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Chapter 1

The long, whistling train came to ascreeching halt. Sister Carriealmost toppled over
as she finished buckling the last pair of overshoes, and the lunch baskets Elson and Ethel were
tugging from the shelf scurried noisly down the aisle. We had arrived.

Grandpapicked uptoddler Helen and the other six children joined hands in pairs. Mama
bundled me tightly and grabbed the diaper bag while Grandpa and Grandma hurriedly gathered up
pillows, books and carpet bags to tuck into empty hands.

Mama stood to cast a fleeting glance at her young army and began quietly calling out
commands and questions. "Ethel, please tie imny's shoestring. Hell stumble on the steps.
Pull your earflaps down, Elson. Wherés your other mitten, Elva? Pearl, | see anotha book on
the floor. Iseverything of f the shdf? Carrie, grab Grandpas arm.”

"Logan... Logan........ LOGAN," the conductor called a bit impatiently and our exit began.

Helen hugged Grandpatightly around the neck asthey passed the porter, but thistime didn't
scream at the sight of his coal black face.

Each littletraveer was warmly welcomed by Aunt Carrie Hill as she watched anxiously for
her newly widowed younger sister.

Uncle Frark eased the tensonof their greeting by calling each of his nieces and nephews
the wrong name, amidst amused giggles, as he patted and kissed each one.

When the tran pulled away everyore burst out laughing for, in spite of Mamas last
minute checkup, two of my drying diapers were still flapping from a slightly opened window.

It took two surreys to get us all tucked in for the seven mile trip to Magnolia, lowa. When
wefindly reached Grandpa and Grandma Emmerson'sold rambling house, dl the neighbors
wereawaitingour arrival. Betweencriesof "Home agan," and "Howthe childrenhavestretched,”
they took turns peeking at Helen and me. We were the two who had arrived since Sam and Mamie
left Magnolia fiveyearsbeforeto liveona farm near Eatonville, Washington.

The older children adjusted easly to the familiar quarterswhile2 1/2 year old Helen and
[, only one, did muchinvestigaing of our new home to the constant tune of "No, no."

I'm sure during the cold winter months Mama must have often dreamed of the farm and
Washington's milder dimate. The home she had |eft was made of logs except the kitchen.
Gorgeous red roses vined over theporchand afragrant honeysuckle vine climbed over the kitchen
window. Fromthis roomshecould see, onclear days, majestic snow-covered Mt. Rane with its
rosy topping a sunset.

Inthe orchard therewas avariety of apple trees aswell aspeach, pear, plum and whiteand
red cherry. Thewhite cherries weredestinedto becanned live, for therewas always ayoungster
straddling a limb of thetree.

Beyond the orchard was afield of cattle and a winding road withtowering pines dl about.
Isit any wonder that Mama thought Washington the most beautiful of all states? How shemust have
missed the scenic West when gazing out into |owas winter snowdrifts and summer cornfields.

But most of all I'm sure she missed the kindly little Englishman who had suddenly died of
aheart atack, leaving her at 33 years to rear 8 lively children.

During the next few years of adjustment Mama was mos grateful for Grandma's and
Grandpas help. Dear Aunt Harriet Emmerson, now 100 years old, recently told me, "Grandma



was extremely deaf and Grandpa nearing bindness whenyour family came back to Magnolia. His
eyesight had beenimpaired by meadeswhile inthe Civil War. Butthetwo joined forces informing
a team of LISTEN AND LOOK while your mother was at work. With Grandpa's ears and
Grandmas eyes they could eadly gpot youchildren and either put a stop to your commotion
or joinin the fun."

Our uncles also sensed their responsibility and played the part of second father to our
brood.

Uncle Frank teased us, as daddies dways do, and often sang his favoritesong, " Three Little
GirlsinBluelet,” to hisown daughter and Helenand me. Hewasgreat at telling jokes and asking
riddles, too.

Uncle Trum was our clown and asunpredictableas any ever seen a Ringling
Brothersor Barnum and Bailey's Circus. He came hustling into the garden one day aswe weeded
to put on alittle I'm starved to death act. "I havent had anything to ed for ages" he whined while
pretending he could hardly walk.

"Shdl | make you asandwich?' Heen asked sympatheticdly.

"No, Helen, that would be too long to wait," he groaned. Thenpulling two radishes and an
onion he shook off the loose dirt, tore off the stem ends and the radish tops and devoured the
vegetablesin hage. Then, to demonstrate his new found energy, Uncle Trumjigged and danced
through the garden rows, bowing and tossing his hat as he went. How we loved to see Mamas
youngest brother coming.

Uncle Will, her older brother, had hobnobbed in alogging camp with many Scandinavians.
The yarnshetold in Ole Olson's dialect sent uschildren into fits of laughter. I've forgotten the
storiesbut | can still see my cousins, Dorothy and Fae, and merolling on the floor as the tale grew
fumier. He won our heartsby the dories he created for our entertainment.

Chapter 2

Sincel wasonly one year old when Grandpaand Grandma Emmerson brought our family
back fromWashington to share their home, | cannot remember how it looked then. But I'll wager
it had the very same appearance as| recall abit later. So I'll skip afew years.

The home around whichthefirst part of my storyisto be centered was ertirdy different from
the homes of today. Let'sstat with thekitchen. Canyou imagine one completdy lackingin
gadgets? Wadll, oursdid have acoffeemill. 1t hung on the wal near the cooking area. We
smaller youngsters were allowed to stand on a chair, dump in the sack of coffee beans turn the
handleand grind and grind. Intheabsence of ingant, drip and perk varieties, this process worked
very well for making Mama's morning cup, brewed in a graniteware coffee pot on the big
cookstove.

In our kitchen the stove took the center of attention with its warming oven at the top and a
reservoir for heating water at one side. On the back of the stove the irons, with handles that had
to be held with awoolen holder, were parked ready to smooth out the laundry. Besde them, in
winter months, were the bricks and soapstones to warm our beds

Behind the stovewas the high panted woodbox flanked by a pail of cobs or kindling for
garting thefireand ascuttle of coal to help hold the heat. A matchbox was housed inatin container
nearby and beside it agoosewing to insureafter-mealtime duging of the gove, bothinside and out,



when crunchy breakfast toast was made in the oven.

Althoughnoone could cal our stove ornamenta, how weloved its crackling soundsand
singing teakettle.

A broomand dustpan rested in adose-by corner readytotidy up the messes made by ashes,
wood bark, cob chaff and coal dust; and just think, therewereno electric cords for the broomto
get tangled in.

Near the outside door wasthe commode with its bluewashpan, a bar of sap resting in an
oldjar lid, a pail of water with a graniteware dipper and aroller towel above This was the ot
where we grabbed aturn to wash for meals and disposed of in-between playtime grime, dumping
the water into an ever almos overflowing tin pail.

The supply cupboard was tall with shelves also for dishes and a lower section where
leftover dinner food sometimes molded before suppertime. Usually, with 11 hungry mouths to feed,
this posed no serious problem at our house.

The oilcloth-topped woodenworktald e, for preparing food and washing dishes, stood near
the cupboar d with cooking pots and two dishpans
hanging above. Dangling among them was the string holder which, in the absence of our
modern tapes, often saved the day.

