
1920 — 1980

                                                   1920 -1980

                                                         by

                                           Mary Sherron- Jepson

I was born on a farm in Sumner County Kansas four miles east and north from the small town of Ashton. Ashton had a grocery store a feed store, a blacksmith shop, a train depot and one small church. I was the youngest of six children. My parents were Edmon Daniel Sherron and Cora Ellen Bowermaster Sherron; I was born on the 6th of June in 1920.

About all I can remember of my very early years was following my brother Bill (Kenneth) around, he was two years older than me and naturally “knew it all”. Our toys were things we could make or “just pretend with”. My oldest brother John Edward was sixteen years older than me and from the time I can remember he was working away from home, he would bring us some “store bought” toys once in awhile. He brought me the only dolls I ever had. One was a big baby doll the other was a walking doll.

We lived in an old two-story house. There was a big kitchen, dinning room, living room and one bedroom downstairs the other two bedrooms were upstairs. The summers were pleasant enough (that being the part of Kansas where the wind blows all the time) but the winters was cold. That wind blew ‘off’ the North Pole in the winter and very hard and cold. Our heat was from a big cook stove in the kitchen; there must have been a heater stove in the other part of the house, but since everyone lived in the kitchen in the winter time, I don’t remember it. I know there wasn’t very much heat ever got into those upstairs bedrooms. We burned either coal or coke for fuel, that being the part of the state where there was no woods. The bathroom was a little house out behind the big house. It always for some reason had a half-moon cut above the door. The bathtub was a #3 washtub. The washtub and a scrub board were used for the washing of clothes on Monday’s and taking of baths on Saturday nights. The iron​ing was done with “sad irons” they were made of iron and placed on the cook stove to heat, then one ironed away until they cooled off and was replaced to heat. In later years I knew why they were called SAD IRONS, it was a sad job. I can still remember those awful Saturday night baths, the tub was placed in front of the cook stove where one burned on one side while freezing on the other. I much preferred the “spit baths” we could take between times, that being a washbowl of water and a washrag.

I was forced to wear long underwear and high top buttoned shoes in the winter along with heavy cotton hose. Before my sister Anna was married she and my brother Pete (Floyd) would have a race to see which one could get my shoes buttoned first using a button hook, Anna usually won. My oldest sister Cindy was married when I was two years old, so I don’t remember her ever being at home to live. She had two kids, a boy Carl two years younger than me and a girl Ora Lee four years younger than me.  Anna was married when I was a little past four years old. My Dad spoiled Cindy’s kids rotten, which made me a wee bit jealous. Then Cindy and her husband Ora McKee and kids went to Kentucky and we didn’t see them for a couple of years. When they returned my Dad was not well and that was the end of Corkie and Weenie’s spoiling.

In the summer we ran around with a lot less clothes on and barefooted. We played hide and seek in the wheat fields, much to our folk’s disgust and our bottoms dismay (when our mother could catch us) when the grain was getting ripe for harvest. We had two huge hue bushes in the front yard, and they had grown together at the top and made a good playhouse underneath. We spent many a long hot afternoon playing there and watching the butter​flies that was thick on the bushes when they were in bloom. Lilacs are still my favorite flower, and I can’t get them to grow.

Thunderstorms and tornados were not all uncommon from spring until late fall.  A tornado hit the house across the road from us one night, no one was hurt. My Dad would quite often get us up in the middle of the night to go to the storm cellar, which was kept equipped with water, blankets, a kerosene lantern and an axe. Food was always stored in the cellar where it was nice and cool.

My folks had a large herd of cattle. Some was for beef and the market and some for milking. My mother and Pete would do the milking, while they were milking in the evenings Bill and I would do the supper dishes. Both of us was too short to reach the table top so we stood on a long bench that was used for seats on the back side of the big kitchen table and doubled as a wash bench on Mondays. Bill washed and I dried and we tried out every new “cussword” we had heard, having no idea what they meant. There was also a few fights, Bill being bigger than me always won and they didn’t last long because I was a “cry baby” when it suited my purpose.

We also had a large herd of horses. They were used for pulling the farm machinery, wagons, buggies and riding. That was the days before tractors were plentiful. We had one horse that was only used to ride or pull the buggy, her name was Ole Fly, and how she came by that name I’ll never know. Years later she was stolen from Bill and we never knew what became of our faithful friend. Usually in August she was hitched to the buggy for the day long trip to Arkansas City to buy school clothes, school books and whatever else that could not be ordered from the catalog. It was four​teen miles each way, and needless to say that was a long hot boring trip.

My mother had a sister, Aunt Alta Cannon, in Arkansas City and sometimes we would spend the night with her. In September my mother would hitch a team of horses to the wagon and go to Oxford Kansas to the Cheuvront Orchards for a load of apples, this was about forty miles round trip. I remember going with her once. When she got home the apples would be sorted.  The good ones would be put in the cellar to eat raw and the others would be dried for pies and some would be made into apple butter. My father raised a large garden (truck patch) so we always had enough food. We also had pigs and chickens. Hogs were butchered in the winter; the hams and bacon was cured, the chops and sausage was fried down and put in crocks then covered with lard to preserve them. The lard was rendered in a big black kettle in the back yard (same kettle that used to heat wash water) then poured into buckets or jars for keeping, the cracklings from the lard rendering was used to make laundry soap (same black kettle) I am sure that soap found its way to our hides on occasion. After the lard was made my mother would fry heaps of homemade doughnuts. They were so good! My father made hominy out of the white corn and Morn would dry the yellow corn, all stored in the cellar along with the sauerkraut my Dad would make and leave in wooden barrels until needed, That cellar also housed the incubator used for hatching baby chicks in the spring.

During the spring months the job I hated most was picking the potato bugs off of the potato plants, my Dad would plant an acre of them, this had to be done at least once a week until the tops started to dry up, the weeds was pulled up at the same time and fed to the hogs. The old sows were pretty mean beasts and kept in pens in the barns.  Bill and I used to play in the rafters over their heads; if we had fallen they would have killed us. We would climb to the top of the barn and slide on the tin roof off into a pile of hay. It was great fun but the fol1y of youth. One day while coming home from the truck patch, about a quarter of a mile from the house, I was skipping along the road and kicking up dust when I stepped over a rattlesnake, Pete was behind me and he killed the snake and cut off its rattles. These were kept to cure headaches, so I was told. They never cured mine. Another near miss Bill and I had was one day we were playing in the front yard when a rabid dog came at us. We climbed up into a big cottonwood tree and yelled for John. Our mother was deaf from birth and couldn’t hear us. John killed the dog; there was many “mad dogs” in those days. John was quite a sportsman, loving to hunt and fish so when he was at home he would bring quail and catfish to add to our menus I never cared for the quail but the catfish was good.

Our water for the stock came from an open well in the pasture and had to be hauled up by buckets. An old cow fell into that once and we held our breath watching the men tie a rope around her belly and hauling her out with horses. She wasn’t hurt too much, the well wasn’t that deer. Bill was helping our father clean out that well one time and a small water snake bit him on the finger, the howling and noise he made one would think he was being killed. Anyway I had to do his chores while he p1ayed the big “hero”. Our house water came from cisterns, most of the water in Kansas wasn’t fit for human consumption, Cisterns was made by digging deep holes in the ground and lining them with concrete, then gutters was placed on the house to catch the rain water which was run through a down spout into a charcoal filter to clean it then into the cistern. The pumps had little cups on a continuous chain so when the water was pumped (by hand) it churned the water to keep it from souring.

