for company dinner, it seemed--
white tablecloth and all! (We usually ate on oilcloth, which seemed
to grow “sticky" or "oily" with use!} There was a cake in the
center of the table, covered with white icing, a sauce dish for
each place setting, holding canned peaches with a great mound of
whipped cream, a cherry on top! I was completely mollified for the
time, gince I was getting the attention I felt I deserved. A good
dinner, the cake, the singing of Happy Birthday to me, the whipped
cream and peaches, sweet elbertas from the tree in-our garden last
summer, and after supper, the whole family taking turns playing
"Authors” with me. The birthday person never had to wash disghes

or work much on their birthdays. I felt like a gueen. iHowever,
that same vear, when June 10 came around, school was out and we had
a real party: friends came in, there was a blg cake, and homemade
ice cream. There were games on the lawn, croquet and running games

iike taz, and sitting down games like "Gosgip” where one would
nece

whigper a sent to the next, on down the line and around the

circle, and we'd whooo to see what it came out as! Eut of course

voung feneva pointed out peevishly to her sweet llother:"Ch, yes, on
: rag

Orace's birthday, we Z2T A outdoor party, and real ice creanm.
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,..Don't ever have ice cream for mine," Patiently, iama explalffa,
- —
L

there was never ice to be bought in the winter when it's my‘birU“
day. ‘Then she'd mollify me by patt%ng me and saying I was ner
1ittle Valentine Day present, even if a day late.

efore daylight every summer morn@ng we could hear t?e
cur place carrying a load of ice Tor Gentry ice-house
' where they made it at the

Very early,
blg wagon g0 OY )
from S1lloan (Sprlngsj, seven miles south
fce Plant.

wia often had parties, called "soclals® then, at our house tecause
we had room for lots of people and a large front yard for gamgs.nﬂ
ones we especizlly enjoyed were Last Couple Outs Blind Han's Bluffy
Trn and Out the Window; Hide and Seek. The_"lt? was chogen ﬁhl?
ways: we would recite: (pointing to each child in turn around the

circle):

irie, Orie, Ockrey Ann,

Wirey, Briary, Tiery Tan,

Inktum, Blinktum, Split 'em in two,
tfobody stinks but Y-0-U!

Then that person had to be"it".
Another counting out geme we had was

Wire Briar, Limber Locl,

Three (Gray geese flew in a flock,
‘One flew east, one flew west

And one flew over the cuckoog nests
0-U-? gpells OUT COI3 HI {SHZ)!

_ Regarding the house that the seven HMaxson children grew up inj
T didn't mention all I could have about the parlor. I mentione
about the carpet and described someof the furniture; ete. There
was another "lounge” in the parlor which we called the sofa, on
the wall that backed the stalrcase entrance. Over this sofa there
were huge photographs or portrailis of my mother's parents.

They were Ceorge Washington Huffman (very stern~looking and
be-whiskered. I could imagine his eyes following me around the
room when I had been naughty), and Hama's mother, Loretta Brown
Eabcock Huffman, who wag pretty, with nice even features, but

it bothered me that she had her hair pulled back so severely. T
always had the urze to take a pencil or crayon and draw Little
curly tendrils around her face, and probably would have dared,
except that I wag so afraid of the grim face and evil eyes oi ny
grandfather duffman's plcture and afraid he would invoke the

wvrath of Zod upon me ecven from his grave. Across the room nung

a picture, a sort of colored sketch it seems to mz, of the 3attle
of Pea Ridge, one of the battles of the civil war that was fought
in Arkansas. 7Thisg held special meaning for us, because my
Grangfather;Russell John faxson had fought in this batile (for

the Horth--he was in a Few York Infantry Regiment). It is unclear
to me now, but I believe he was an officer in this regiment., I
remember he had a livid gort of bump on his forehead which ws
understood wag the only wound he nad suffered in the war, and the
was caused by a zlancing bullet. The walls of the parlor were
covered in a ricn texiured dark red paper, a2 bit formal, and not

u
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changed as often as the paper in the rest of the house. Th
other rooms were papered in light, chesrful patterns. ZIvery two
yvears or so0, Papa would bring nome the wallpaper bock full of
samples from uptown, and lama would gelect new paper for the rooms
necding to be renswed. She always settled on the cheaper zrades
for the upstairs bsdrooms, so she could aifford to change often.

She allowed we children +to select the paper Tor our bedrooms.

Ruth was lucky; she could choose any pretty pattern sie wanted,

and 4id it with no argument. She always chose some dainty flowery
light blue lovely paper. Grace and T always had to share a bedroom,
so it was a stressful time and one of us had to give in to the other,
most often. Dad wes a good paper hanger, and with Mama spreading
the paste on the back of the paper, on a long table, it was quickly
done. About sharing the bedroom! Ve always had to share one roomn,
Grace and 1. The arguments about the room went on sc incessantly
that we had to come to & business-like compromise and keep 1t
strictly that way. We placed the bed in the exact center of one
wall., ZIverything on one side of the bed, and room belonged o
Grace, and she kept it neat as a pin. (The bed itsell was rather
difficult, but it usually was made up, as nicely as possible on

ner side, the covers pulled up nice and straight, the pillow placed
just o and patted downpl- while my side remained rumpled and bumpy,
vsually. On her side of the room belongings were picked up and put
neatly away, shoes and lamps and books placed just so-- while on my
side, clothing was dropped carelessly on the floor, books and papers
sprawled where I had dropped them=-- havoc in general. But 1 took
care that Papa didn't see that I had thrown books around much.

o

When I was tiny, three or four years old I suppose, 1 was looking
at a piecture book, turning the pages Dby wetting down my thumb
liberally (in my mouth) and scooping the pages over. Papa saw that
and, sitting down on the floor beside me, zsaid, "Books are our
friends, and we must never mistreat them" He demonstrated to me
how to slip ny finger behind the top of each page and turn it over
zently. I love books to thisg day and treat them tenderly, and
cringe whenever I see someone turning down a page to held their
places, or leaving a book overturned and spread apart, or otherwise
abused. Orandfather Rusgell John always had many books (he read
law at one +ime, studying for the legal profession), and we could
look Forward to receivinzg at leasi part of them, after he had

finished with them. One I especially remember was "Teddy Roosevelt

[N i

and His Rough Riders".

e time for books, but she always had several magazines
Vioman' T i

&1 I C The Dalinsator, The

L nig Veslk” wihich

o : mere I first net
srucs Jarton Iver Told", and
"The Treates _ 1d Testaments),

and "He Upset the World" about Saint Paul and his missionary jour-
neys. Aunt "yrtle would sometimes let us read her True Story
nagazines. Jlama considered those trash, so we didn't dare carry
+them home. The books in the bookcase in the parlor we were welcome
o read, all except the cne titled "The Queen's Necklace" by
Llewander Dumas. This one, she said, we could read when we were
eightesn. L slipped it out two or three times long befores I was



n, but never gotl interested in it. #inalily, before I was
, I tried azgain, but it was still boring. I put it back on
1f and have never read that story te this day.