This room may seem drab, but in away it was tops. Everything cooked or baked in it was
made from scratch with homegrown fruits and vegetables, whole milk, real butter and fresh eggs
to add to wholesomeness. There were no harmful preservativesto plague us. What ablessng
to have fared from such a kitchen.

Pussy and old Jack, our disposds for kitchen scrgps, thought <0, too. Then the
neighbor's greedy chickens scrapped over bits that they passed over.

Our dining room was large and a bit prettier thanthe kitchen for it had linoleum on the floor
and calendars from the bank and stores to liven up the walls. Our grandparents had set up
housekeeping intwo rooms of their home, but we always kept an extra leaf in our table 0 they
could joinusasthey chose. Around this extended table were eleven chairs of al shapes, szesand
colors. Some of themwere a bit wobbly. | never watch the Waltons, on T.V., sit down to a meal
without thinking of us. We numbeed exactly the same and produced just as much chatter and
racket.

The lamps with their chimneys sparkling after adaily bath, set on the wall shelf near the
tableready to brighten our way.

But the cheeriest spot in our dining room was the big hard coa burner with its isinglass
doorsthrough whichwe watched the dancing flamesof ydlow, red and due. Best of al werethe
deliaous aromas from the earthen pot on the back of the $ove where cereals, stews and baked
beans alternately simmered during winter months.

The parlor | recall best after it took onitsnew look. The rejuvenation began when Mamal's
siger, Carrie, gave usa big tan rug. It wasour veryfirg. Although it had been used, it was ill in
good enough shapefor our gang to lounge on. Wethought her gift was beautiful with its circular
design of pink roses in the center and one bright flower in each corner. We had no carpet
sweeper, and brooms, it seems, only remove surface dirt. So periodically we lugged the rug out
to be padd ed onthe clothesline It polluted the air and almost strangled the onewielding the beater,
but we were still grateful for its beauty and comfort.

With the rug to inspire, Mama gradually added to our parlor, from yard sales, agreen
velvety couch and adual purpose bookcase and writing desk. How we admired its rounded glass



door and shiny mirror. Beforelonga "DasiesWon't Tell' embroideredcushion and several others
adorned the couch and our two sgueaky rockers.

But this was not the end. Ethel longed for a piano and was elated when "The Logan
Observer”, aweekly paper published in our neighboring town, sponsoreda subscription contest.
First and second prizes of pianoswereto be given.

"I'll work hard in soliciting, Mama," shebegged. So the race wason. Dear old Grandpa
Emmersonhdpeddl he could by carting her over the countrysidein hisbuggy, drawn by hisfaithful
horse Dandy. Grandpawas afraid of dogs, but Ethel was determined not to pass by any of the farm
houses.

"I'll go first, Grandpa, to seeif anyoneishome,” she dwaystold him.

At the close of the contest she was well rewarded for her bravery and perseverance. She
came out second in subscriptions and won ablack walnut Howard piano. None of uswill ever
forget the day it came from Logan to add that shiny look of eleganceto our parlor.

Ethel took lessons for awhile and was soon able to play very well. Sheloved to slip onto the
piano stoadl at night and, without a lamp, play all she knew from memory.

The most memorall e addition to our parlor was yet to come. It was agrest day for al the
villagers when electricity came to Magnolia

"We can't afford to have the whole house wired, but we really need better lighting inthe
parlor,” said Mama. So she asked the electrician to drop a cord from the ceiling. With abulb
screwed in its socket we were as proud of our one hanging light as some of our neighborswere of
their fancy chandeliers. 1t was as delightful as Aladdin's Lamp.

Therewas not much variety in our bedrooms. Each had two beds, adresser and awashstand
with alarge white bowl, atall pitcher and atowel rack. Grandmascolorful rag rugs and quilts
added a bit of homeyness

One bedroom had a folding bed which occasionally lived up to its name amdst our
screams for help. All the other beds had das whichwe could depend on to spraddie. Countless
exciting dreamswere disrupted aswe thudded to the floor and sleepily readjusted the offender.

Somehow | cannot dream of this old house without hearing some of the sounds, especially
in the wintertime. There were no storm windows or plastics, and how the wind rattled the
windowpanes. Mama eliminated all the breezes she could by tacking thick, black tar paper over
the screen doors and, on blizzardy nights, we helped her stuff carpet ragsin the cracksof the doors
with silver knives.

Even then sometimes we aw akened to find that the howling windshad sifteda thin layer of
snowinonthe foot of thebed. We would cuddle the warm quilts about us and listen asMama
pounded the ice in the water pail so she could fill the teakettle. After we had counted the
shake-down of ashes in three stoves and heardthe noigy, little hunksof coal tumbling downirnto
the magazine of the hardcoal bumer, we knew it was about timeto hop out of bed and dash over the
icy floors to the dining room. There we hovered, in pairs, around the big stove, warming our
frontsand then our backswhile wewashed and dressed.

| doubt if Mama could have truthfully sung, "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning," but | ill
recal the feeling of tharkfunessfor awarmfire and an uncomplaning Mother who tried hard to
make things as pleasart as possible for all her offspring.



Chapter 3

The ThreeBears had nothing on us for our family camein three sizes, too. There were
Carrie and Ethel, our biggest sisters, Pearl and Elva, our middle-sized onesand Helen and I,
though not wee-little, much smaller than the others.

We seemed to have every variety of girls but a redhead. There were both blue-eyed and
brown-eyed blondes, atypicd brunette and a unique combination of blue eyes withdark skin and
hair. In temperament and talentswe were all quite dfferent, too.

Because we were alwaysseen in pairs, our nameswere amost asinseparable as Jiggs and
Maggie and neck and ears.

Carrie, the eldest, had amusing ways of expressing exasperation when things went wrong.
Her most emphatic one was, "Now wouldn't that jar your grandmother's preserves!” She was our
organizer andgenerd incharge. Although petitein size, weighing lessthan 100 pounds, her voice
and mamer carried an air of authority. When she spoke we flew and things got done. Perhaps
it was partly because she wore apronslike Mama's. Or maybe it was her pompadour hair style,
like a lady's, that caused usto obey the first time gokento.

She was the motherly type who had grownup from childhood tying shoestrings, wiping noses
and soouring out ears. It seemed her nature to spot the needsof all the brood and figure out away
to meet them. Werespected her and often aked for advice. Withall of usto supervise, alast minute
charge up the schoolhouse hill proved adaly marathon for her. The kindlyjanitor gave her a dy
wink when she came puff mg in and kept ringing the bell until she was seated.

Ethd, our brunette and next in line, was spick and span particular. She gathered up our
stray socks, locked us out when the floors were drying, wiped up our water pail spills and was a
persevering tidy-upper.

She had a sense of humor and a witty way of trying to manage the gang. We were quick to
take advantage. At timeswe led her amerry chase around and around the house until shewould
get to laughing and could never catch us to apply her little switch. Intheend Carie steppedinto
assist Ethel by making us mind.

After listening in at our house one of our little playmates once said to her mother, "I love
boththe big Holben girls, but Carrie seems much more sterner.” Somebody had to befor sure.

But we loved Ethel's gertle soft-spoken ways and felt at ease around her.

Elson was the third inthefamily and thebig brother, though slight in build. From my earliest
memory, it seems, he was dways doing odd jobsfor someoneto earn abit of money.

So at lyceumtimeit was Elsonwho helped buy thetickets. Onthe Fourth of July he would slip each
of us afew more dimesand there was always that extra package of valentines.