I can remember Grandpa Bowermaster coming to visit us. He was a big tall man with snow white hair and a voice (in John’s words) could be heard five miles against the wind. He must have been a 1egend of his time. The older kids had some real good stories to tell about GrandDa Bowermaster. It seems he started every sentence with “Whoorah There”.  He was well known and respected around Portland, Kansas where they lived and raised their family. I was five when he died; he was living in Blackwell, Okla. at the time.  Another well remembered bunch of visitors we had about that time was my father’s half-brother, a man named Tom Milligan, and his family. They had four of the meanest kids that ever lived. The oldest was a girl about ten or so and they dearly loved to tease Bill and me. They took me upstairs one day and rolled me down the steps, I rolled all the way across the living room floor before coming to rest against something or other. I got up and walked over to that girl and bit a chunk out of her “belly button”, that was high as I could reach. She screamed bloody murder and Uncle Tom demanded I be whipped for it, my mother refused to give me a whipping, so they left and never came back. I often wonder if she still had a “lop-sided belly button”.

I started to school when I was five, the only girl in the first grade with two boys. Our school was called the Pike School and my first teacher was Beulah Pike.  There were twenty-nine pupils in all eight grades. We lived a mile and a half from school and on nice days we walked, but on cold snowy days my Dad would put hay in the bottom of the wagon bed and Mom would cover us up with an old buffalo hide robe and he would take us and the three kids across the road to school while the ground was still frozen

When the ground thawed out, usually in the spring time, the roads would be so muddy the horses couldn’t pull the wagon through, then we walked close to the hedge rows. When Kansas was settled there was no wire for fencing, so hedge trees was planted on the farm boundary lines, thereafter called hedge rows. Then wire could be had and the trees big enough they were trimmed and the wood used for firewood or fence posts.

In the spring of 1926 we moved from the “Old Young Place” to the “Hughes” place just on the edge of Ashton, It was at this time I became ill with what the Doctor called malaria and spent three weeks in bed with a raging fever1 After I became well enough to be up and around Bill and I both got the measles, so back to bed I went for another week or so. What a waste of time! I guess we spent the rest of that summer as usual, Bill doing something he shouldn’t and me getting the blame. Bill was Mom’s favorite, so he never was punished, but he would cry for me when Mom gave me a whipping, I was too stubborn to cry. Our biggest chore that I remember was pumping water for the livestock, this place had a deep well with a pump so Bill would get on one side and me on the other side of the handle and we would make the water fly. That was a huge stock tank that had to be filled every day for fourteen horses and twelve cows along with carrying water to the hogs and chickens.

It was about this time an old Ford tractor came upon the scene, it would not run but made a good place to play like we was plowing or whatever, and we could verbally make it roar around.  Bill jumped off of that thing onto a broken bottle and nearly cut his foot into, so he was kept quite for awhi1e. It was while he was laid up we had a big rain storm (as it can do in Kansas) and all the dry washes was running full of water when the folks sent me after the cows in the pasture for milking time. I took the high ground to get to the cows but they wanted to go home through the water filled dry washes so I just grabbed me an old cow’s tail and hung on and let her pull me through the water to high ground. Kids!

It was in September of that year while the threshing crew was at our place that my Dad was taken seriously ill.  He was in. the hospital at Wellington, Kansas for some time. When he came home the family knew he couldn’t get well and Cindy and Anna wanted to take him to Pittsburg, Kansas to visit his relatives living there. The only thing I knew of those people was that Uncle Jim Sherron would send us a fifty gallon keg of molasses each fall (he lived at Jerico Springs, Missouri) and Aunt Fairy Beatty would send Dad a big birthday cake each winter for his birthday, it would be all covered with pecans. Ora McKee (Cindy’s husband)

had just bought a brand new big car, and it took a lot of coaxing to get Dad to go but he finally consented and the car was loaded up with Dad, Cindy, Ora, Anna, John, Carl, Ora Lee and me, why me I’ll never know, I cried all the time we was gone and am sure made everyone miserab1e. I have never seen any of those people since. My father was bedfast after we got back and he passed away in March 1927, My Aunt Cornelia Sherron-McCain came to see him from Orange Grove, California just before he died. We thought sure California must of been on the other side of the world, She sent us some orange blossoms when she got home, it was wet and cold in Kansas and they smelled so good. My Dad must have had leukemia or some other blood disorder, anyway they had carnations and calla lilies on his funeral spray and I hate those flowers to this day. My father was a thirty-second degree Mason.

After my father’s death things was not very prosperous for us. John was away working on the railroad my two sisters were married and living in Oklahoma with homes and families of their own to look after and Pete was just not about to help at home in any way shape or fashion. With Bill’s help Mom did get Pete to help plant some crops, but they were not tended to very well. It was that summer we really got to know motorized vehicles. Anna’s husband Roland Pettit had an airplane and they would fly up from Oklahoma and land in our pasture, he was always glad to take people for rides in his plane. Cindy’s husband Ora Mckee had always had a car, he was one of those “got rich quick” McKee’s. His family was dirt poor until oil was found on their land. Ora’s father was the third richest man in Okla. when he died a few years later, Ora inherited a lot of money from that oil, but he took to drinking and it was all wasted. John had a Model T Ford and Pete and his rowdy friends ran around on motorcycles. Some of John’s friends had real fancy models of cars for that time. They all got to be good “back yard” mechanics. Sometime that summer our Arkansas City cousins started to come to visit us, they were all older than Bill and I and would tease me unmercifully. I hated that bunch with a purple passion, and it wasn’t until after I was married I could stand to be around them. Another guest we had that summer was a son of my father’s sister Aunt Ellen Heimbach, Aunt Ellen lived at Billings, Okla., but where Francis called home we never knew. He was a good match for Pete and they got along famous. John got married that summer to a girl named Doris McClaskey.  Mom was not at all happy about the marriage and let us all know it, but Doris was a rather pretty girl and was kind to me. They had only been married two weeks when Doris was taken to the hospital with appendicitis.

Anna took me home with her for a couple weeks that summer, but I would lay in’ bed at night listening to those oil wells pumping away and got homesick, so I resorted to my favorite pass time of crying. She got me a bunch of new school clothes and took me home; she was expecting her first child and didn’t feel too well anyway. Roland called me “Pee Wee” the name he called me until he died in 1966. Cindy would take Bill and I both home with her for a fey: days at a time, she and Ora ran a movie theater in Braman, Okla. That was the days of silent movies so they had a player piano for music during the shows. We had great fun pumping away on that player piano. Ora Lee still has it. I’ve always had a lot of fun at Cindy’s; they lived along a creek where wild pecans grew. We would play along the creek bed and get into mischief. One time Carl swiped some chewing tobacco from someone and he dared me to have a “chaw”.  I did and the whole world turned green. I was one sick little girl. There was an old bachelor who lived on the next farm from Cindy named Charlie Scott. Poor old Charlie hadn’t had a bath or clean clothes in fifty years, we would get a kick out him cause he always managed to come calling just at mealtime and would be asked to eat, We would watch him wipe his mouth with the back of his hand then wipe his hand off in his beard. We always looked the next time he came to see if the food was still there.  It usually was. He had an old Longhorn Texas cow with horns at least three feet long on each side of her head and was a mean old beast, Charlie pastured his cows in Cindy’s cherry orchard and that cow would put us over the fence or up a cherry tree whenever we dared to go out there. Charlie had a bantam rooster he said we could have if we could catch him. Well we gave it a try! I was flying through the yard after that old rooster and didn’t see a low hanging clothes line until it caught me by the throat and flattened me on my back.  When I came to, sometime later I was not interested in the rooster and Bill hadn’t had any better luck. Cindy had a big house, it burned down a few years later, and we could play all over it, upstairs and down. There was a summer kitchen connected to the house off an enclosed screened porch where there was a big cook stove and the laundry was done out there, that was also where Ora made his wine and homebrew. We would sneak out there and sip the brew through the rubber hoses he had in the kegs to let out the air in the brewing process and get sick as horses. Cindy never did figure out why we was sick so much, They had a hammock strung between two big cottonwood trees and we would see how high we could swing in that thing before it turned over and spill us out. Usually somebody got hurt

Back to Ashton.  On Sunday’s the boys around would have baseball games in our pasture, they had a backstop and the whole works set up. People would come from miles around to play or watch the games. We had an old dog named Rover who was frightened of thunderstorms, so were we.  We would sneak him into the house and into a closet under the stairway and set and pet him while the storm was in full force.  We would nearly die with the heat. Well, it was old Rover that got me one of my better “whalings”.  Our Arkansas City cousins had come over for a Sunday baseball game and Old Rover bit one of the girls. She told Mom I had sic’d Rover on her. I hadn’t but after that I sure wish that I had of. And that was just another black mark in my book against those Cannon cousins.