T had been to the Public Library in Zentry, and had read Zane gJrey,
Also Kathleen Norris's romances. ‘These, iama didn't approve ofy
ghe sald they treated divorce far foc lightly. The books our
parents bought were read and re-read. I remember vividly "The five
Little Peppers", "irs. Wiggins of the Cabbage Patchy "lelen's
Pabies" by John Habberton, I thought, cee was one of the best books
anyone could ever read.

We always had books and music around. Ruth and Grace Dboth had

cood voices, and played the planc, and our brothers! As they grew
up, they nearly drove us nuts practicing on their varlous musical
instruments. I think they all learned To play glide trombone, and
Fitch came along, having to be different, took up the saxaphone.
After school, the boys would do.the chores that Dad required of them,
then practice on those horns until suppertime. After eating, they
would practice again. They couldn't have been very far intoc their
teens, if that old, to begin playing the musical instruments, for
Russell was only fifteen years old when I married in 1918. By that
time Ruth had been married a couple of years, also Grace soon alter so
boys were almost like a second family to our parents. After "going
through it" with their daughters, now they had thegé fine, lively
boys o ralse.

" Orie memory I have of Paul was that, when he was in high gchool, -
he brought home his report card. Hama, upon studying 1t at length,
asked him: "Paul, what do these "F's" mean?" "Oh," Paul replied,

"those F'eg mean "fine', Mama!” I am sure Paul did not get many "'s,
having made it through college later and into a successful carser

in the ministry.

Cbhserving my brothers in their growing up years, between visits,
etc, I remember how handsome I thought they were becoming, in their
starched white shirts, driving off in Dad's newly acquired rFord to
date some girlfriend, or to some ball game. Dad had purchased the
car about 1918 or so, and of course L was gone from home by then,
20 did not lsarn +to drive until much later. Paul broke his arm
ranking the Ford one morning before school T do remember.

fack Lo when we were all younger, tho, I remember Fitch fell off
the elevated sidewalk that lead from the back porch to the woodshed
and broke hig collarbone. The woodshed wag a two story affair,
twelve or fifteen feet behind the houss. It was a great place to
play, the upstairs rocom of the woodshed, but it was used by the
hired man for a glesping room after we children grew older and

required all the bedrcoms in the upstairs of the house, but when
we could get up in that upstairs room of the woodshed we had some
fun times. There were a2 lot of old photograph negatives in a box

that one of Dad's friends, a photographer, gave to Dad when he
sold his photo gallery and moved back Morth. ‘e had fun with
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those, Grace and 1, and one day we dropped several of them, making

a loud crash, (they were the glass negzatives, much larger than the
modern nezgatives on film that we havs today). We were siartled to
near Dad's irritated voice calling:"Bust 'em up! Zust 'em up, girls!™
we wers S0 startled that we dropped a few more before we could get
out of there. Poor Dad! I don't supposg he 8ver really had anything
+hat he could call nis own, and keep it intact, until we grew up.

I7 the boys misbehaved, it was to the woodshed with Dad. My only
hard spanking came one day when I wasg coming back to the house from
the woods where we nad a playhouse. Dad was in the barn door, and
called me to him, saying, "Didn't you hear your lia call you an

hour ago?” I said no, but he laild a harness strap across my legs,
anyhow, perhaps thinking I was not telling the truth, When he ftook
Piteh or Paul to the woodshed, with them already crying, "I'll be
zood", I knew he was the meanest man in the world, and I would have
enjoved killing him (T thought then!). I don't remember that he
ever struck Russell, Carl or Grace, but the rest of us got "LET
when "it" was coming To us.

There was an open range for stock in those early days, the yards
and gardens had to be fenced to keep stock away, otherwise they
nhad free range. Ruth, Grace and I were often sent to drive in tThe
cows so they could be milked before dark. We'd hear the cowbells
and rur to the other side of them, as they were already on their way
home to be milked, and we thought we'd done such a great job of
herding them in. 3ven after fencing was required to keep stock in
their pastures, sometimes Grace and I would take our three calves,
Annabelle, Dick and Daisy, down the road fo the cemetery to eat the
fresh green grass, We would often take Fitch and Pzul with us,
taking turns carrying fat little Paul. The little boys loved
playing in the cemetery, jumping, gitting and standing on the
zravegtones, running in and out and hiding among them. Carl, after
he was older, would take my children down there to play, and woulid
sometimes amuse them by standing on his head atop a huge marovle
marker which had a large, round ball on top of that. Anyhow, bacl
to the +times we girls would take the calves (and 1ittle boys) down
to the cemetery. Sometimes one of us would have to run and head
off a calf from going down as far as the railroad Track. detd

sins ous "Arnnabelle's go lazy, but Ch, you Dick and Daisy!”

Quth was five years older than Grace, and some of her girl friends
were even a year or so clder than she, S0 they were more interested
in hair styvles, clothes and boys. How we did love to sneak around
and listen in to their conversations! The era of the "hourglass
fizure” was just about to phase out in 1610, 1912, but "stylish"
women otill wore corsets. (Mama wore one as long as she lived.)
Cousins Sylvia, Vancha and Aunt Hyrile wore corsets, so Ruth must
have one, 1t0c. [lother bought her one, but wouldn't allow her to
ilace up as tizhtly as she begged to be laced, and HMama pronmised Ruth
:f sne would not lace it up tightly, that when Ruth was eighteen
ama herself would lace it up so tizht she could hardly breathcs
“nen Ruth became 2ighteen, she no longer wanted to be laced up like
that, as that gilly style had gone out by then.

ol



ways very patrioctic. He had a flagpole, and always a
¢ I'ly on sultable days. And we were allowed fireworks.
teh and Paul (affter they were older) were allowed %o

}e platform on the Nlﬂdmlll and shoot their fireworks.

hy 1111%* display, and exciting, to see the fireworks coming
there, Q“pEClally the rockets and "wheels”.

F—" ct }w-’

Je were only allowed one dog, or cat, at a time arocund the farm, The
cats had To stay around the barn to keep rats from eating corn and
feed in the corn crib. Tippy was the dog I loved best, a beauti-
ful collie., He stayed pretiy cloge to we children and sometimes
we'd let him into the wagon to go to the creek for our swim and
picnic. Sometimes he would walk through the woods with us, then
turn and go home as we went on to school. We never let him go ag
far as Barrett's, or the little house next to them. In that 1ittle
house lived a woman whom ve (Defhaps unkindly) called "The Dog Lady".
She had six or eight dogs and regarded them as her children, One day
one of her dogs dled. She came to the schoolyard where we were
playing at af*ﬂrnooq recess and asked for several of us, "All that
would come,” she said, to come to her house as soon as school was
out, that she would like to have us come 0o "Crickett®s" funeral.