He was nicknamed "Ready" by some of his friends and the name was fitting. Hewas a
ready supplier of food, often appearing with mushrooms, fish, gooseberries, rabbits, squirres
or nuts.

Oncehecamehomewith a turtle. No onewanted to cookit, sol volunteered. Atthetable
| wasreluctant to take any of the meat.

"Comeon," everyone urged, "it'sgood.” Someinsisted that it tasted like chidken. Others
were sure it was dmilar to beef or pork. Mama explained that she had always heard that each
section of aturtle had adfferent flavor. Then little bites began journeying from plateto plate and
| finally joined in the game.



"WEell, aren't you glad you ate some?" Elson asked.

"I'm not sure," | answered with adistressed look. "l wish turtleswouldnlt try toget avay.
He wiggled and wiggled amost out of the skillet. Why don't they stay dead like a chicken?"

Then everyone readlized why | had lost my gopetite. Mamatold usthat turtle meat always
wiggledasit cooked. But thiswas the lasttimel ever volunteeredto put one on aplatter for Elson.

Pearl, our farest blonde and first of the middie-sized sisters, was the quiet one and the
family'smost avid bookworm. She was ahomebody who didnt care at all for public gatherings.
But her abilitiesshone. She could play many hymns inthe Saints' Hymnal without ever having had
apiano leson. Wethought her paper dollsand snowflakeswere fantastic and her May basketstruly
creations. She came up with new shapesevery yea. But those we most proudly hung were her high
heeled, pointed toed cardboard slippers, completely covered with tissue paper fringeand with fancy
fringed buckles.

Thereseemedto beno endto Pearl'stalents Her valentineswerethe daintiest, and | a ways
marvelled at how she could just peer, now and then, a alarge crocheted doily and produce one
exectly like it. While therest of thegirls tatted the simple pattern of old hen and chickens Pearl
made fancy wide lace and lovely dailies.

She mingled Latin with our skippity hops as we went for the milk. All I remember now is,
"Mira, mira, parvadella," (Twinkle, twirkle, littlestar), but the love of languages has always stayed
with me.

Elva, just a notch below Pearl, was entirdly different. She was happy-go-lucky and
talkative. She madefriends easily and kept them, too. Perhapsit was because shewas so generous
and lovedtodo for others. Elvaoften brought her palshomewith her and shared with their families
many times inreurn. If there was anything going on shewas therefor she loved peopleof al ages.
She was especially fond of children and had away with them. We tagged Elvaabout and liked to
do as she did.

She enjoyed the out-of-door s but didnt care too much for pots and pans. Quite often she
left a number of them soaking in out of the way places.

Fromher school text she taught me bits of German. It was essier tolearnthan L atinfor many
of our neighbors were of German descent and it was Magnolia's second language.

Helen was nearest my age. She was only 19 months older, so I'll lump usin together. We
got dongwell but 1 admit| was secretly enviousof her red and pink dresses and ribbons. "It must
be 2 nice to havebrown eyes,” | often thought.

She wasafix-it gal with tinkering ability that | completely lacked. At an early age shecould
take theaarm clock apart and put it back together without atiny piece left over. | couldn't even
spot where to park the biggest parts.

Her love for arithmetic amazed me. Spelling and history and reading were 0 much more
interesting. | loved to memorize poems but she couldn't seem to catch the rhythm.

Helen dutifully wore her sunbornet to save off freckles, but mine danged from an out of
sight fencepost. | went through apair of shoes about every two months while hersremained shiny
new. Shewasquiteinclined to arguebut | preferred to keep silent and avoid fusses. All in all wetwo
didnt seem to be fashioned from even asimilar pattern.

At one stage we won the nicknames, for ashort time, of Slatsand Stuffy. Although
younger, | was afew pounds heavier and caught up at anearly age in height. Strangers often asked
if we were twins, but I'm sure Mama was most grateful that none of us arrived in doubles.

| mustn't leave out our other brother. Jim came along right after Elva. For severd years he



was called Jimmy for Grandpawas Jimat our house. Even though he was older than we, Helen and
I, whileyoungsters, thought of himas our little brother for EIson was our big one. I'm sure, with
four dsters, Elsonmust have herdded his arrival with great joy. But al of us girls, too, thought
it was redlly nice to have brothers.

Jmwas atypical boy. Hejoined in our outdoor games, made fun of our mud pies, watched
over us on the way to school, hid our dolls, and with warm smiles and winning ways endeared
himsdf to the whole family. He kept us girls supplied with sling shots and even loaned us his
jackknife. | still carry along scar on my forefinger dueto my eagernessto learnto whittle, ashe did,
all by myself in the woodshed. He was our rescuer whenwe fell from our stilts and gave us much
appreciated ingruction for waking in mid-air more safdly.

My childhood memories of himare very pleasant. Well, all except onethat centered around
achilly evening in very early April.

Supper was al most ready but where was Jim?" Has he been home since school 7' Mamaasked
as she came in from the store.

"Yes," everyoneagreed.

"But | haven't seen him since he stopped by with Hamnaman's cow," Ethel added.

Elson chimed in, "I'll bet he's out trapping. Girls, go check the woodshed. Seeiif histrap
is off the hook."

Helenand | went running, but as we reached the door we backed away grabbing our aprons
to our noses. There stood a bedraggled Jm. As an unmistak able scent penetrated the kitchen, no
one doubted where he had been.

"Don't comein," yelled the older girls.

"Get out to the woodshed," Mama commanded.

Sympathetic Elva moaned pitifully as she slammed the door, "Will he ever smell good
again?'

Everyone was chattering at once. Somehow weall lost our appetites as supper Smmered on.

Mama took command, showering orderslikeanarmy sergeant who had taught and expected
immediateaction. "Get thetin tub, Carrie. Elon, bring hot waer from the reservoir. Y oulittlegirls
pump some cold from the cistern. Pearl, bring out soap and towels and Elva, find Jim some clean
clothes," she yelled back from the woodshed as she joined our doomed youngest brother. Hewas
duefor one of Mamasenergetic scrubbings. Shetook no sock in the old saying that cleanliness
is NEXT togodliness. Cleanliness IS godliness was her conclusion.

Quite sometime later they emerged from the shed, Jimlooking spotless. But when we drew
strawsto seewho had to st by him during supper he was crestfallen.

"Do | still smell?' He wason the verge of tears. “Mamaamos scaded me and rinsed il
| shook and that bar of soap lookslike aslive."

Everyone held noses and agreed that he fairly reeked. The odor had lingered in histhick
brown hair.

After supper Elson burned Jim's underwear and dug a trench in the garden to bury all his
colored clothes. That procedure Mama had learned from Grandma who had survived five trapper
sons. It was guaranteed to eliminate the odor and salvage the perfumed clothes from an ashy grave.

"Now listen, Jim" Mamawarned as she started back to thestore, "you be carefu! If you
have another disaster with Jimmy Skurk we're got to bury YOU."



Chapter 4

"It isnt easy to make a living in Magnolia for eight children, Mamie,” some of our
neighborswereaways advising. "There isno reason whyyou cant get some help fromthe county.”

But ener getic Mamacut these well meaner soff rather curtly by he prompt answer, "Aslong
as | have abad I'll make my own living."