That was an especially bad winter that followed and the livestock was sold an animal at a time to pay the bills, but Bill refused to part with Ole Fly. Bill was a good horseback rider, but not me, that horse and I could never go up or down at the same time.  It would be going up while I was going down. We lived two miles and a half from school and had to walk facing that cold north wind, I think we would of frozen to death some mornings if we had not had kind neighbors who would let us into their homes to warm up, they had kids we walked to school with.

Sometime that fall or winter a friend of Mom’s came into the scene by the name of Michael Skurby. We didn’t say a lot of mind and he didn’t seem to be too bad a sort of fellow, he fixed a sled for Bill and I to tie on the horses tail to go sled riding when it snowed. Bill would ride Old Baldy and I would ride the sled, he could make the horse go fast and I would have a thrilling ride, but when it came my time to ride the horse and Bill the sled he got short changed because I never could get that horse to do more than just walk along, Pete would build a big sled that was pulled behind a team of horses, but I was not allowed to go on those rides with Pete and his friends. That was the same bunch of boys that would go over in the Portland Community on Halloween night and put a blanket around the belly of poor ole Guy Williamson’s donkey and pull him into the hay loft with the hay fork (poor ole Guy was scared to death of those boys) It got so that old donkey would tie on his own blanket come Halloween night ‘cause he knew he was going for a ride, We never knew how he got down from the hay loft, probably the same way he went up.

It was the first of March in 1928 that Mike Skurby became my stepfather and the plans were made for a move to Missouri. Everything was sold at a public auction that wasn’t going to Missouri. Bill refused to let Ole Fly be sold; he hung onto that horse and cried until Mom said he could keep her. So Bill and Ole Fly went to live with Anna, someone got their signals mixed up because according to Mike I was not supposed to be going to Missouri either. But anyway I was “hauled” off to Missouri over my protests and that of my new father, to our supposed to be wonderfu1 home in the Ozark Mountains. That was the beginning of the most miserable years of my life. The furniture and personal belongs must of’ been shipped back by train, but we went in an old Model T Ford Mike had.  The roads was rough and as yet not paved and I either cried or pouted all the way which didn’t earn me any Brownie points with Mike; there was no way I would call him anything else.  I don’t remember how long the trip took, a few days anyway. And then I missed Bill, didn’t know a soul, and didn’t like the hills, chiggers, ticks or anything else about that country including my stepfather. He and I finally settled on a truce of sorts.  I kept out of his way, done my chores without too much fuss and he in turn ignored me.  School was already out when we arrived there, so I missed the rest of that term of school. There were no children living close by us.  I probably would have not been allowed to have friends come to the house anyway. We lived about a quarter of a mi1e off of the main road, down a tiny little path of a trail and two miles from the tiny little town of Simmons.  It was nine miles to Cabool where everyone went on Saturday’s to do their trading; that is trade eggs and cream for coffee and sugar, so to speak. There was not much actual cash money in that country.  Our mailbox was at the main road and I haunted that mailbox every morning.

There was a big sweet gum tree growing in the pasture away from the house (which was a small three room log cabin) and it was under this tree I spent all of my time when I didn’t have chores. I lived in a world of make believe and daydreamed of the time when I could get out of that miserable place. Our water had to be carried up a steep hill from a spring. I would carry it up two buckets at a time to even me up and get the job done quicker. It was also my job to get in the kindling and wood for the cook stove and cleans the kerosene lamp chimneys. I had always gone barefooted in the summer in Kansas, but it sure took some getting used to going barefooted over them rocks in Missouri,

Summer finally passed and I started to school at Simmons, being I had missed the last of the previous term I was behind the other kids and I had to really work to catch up; I really never did, I never made many friends at school that year, they were just kids at school and I nothing in common with them.

Missouri is famous for it’s bad ice storms. That is when rain falls in a fine mist and freezes as it hits the ground.  It breaks limbs off the trees, downs power and telephone lines. That winter in January we had a “Dodie”.  My mother slipped on the ice coming up from the spring with water and gave birth to a premature baby girl that only lived four days. She was a pretty little baby doll child. Her name was Wilma Jean and she was buried the Simmons cemetery.

The relationship between my mother and Mike was not very good, my mother was a very jealous person and a lot of their quarrels were her fault (I can see now).
That fall the stock market fell and Mike lost what little savings he had, then things did go from bad to worse. My mother loaded our belongings and me and we rode the train to Oklahoma to Cindy’s. She done house work for various families that winter and I attended five different schools

getting farther and farther behind in my school work. It was during this time Cindy’s big house burned to the ground and they lost everything. They lived two miles from town and the fire truck couldn’t get there in time.

The picture of Grandpa Bowermaster in his Civil War uniform went up in smoke along with a bunch of other non-replaceable pictures. Anna must had my baby picture along with a picture of Bill when he about two years old because they was saved, but the picture of Cindy and Anna with beautiful long hair burned.  They were probably twelve and fourteen.  From the stories I heard later, those pictures had been made at no small expense and my father was furious when he learned about them, My mother also had long black hair and the summer before my father died, she went to Billings, Okla. to visit my aunt Ellen (my father’s sister) and they cut her hair, She wore a dust cap for days before she let my father know she had cut her hair. Needless to say, he raised Cain.  But back to the winter of 1929 or 30 which ever.

Mom must have decided Mike was the man of her life, so she loaded up and back to Missouri we went. She said there was no room to take my dolls and they were left behind for Ora Lee to tear up, I never forgave my mother for that or ever had another doll. The woes of a ten year old. Relationships between Mike and me were if anything worse, there was still some school

term left so I could stay out of his way most of the time, and by the time summer came along things were some better. It was not until I was grown that I really understood Mike. He was raised in an orphanage in Illinois, lived there until he was sixteen then was on his own.  He married a Kansas girl that died in childbirth leaving him with a baby daughter, who was raised by her mother’s parents, so Mike must have been afraid things he loved would be taken away from him.

Mike was a carpenter and that summer he built a house for some people who lived on the Piney River, they had a girl my age, so he would let me tag along at times to play with Evelyn; that was the summer I learned to swim, after a fashion. In the evenings after the men finished for the day, they’d gig frogs on the river. Mom would cook the frog legs but I never would eat them. The Stillman’s had a flat bottom boat and it was fun to paddle that boat around the river. The water was clear and clean in Missouri; a far cry from the muddy waters of the rivers in Kansas.

I was getting old enough by this time I could take jobs staying with lonely old ladies for company, what they really wanted was someone to run errands and do chores for little or no pay, I also baby—sat some. I picked black​berries in the early summers and sold them for enough money to buy my fall school clothes, needless to say there wasn’t too many clothes bought. At Christmas time I ground horseradish and sold it for 25 cents a quart to have some shopping money. That horseradish grinding took some strong eternal fortitude.  It was dug from the garden and carried to spring where it was scrubbed and cleaned in that awful cold cold water then carried back to the yard where I wou1d grind it outside because it was so hot in fumes it would put ones eyes out. I didn’t make too many quarters!