Wle surmiged that Crickett was one of her dogs because we had never
seen anyone else around her place. Probably ten or so of the
"braver" chderen did agree to go, Grace and I amonzg them. I don't
know now if it started as a joke, or "acting ocut" a role, bulb one of
the children began to really cry, almost the first wmoment the Doz
Lady gtarted the services: another joined in, and another until
every child there, and all her other dogs, which she had in one

corner of the ¥ oom’began nowling. The children wailing at the top
of their lunzs, and the dogs nowllnv was mores than the poor woman
could bear. She took the poor deceasmd Crickett, wrapped in =a

winding sheet, up in her arms and ocutside to bury him in the grave
ghe had prepared for him, children, degs and all following. Orace
and I did not wait for the burial gervices. We went home, running

all the way,

Our Trandfather Huffman, the stern old gentleman who stared down
at us from the parlor wall, died the year after moving to Arkansas
in 1902. Grandmother Yuffman lived with her oldest daughter, Lizzie
Fuller, untll her husband, ilenzo Fuller, was killed in an explosion
the tomato cannery where hs worked. Then Grandmother wmoved into
e oif cur upstalrs bedroomg. 3She hired 2 girl to look after her
auge she had suffered a stroke and she knew our mother had all
could do with so many lively children already and pregnant agair.
ndmother got worse and Dad moved her bed into the parlor, and
gqma'ﬂ and his . into the north downstairs bedroom, so that Jama
wouldn't have to climb stairs to look after her. Crandmother did
walk gome, with help, and her cans. However, I was in her roonm
ona afternoah, (I was six vears old at the timg, asking her if she
needed me Yor anythinzg. I sat dowm on her bed, and suddenly bezan
bouncing up and down as a six year old 1oVeS 4o do. Suddenly she
ecame very angry, her eveg flaoned fire and she sald, "No, there's

oy 1

‘J
n t%5W¢ you can de for me, and T'll take my cane to you if you don't

O%Lhaing ¥

zet off = pLooaul why Aunt QOra COUWd never allk ms
into bhe Jefore [ltch was born in Harch, our

Grandmo - and I didn't care~- or at lesagt didn't
underst was held in ©the parlor afler taking out

her oed irg, The cagliet was placsd by ths south




window. After the service was over, Dolla, our cousin, and Grace
and T,(who had been sitting in the back row giggling, whispering
and having fun) happened 4o look at Papa, and we wondered why he

wag wiping tears from his face. Ag the family and friends went

by the casket to look, we got in line and a neighbor, lrs. BRarnett,
lifted Grace, then Dolla up %o see Grandmother, and Dolla began to
cry. That was enocush for me. I shook my head ag the nice lady
started to 1if+t me, ran past the people and cutside, where I could
watch, and not gse.

Vhen I was about ten or eleven, the thres of we girls were playing
"house" in the woodshed when we gent Paul, about three, to the
garden to get some raspberries to serve at our tea party. We gave
him a 1ittle bucket and sant hin along. He was gone a long time,

go in the meantine, we caught some grasshoppers, pulled off their
legs and get them in the sun to dry. Dad had told us about some
people in Kansas having to eat grasshopper legs during a severe
droughte We thoughtfully sprinkled salt on them, as Dad had gaid
the people in Kansas had done this, After awhile Paul came gtraying
bacly, said he'd lost the pail, his face and hands were smeared with
red julcy stains, and he proudly reached down into his pockets and
brought out juicy handsfull of smashed berries, among other things.
We cleaned him up as begt we could, For fear of Mama, and sat us
dowm to eat of the grasshopper legs. OFf course Pauvl, having feasted
on nlump julcy raspberry, had no taste for gragshopnar legs and

rar 4 to eat, turned his head away in an obstinate mammer viten we
o to encourazge wven Grace refusad to taste the dalicacy"

concocted, and Huth ran avay saying we were "sillies".out 7
chewsd away on one grasshopper lez, pretending 1t was the

var tasted., (It tasted exactly like a wooden Stick. )

ny more, said I would save <them for the rest.

Avout 8 ne, Dad's brother Wathan had married Daisy Biggs,
bought a farm north of Gentry and was raising strawberries, thou-
sands of acres, 1t seemed to me, probably only five or six acres.
#lhen the berries were ripe they had to be picked; Dad loaded our
fanlly up and off we went to help harvest the berries. 0Oh, how

L dreaded this job! ‘fe children were given a little carrier that
held four gquart cups; each time the cups were filled we took them
to the shed where they were sorted and put into crates of 24 quarts
each. Vhen we went in with our strawberrieg we were given a ticket
naning the amount we turned in. At the end of the day, or the
Season, we turned in the tickets at the packing shed and wers paid
two cents for every guart, I don't remember how much I earned, but
when I'd go back out to the vpatch to try to Fill ancther guart or
two I'd look down that long row shining with red strawberries, so
beautiful in the green leaves, I'd wigh T could die, and thought
surely I would before the day was over, I was so hot, tired, hungry!
Atout twelve noon, Dad would shout for all of us to "Come, take a
break and eat a bite". That was a treat, especiszlly if iama had
fried chicken for us, or better yet, if Dad had stopred at the store
ag we came through town and had bought vologna. What a treat that
wag. L don't recall if we had anything but water to drink, ama
would come, sometimes, too, leaving Ruth a2+ home with the little
ONnes. :
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Yow I hated being voung, how I envied Ruth, for she got all the breaks,
(I thought), all the cushy jobs; never did I even think, besides
watching and Te=sding the vounz ones at home, changing diapers and
washing face she also washed dishes, swept floors and even did

gome of <he cooklnT and baking.

After the strawberries were off, Uncle Nathan had blackberries,
wnich wers even worge 1o harvogﬁ, because o0f the thorns Then

came peaches;y they were easier, nice to rip the skin Oif a nice jJjuicy
tree ripened peach and bite into the fresh sweeitness on a gummer
morning (when no one was looking)-- there wag one minor digcomfort--
peach fuzz that would drive a person crazy when 1t got down ones
neck and over ones armg; what a hard, itragic 1life we had! What
nard work! 3But, oh, that would all be forgotten when Friday after- Xi

noon would come aroundswe would all get into the wagon with baskets o
of food and clean, fregh clothing, and fresh peaches we could wash K*‘

in the clear cool water of Flint Creek until all the fuzz was oFffj ¢k
and later in the summer a watsrmelon or two; and the glorious,
cooling, invizorating swim.

e
= EIRTRRTAL SRR LA R E I
P el et T

WS T

_q.‘...!-._

‘e always had good nelghbors. The Jones family had been there a
longz time and owmed the place just south of ours, On the other
gide of +the road were acreg and acres of woods,; Just trees mostly,
oaks, and some maple, and we spent many happy hours there in the
"woodg" picking violets, climbing treeg, taking walks, making secret
ALdeaways where we could talk the happy talk of childhood.The place on
he road toward the ccmeterj changed hands cgeveral times. The
first people I remember there was an older couple, a lir. and irs.
Cocons When I was aboul six, Ir. Coon came by our house on the way
to town and asked Iama 1f one of the little girls would zo down
now and gtay with hils wife until he got back. He gaild she wasn't
feeling well, and wasg in bed, but he'd feel better if she were not
alonz. So mama sent me. T didn't mind, they had lots of pretty
things to look at, and she usually had candy or some treat to give
ne. HRunning down the road to their house, I ovened the door and
went in, as I had been tcld to do, She called me into the back
bedroom and %old me she was glad I had come, bui since she didn't
feel well, sghe asgked me to just stay in the front room. BShe gaid
T could look at the picture books, or play the organ if I wanted.
That was something I snjoyed! Pretending te play, I had fun for
avhiles then I got restiess and went to the big bay window to
look up the road to see if Mr. Coon was coming. I wanted to go
home. As I looked out, I was utterly horrifled, terror-stricken
to see a big black bear, stending there in the front yard. I
closed my ey es, swallowed; o, it just couldn't be! Not a bear,
the thing I fearsed most in all the world! I locked again, It wag
a bear!i walked so fast I was almost running into her bedroom.
She looked at me and sald, "Are you sick?" I shook my head, unable
to speak. She sald, "Go home if you want to. I'll be 21l right.”
I ran from the front door, acrogs the opposite corner of the yard
from wherp I had seen the bear, up the dusty road ny feeit flew,
breathlegs, panic st¢1cken, knowing the bear wag cloge behind me.
Into the house in a flash, to llama. ¥%hen I told her what I had
seen she didn't laugh at me. She gaid, "Honey, no, it couldn't
have been a bear.,” Taling my hand, she walked back dowvn the road with ne.
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Shewallked with me far enough to see the neighbor's yard clearly.,
0f course we saw no bear then, but the Coong' huze black cow,
zrazing peacefully in the yard. The cow raised her head and stared
placidly at us. I gqueezed fama's hand tightly ag we walked back
to our house and thouzht about how much T loved her,