Our house was surely not amansion and very poorly furnished, but Mama tackled poverty,
just as she did everything d<se, with chinup and anindomitable will. Marny times she quated to us,
"Whee there's awill, there'saway and it's up to usto findit."

I'm sure we lived far down the hill from thepoverty level of today, but Mama never let any
of useven surmise. | do not recal ever heaing the words, "We haven't enough.” But | do
remember hearing her say many times, "The Lord makesthe back to fit the burden." Shehadfath
that he would provide, but she impressed upon usthat faith without works isdead. Consequently
inthe spring we were awakened early many times to the click of her hoe inthe big garden, perhaps
as areminder that each of us was expected to share in the daily weeding.

Often at planting time we begged, Mama can't we have just ONE row of flowers, please?
Sweet peasor nasturtiums would be pretty. All the neighbors have flowersin their gardens.”

But Mamawould shake her heed and answer, "First things must comefirstandin our garden
it'sfood. Would you like nasturtium soup or stewed petunias instead of juicy peas?' Then noting our
disappointment shewould cheerfully add, "You canfind dl kinds of pretty flowersin the woods and
get good exercise to boot. After al the snowballsare already budding, welll soon be sniffing lilacs
and in Jure the roseswill burst out all over."

Wewatched wistfully asshe plunked dozens of cabbage plantsinto our dreamrow reminding
us of our winter supply of sauerkraut and slaw.

Mama was proud of her garden. She beamed when neighbors complimented her on the
straight cleanrows, thelarge variety of plants and the gereral layout.

But one spring she really had a problem. We lived next door to the German Evangelical
Churchand parsonageinMagrolia, lowa Thepastor was akind, friendly sort of man, well loved
by hisflock. But somehow, with only two children, he didn't seemto quite comprehend the greater
respong hility of awidow with eight. Consequently, several times per week, he opened his chicken
yard gate and let all his hens out to graze.

Now Mama didrit mind so much if afew wandered over into our yard, but when they
piloted over into our fenced-ingarden it wasa different matter. Twice during oneweek she pled her
cause as politely as possible, but on the third offence she meant business. "Reverend X, I've
explained our need of food, and I've reminded you twice of the city ordinance concerning keeping
chickenspenned. Now if this happens agan I'm going to have to do something about it."

Reverend X pretended to understand, but at the end of the week therethose chickens were
again, scratching out the plants in our vegetable rows.

"Jm...Hden...Camilla” Mama called sharply.

Wearrived from dl angles, and when we saw her standing tall and erect, with pursed lips, we
knew something was about to happen.

"Get those hens," she snapped. "Y ou girls chasetheminto a corner so Jm can catch them.
Hold'em tight, Jim, and bring'em to me"

It took awhile. Even though wewere good sprinters, those hirds evaded al our clogng-in



schemes But finally, red-faced and breathless, we delivered the cul prits to Mama.

Slinging them one at atime over her head, she wrung their necks. Then gathering up their
remains, shetossedthe intrudersover the fenceinto Reverend X'schickenyard. " Some people have
to learn the hard way," Mama explained as she scanned our horrified faces. "I'm not a preacher and
| can't speak German. But this act ismy sermoninplain English for him. | warned Reverend X. He
knows our need and he knows the law. Now let's hopehe keepsit."

Reverend X did. Neither he nor Mama ever mentioned the incident, but never againdid we
seehis biddies out for a morning groll. Fromthenon Reverend X treaed Mama with the greatest

respect.

Chapter 5

The little store where M ama found employment was atypical country one with neighing and
pawing horses tied outside and numerous spittoons inside. | aimed at one once and ever after
marveled a how accurately these big jolly farmers made their god.

| lovedtowatchthembring inbaskets of freshly churned butter. Sometimes Mama would
lift thedean linen tablecloth and let mepeek. | was amazed to see the butter patted into rounded
pounds with pretty designs on top.

At other times she let me stand by as she squinted at eggs with akerosene lantern and laid
asidethe not too fresh ones. Some folks didn't wash their eggsand | liked the butter smdl better.

Speaking of andls, what a variety & Mr. Frazier's Generd. There was tha horrid salt
herring and codfish. | edged away from those barels and sniffed the cracker barrel instead.
SometimesMr. Frazier rewarded my lingering presence with asample cracker topped with a
generous hunk of cheese. Thearoma of coffee beans wasn't too bad, but everywhere inthe store
there was that horrid dank odor of burlap sacks and smelly leather saddles.

The best of all sniffswas near the candy hins There wasatower of glass cases dacked on
top of each other and reaching almost to the ceiling. Secure from eager hands the open sidesfaced
the little aisle where the derkswdked. But ore could stand and drool, andfor a nickel carry away
apieceor two of eachkind. Therewere chocolaes, "sawdust" covered marshmallows, teffy, jelly
beans, chocolate coated peanuts, gumdrops, candy corn, lemondrops, horehound and severa kinds
with crunchy fillings.

At the other end of the big room it was fun to hear the ticking of the clocks and the
thump, thunp as Mama unrolled the big bolts of cloth to measure off pretty aprons and dresses,
promising to loan my sisters patterns.

As| wandered around, | often spied new items on the many shelves reaching clear to the
ceiling. Occasionally | was allowed to scurry, monkey style, up the tall hinged-at-the~top ladder
to bring non-breakall es down to Mama.

Frazier'sStorewastruly aY OUNAMEIT.. WEHAVEIT one bulgi ng with everything from
tin canstotin tubs tacksto stepladders, needles and thread to overcoats and chewing tobacco to
perfume.

Wewere al thankful for the gore, for Mama brought home seven shiny dollars every week.

Since Mamas wages were very small, everyone at our house had a part in keeping the wolf
away fromthe door, athough she never mentioned the creature. As soon as Carrie and Elson



graduated fromhigh school theywent to work. Carrie'sfirstjobwas in a telgphone office and later
she worked with  Mama inthe geneaal store Elson was first employed as a mechanic in the
Magnolia garage where there were a few of the early models of Brush, Carter and Buicks to tinker
on.

Mama also scurried up a job for us threeyoungest ones. | supposeit was redly Jm'sjob,
but Helen and | helped. It seemed that many people kept a cow or two, but only those who lived
around the outskirts of the town had grazing plots. So every morning, on our way to school, we
stopped here and there to let another waiting cow out acreaky gate to journey with us to the
big wooded pasture adjoining the school grounds.

With Jim, Helen and meto keep them in line, it was a fairly easy job, but occasionally an
enter prising bossy would take anotion to charge up abank. Invariddly her friendsfollowed suit
and the chase was on. In the spring they never seemed to learn to dodge puddles and we
sometimes arrived at school wdl glotched and speckled.

At four o'clock we left our dinner pails by the pump and all hurried out to count the cows
standing patiently by the high gae. Wealways wondered how they knew the time. Didthey dart
ambling in when the last recess bell rang, or did their full tummies give thema clue?

But Jim said, "They probably want to get rid of their load of milk,” and that seemed
logicd. Alltoo often aswe counted we found one cow, and sometimes several, missing. We'd scan
quickly to see which ones werent there s we could call their names and ligen for bells as we
searched. It was usudly Brindle, Speckles and Molly that lagged behind. We made agame of it to
see who oould locae and identify the tinkling bdls first as we cdled "Co Boss, Co Boss."
Sometimeswe were out of ludk for bossy was found resting under atree as she calmy chewed her
cud. Thelagger was aways in the farthest corner of the pasture.