Anyway by hook or crook I did manage to finish the eighth grade at the Simmons School. The High School was at Cabool and the tuition was four dollars a year plus books and bus fare; it might as well have been four thousand for all the money we had, but I finally found a family in Cabool I could stay with and do the housework and cooking for and go to school at the same time. That little “arrangement” lasted for about two months, and I was out of school for what turned out to be permanent.

This was in 1933 and October of that year my mother gave birth to a very sickly little girl, so I stayed at home to help with baby and whatever else was demanded of me. Mike had to go to Arkansas to sell some homestead land he had there and he gave me five dollars to help Mom while he was gone.  I bought the most beautiful coat I ever saw with that money.

The early spring of 1934 I went to work for a widow woman doing the most hardest and strenuous jobs, such as cutting wood and brush, milking cows and all the farm chores. We were in the “big depression” at that time. I got the whole sum of fifty cents a week and keep. The sickly little baby died in early March, and Mike was just heartbroken.  My very generous and righteous Baptist employer did give me couple of days off at that time to go home. Oh! Roy! I hated that woman. One day after driving the cows two miles to the river for water and back.  I had just “had it”, so that was that.  Not only did we have the depression but Missouri was in the midst of’ the worst drought in history.  Wells were going dry and people were hauling water from where ever it could be had. I helped Mike haul water from the Piney River in ten gallon milk cans; we made the trip two or three times a week. There was no feed or water for the stock and cattle was sold at giveaway prices. Food was also beginning to be hard come by. Mike planted some navy beans, they did come up and grew to be about six inches tall and made some beans. I picked them miserable little things and swore I’d never eat another white bean, or oatmeal.

Relief came to me in August of that summer, Cindy came to Missouri on a visit and took me home with her, I was supposed to go back to school that fall, but having been out of school that long I could of cared less. They had moved in a small house where the big one had burned. I started working for the lady across the road doing housework and baby setting; I got twenty-five cents a day. That was all the money in the world.  Mrs. Seablom had a beautiful house, real kitchen cabinets, running water in the house with a bathroom inside the house and electricity; she also had a telephone and some real nice furniture. I really worked hard to please her and do things just the way she wanted for me to. She must of liked me pretty well too. She and her husband wanted legal custody of me, but Mom wouldn’t sign the papers. Mrs. Seablom was quite active in community affairs.  She was chairman for the entertainment committee for the P.T.A. Thinking to do something differ​ent for the P.T.A. she got a bunch of the young people around together and we learned the script and presented a three act play called ”Here Comes Charlie” for the P.T.A. We made such a big hit we had engagements from all over that part of the state. What money was left over after expenses was divided up among the players. It was a lot of money to me, but most of those kids came from well-to-do farm families so making it wasn’t such a big deal to them. I had some new clothes, things that matched for a change, and my first date with a boy, even if I didn’t know what to say to him. Things was just fine in my world until Mrs. McKee (Ora’s mother) begin to give Cindy a bad time about me being there. Ora was gone from home weeks at a time on his drinking binges, he was drawing thousands of dollars from his oil royalty rights, but Cindy and the kids never saw any of that money. He always kept himself supplied with the latest car, at that time he had a Model A Ford, I tried to drive it without too much success.  The Seablom kids had bicycles, and they took me out in the wheat field and tried to teach me to ride one. They were all of six and eight years old, and I was so awkward. They finally gave up.

I went to live with Roland and Anna that spring at Ponca City, Okla. and for the first time in years Bill and I were living under the same roof again. It was also about this time someone stole Ole Fly from the pasture, he never heard or could find out what become of her.

Roland was farming about six hundred acres of wheat, so all hands took turns on the tractors; he had a little Wa11ace tractor I could run. During the spring months there was not a lot of tractor to be done, but come June the harvest would usually start, then the combines would roll. After the combines came the plows to plow the fields before the ground would get too hard, then we would run the tractors around the clock. I wasn’t allowed to pull a plow, so it was my job to see that the food and water was taken to the men in the fields. Bill taught me how to drive an old Rio truck Roland had.  It got so I could get around real well with that thing. I could take my little ole tractor and pull the harrow or disc and really done a pretty good job. But come Saturday night and we all could go to town.  We would take the old Chevy sedan Bill had and go into Ponca City and cruise Grand Street, then to a dime western movie, all Dutch Treat, then the big treat of the evening was a nickel Snicker candy bar. Sometimes after the movie we would go to the roller skating rink. Bill and the kids could skate and they tried to teach me but I just couldn’t stay on my feet. On Sunday’s were baseball games; all that could, would pile onto Bill’s car and we would go to where ever the games were being played. Bill and Pete both played. Anna’s little boy Paul was about four years old at that time and the fe11ows working for Roland would tease him unmerciful because he stuttered. Anna would be furious with the whole bunch of them. Pete was herding sheep for a family named Blubaugh over by Tonkawa, Oklahoma. We never did find out what really happened but Pete lost an eye arid it was replaced with a glass one. Pete was not known for ever telling the truth, so we could just guess as no one else was talking either.

It was that fall I went to work for the same Blubaugh family Pete was working for.  They were expecting their third child and Audrey needed help. I’m not sure what wages I received, but the work was hard.  They had five or six hired men to cook for and the second child was still in diapers. I can remember that was a cold wet winter.  Sometime in late winter I got the flu was pretty sick, Cindy came and got me and took care of me. Then along about March or so Mom decided I was to come back to Missouri. It was before the farm work became heavy and Bill took me to Missouri in that Chevy of his. We stopped by John’s on the way. John lived close to South Haven, Kansas and was driving a milk truck for a living.  

Their little girl Lila Fern was sick with what looked like the scarlet fever, so we didn’t stay very long and set out on our way to Missouri. It took us days to make hat four hundred miles; we had a flat tire every hour on the hour. Being young we had fun and fixed flat tires. Then we got to Missouri; I gave Bill all the money I had saved, so he could get back to Oklahoma. So there I was left Missouri again and broke. About two weeks later I took whatever Lila Fern had.  I broke out all over my body and ran a high fever; then all my pretty dark red hair came out. When it grew back, it was just “brown”.

Now it was back to the same old taking whatever work I could find. I was sixteen by this time and there was a few young people around, so I started to have a few dates. The Kirk family with three young people lived on the next farm from us.  They had two boys and a girl. I went with them to a dance at Simmons one night after telling Morn and Mike I was going to the movies. Mike found out I had gone to the dance and that was the only time he ever threatened me with punishment.  Not for going to the dance but because I had lied to him. I never told him another lie as long as he lived. On Wed, nights when the weather was nice we would walk four miles to the Black Jack Church to an old fashioned singing. I was secretary for the Simmons Union Church and taught their card class for a while. If there was thirty people showed up on Sunday’s that was a crowd. I went with Mom to the church’s quilting bee once in awhile, my mother couldn’t hear so it didn’t bother her that those old biddies would gossip and tear up who ever wasn’t present. I soon had enough of that, and That was That.

It was that fall when Cindy divorced Ora and she and the kids came to Missouri to look for a little farm for herself and the kids, it took a lot of looking but we found the prefect little place in the Black Jack area.  I was sent to live with her and help with the chores, she had two cows and good times together, until she fell in love again, That winter she married Floyd McClaskey (father of Doris) sold the farm, gave the money to Lloyd and moved back to Kansas on an old run down farm near South Haven. So I came back with Mom and Mike again. By this time Mike and I were on better terms than Mom and I was. Her highest ambition for me was a husband, and that was the last thing I wanted in any shape or form.  I found a part time job in Cabool for a young couple that needed a morning baby setter, so they gave me my room and board and I took a job at the Caboo1 Library in the afternoons. I liked that work, I could read all the books I wanted to for free, I always could read anything I could find to read from the time I was ten years old. If I couldn’t pronounce the words I could figure out what they meant at least.