SR RS 2 20 G0 5 e R
I think I have adeguately described our home downstairs on the first
floor. Upstairs there were four bedrooms; lama's and Papa's was

on the southwest corner of the house, coolest in the summer and
warmer than the othsrs in winter because of the stovepipe (from the
dowmstalirs stove) going up through it, left unenclosed %o heat the
room in winter. A+ the top of the room, near the celling, the flu
chimney was bullt, resting on"two by fours" so that there were
shelves underneath it for linen and such. On cold winter nights

we girls undressed in llama's warm room and ran to our cold beds;
there we had gquilts and big checked blankets piled so high on the
bed we could hardly turn over; but we did soon get warm and cozy
and slept well, I don't remember that I ever did any sleepwalking

as I grew up, but Paul did, much to Yama's anxiety, as her youngest
crother Fitch had been kicked by his horse ag he wag walking in his
sleep. Paunl rever did zet into any serious trouble walking in his
sleen ag I remember; he did zo down the stalrway and out into the
yard one night,

tvery Friday night the year around almost, was Bath Night, unless
of course we had been to the creek for swimming and picnic supper.
Water from the deep well had to be pumped up by hand (until we had
£0% the windmill) then carried intc the kitchen to Fill an oval
tub (called a clothes boiler) which was set on ‘the front burners

of <The cool stove. The reservoir also was kept full, and that was
plenty hot! A tin washtub was brought in, placed on the floor
near the stove, cold and hot water added until it was the right
temperature, and in we'd go, one or two at a time, depending on the
slze we were at the time! T think the boys were scrubbed off firgt
and sent to bed; then with clean water, we'd start over again.,
"Ruth, you can wash Geneva," [fama would say, "I know (race can take
care of hersgelf.!" Cur hair was kept quite gshort; too, so it could
be well soaped and a dipper or two of fresh water poured over it
Tor the rinse., At least my halr was short. Urace, the pet, had
long brown curls which I often wanted to take the scissors and cut
off, but I lknew people would kill me if I did; besides I lovaed Grace,
- she was always my best friend. I loved Ruth, too, of courss, but
she wag guch a proper young lady, she scarcely admitted I was her
sters She hated me tagging along whenever she went anywhere,
ecially when she first gtarted "walking out" with the bovs.

th of my sisters were beautiful and popular, and when T got to

a enager, sometimes their "beaus" would bring me a "faller"
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1t was always a one-time arrangement! lone ever came bacl!

Fow I digress! T was telling about Bath Hight. Iother sometimes
) e goap Tor use in deing the laundry, but that was too harsh
r pathing. Ve did have Ivory soap then, and Pears, Sayman's and
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Shewalked with me far enough to see the ne_ﬂhoor g vard clearly.
Of course we gaw no bear the“, but the Coons' huge black cow,
grazning peacefully in the yard. ''he cow raised her head and stared
placidly at us. T sgueezed Mama's hand tightly as we walked back
to our house and thousht about how much I loved her.

PR ADRLE ALY RUVRETRE TRV S PR TR0 ST 1 3
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I think T have adequately described our home downstalrs on the first
floor. Upstalrs there were four bedrooms; llama's and Papa's was
on the southwest corner of the house, coolest in the summer and
warmer than the others in winter because of the stovepipe (from the
dovnstalrs stove) going up through it, left unenclosed ‘to heat the
room in winter. A% the top of the room, near the ceiling, the flu
chimney was bullt, resting on"two by fours" so that there were
shelves undernesath 1% for linen and such. On cold winter nights
we glrls undresged in llama'g warm room and ran to our cold beds,
there we had quilts and biz checked blankets piled so high on the
bed we could hardly turn over; but we did soon get warm and cozy
and glept well, I don't remember that I ever did any sleepwalking
I grew up, but Paul did, much to llama's anxiety, as her youngest
ther FPiteh had been Ikicked by his horse sz he was walking in his
Paul —ever did zet into any serious trouble wallking in his
as I renember; he did zo down the stalrway and out into the
nizht,
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Yvery Triday night the year around almost, was Bath Night, unless
of course we had been to the creek for swimming and plcnic supper.
Water from the deep well had to be pumped up by hand (until we had
7ot the windmill) then carried into the kitchen to fill an oval

tub {(called = clothes boller) which was seﬁ on the front burners

of the cool stove, The reservoir also was kept full, and that was
olenty hot? A tin washtub was brought in, placed on the floor
near the stove, cold and hot water added until it was the right
temperature, and 1n we'd go, one or two at a time, depending on ths
give we ware at the time! I think the boys were sgcrubbed off firast
and gsent to bed; then with cleaa water, we'd gtart over agaln.
"Ruth, you can wash Geneva," ilama would say, "I know Grace can take
care of herself.!" Our halr was kept quite short; too, so it could
be well soaped and a dipper or two of fresh water poured over it
for the rinse. At least my halr was short. Crace, the pet, had
rLong brovn curls which I often wanted to take the scissors and cus
off, but I knew peopile would 111 me if T did; besides I loved Grace,
she was always my begt friend., I loved Ruth,; too, of course, but

ghe was such a proper young lady, she gcarcely admitted I was her
gigter, She hated me tagging alonv whenever she went anywhere,
esnecially when she first started wal?inv out"” with the boys.
Both of my sisters were beautiful and popular, and when L zot to
be a Teenazer, somnstimes their "beaug" would bring me a "feller"
but 1t was always a one-time arrangement! Hone ever came back!
Tiow I digress! I was belllﬂc about Bath N¥ight. Iliother sometimes
made lye soap for use in doing the laundry, but that was too harsh

J
pathing. Ve did have Ivory soap then, and Pears, Sayvman's and
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a pretty, oval bar, that I think was called "Fairy". Aunt Orace
(Uncle Edwin's wife) once told Aunt Sylvia, "Zunice is a erank
about bathing. 3he malkes that whole family baths IVERY WIIZK!" OF
course we always washed hands, face and feet every night before
zoing to bed. Ivery morning, when we came down for breakfast Pana
alvays made us, with both hands, splash cold water on our faces,
“to wake us up," he said. Once Purl came to the wash stand asg T
wag busy washing my face; she put one finger into the cold water,
then rubbed that one finger on her cheek. I thought Dad might see
ner, and make her wash properly, but he didn’t.