Pay day was the happy time. Aswe delivered each cow wewere paid a silver dollar for the
month. At home we had our own little Bank of America. We'd pile al the spools of threadinto
another drawe of the old Domestic Sewing M achine, dumpin our 20to 25 silver dollars, and then
take turnsjerking the drawer in and out to hear our fortune jingle. That sound assured us that
we had redly done wdl in earning so much money.

When we saw Mama coming from the store to supper, we'd quickly plunk the dollars into
an old sock and proudly present it to her for buying our shoes. The ones | remember best were
the hightopped red oneswith black tassels. That onepair made all those twice daily trips with
unpredictable cows in wind, rain, mud and scorching sun seem worthwhile. But Mamas
gratefulnessfor our willingness to help was our bigges reward.

At eight o'clock each morning Mamawas due at the store, but often as she bustled around
we wer e unknowingly invited to share in the process of bringing home the bacon and, in the
meantime, enjoy ahappy day. Such expressions asthese gave us incentive during the early spring
days. "I wonder if the biggest mushrooms this year will be around that old ssump in the
timber?'..."Wouldn't it be fun to discover a new spot?'..."How do you think wild strawberry jam
would tage with pancakes for supper.”

Later inthe summer wetrekked to the woodsfor wild gooseberieswith promises of jely,
jamand pies. Nore of usparticularly enjoyed stemming them, but Mama knew the art of getting it
done.

"There must be three tall glasses in the cupboard exactly the same size” shed begin. "l
believe lag year | pad a peny aglass to the one who filled his first."

The race wason. There were spilt berries, ore thumbs and occasondly a loser in tears, but



aswe sang, joked and made rhymes about each other, it was fun.

How proudly we scanned the Herald House special edition called "The Blue Zion's Hope'
in December to spot our names in the Chrigmas Offering lid.

Asthe sunmer progressed the older girls pickled and relished on the old wood stove.
Some folksstopped with cucumbers, but Mamasjars boasted watermelon, cauliflower, beans and
crabgpple pickles, plus piccdilli, greentomato relish and nippy catsup. | often wondered when
shed start pickling turnips and greens

Along with the pickling they jammed and jellied and camed hundreds of quarts of
tomatoes. We small fry had apart even inthese operations. It seemed that someone was forever
interrupting our play by ydling, "Jm, the woodbox isempty.”.. "Whoseturnis it to go tothestore?
We've just run out of sealing rings." What a nuisancebig sisters were.

In those pressure cookerless days it was necessary to cut corn from the cobs and dry the
kernesinthesun. Itwas a sticky, messy job, but what adelicious flavor it had when cooked for
our winter meals.

Even though our kitchen cupboard may have at times been barer than Old Mother
Hubbard's, there was no poverty row in our cellar. Before thefirst snowfall everything was gathered
in from the garden and periodicaly we followed Mama down the rickety steps for thankful
sessions. First wealways viewed therows androwsof colorfuljars. Then on to the stone jarswe
skipped.

"See, there are enough carrots packed in sandto last 'till spring,” Mamawould assure us.
"I dont know whenweve had such agood crop of potatoes, and won't these sweet potatoesbe
awelcome change?'

Then while she peeked into the sauerkraut jar to see how it was ripening, we raced along
the ledge thumping the paper-wrapped cabbages and sniffing the bins of gpples. Sometimes, if
supper had been a kit scanty, we were allowed to carry up one gpiece inour apron baskets, to
nibble with evening popcorn.

AsMama carefully closed the cellar door shewould often remark, "We surely don't haveany
knickknacks, children, but let'sbe tharkful
for what we have. Could anything be better for us than fruits and veget ables?’

Well, some of us thought that nutswere. So, in thefall, Mamasent her troop off with burlap
sacksfor back wdnuts and hazelnuts. We slithered under fences straddled gates and tossed acorns
aswe raced over the crunchy leaves of the lovely oak trees. Quite often we were waylad by a
thorn apple tree. A good whiff and aquick rub removed the dug from the tiny orange-red fruit.
Cautioudy we nibbled around the worms for a tasty snack. But in the end we wended home with a
generous supply of protein to supplement our garden menus.

Because of her determination to provide for her family, Mama had lots of help from those
who admired her pluck. Everyone knew that in our home there were 8 stairgep children.  So,
during fdl but chering season, some of the lessdesirable cuts of meat jostled over themuddy country
roads inbuggies andwagons toour door. Mama accepted these giftsgratefully and helped the girls
concoct avaiety of tastydishes. We little Holbens ate with relish never dreaming that on cows
and hogs, alongside liver, hearts, tongues and spareribs, there were also steaks, roasts and chops.

Some of the farmers had daughters who were pals of Pearl and Elva, our middle-sized
sisters. Every year they were invited at fruit harvest time, to pick out a tree for themselves.

Pearl's yearly choice was a cherry tree because cherries made delicious sauce and she
enjoyed baking pies, too. Shelet me fill my little pail from the lower branches and on Saturday



didn't mndif I joired in the pie baking.

But the big problem waswhere to hide the piesso therewould be enough left for Sunday
dinner. Guy and Alfred, our older sisters beaus, always came on Saturday evening and never
could resist that delicious aroma.

Oneday Pearl'seyeswere sparkling. "Comewith me,” shewhispered. Together we sneaked
out to therainbarrel. "Well suspend thisboard down into the barrel,” shegiggled. "It will be our
secret pie and cake parking shelf, and don't you dare tell.”

"l can keep asecret,” | promised. To our great delight thisingenious spot withits tin tub
hat was never discovered.

Elvastreewas aways an apple, usudly Jonathan, but sometimes she chose Grimes
Golden. Itwasfunto pick appleswith her for she laughed and joked and was pleasant to be with.
And it was atreat, too, to ride home a the end of the day with those severa bushds of applesin
our benefactor's wagon.

SometimesMama would haveto can a few of the spotty oneson Sunday. But she justified
the act by quoting fromthe Doc. & Cov., "Nevertheless, let nothing go to waste."

Mama's boss at the general store was also an aid in helping her make endsmeet. She often
jokingly said, "We can do it, children, if weall pull together and never allow the ends to stretch too
far apart.” Mr. Frazier helped shorten the distanceby sending, every month, awagonloadof light
weight wooden crates for us
to kindle our stoves.

Once while piling them in the woodshed Jimlet out a squeal. "Look, kids. Here's an
unopened box of Nabisco Wafers."

"Whoop-ee!" we all yelled and immedatdy held a conference session to decide what to do
with them. "Would it be right to keep the cookies?'.. ."Didthe boss accidently miss this box, or
did he want usto have them?"

"Yes" Helenand | voted.

But Jm who was abit older and wiser wasnt so sure. "If we ate the cookies, though,” he
reasoned, "Mama would have one morebox for kinding."

"Sure,” we all assented.

What agrand teaparty we had. Hastilywe set up amakeshift table in the woodshed, called
inour friends and dined, till we thought we'd burst, in order to add that box to the kindling pile.

Fortyyearslater | told this storyto Mama. "Why youlittle rascals,” she exclamed. Then she
laughed heartily, adding, "Well, knowing Newt, I'd say he put that box of cookies on the wagon,
but no doubt he expected a thank you for his generosity.”