I was seventeen by this time and usually went to the Saturday night dances, somewhere along the line I met a fellow by the name of Floyd Jepson, he was dating a girl who was a very good friend of mine. One Saturday night Floyd was stuck with three girls to take to the square dance, so he called on his brother Frank and another fellow named Frankie Brown to go along to help round out the squares, I was brother Frank’s date, so to speak. We went out together a few times, nothing serious, then in March Frank went back to Iowa to work, and two weeks before I was eighteen (so Mom couldn’t have me brought back) I ran off and went to Kansas.

I stayed with Cindy that summer and worked some for an old fellow who was on Social Welfare, my duties wasn’t that much just cooking one meal a day and cleaning house, That fall I met a family that was looking for a girl “Friday” by the name of Holliday. They were an old Eng1ish family that had homesteaded in Kansas in 1869. I went to live with them. Guess they liked me and I was informally “adopted “ into the family with all the family privileges except signing the checks. I didn’t know what a check book was at that time anyway. I was taught to cook, sew and dress properly along with a few other social manners befitting one of their stations in the community. I was given proper clothes, food and a room of my very own along with what money I needed, I could even drive the car, within reason of course, and for the first time in my life I felt a sense of security and belonging. That was my home until I got married five years later. All good things don’t come for free and I was expected to earn my way. The lady of the house was Grandma Holliday, a lady with some pretty high morals, some of which was taught to me, she was an older woman and not too well so I was nursemaid to her, in fact it came to the time when I was the only one who could take care of her. She died in October of 1941. The man of’ the house was her son Robert. He was known to all as Bob. Bob had been a widower since his daughter June was two years old; Grandma Holliday raised June. June was an ex-school teacher and married to Torn Cheuvront. He was one of the Cheuvront’s where Mom went to get the apples. There was a large family of those Cheuvronts.  The father Jay had come from France and settled there.  He had planted a large orchard and when his sons were old enough to help, they planted a large truck patch, and Tom raised bees for honey. The Cheuvronts would all gather on Sunday’s after Mass and have a big family dinner, then play cards all afternoon in the wintertime. That was when I found out I was no card player. 

Farm life is never easy. The Holliday’s did not have electricity, that came along a year after I arrived on the scene. Coal was used for heat until an oil furnace was installed, then later butane was used for heat and cooking. They had a gasoline stove for cooking and I got that thing a fire one day. Wonder I didn’t burn the house down. Years later Frank and I inherited that gasoline stove when we lived at Ashton for a year. I also found the weather pattern for winter had not changed either, Bob had gone to Deer Creek, Oklahoma to his sister’s funeral; when he left it was a nice sunny day and June and Tom was staying with me to help with Grandma and the chores, along shortly after noon an ole blue northerner blew up, it quickly fell to zero with blizzard conditions. June and Tom was as dumb about what to do as I was; anyway we carried the calves, who were freezing to death, from their pen to the brooder house and tried to protect the other stock the best we knew how, in general tried to keep the whole place from freezing up or over. Bob got home just before dark, the east-west roads had drifted full of snow and he walked almost a mile in his light dress clothes so we had him to thaw out.

The little chickens would arrive in early March, each one had to have it’s beak poked into the water trough, they were kept in the brooder house under very careful watch, all five hundred plus of’ them. I went to check on them one morning and the old bull in the barnyard wouldn’t let me out of the brooder, so I stayed with them little chicks until Bob came in at noon and rescued me. There was usually about a hundred or so little roosters in the bunch that we butchered for fried chicken, after the harvest what was left we would put in the locker at Wellington for winter use. The pullets was put into the hen house about the first of July and never allowed outside again. Eggs were a big commodity, and them thar chickens was well taken care of.

There was cows to be milked, sometimes I helped with the evening milking and done all the evening milking during wheat combining time, then the milk had to separated (which was done with a hand separator until we got electricity) the skim milk was fed to calves and hogs. The cream was sold along with the eggs. There would be from five to ten gallons of’ cream and from four to six thirty dozen cases of eggs to take to the market per week. We had two huge red brood sows that always had more piglets than they had dinners, so we would sometimes have runt pigs, a neighbor found one of the little fellows that had gotten out and wandered away from home one cold day and brought him home, Bob was going to dispose of it but I coaxed for the little pig (and won) I fed him with a spoon and made a nice warm nest for him in the brooder house. He grew as large as the other pigs, but when it came time for market my own pig had to go too. Bob did give me the money he got for him,

We had an ole calico cat that always had nice kittens; one I named Ole Blue. Cats were not allowed in the house, but Ole Blue got to come in when I was alone, how he loved that. He was always getting a leg broken from the cows stepping on him, he loved to set up and lick milk, when we was milking I’d squirt the black at him but the dumb cat didn’t know when to leave and he’d get stepped on. Her next batch of kittens was one little black kitten, when he was about a week old Bob accidentally shot the old mother cat, so I brought the kitten into the house made it a bed of cotton, fed it from a little bottle. I named him Nickie and spoiled him rotten. Every spring he would have to go and stay with June until the little chickens was fully feathered or he would catch them. He caught one little rooster and made a wound on his back before I rescued the chick, I took that little fellow in the house and painted his wound with methiolate. I named him Joe. He would follow me around the house and set on my foot. When he got well he had to go back to the brooder house, but he never got butchered because I would keep repainting him.

One day when it was time to wean the pigs from the mother sow, Bob asked me to help him. All the pigs and sow were run into a shed with a gate across the opening. The idea was that I was to open the gate and let the sow out and Bob would hold the pigs back, but that old sow had other ideas. She came at me and didn’t wait until I got the gate open, she took me gate and all out across the barnyard, the gate on her back and me on the gate until we both fell off. I wasn’t hurt, but it did make for a good laugh.

The Holliday’s was a fun loving bunch, they were short stocky people and loved to eat good food, there was a brother Fred and his wife Zona that could add life to any occasion. One time Fred was going to the barn at their place and Zona said he stopped in the middle of the driveway and started pulling his pants off, she ran to see what the trouble was.  A mouse had run up his pant leg so he “shucked them”. There was a sister Jennie who lived in Wellington, she was fun to visit, it was at her house that I learned there was china named “Spode”. There was a sister Zoe who lived in Wichita that was real snob, a sister Bea who lived at Stillwater, Oklahoma who could turn the house over with her snoring. When she came to visit, I would just give my room up to her and move to the living room. She had a son named Johnnie that liked his drinks a little too well, but he was a “happy drunk”, and the sister who died while I was there; she was a religious fanatic. They came to visit one time before she died and kept the whole house in an uproar. Even Grandma was relieved to see them leave. Bob’s twin sister had died several years before my time. Grandma’s sister- in—law came one winter to visit from Blackwell, Oklahoma. As there was not a lot of outside work to do, I was set down and learned to knit. Her daughters were schoolteachers in Helena, Montana and she would knit warm clothes for them. She always told me I handled knitting needles and a crochet hook like a pitchfork.