In describing the upstairs of our home, I will 20 on, since L1t seems
I only mot as far as lama's and Papa's bedroom! Standing at the top
of the sgtalirway, directly +to the right (northwest) wids the bedroom
first used by the hired hands, then by Crandmother Huffman, then 1t
became Ruth's bedroom. By then she had decided it was +oo much
nassle to room in with Grace and I because of our constant hassle
about keeping the bedroom clean and neat. As I said before, Grace

vas the neat one, and I, the one who threw things about and dropped
things all over the place. But when there was company, or sgomeona
else came to stay for awhile with us, Ruth would move her bed back
into our room (the roome were rather large and ample ). Sometimes
she would allow me %o crawl into bed with her and she would snuggle
up o my back and tell me stories about all the nice things she
would buy me when she wag through school and had = jobe Ve wers

the dreamers! ©To the right (at the top of the stairs) was also the
door To Lrace's and my room. Directly in front of one standing at
the top of the stairs was a small alcove where the laundry hamper
stoody then HMama's and Papa's room, next to theirs on that gide,

the "boy's room", and oppogite the doorway into the boys' room

was the staliway that went up into the attic., (We called it =a
"sarret”) A huge desk always stood in one corner of the boys'
bedroom, with a tall stool. The desk was the roll-type, so prized
ag an antique now, with little compariments and cubbyholes gzalore,
One drawer wag always kept locked. ¥We could never, in all our
searchings, find a key for that desk drawer, go T don't, to this
day, know what was kept there. In the boys' bedroom there were two
double beds and various +tables and other boys' treasures. We never
paild much attention to their belongings, having many wmore treasures
to explore in the attic. Only part of the attic was floored, so

we had to step carefully on the rafters when we went farther ous
under the eaves to explore boxes and trunks. There was 2 five ghelf
bookcase, painted blue, thers in the attic, filled with an sssortment
or beoks just waiting to be read and loved agasin. Then ihere wag
cld-fashicned dresses and hats %o be tried on, gtrange locking shoes
with pointed toes and spool heels, which laced up far past the ankle,
and a trunk filled with petticoats already vellow with 2ge upon
vinich rows and rows of tiny handworked lace edglngs were gewn. Lama
once told me these had belonged to Grandmother Huffman.

‘ RS .
Right in the center of +the attic stood the ladder that let us up, ﬁ?wwgam§
Through the trap door that could be lifted off and set aside; ﬁﬁﬁ%éﬁﬁh
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(this was only done when Fapa wes overseelng the procedure, for he
nad two 1little bolts securing each side of the trap door that fitted
in tightly, and besides he had put the fear of God into us 1T we
ever dared to do this when he wasn't with usg). ihen we stepped

off the top rung of the ladder, (Papa wag always up there before us),
we stood on top of the world!! The roof was falrly steep, sxcept
for a 12 foot square platform in the very center, so we had to
immediately sit quietly, close around the enclesure to the trap
door, while Dad tallked to us, pointed out the stars, the big dipper,
the little dipper, Orion and the bears. Once, while we were up
there he guoted these verses:

“The heavens declare the gzlory of God, and the firmament
showeth His handiwork; day unto day uttereth speech, and
night unto nizht showeth knowledge. There 1s no speech

JET Y

where thelr voice is not heard. Thelr line is
aarth, and their words to the end of
st Ye gat a tabernacle for the sun.t |
Tthen o was 13 or 14 wears old, the house on the corner toward towvm
was sold to a2 yvoung city man fron “emgnWS, Tennessee (no less!), who
gaid he and his mother were moving to Tthe Ozaris (MOUﬂbalnu) for
hig mother's health. She was a tiny, sweet 1ittle lady with a heart
condition, liama came back and saild to us, after her first call on
ire. Spinke o make her welcome to the neighborhood, "lfr. Spinks

iz a dElﬂgﬂbeI voung man, a genuine genileman farmer, and nis
momher, a dear little person,. g0 ¢rarlle yvou think you'd like to
nick her up and carry her. Indeed she was pre01ouv, as I found
out when Lir. Spinks came down to see if one of the lMaxson young
ladies would be interested in coming up to help with the houseworis,
cleaning up the brealkfast dishes and helping coolk dinner, as his
mother wag not able and he would be busy putting the Crops ine
viother decided to send me (brobablv because I wasn't much help at
home anyway!) Ruth fell dlrectly in love with Ir. SDlﬂ (8, saying
ag he laft, "He's mine. I'm going to marry that man."” As indeed
she did, but it wasn't that easy! r, Spinks dressed in his fine
southern manner each Sunday morning and went up to the Baptist
Church in town, and before too long, he had two or three of the
town's young and attractive women wallking out with him on Sunday
afternoons. Ruth wag a bit depressed and extremely jealous when X
would come back from a Sunday afiternoon visit with my school friend
saud Daler (she had rollexr skat g and a sidewall !), and I would

cleefuly report to Ruth I had seen . Spinks walking out with
Tiozie LieClintock (or whoever). Ruth would turn pale, look away and
say, "% don't care., Fe's mine, if I never gel him.”

Aunt Sbua came Lo vislt her parents {trandfather and Grandmother

L

waon ) that summer, and asked ilama and Papa if she might take ne

‘\ 2k

back home with qer, to help with their children. I'd,oeeﬂ staying
a lot with Aunt il “*lb, to help with her children, and Aunt Susa
had observed my expertils ith childrent T parenﬁs decided if

e wi
T wanted to zo, and Aunt Suga would pay for my train tickets both
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{this was only dons when Papa was overseeing the procedure, for hﬂ
nad two little bolts secufln'r cach side of the trap door that fitted
in tizhtly, and besgides he had put the fear of God intc us if we
ever dared to do this when he wasn't with us). “hen we steppad

of T the top rung of the ladder, (PaDa wag always up there before us),

we gtocd on top of the world!! The roof was falrlJ steep, ex00pu
Tor a 12 foot squars platform in the very center, so we had to
immediately Slt quistly, close arocund the enclosure to the trap
door, while Dad talked to us, pointed out the stare, the blg dipper,
the little dipper, Orion and the bears. Once, wnile we were up
there he quoted Tthege verses:

“The heavens declare the zlory of God, and the firmament

showeth IHis handiwork; day unto day uttereth speech, and

nizht uth nion -qo*ezh kbovledg@ Thers 1g no sp=secn n

1"

o}
- - - - o 3T 3 = - 3
voice is not hesard. Thelir ling is Tone
arsn, and thalr words to thas end ¢ ths
s amat 4 taneraacle for the sun.” (Pgal.lo)
& get & naoernaclis I or TNe sull. (S8 e LY )

Thoen D owas 13 or 14 wvears old, Tthe house on the corner toward town
vas sold to a younz city man from flemphis, Tennessee (no less!), who
said ne and his mother were moving to the Ozarks (mountains) for
his mother's health. She was a tiny sweet little lady with a heart
ondition., lIama cane oack and gaid to ug, after her firgt call on