Chapter 6

The head of our household was a saver. "Let'stuck that away for a rainy day,11 sheoften
said. So she had us rolling bits of string into balls. She kept every scrap of paper to help build
fires or to park unde winter boots, and snipped all the buttons into jars from threadbare clothing.
Then she toreour worn-thinsinto strips which we girlswound into balls so Grandmacould make
colorful ragrugsfor our bare divery floors.

During gardening seaon she carefully scanned her gardenplot for plants that had gone



to seed, and made her own little packetsof radish, lettuce, spinach, beets and turnip seeds. Shealso
periodicaly dried peas and beans from the gurdiest plants and seeds of the choicest cucumbers,
tomatoes and melons "Take care of thepennies,” Mama always said,” and thedollars will take care
of themselves."

With that dogan in mind she never dlowed food to be wasted. "Take dl you want,” she
advised, "but don't take more than you caned.”

Under her watchful eye every plate on our table, at the close of eachmeal, was as dlick
asJack Sprat's platter. Often though some of us departed later than others. Onetime, when staring
down at creamed codfish, | tried falling asleep. But my snores were soon stifled.

Helen hated carrotsand | detested beets, but when Mama noticed that we had passed them
by she alwaysretrieved the bowls and portioned our share before us. "Everyone can learn tolike
vegetables," shed pleasantly remind us, "and if you dont like them jus ea them anyway.
They'regood for you." Then seeing our pouty faces shewouldadd "If you're redly hungry it's
easyto eat what is set before you, and remember therell be no piecing between meals.”

Bread crusts she promised would make our hair curly and after fruitless sessions beforethe
mirror | dmost lost fath inMama.  But with such perseverance, the crust is still my favorite slice.

Bits of dry bread found itsway into bread puddings, tastily doctored upwith leftover fruit,
plump raisns and a variety of flavorings.

Even the potao pedingswere salvaged at garden time  Although wehad been taught to
parethe potatoes paper thin, Mamawould say, "Ped themthicker, girls, and save the peelings
for plating.” 1'm sure they were buried with fervent prayers and the inaease God gave was
marvelous.

Everybit of fat frommea frying and cradklingsfromlard rendering went into cans ored
in the cella for soap meking. In the fall Mama turred it out by the tubs-full, large snowy but
scentless bars.

Even though laundry soap was but a few pemies a bar, she found joy in figuring up how
much noney she had saved to goply to our food budget.

The old maxim, "WASTE NOT. .WANT NOT" didn't need to hang in aframein our home.

It was woven into Mama's daily accomplishments. She was truly a faithful steward over her
meager possessions and, therefore, didn't like to have our family in want because of another's
thoughtlessness, particularly Neighbor Z's.

Mama was blessed with a nicedispostionand was most dwayscheerful, but oneday shewas
really cross. Mrs. Z had just borrowed a half pound of butter. "In the past two weeks," Mama
sputtered, "1 have loaned her a seve of flour, acup of sugar, severad eggs, abar of soap, some
vanilla and land only knowswhat else. Now, of dl things, she has borrowed the butter you girls
worked so hard to churn. Remember, children, if you borrow only a teaspoon of soda or salt see
that you pay it back promptly and dont forget. | can't tolerate sponging off the neighborsand |
don't want any of you to spongewhile I'mat work. She aways saysshell be going to the store
soon, but none of thefood ever makesitsway acr ossthealley to our cupboard. Thepoor dear! She
just hasnt realized that she's actually taking food from our table.”

"Why don't you tell her?" suggested one of the older girls.

"l suppose | should,” Mamasaid, "but well haveto think of amoretactful way to do it. We
want to be generousand alwayswilling to share, but it doesn't seem quiteright to allow an otherwise
good neighbor to fall intosuch arut.” Mamalooked thoughtful for amoment. "Hmmm! | believe
| borrowed tha idea from good King Benjamin."



Taking the Book of Mormon from the shelf she turned quickly to his reunion sermon and
read, "And | would that ye should remember that whosoever among you that borroweth of his
neighbor should retum the thing that heborroweth or else thou shalt commit sin and perhaps
thou shalt cause thy neighbor to commit sinalso.”

"She doesn't dream that she sasnner, doesshe, Mama? Shdl we tell her she can't have any
more of our food?' Helen asked.

"Oh, no, but let'stry to find away to teach her to pay back."

Just then Ethel called from the kitchen, "The potatoes are peeled, but what happenedto al
the salt?’

"Ahal I'll get yousome,” caled Mamaand grabbing her shaw!| and acup she was off tovisit
Mrs. Z.

In afew minutes we al ran to see how much she had borrowed and found just one little
teaspoon of salt in her cup.

Mama shook a dime from the piggy bark and sert Jim recing to the gore for a sack of
st. "Seehow fast you can make it," she cdled after him.

Jmbrokeal hs sprinting records and again Mama <t out for neighbor Z's. We fired a
volley of questions but she only smiled and promised, "11I tell you when | come back."

Soon we were flocking to the door. "What did you do, Mama? What did you say?"

"Well when she saw that teaspoon of sdt that | had borrowed just afew minutes ago she
laughed and laughed. 'Why, Mamie, you didn't haveto pay that back. You shouldn't have
bothered to send to the store so quickly. It was only adab,’ she said as she poured it into the sdt
shaker. But quite enough to make a kettle of potatoes more tasty for my hungry children,” |
answered. "It was good of you to help out because now we can eat on time. For that reason I'm
happy to return the sdt and, after all, that is what Mother Emmerson alwaystaught me to do."

And so Mama's food borrowing problem ended. Wise King Benjamin had helped her solve
it.

Chapter 7

Our mother had ways of sparing doctor hills, too. Inthe early spring, long before thefirst
edible radishes and lettuce, she was out crawling around the big lawn digging tender dandelionsto
supply her brood with greens. Asthe seasonprogressedwe downed, with varying degrees of facial
proted, more than our share of lambsquarter, pigweed, sourdock and mustard, and sometimes a
grand mixture of them all. We were truly vitamin packed long before this nutritional need was
discovered.

Along with her wild greens shetoned us up with sassafrastea Whether it was of any real
valueto our health remains amystery but, when made of milk and sweetened with honey, it made a
welcome change. Another |ess palatabl e tonic was ul phur and mol asseswhich was supposed to have
magic effects on winter-weary bodies.

Hacky coughs were treated with a mixture of lemon and honey, and runny noses called for
her famous hot lemonade a bedtime. We fdt like royalty propped up with fluffy pillows waiting
for this delicious brew. And it worked. We werealways beter by morning, never realizing how
much vitamin Cwe had imbibed.

But chest colds were another story. Mild ones were treated with turpentine and lard, but



ohthoserattly ones. "Mama, do we have to wear a mustard plaster?' wed whine. But shepad
no attention. Plastered we were amidst howls of "lsnt that enough?...Please takeit off, Mama It's
burning right through to my badkbore." As wewiggled and squirmed she'd threatento spank, but
the plaster always remained its allotted time.

Mama seemed to senseour every pain, dthough sometimes difficult to locate. Oncewhen
Ethel wasasked where shehurt sheanswered, "Mama, I'm not surew hether it'sthe back of my front
or the front of my back."