Bob’s birthday was the 20th of May, Oh How we would feed them little ole roosters so we could have the first fried chicken of the season on his birthday. Then June and I would hope for the first cherries to be ripe for pie on our birthdays, the 6th of June. I also found out one summer how to get big red tomatoes; I was supposed to turn off the windmill after the stock tank had filled. I was busy and forgot it, the tank filled and the water ran down the barnyard and watered a row of those tomatoes.  They were so good, we ate and I canned those things until I got a good case of hives. Today they are not one of my favorite foods. The Cheuvronts knew all about irrigation as they watered the orchard and truck patch from a deep well. They could raise the best watermelons. We would just eat the hearts out of them and feed the rest to the pigs,

I’m jumping around from event to event because I’m not sure in what order these things happened. My mother came to visit for a couple of weeks, guess she approved of my new family. I could have cared less. Then one summer after the plowing was done and before wheat sowing time (wheat was sowed in October) I went with Bill, his girl friend Edna Rutherford and her twin brother Eddie to Southern Oklahoma where they had relatives. We were gone about two weeks, what a trip? Bill had an old Model B. Ford and it kept breaking down, I was the one with the most money so I kept buying parts for that car. The people in Southern Oklahoma were mighty poor but happy. They ate whatever happened to be in season, with a big old rooster for Sunday dinner with dumplings. Edna and Eddie were pretty good musicians and they had taken their fiddle and guitar along so there was a lot of singing and some square dances. Edna still likes her “music”.

Frank and I kept in touch after a fashion. He stopped by to see me in 1940 when he was on his way to California, and he was with another family that was moving to California. That summer Floyd got married and drove Frank’s car out to California. Floyd stayed in California, but as this was the time the boys was signing up for the draft Frank had to go back to Missouri. He stopped by to see me. Frank seemed to like my cooking and Grandma Holllday liked Frank. Her theory was “never step down when you can step up”; he must of looked like a step up to her.  Frank and I liked each other.

Sometime that winter Lloyd got pretty sick and I went to help Cindy for a few days. It was just bitter cold and we couldn’t get a car or any other of that broken down machinery Lloyd had started, so I rode their horse to the Coop store two miles away for supplies. We got along pretty good going to the store, but coming back with both arms full of groceries that was the most miserable horse. He’d just jog until I’d kick him with my heels and away we’d go for a spell. One time when I got back I was so frozen I couldn’t stand up and Ora Lee had to half drag me into the house. Carl was in the Navy by this time. He enlisted at seventeen and had two ships go down under him while in service. I also went to help Bill and Edna one winter after they were married and had two kids. That winter the snow was extra deep and Bill was working for the city. They had to work nights clearing the streets. Their baby was a sickly little fellow and we never knew when we had to make a dash for the hospital. All the neighbor kids were coming down with the chicken pox, Bill’s kids got them and then I got them. I was so sick; every spot on my body was covered with chicken pox. Needless to say when I could I went home.

Then on December 7th 1941 when the “Japs” struck Pearl Harbor every one’s lives changed practically overnight. All the young fellows around were going into the service except those that were duty-bound to the farms. The rest was going to Wichita to work at Boeing Aircraft. John became a tool and dye maker. He had that job at the time of his death in 1962. Cindy, Lloyd and Ora Lee all went to work there. They car-pooled it because there was not a place to be had or rented close to Wichita. People was turning sheds, chicken houses or anything else that had roof on it into rentals and Boeing people was living in them. I was out in the yard when the first Boeing Bomber came over the barn on its maiden run. It looked like the sky was just full of airplanes and the noise. The cattle all turned tail and ran. 

Before the War started we had a combine crew that came down from Nebraska to harvest the wheat. They would be there for a week or so depending on the weather then were gone. After the War broke out there was no help to be had to get in the harvest, not even the “traveling hands” could be found. So along with the household chores I took over running the tractor in the fields, we cut the grain with a binder and left it in windrows in the fields until a local neighbor could get the time to thresh it. I was up at four in the morning and to bed whenever I fell into it. The hours were not much different than when we had the harvest crew, just a few less people to cook for. The haymaking was the hardest job for me. I weighed one hundred nineteen pounds and some of those bales were as big as I was.  Frank had enlisted in the Coast Guard and was stationed off the coast of Maine. He was at sea for fourteen months until an accident to his left eye put him on shore duty in Boston, Mass. I always said Uncle Sam held him until I could catch him.

BACK TO THE PRE WAR YEARS:

I had quite a few friends considering we lived eight miles from Oxford and fourteen miles from Wellington, and I was only allowed out on Saturday nights, Sunday and sometimes on Wed, nights. I got to go to the horse races at Winfield. The big Fourth of July celebration was held at Winfield and it was there I saw my fist “fireworks” display. At the Mulvane county fair I had my first go with a tilt-a-wheel and tried square dancing on the main street, but a concrete dance floor? The big county fair was held at Blackwell, Okla. every fall. It covered acres and acres of ground and a very good place to get lost at. I went with Bill one time and was sure glad to have someone who could find their way around. There were movies in Wellington and Saturday night dances at Gueda Springs. Gueda Springs was noted for it’s mineral springs and in the twenties the wealthy folks had built a huge building for their spa baths; that was the building which was converted into a dance hall. John and Doris were living in Gueda Springs then, John was servicing the pumps for the oil wells around the country. I never had a so-called steady boy friend. Steady boy friends could some how lead to the word “marriage” and that I wanted no part of.  Bill and Edna would come up in the summer time and we would go to Arkansas City to the ball games. I had also made a couple of trips to Missouri to see the folks, one time with Mike’s daughter Ethel. That was a mistake. Any way Mike and I were getting along pretty good by this time, I had grown up.

Bob always smoked a pipe which he held in the corner of his mouth, an odd looking sore came up at that spot and his doctor sent him to the Halstead Clinic to have it removed. Halstead was out west of Wichita and I went along for the ride. We found he would have to stay overnight and I went back to Wellington on the bus. I was six hours getting a hundred miles and called June from Wellington to come and get me. I was never so glad to see anyone as I was her. But, back to those pipes, they were rather smelly things and soon after I went to the Holliday’s I thought I’d clean them up, so I placed the lot in a pan of water and gave them a good boiling. To my dismay I found that was not the way to clean pipes.

It was in May of 1943 that I got a letter from Frank telling me he had a ten day leave, so I went to visit the folks and could see him while he was home.  Then in July he had a sick leave, so back to Missouri I went. Then in August he got another leave and we was married in Houston, Missouri on the 25th. I went back to Boston with him. Travel during the War Years was very difficult. The Holliday’s hated to see me leave, but Bob gave me a nice sum of money for a wedding present and I was off to a new life. We found a two room apartment on the third floor of an apartment house on Monument Ave. It was half way up the hill to the Bunker Hill Monument. The bathroom was on the second floor, shared by other tenants. The gal who lived on the second floor would run the cockroaches up to me and I’d run them back down to her. I don’t think we killed very many of them. Frank didn’t get home but about every two or three weeks, but the gal who owned the building tried to keep me busy. She had three kids and a night working husband. I was working from eight till six at a Bakery, so when I got home she would ask me to baby set for her. Then it finally got to where she wanted me to cook their supper. But when it came to cleaning her apartment after I got off work, I found another place to live. I found a larger place in Charlestown; we had a big kitchen—living room combination, a nice big bedroom and my very own bathroom. I was learning to get around Boston with some of Frank’s help and the gal I worked with at the bakery. When I saw my first escalator, I balked.  Frank just picked me up and set me on that thing. I went to the movies with the gal I worked with at the Bakery. The fellow who ran the grocery store next door to the Bakery would save me milk and I’d save him doughnuts; things were in short supply. The town was blacked out. Black paint on top of the streetlights and the top of car lights, black—out curtains on all windows and the air raid sirens was just unreal. There was a firehouse across the street that used bells for warnings, an elevated train that ran every minute overhead and rats that fought and squealed all night in the basement. It was just too much for a country girl.

Saturday was bean day in Boston and we sold Boston Baked beans in pint containers at the bakery. Saturday was our busy day and no one went home for lunch, so we ate on the house...baked beans. I learned to frost cup cakes and cakes. The company offered to send me to their plant to learn cake decorating, but they wouldn’t pay me for going to school and I was earning enough to support myself, so without looking into the future I refused. My government allowance was being saved for later days, our nest egg.