CErs. Spinks to make her welcome Tto the nelghborhood, "Iir. Spinks
is a dEllShtLUl young man, a genuine gentleman farmer, and his
other, a dear little Person,. S0 ira”llo you Think you'd like to
pick 1ef up and carry her." ZIndeed she was Urec*ous, ag T found
out when *r, Spinks came down to see if one oi the Haxson young
ladiez would be interested in coming up to help with the housewori,
cleaning up Lﬂe breakfast dishes and helping cook dinner, as his
mother was not able and he would be busy putt¢av the crops ins

A=

Jjother decided to sgend me (Dronaolv because I wasn't much help at
home anyway!) RAuth fell dlrcctly in love with iir. bDlﬂnS, saying
as ne left, "He's mine. I'm going to marry that man." As indeed

she did, but it wasn't that easy! lir. Spinks dressed in his fine
southern manner each Sunday morning and went up to the Baptist
Church in town, and before too long, he had two or three of the
town'e vounz and attractive women walking out with him on sunday
afterncons. Ruth wasg a bit depressed and eXuremalj jealous when L
would come back from a sSunday a_ternoon vigit with my school frien
“aud Zaker (she had roller skates and a °1dewal;!), and I would
zlesfuly report to Ruth I had seen lir. Spinks walking out with

Lizzie :leClintock {(or whoever). Ruth would turn pale, look away and
sz7, "I don't care. He's mine, if I never get him.”

Aung igit her vparents {(Yrandfather and ArapOHo er
arso nd aglked ame and Papa if she taz_u me
waclk help with thelir children., I stayinzg
a J , to help with her children, 1t Susa

na ige with children! Ly parent ed if

I Aunt Susa would wmay for ny train 2t3 DoTh
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y and xeep me in school, they would allow @2 to go. 0f course
s zagzar to zo! Anything that was a new experience wag exciting
e, Jut we decidad gince irs. Spinks neaded me, and 1'd promised
eln her out untlil school started azain, the Patterson's {(Aunt
and Unele Tirnie) went back to Nebraska pronising to send me
money to come there just before school started. 3o I helped
Jre Soinks and his mother the rest of the summer. Soon he had asgked
me o call nim "Bud" as hig Ffriends did. He loved to tease me. I
i 2o up to help on Sabbath Days. iama had told them that was

ath, and he agreed, and resgpected our beliefs. Yot once I
it rained all day Sabbath Day and when Sunday morning

T T [
I Ry ) N |
ame, the sun was out bright and sarly. I went up to stay with
irg. 3pinks , and you have never seen a prettier, brighter day.

Bud laughed at me, and said: "Don't you sse what day God shines

on?" I was at a loss for words, a blit shy believe it or not, but

I thousght afterward T should have answered, "Yes, God gave us the
rain, knowing our church didn't leak and we could worship Him anyway!

Mow, while the sun shines we can get ah2ad with our crops!" Boy,
did I ever have the snappy comebacks, (if I could just have thought
of them in time!) ‘ E‘Np gzmm- P Fitr d B

Bud and his mother were patient with my awkwardness. She often

sat in a chair in the doorway, in the sunlight. It seemed to fall
upon her as a mantle of gold, falling away into the shadows as it
etched a picture of her lovely frail filgure, her gentle hands. 3he
instructed me to boil ths vegetables in a goodly amocunt of water,
so that there would be enough "pet liguor" for her to drink. She
vas conselous of health and nutrition and taught me many things
about tru2 "southern" cooking that Mama did not know. Shez also
made me aware of many Southern “expressions" that summer, as my
folks were "displaced Yankees", (Bud said!). He had met and talked
with my Grandfather Maxson, had consulted him about some legal
guestion about his property. Bud said it was all right to be a
Yankee 1f the Hayor (Grandfather) was a sample, for he sald Zrand-
father was a 'real gentleman.'

Bud also tocld me his mother and father were geparated and his father
iived and raised catile down in the Mississippl River bottoms
below MMemphis, where Bud grew up. Bud sald that he had one sister,
Hattie, married to a railroad road bed contractor who lived in
Texarkana; Arkansas. Wnhile T was there cooking for the Spinks
family, the sister Hattlie took advantage of the new Parcel Post
service by getting up early enough in the morning in Texarkana

to kill and dress out a chicken, take it tc the post office in time
te gat 1t sent to Gentry that morning. It came out in the 10:30
delivery, all fresh in butchsr paper, in a box wrapped in brown

y arriving there in time to be prepared by me, under irs.
pinksg' direction, in times for dinnsr at noontime.

sventually September First came, and I tcld them goodbye and
thanked them for paying me for working for them (it had been so
much pleasure to me!), and I left, never even sayinz I was planning
to Zo to an Aunt in Hebraska. I suppose I was just thoughtless,
for I liked ifrs. 3pinks very much. She told Hama later, she could
not believe I would have gons without saying gocodbyve to her, I
wag really sorry, for she diad that winter, and I never gaw hs
Ta
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I spent most of the gchool year at aunt $usa's, gging to scgool
elping her with the housework and the children. Thay bOU“Pu
m the first of ¥arch saveral milegs from North Loop {(Nebraska)
Td's to finish the school year. Later I wvnE
back to them (Uncle Birnis and Aunt Susa) and worked all summer f?r
hem. Believe it or not, I was paid 42.50 per week for that work. -
In August Grandfathsr Russell John Haxson died, and I was heartbroken
for I could not even go to his funeral. I had adored my Grandfather
Uncle Ssorgs fiatner's brother) who lived in Zxland, Wisconsin, had
gone to the funeral and had sufieraa some qort of nﬂrvouo braakdown,
and my Dad had to accompany him back home. Uncle eorgejgn%_hls o
wife, Ida, left their farm in Dad's care and went to Nasnln?ton!Jl.:.
to Dr. Dan Hain for medical care. Dr., laln had narrisd Dad's glster,

) A W

4 ot

2dith, and was a well known physician 1In that arsea. .Uno%e 20U 28
y Bus i were gonsz, and Dad was car%nv Lor thelr
y Jigconzmin, Thy ,9 communication back and forth Lﬁu/bvl
They had de leave Yiscongin and 320 To ﬁaleOEEEa for
orge's fad dscided, since 1t was such a fine

would lﬂge $o buy it from them. ama azrsed to sell our
Arkansas, and she did se=l1l the cows, and wag praparing %o

52 ne chickeng and Farm tools and other thinzs they couldn's
mova, but would not agrsze to sall the house until they could sea
how thi worked out up ‘there., Arrangements were made Tfor me to
o by in digcongin, rather than to return Lo Arkansac I was
21 Papa in Uizconsgin on the nazw farm until lana anﬁ
dren arvived there.