But with a bit of probing our home remedy doctor usualy located the spot and applied her
grandma-inspiredconcoctions. Sometimeswhenwecomplained she wouldremindus, "Well, you've
never hadto wear adirty sock around your neck to cure sorethroat or smelly asafetida ballsto ward
off diseases." Such superstitions Mama couldnt tolerate. She wasn't even leary of black cats nor
the supposedly harmful nightair. "There isnothingwrongwith night air unlessit islast night'sar,"
sheawaystold us. "N o one can be healthy breathing stde air,” and with that the windows went up
until everything was smelling fresh.

Disease germs she thought could be banished by sunshine. Consequently, when other folks
were cool, we sweltered with blinds sky high, for as Mama sad, " Sunshine is cheaper thandoctor
bills."

One winter an almost unbelievable thing hgppened at the Holben quarters. All eight of us
cane down with the meades almost smultaneoudy. Of course Mama had to stay home from
work and, to conplicate matters, therewas alav that measles mud be quarartined. So with a
big red sign on our door she was left not only to be nurse but cook, dishwasher, fire builder,
cleaning maid and chore boy, carrying in water and fuel and carting out the ashes from seveal
stoves. A bathroom would have been such a blessing but, since we had only a pah, the poor soul
was constantly on the run with so many demanding patients.

With eight of us coughing, itching and running temperatures, Mama abandoned her
money-saving home remedies and cdled in our family doctor who was Frank Hanson, the brother of
Apodle Paul Hanson. He wasa genera practitioner who not only made house calls, even a Al
hoursof the night and in all kinds of weather, but delivered babies, pulledteeth and fitted eyeglasses.
Doc, aswecalled him, wasa cheeful, kindly, soft-spoken young man who was greatly admired and
loved by people for miles around. He was not only an excellent doctor but often went the second
mile in giving unusual service.

On this occasion Dr. Hanson followed Mama, carrying the kerosene lamp, from room to
room. He checked our temperatures, peered down our throats, listened to our breathing and made
remarks about the extent of our speckles. He stopped to stroke my hair saying, "Poor little thing.
There isn't a ot on her without a measle.”

When check point eight was finished and he had prescribed our medicine, instead of putting
on his overcoat he dipped off his dress coat and began rolling up hissleeves. Mama watched in
amazement.

Dr. Hanson spoke in his deliberate manner. "Get the hammer, Mamie. | cant stand by
unconcerned and let you run your legs off. I'mthinking if you nurse dl these youngsters back to
hedthyou'regoingto have your hands mighty full. Let's move dlthe bedsinto thebigges bedroom
and st upa hospitd to conserveyour energy. "Beddes," hegrinned, whenthekidssart getting well
they can entertain each other."

So together they hammered the iron beds apart and soon the measle ward was in oper ation.

Before leaving the doctor Summarized briefly. "These blondes, Mamie, will do fine. But



it's the brunettes I'm worried about. They may not break out so well and that'swhenthey'll beredly
sick."

Wéll, everyone broke out but Ethel and we amost lost her.  Poor Mama followed the
doctor's orders explicitly but spent many anxious moments.

Kind neighbors and relatives did what they could to help by leaving kettles of soup, custards
and other easily digeged foods at the door. When one good friend pounded on our quarantinesign
and saw how haggard and worn Mamalooked, after two weeks of constant vigil, sheinsistedthat she
was coming in to help.

"But, Mae, the law says no oneisallowed in thehouse. | can't let you in,” Mama
protested.

"Then I'll just comein on my own, Mamie. You'regoing to bed and get a good rest whilel
take over. The idea of one person doing wha youve done. Yes, | know you have an iron
constitution, but what would happen to thisfamily if you collapsed?' And in she came.

Mama laughed mary times later about her neighbor's spunk but admitted she was an angel
sent from heaven and just in thenick of time. Together they got us all on our feet, and Ethel was
dowly nursed back to hedth by an excellent doctor, two patient nurses and the bessing of
administration.

Mama's philosophy was, "T he Lord helps those who try to help themselves." It wasn't just
atrite phrase with her for she truly sensed her partnership with God. So, after home remedies, she
didn't hesitate to call the elders if <he felt we really needed God's help. She had learned from
experience and from testimoniesof othersthat rich blessingsare available. Perhaps the most vivid
in her memory wasthe testimony of her own mother.

Grandma had taken a short vacation to visit her parents, leaving her two sons, Smand Tom,
to experiment in housekeeping. Whenthe boysreceaved word of her return dae they decided to
decoratethe housefor Christmas. So theyfagened sprigs of evergreens and clusters of red berries
on all the curtains and made winter bouquetsin several dishesand jars.

But Tomwastroubled. "Thehouse 4ill lookssort of bare, Sm. Let's hunt up some pictures
and deoorate the walls."

So they brightened the scene with colorful pages from an old seed catalog, using pins to save
making holes in the wallpaper. But they had to finish off with needles.

"It's agood thing there are three needles left for Mot her's patching.” Tom laughed as helaid
them in awindowsill. Then he began picking up bits of paper, spilt berries and evergreen twigs.

During the night Grandma returned and was up bright and early to have a good breakfast
waiting when the family awoke. She hustled about dusting the furniture and the windowsills and
suddenly cried out in pain.

Sim and Tom camerunning. "Mother, yourehome. But why are you crying?"

"I was hurrying to dust out the windows and something terribly sharp went into my hand."

"Oh," Tommoanad, "the three needles! | meant to put themback in the pincushion."

Sm hastily examined the floor. "There are none here, Mother. All three must be in your
hand. I'll call Father and let's get to the doctor.”

In ashort whilethey were homeagain but with grave faces, for the country doctor had said
the needleswere too deeply imbedded and asurgeon would haveto takethem out. Thiswould mean
driving many milesinthe wagonto the dty and probably woud teke a lot of money, too.

"I just dread to be gone on Christmas Day." Grandmawas in tears.

"Caroline, do you think God could help you?' Grandpa asked.



"Whyyes, Im. Of course he could through prayer.

"I've been thinking we might ask the L atter Day Saint eldersto come and administer to you.
I've heard that many people around here have received help."

"Jm! How can you think of such a thing? | have nothing against our good Mormon
neighbors, but | don't want any of themlaying handson
ME!"

Tom placed his arm about his mother's shoulder. "Susie told me that when she had
pneumonia and was about to die two el ders from the Reorgani zed Churchprayed and she got better
right away."

Grandma nodded. "Prayer no doubt saved her life but not because two elderslaid on hands.
The good oldreligion of your grandfather isstill good enough for me."

"Yes, Caroling" Grandpa spoke up quickly, "it has surely been of great help. But perhaps
if we'd study abit and ligen we might find something evengreater. TheL atter Day Saints goeak of
the fullness of the gospel and they-"

"That'snonserse, Jm," she interrupted. "All these newfangled ideas sound crazy to me."

"Wel now, Caroline, I'mnot so sure that this R.L.D.S. religion is so newfangled. Take
baptismby immersion for instance. Jesus himself was baptized that way and after dl it was Jesus
who firgt laid hands on sick peopleto heal. All the gospel writers have written storiesof hismiracles.
Y ou know, Caroline Jesus promised that same power to his followers who believed. I'm almost
convinced that our Latter Day Saint friends share a bit more of the old time religion than we do."

"Jim!"

"Now dont beangy. | sad amost, Caroline almost convinced."

Several dayspassed. Thepainof theneedleswas morethan Grandmacould sand. Eachtime
Grandpaaskedto havethedders shewould stubborny answer, "No, Jm, the good Lord has heard
our prayers many times when we needed his care. We can aurely trust him now."