Wintertime came on and I remember we had company for Thanksgiving. Frank had the day off, but I can’t remember Christmas that year, so Frank must not of been home. Frank was on duty guarding ships in the Harbor, getting home whenever he could, usually every ten days or two weeks, so in January we decided I could go back to Kansas for awhile. There was a baby on the way and I was homesick. Frank got a leave in March and I made the trip to Missouri so he could visit with his folks at the same time. His hours were getting better and so when he went back to Boston he began to look for us a place in the suburbs. There was a fellow in his company from Missouri, LeRoy Bryson, that had married a girl who lived with her mother in Deharn, Mass. Marion’s mother Mrs. Channel was the postmistress in East Dedham, she had all the carriers looking for a vacant place on their routes. They found us a duplex one block from East Dedham Square, which was perfect. Mrs. Channel came from an old New England family and her home was open to all service​men in need. She had four or five couples living in her home when I went back to Boston in May, the other couples paid a small amount of rent but she didn’t charge Frank and I anything because I helped with the cooking and housework, Paul and Christine Smith from Texas was one of the couples and wanted to share our duplex, so the boys painted and fixed up the place and we found some usable second-hand furniture and we moved in about a couple of weeks after I went back to Boston, There was a middle-aged Scottish couple living in the other half of the duplex and she soon became Nana to us, Even if we were the Southerners, we made friends very fast, The weather was nice and I didn’t have a lot to do so I’d walk down to the Square and visited with the merchants, if there was a shortage of anything such as butter, toilet tissue, soap or whatever it found it’s way into my grocery bags from under the counter. One fellow brought frying chickens in from the country every Friday, we could choose our chickens and he would clean them, I’d sit and visit with him, when meat became hard come by and he had a lot more customers, he would always bring me my chickens so I never stood in line, much to the disgust of the other customers. We would go over into Boston to the Market Square for beef and pork, no serviceman stood in line there so we had the pick of the crop with no coupons. We didn’t have much money, Frank was getting the whole of $96.00 per month but we made out just fine, I was using my government allowance at this time too, At the end of the month all milk bottles and beer bottles was gathered up and returned for the deposits, that would tide us until pay day,

Frank, Paul and Roy was all in the same company and working eight on and sixteen off shifts, with rotating shifts, so usually there was a break in shifts, Roy was the only one with a car and they drove the sixteen miles to the base together. Our place began to be the “sailors hang-out” we never knew how many was to be there for a. meal. Paul was an ex-butcher and he done a lot of the cooking, Frank and Christine done the dishes and I done the rest of the housework, As I said we didn’t have much in the way of money but we did have some good times, and everyone kept their fingers crossed in hopes of not being shipped out. Christine worked for publishing house somewhere in that network of a town called Boston, but she never left me alone at night. She was a good seamstress and loved to write letters to her family.

The 30th of July Darrell Eugene made his arrival in this world, I was in the hospital so long before he was born the hospital told Frank and Christ​ine to stop calling them, they would let them know when there was any news, There was never any doubt the baby would be a boy and he was nicknamed Butch by Company C.  Being the only baby he was spoiled rotten,

The rest of the summer passed with me holding a baby and couldn’t figure out why he cried all the time, I was nursing him and he was hungry, poor little fellow. Then in October Frank and Paul went to “rifle range” for a week, It wasn’t too long after that Paul was shipped out and Christine went back to Texas, So we were alone, Before Paul left, him and Frank had flipped a coin to see which one would buy an old thirty-five Chevy sedan they had seen advertised for sale for $50.00.  Frank won, so we had a car. That was a terrible looking machine but with a lot of finding and over​hauling we made a pretty good-looking car out of Old “Sadie”,

We had a young fellow named Red Claussen who had twenty-our hours on duty and twenty-four off; he drove for the Base Commander and spent his off hours at our place. He and I would go to the show once in awhile, that kid was so homesick and I could get Nana to baby-set for a pack of cigarettes.

Come Christmas time Mom Jepson decided she wanted to spend Christmas with us, she wrote what day she was arriving but not what time or train number, so Red and I spent the whole day at the train station trying to find her, we finally did, just wandering around, We had had a big snow storm a few days before she came and the boys put the chains on the car where they stayed until March, Frank had funeral duty the day his mother arrived, but we had a nice Christmas anyway, with a. cute little Christmas tree that came out of Franklin Park, the same Park where I had come face to face with MGM’s Leo the Lion.  He was in a cage but it made no difference to me. I ran and Frank had to catch me, we showed Mom as much of the East Coast as Frank could get time off for. In the time we was in Boston we had been to the first house built there, the Fairbanks House built in 1632, John Quincy Adams home, the Pulpit Rock and a few other historic sites includ​ing the Wax Museum at Harvard,

After Mom Jepson went home Red Claussen brought his wife and baby out from Iowa to live with us and share expenses. That was a mistake and she only stayed a couple of months. In February of that winter 1945, Frank’s father became ill and passed way, Frank went home but I stayed in E. Dedham, He was only gone a few days. After Frank got back and Red’s wife left we decided there was to be no more roomers and turned the second bedroom into Butch’s room so we wouldn’t weaken again. But I was alone when Frank had duty so I bought a Gordon Setter pup that somehow got the name of Dee Dee she was a good watch dog and I had no fear when Dee Dee was around,

In May of that spring Frank got a ten day leave and we went to Missouri, Mike was sick in bed at the time and the huge strawberry patch was ripe with berries to be picked, Mom couldn’t leave Mike and get them picked so we left Butch in the house with her and ran out between rain showers and picked those berries, when we had all the containers full we could find we drove Mike’s pickup into Cabool and sold them from the pickup for a dollar a gallon.  We made a batch of money for the folks and had a ball doing it, Butch learned to walk while we was in Missouri because we had taken his walker away from him, he could get into everything in that walker.  It was a hot humid summer in Boston and I’d take Butch for a drive in the park in the evenings to stir up enough breeze for it to be cool enough for him to go to sleep.

We had gotten to know another fellow from Company C., Bill Beck.  His wife was Marion and they were from Oregon. They had a little boy two months younger than Butch, and we spent a lot of time together, they would try anything, We fished out in the country at a place called Newpond, all we caught was “horned pout”, catfish to us until one evening Bill caught an eel, he skinned it and Marion cooked it but nobody ate it. Bill’s landlord wanted one of those pine trees that grew out there to plant in his front yard, so one night we dug up one about twenty feet tall, worked and got that tree in the back of the trunk of Bill’s little ole Plymouth sticking straight up in the air, we had to detour overpasses and etc. getting to town and laughed until our sides was sore at the expressions on people’s faces as we passed by,

We went deep sea fishing one weekend, We dug clams for bait and set out to fish, We got no fish but I was never so sick in my life, whether I lived or died I could of cared less, We took our clams home having on idea what to do with them but Nana (Mrs. Richmond) came to the rescue, she steamed them for us and dipped in butter they was good.  Nana was such a good person; she was like a second mother to us and I wrote to her as long as she lived,

It was August the 11th in 1945.  Marion Beck and I were planning a surprise birthday party for Frank. We had lots of beer all iced down in tubs and was waiting for the boys and our guests to arrive when all hell broke loose, people was honking their horns, pulling garbage cans down the street behind their cars, church bells was ringing all over town and sirens blowing everywhere, we finally got someone stopped long enough to tell us what was going on. “The War was Over” so we had double cause to celebrate that night...and no sleeping was done.