nelve about traveling on the train alons
3y i - ony Hebrashka to Jflaqd Wiscongin,., Aunt.
frace, {(Incle dw1n s W1fe3 and Aunt Susa bombardﬂd ma w1ﬁh =
volley of instructions and warnings. Aunt Susa told me to always
sit on my handbag if I felt drowsy on the train, and nsver accept
anything to eat whlle I was traveling, especially from a man, for
many a man had offered a young girl whom he saw itraveling alone a
poisoned peach or apple, and had drugged her and taken her off the
train and she was never to be seen again. My trip included an
all night “layover"” at a place called Ladysmith, Wisconsin. Aunt
Grace had lived in Ladysmith. She instructed me to "go directly,
as soon as [ got off the train, to Baker House Hotel, [Not to
one of the other hotels, for there will be people from all tThe
els therc atte mptinv to get yocu %o go to their hotels! Now,

the 3aker House is the only gafe hotel there for young women
traveling alone. Ee sure and lock your door as soon as you are
in your room, and pull the burezu in front of it, and nevar,
never open it to anyona., . . etc. * I did arrive safely at
Baker House (wonder of zall wonders). Reaching my room without
incident, T locked the door and lay down upon the bed for a nap.
I wag so tired, I went sound asleep and it was almost dark when I
awakened. I had slept so soundly I was confused, and thought it
was just about daylight and that I had missed the five o'clock
train. I hurried, panic stricken, downstairs and could find no
cne about the place. I heard some banging about in the kitchen,
so L went out there., A cook looksd around and asked "What do
vou need?" I was alwmost in tears. "You let me ovcrgleep, ¥
cried, '"now I‘'ve PiSSDd my train. I left word at the desk to be
awaiened at four o'clock." 3She laughed; "Honey, it's not morning,
shs said, it's almost dark 1 1t's the same day you ot herel”
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She suggested I walk around a bit outside, before it got really
dark, or sit on the porch for awhile. Then there would be other
neople around, and she would have supper on the table and I could
eat with 21l the others. I did feel rather stupid, but soon relaxed
and began to cnjoy the trip. I could even look around at other
people traveling and peopls in hotels, and not fear them!

I made tThe nder of the trip in fine style, and was overjoyed
to see Papa on the ftrain platform at Exland, waiting to meet me.

le had three girls from the home where he had been staying. They
were Cora, my same age, Dora, younger, and Zsther, about six years
of age. They had an older brother, R. B. (Itter), whom I fell in
love with, but he didn't fall for me, so that was that. I met
another boy there named Lars Olgen. ILars did like me, he said. He
sald we would be married ag scon as we finished high school!

[

Dad and I settled nicely in at Uncle Gecrge's house on the farm
Dad planned to buy. Ve were loocking forward tc the arrival of
the rest of the family, making plans for school, and church, and

for the Tarm, where this crop would be planted, where that would

be done. And one day we recsived a telegram from lama in Arkansas
saying Ruth was critically i1l with typhoid, not expected to live,
and requesting us to come home at once. O course we made haste to
return. On +the ftrain coming back ‘o Arkansas, Dad suddenly said to
me, "Sister, Ruth will be all rizght now."” I saild, "Papa, how do

vou know?" "I just know," Papa said, "I talked to God, and she has
passed the crisis now. She will be well soon.” ILater tiama sald that
the crigis had come just about that time. When we arrived home,
Ruth was better. Iater her hair fell out, almost all of it, and
that caused her great consternation, for she had grown to be 2
beautiful vouns woman and was, of course, rather vain about her
eautiful black hair. Fut it grew in soon afterward, and goon
fterward, toco, she was married to the dashing ir. Spinks, the
cuthern zentleman farmer who was our nelghbor.

er that Dad and .fama abandoned plans for the farm in Northern
sconsin and we all ot on with our lives in the Arkansas sunshine.

th and 3ud were married and living in Joplin , illssouri;
ace was dutifully helping liama and Papa ralse the boys and
t on with the farning and Geneva was mooning over a daring,
nischevious "scamp", perhaps he was most often called a "rake".
s name was Alvah Holland. He lived near Springtown, ten miles
or so from us, rode a lovely spirited horse, carried a pistol,
nad had some near “"brushes” with the "law"” at Gentry (and possibly
other towns around!) (once Tor "stampeding" around a church service
with othsr young men on horses and shooting skyward with their
sung for no other purpose than bo create a havoc and make the
pecple insids think Jesgsie James and his gang had come to town! )
ileedless to say, Papa and iiama were not enthuslastic about my
attachment him., (Yhen he would call me con the phone, I would

: 1
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czll rRimYAlfred”’while the folks were listening! (The dining table,

as I've salg ¢ to thz phone on the south wall of the diningz
roch AlTre ung ®man in our church, whom the folks ¢id like,
and approve company for me.
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Al wanted to "gpark” me (as he called it} and we did "couri”,
sitting in our parleor most often in the presence of .lama, or Papa,
or certainly one or more of the 1ittle fothers' ir we wanted to
kigs, I would have to meet him out under the mulberry tree where he
tied hig horse when he came to call.¥We didn't have long to remain
There before we were expected to walk into the house or join the
fa“11v on the porch, or in the front yard in summer evenings, so we

did klss and whisper when I Tirst went out to meet him. And to our

surprise, and my cha"rln, we heard gizesling on one coccaslion and looks

up into the mulberry tree to discover my twe "rotten" little
vrothers, IMitch and Paul clinging to the branches above us,
gigegling and pretending to reifch!

sventually, Papa and tiama gave their consent to our marriagze on

the condition that T finish school first. 3But I {(we!) didn't want

tc wait that long, so we eloped, to ¥issourl, were married in

Carthageg attended by Ruth and Bud, and spent our honeymoon at
helr house. Honeymoon? The next morning, we came home, me to

ny home, and Al %o his folks', and I did finish schooel, then

moved to Springtown to live with him and his parents until we

bougnt a place of ocur own.

].

ATter three children, along came twin boys to Al and me. Of coursse
we needed milk and lots of it at that time. Al and T had only one
cow, one of The twins was rather allergic to it, and Dr. Wilson
told us if we could gelt milk from a herd (bacause it would be

more uniform) rather than from just one cow, it would be better for
the twins.

Al

[

So Papa and lama sent
or ?itch; about sevent
uo bring us th

At this time we wers

! Al
nuEEie
tiroes, e
gautif

Jonquils. At
was the drivewavy.

The houge itsell was rather larze and stark, or bare, always painted
wnite, with sometimes a trim around doors and windows of brown.

n front, started on the north side of the front door, Was 2
¢limbing rose, deep pink when it bloomed in the springtime. The
rosebush grew steadily up the side of the house until it almost
reached ‘the very roof, clinging around the upstairs bedroom windows
so that, leaning from cur window, we could reach ocut and pick roses.

_BQH

either Paul, who was about sixtesn at the Lime,
een out on their bicycles every'mornjng befors
7 e

1
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emember about the house, is that one day

Another incident I re

when flama was upstairs, she suddenly screamed for Darwin! "There
ig 2 snake on the stairway to the attic!" she screamed. DJad
came running and killed a rather evil-looking black snaks. 1%
was a mystery to us how the snake had got into the house until

we Tizured 1t must have climbed up the rosebush and Zot in through
an upstairs window, which, at that time, was unscreened. I wag
very young at that time, but evidently that snake was reason
enough to install screens on all the windows, for when people are
talzing about "old timeg", how there were nc screens on windows,
and how they were so bothered by "flles”I cannot recall that we
nad a lot of flies, They did come into the house occasionally,
there being so many children to run in and out the deors, but I
can't remember that they "swarmed" over our table, as some peocple
say they can remember of their homes. I do remember, at outdoor
picnics, having to take a green branch from a tree and swishing that
pack and forth to drive away the flies.

While T'm about it, there are a few songs I would like to put
dovm, while I can still remember the words (or at least most of
them)}, and some verses, etc!

Tt's a Long vay to Tipperary

ite a long way to g

t's a long way to Tipperary,

“o the sweetest girl I know.

Sc it's goodbye to Ficadilly,
Parewell, Liester sguare,

Ttsg a long, long way to Tipperary,

o

But my heart's rizhit there.

It's a long way to tipperary,
Q3
i

IS0

Up to mizhty London

Came an Irish lad one day

Ag the streets were paved with gold,

Sure overyomne was gay;

Singing songs of Picadilly, Strand and Liester Square,
T111 Paddy. got excited and

-z shouted to them there: (Repeat chorus)

Paddy wrote a letter +to his Irish liclly O,
i vou don't recelive 1it, write and le

T me knows
mistakes in spelling, llolly dear, sa
)
LN

e

1T id he,
it's the pen that's bad, dont Iay the bilame on me.
n Paddy-0C
Yy me, and 8o

d a neat reply to Iris
arr

or you'll be the one to blame

1

v wants to na

LY

]

-

o
e A
Leave the Strand and Picadllly,
- :

rodrove me sil

¥y and hera's hopling yvou're the same!
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over, alter the starg wers gone,
leaving, after the break of dawn,
Gy 10 you could but read them all--
ned-~ after the ball,

clinbed on an o0ld man's ¥n
¥y "es do, uncle, plea
why live alone,
en, have you no home?"

Yes, pet, I'11l tell it all,
2%, after the ball.®

3
11 me one,

0
D
ot

Hright lights were Tlashing in the ballroom,
Softiy the music played a sweet Tune,
Thers st

e
cod my sweethesart, my love, my own,

2t me some water, you may leave me alcne.”

+

ned, pet, there stood a man
waetheart, ag lovers can:

H
swa2Tl
the zlass, pet, broken was all

my heart wag, after the ball.

Cnorus:

One day a letter came from that man,

Ye was her brother, so the letter ran,

S50 that is my gtory, Pet, I'vz told it all--~
I brocks her heart, Pet, after the ball.

HFush-a-bys my 1ittle Jeorgia 'possunm

Lay your kinky head on mammy's arm;

Don't you dast to winks, blinka, snicka,

I you do I spank-a-doo vou, hon;

Andrew Jackson White, shut your eyes up tight!

Daddy's in the henhouss looking for a chicken,

Zrother Ben's outside, helpin® with the pickin'--
Sister's malkin' corn pons~-now Honey don't you cry,
fammy's tryin® to make her chile a little chicken pile.

Poor Little Kate swings on the zate
Lonesome and fesling blue,

3irls passing by hear Katie ery,
"Please let me play with vou."
tirls turn and zo, they answer "No,
You're a tom-boy zirl, that's why."

Y



f*bﬂ heart sc sad Hate tells her dad
1 he says "Little dearie, don't you cry,
T Were Lal in ‘the days of old, dear,
.3'11 oa pals in ths years to come,
For you've never had a mother tc gulde vou,
Or to put your hair in a curl,
But Tthers's not another girlie in the world like you,
You're daddy'sg li*+lﬁ tomuoy girli™
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Littlie Johnny Rankin got an awful spankin'
From the feacher yesterday;

Just vefore the recess, he want all to pleces
And cried, in a "cry-baby" way.

Before I knew, T was crying, too,

‘Cause he wrote something funny on my slate.

Well, you can't gzuess what he wrote on my slate,

iiakes no difference how hard you try!

I fel®t so ashamed, but I couldn't be blamed,

The thougnt of it makes me gigh--0h, my!

But you can't guess what he wrote on my slate,

Don't you wish that you really knew?

I promised not to tell it, but just suppose I spell it?
He wrote "I L-0-V-1I T!

Teacher's awfully cruel, she hit me with a rule

And then she called pcor Jchn a little "brat”,

And across her knee she yanked me,

Ch, golly, how she spanked me,

Then I knew just what she was driving at!

She threatened to expell me, said, "You've got to t2ll me
Just what it was that Johnny Rankin wrotel

Take my advice and answer thiss Was it naughty, miss?"

I said, "It may be naughty, but it's nice!”

Chorus again: "But you can't guess, etc. . .

2, A N A e, A _“__"_.‘f._".."_.“ ML 2L AL
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Tramp, tramp, tramp the boys ares marching,

Cheer up, comrades, they will come, atc. . .

ana whan I'd reach the part whers I'd sing

"And their hollow 2yes grow bright

and thelr poor hearts almost gay, as they think of Iz
hovm and friends once more. . ." T would sing this to Reola {(Ricketts-
t I

) (daughter of Aunt iyrtle faxson R1chettc)—— whern Reolz was
r four yearg old-- anﬂ Recla would look at me sadly and
317 says "I don't want my heart o ever zat zay, 4o you,
ELE




I ‘:;10
landlerd's gonmna throw us

o

fa ]

Aufusg, Rastus, Johngon Zrown,

o7
Jdhat you gonna do when the rent comes round???

Thisg is my prayer, since growling

Cod, keep my heart attuned to laughter

dhen youth 1s done,
And when the days are grey days
Corming after the warmth, the sun,

God keep me from biltterness, from grieving

When life seems cold;
God, keep me loving and belileving
Ag I grow old.

God, give me sympathy and sense
And help me keep my courage hizh;
God give me calm and confildence

And please, God, a twinkle in my eye.

i

Glve me a men-sized soul, Zod,
Pure, bravs, sarene

To meet thess days,

Ready to walk, head high,

sWith fi rm, sure Tread

The vear's sirange ways.

Make me to fill each day
with work well done;

I would be soul-poised,
Great in gentleness

And gentle in power;
Rich in self-giving,
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Pourling 1life and love into ezch hour.

Let me live grandly,
szek the things that last;
Press toward life's zoal,

din. jewels? Fame? HNay, batter,
Yhen earth is past
Toe gtand a crowned soul!

So be my helper, Father, comfort
Till T shall zive thec back Thy ¥
For man--~ and 50d.

with staff and
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There was a game that we used ‘to play called Huckleberry
It zoesg like this:

Wz would sit cross legzed on the floor and grab the left big toe

with the rizght hand and the right tog with the left hand and chani

Ay father and mother have gone to bed

And left me alone o make huckleberry bread;
S50 up zZoes my heelsg, and down goes my head,
And that's the way we make huckleberry bread."

(As you say "Up goes my heels" you rock back and forth, hanging
on tight to those toes!)
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Yorry and Ifret ware two little men

#ho knocked at my door again and agzing

"Ch, pray, let us in out of the night,

e'll be gone with the mornings light!™

At last, moved to pilty, I opensd the door

To shelter these travelers so¢ hungry and poor,

And, when on the morrow I bade them adieu

They =aid, gquite unmoved: "QOh, we'll tarry with you."

Yow, in ¢losing this rambling journal-letter, I would likse
gquote one of our Dad's favorite verses, also from the Pgalms:

"Let the words of my mouth, and the meditation of my heart
be acceptable in thy sight, 0h Lord,
(y strength and my Redeemer.”

And I would like <o
religion-~ghe lived i
criticising someonc:
zood Lo say, say nothing.,"®

say in closing that our liama never talked her
T She used to say to me, when I would be

"Husgh, Teneva. If you can't think of somethin