Soon afterward, the fellows began to get their discharges and we was saying “good-by” to a lot of good friends we knew we’d probably never see again. Frank got his discharge the 11th of October, I had spent the month of September getting things ready to be packed and shipped home, the government came and packed our furnishings and etc. and shipped them to Missouri. We loaded our clothes, baby and Dee Dee in the back of “Sadie” and started out for Missouri. We took our time sightseeing along the way, what a good feel​ing knowing we had all the time in the world and not having to hurry back to the base. We stopped at Ethel’s (Frank’s sister) on the way and stayed a few days, then was going down in the Ozarks to see Mom Jepson and then on to Kansas, When we got to Mom Jepson’s her sister Goldie was there visiting from California, without a word as to when they would be back or by your leave they took off for Nebraska and left us with the cows and chickens to look after, It was Christmas before they returned, By that time I was not feeling to well as another baby was due in April, so there went our plans to go on to Kansas, That was a miserable winter and spring. Two women in one house!!  and the daughter-in-law was not very popular, along with Frank trying to adjust to civilian life and not too many jobs to be had. But we made it through and Donald Paul arrived on April 5th 1946, when I was able to get around I found a little house to rent out by Simmons, and we moved there, Frank was working for Elsie’s husband Homer Morgan building

a. Baptist Church Camp in the Black Jack area, We lived close to Piney River and done a lot of swimming, just having a good time in general. Floyd and Gladys came in July to visit and we had saved a little money so when they started back to California. We went as far as Kansas with them, We spent a week or so at Cindy’s and Frank was offered a pretty good job in South Haven, so we went back to Missouri and moved our “stuff” out of the little house and stored it at Mom Jepson’s and went back to Kansas, We stayed at Bob’s until we could find a house for rent, We found a big old two story house at Ashton we could rent, Frank had some time off over New Years holiday so we rented a trailer, packed up our two babies and took off for Missouri to get our furniture. Along came one of those famous ice storms.  The High​way Patrol stopped us and gave us forty-eight hours to get that rented trailer out of Missouri, So we loaded her up and started back to Kansas ice and all, We stopped at Carthage, Missouri for the night and it was twenty-seven below zero, we put on all the covers we had along with what the motel had and we still nearly froze, The next morning a truck driver helped get ole Sadie started and we was off again. Our problem was not only the storm but also it was Sunday, and nothing was open in Kansas on Sunday at that time.  We ran short of food and ole Sadie had generator problems, but we made do and kept plugging along until we got within a quarter of a. mile from Bob’s and got stuck in the snow, Bob couldn’t get his tractor started so he came with the pickup to pull us in, The tires kept slipping on the pickup until he dug down to the gravel, then the gravel broke out the headlights on poor ale Sadie. He pulled us into the yard and when we got out the generator was still running, only backwards on Sadie.  Frank just reached in and pulled the wires loose, He walked behind the car and kicked the trailer hitch to kick off the snow and the whole works fell off. So poor ole Sadie had to be completely overhauled. All of the exposure had made Donald Paul sick, Thank Heaven for penicillin that was all that saved his life. Bob would set and rock him while his fever was so high. He soon recovered and on the 11th of January we got a call that Mike had passed sway, Sadie had been repaired so we loaded up again to go back to Missouri, I left the kids with Mom Jepson while we was Mom Skurby’s. We still had not got moved into the house at Ashton, After we got back from Missouri, I started down there one day to see about starting to move when ole Sadie caught afire on me, I put the kids to one side of the road and threw dirt on the fire, then picked up my kids and walked to the nearest farm house to call Frank and Bob to come and get me, Our move was stopped again.

When Mike died he had not left a will so everything had to be sold and Mom only got half of the estate (after all of the years she had worked on the place) his daughter got the other half.  Frank and Bob went back to the sale in Bob’s pickup, but I refused to go. I would probably pulled Ethel’s hair out. June stayed with the kids and I and helped me with the chores. To this day I have never spoken to that woman again, although some of’ the flowers I had planted on my  father’s grave came up in her yard,

Frank had finished his job in South Haven and was remodeling a house for a gal up north of Wellington, Along in the spring we got moved into the house in Ashton, Mom Skurby came to Kansas with Cindy and stayed with us for sometime, Then Frank went to work on a church camp close to Wichita. He only got home on the weekends. We had a bad summer that year weather wise, there were big hailstorms that broke windows and stripped the leaves off the trees, and needless to say I was frightened to death.

Frank was working with a fellow named Harold Rader, he had a wife and three kids, and we became pretty good friends, After they had finished the job at Wichita and was doing roofing in the early morning and late evenings hours because of the heat, Harold said “think I’ll go to California, want to go along?”  We did.  We sold our furniture and loaded our clothes and kids into ale Sadie and on the 14th of August (Frank’s birthday) we started out for California. That was in 1947. I’m sure we must of looked like a. bunch of  “Okies”, Davey Rader got sick in Colorado and we had to: stay over a day or so in Salida, my first lock at the Rockies, for a flatlander I was scared, We stopped by the Royal Gorge, and one look down that canyon was enough to make me sick at my stomach, By the time we had gotten through miles and miles of that hot dry desert I was glad to see the mountains again.

We stopped in Lodi where Floyd was living and stayed there while we was house hunting, That soon after the war there was not much building going on but we finally found two new houses side by side on Nadine Ave. in Modesto. Rader’s bought one and we bought the other, and there we set up housekeeping with two kids, no furniture, no job and very little money left after the down payment on that house, Frank moved his carpenter’s Union Book to Modesto from Kansas and through the Union he found some work that fall, not enough to do a lot of good, and things got pretty lean, By spring, work begin to pick up, so we made it.  Frank and Harold built houses in Modesto that spring and when the Company wanted them to go to Walnut Creek to build houses they went, along with another fellow we had met by the name of Toxie Hatton.  His wife Merle had her baby Johnny while they was over there, They would stay there through the week and. home on the weekends, that soon weeded out the cars that couldn’t make the trip and poor ole Sadie had to go, but she had carried us from coast to coast. That job came to a sudden halt in December and things was pretty bad for us until about February. There begin to be a few jobs here and there.  This was in 1949. That summer Frank went to work for Acme Construction Co. for a. couple of weeks, he’s still working for that Company, thirty years later, He took a. couple of years leave and worked on the Atlas Missile Site in Dickenson County, Kansas in 1960-1962. The kids and I moved back there and lived in the small towns of Chapman and Enterprise,

We had a son Dean born in May 1950 and another son John born in October of 1952, all the kids went to school in the Modesto school districts, then on to Modesto Junior College before going to colleges in other towns,

Back to other members of the family:

My mother lived with us off and on until her death in Ponca. City, Okla. in 1954. John had a son the year Butch was born, and lived in Mulvane Kansas until his death in 1964, Cindy and Lloyd finally sold that run down farm and moved to Wellington, they lived there until Lloyd passed away then she went to live with Ora Lee at Newkirk, Okla.  Cindy passed away in December 1979.  Pete married a fifteen year old girl in 1943, (his second marriage) and they had a youngster as often as nature would allow until he was murdered in 1958 by person or persons unknown.  His wife left Ponca City the day after his funeral with the eight kids and moved to San Jose, California.  I’ve never seen any of those kids. Anna had four youngsters, and still lives on the home farm in Ponca. City, Okla.  Bill had five youngsters, his daughter was born the same year as Butch also, and he was a fireman in Ponca City until his death in 1978. Carl married a. girl from Iowa and they had five or six kids, none of which I’ve seen. Ora Lee married one of the Blubaugh boys and they have a couple of daughters,

I hope this covers my first sixty-years after a fashion; we sold the house on Nadine Ave in 1957, moved to Suzanne Ave. sold that house in 1962, moved to Chadwick Ct. after our return from Kansas, then sold that house in 1976 and moved to Duncan Ave.

Harold Rader was killed in an accident where he working on the new Highway 99 Freeway. Toxie and Merle have land adjoining ours at Chinese Camp and we are all hoping to build there and retire there to listen to the birds and coyotes.