But after severd deeplessnightsGrandmasaid, "Jm, if you'll go bring the Chambers brothers
I'll let themadminiger to me."

How happy Grandpa wasto make that long trip inthe wagon to their country place.

Hours later a feeling of peace came into the little home as the elders humbly asked God's
blessings. While they prayad the throbbing pain in Grandma's hand left and that night she slept
peacefully.

The next morning Grandpa and the boys watched eagerly as she unwrapped the bandage.

"Does it hurt, Mother? Didyou get a blessng?' Tom asked excitedly.

"I surely did, son. Thereisn't asignof pain." Then Grandmagasped. "Look, Jim. Look,
boys"

Thereinher hand lay thethree needles. Reverently the grateful family knelt about the kitchen
tableto thank the Heavenly Father for thismuch needed blessing, the best Christ mas gift of lovethat
they had ever had.

Chapter 8

Clothing eight children could have been quite a problem at our house, but many outgrown
coatsand dressesfound their wayto our door. Wewere all taught to rip and often, whenwe stepped



out in one of Mamas creaions, no one even surmised that the garment had been turned inside out,
upside down, washed, pressed, re-cut and trimmed with ripped of f fur. All of us wert to high
school in homemede coats.

With six girlsin the family our theme song might have been, "PassIt On" At each transfer
there was always abit of altering for some of uswere pudgy and otherslanky.

Oftentimes watchful critics would advise, "Now, Mamie, you know you shouldn't work al
day at the store and then sit up half the night fixing hems. Just leave those dresseslike they are and
the girls will grow into them. What if they are a bit too long? Next year they'll be just right.”

Then Mama would camly answer, "Did you ever try adding an extrainch to the end of your
nose?' How thankful we six girls were that we didn't have to wear misfits.

Sometimesif there were a tiny flaw ina garment to be made over for Helen or me Mama
might overlook it for as she sad, "It will never be noticed on a gdloping horse."

No one even thought of asking for new clothesfor at our house we had learned, asthey
used to say, to hand it down, wear it out, make do or do without.

Mama even made the boys overalls and knitted dl the winter socks for her first five.
when she becametoo busy to make them she taught us never to buy deazy hose. nAlway5 be
sure they are of good qudity materid so they will last." Later this advice carried over into many
other aress.

Aunt Carrie Hill, Mame's older sider, borrowed usyounger girls, one at a time, during
the summer for aweek or two and made over winter dresses for us. Thiswas awonderful lift,
for Mama did all of her sewing at night fromten P.M. until two, after her long day at the store.
Often shefolded a rug dong thebottom of the door so Grandpa wouldn't see her light and scold
about her need for red.

Mama always dressed her blue eyed blondes in blue for as she said, "It makesyou look
prettier.” But one memorable summer Aunt Carrie sent me home with six made-overs a
maroon, awhite, a green, ablack trimmed in red and only two of those wearisome blues. Asl|
looked at her blue eyes and light brown hair | guessad that she had lived through the same problem.
| lovedher for her understanding heart. Ever after shewas included in my tharkful prayer as|
tied my starched apron and secured aw hite hanky to the pock et with atiny
safety pin.

Onceasweripped and sewed she told me astory about our Grandma, atailoress, who made
men's suits by hand - vests, coats and trousers. when sewing machines were inverted she was
determined to have one. After much skimping and saving it was ordered and when the machine
finaly came the news spread quickly. On Sunday afternoons people came fromal over the county
in buggies, wagonsand on hayracksto see the wonder ful invention perform.

One day, as Grandmawas demonstrating, acurious lady asked, "Mrs. Emmerson, will it
makebuttonholes?' Grandma laughed about it al her lifeand thought that wasthe sillies quegion
anyone could possibly ask.

What would Grandma say now if she could see our modern sewing machines stitching
forward, backward, zig-zagging, doing all sortsof fancy stitchesand not only making the buttonholes
but sewing on the buttons! But when they make a machine that's geared for ripping, won't that be
the day?

Poor as we were Mama drew the line onletting any of her chicks wear cag off shoes for
sherealized the importance of hedthy, well shgped feet. How she ever did it I'll never know, but
al eight of usalways had two pairs of shoes, onefor everyday and one for Sunday. Our father had



come from a family of twelve in England and inssted on following this custom of hisparents.
After his death Mama respected his wishes although I'm sure she must have had her own shoes
resoled many times for our sake.

Keeping the mending done for such abrood was an enormous job, too. It seemed in the
morning, aswewere getting ready for school, someonewasforever chasing us younger kidswith
aneedleand thread to fasten dangling buttonsor repair ga~osis Jim wasquite often turned over
the kitchen stool while the patch on his seat was saved from flgoping.

"A dtitch intime will surely save nine," our sisters dwaystold us, and often racing to beat
the tardy bell we would have much preferred the extra stitches later.

| doubt if anyone ever heard our mother complain about the har dships of managing on a
meager salary. But quite often she jokingly remarked, "11l do that whenmy ship comesin."

Immediately my imagination would set sall. Would her dream ship belargeor small? Would
it come gliding gracefully or chugging along? Would there be richly dressed passengers or only
happy sailors? Would the cargo be of gold, crisp green billsor shiny siver dollars? And how would
it ever get to Magnoliawhen there wasn't even ariver dose by?

Referring to her ship wasn't just idle chatter. Mamahad aright to daydreamabout its
ariva. Threetimesin her life she had received along questionnairetofillin. Eachtineit revealed
that onceagain amember of the Emmerson family was desperately trying to locate all the harsof
agndl fortune. This money had lainin chancery in abank in England for many years. At the end
of one hundred years, if al the heirs could not be accounted for, the money would be turned over
to theEnglish govemment.

The story goes that in the early eighteen hundreds John Emmerson became the coachman
foraLordand Lady Toze in England. Thelr beautiful young daughter, Maria, awaysinsisted
on riding with John on the coachman's seat and eventudly they fell in love. Knowing that Marias
parents would not approve of their marriage they doped and salled for Ameica. Mamas father,
James Tozer Emmerson, was their eighth child and with his offspring wasin line for a share in the
fortune.

Wdl, Mama'sreal ship never came in, but some of the smdler lifeboats made their way to
shore.

| recdl the day she st of f for Omaha Nebraska, to buy herself amuch needed warm coat.
She was carefully guarding the contents of the piggy bank amounting to 25 sacrificed dollars.
Arriving at Brandeis big department stor e she found one of good quality that was becoming and
extrawarm. But before making her decision to buy she discovered awholerack of children's coats
on sale for $5 each.

"It seems a shame to buy just one coat when | could get five," she thought. "Why, that $25
would buy coats for the five older children. They'd be so surprised and happy. What a lot of
sewing and making over of old coats that would save me, and I'd get morerest, too. The children
really need better coats. With a sweater under my old coat I'm surel could get by." Mama had
reasoned hersdf out of a warmer coat. Happily shewatchedasthe clerk boxedup the smalle coats
and securely tied them.

When she reached the street there were puddles everywhere. As she picked her way
along she glanced into thelittleriver racinginthe gutter. A tiny, floating roll of green paper caught
her eye. Curious sherescued it. "Why, it'sfive $5 hills" she exclamed. "Now how can | find the
owner? Maybe | could advertise."

"Then mary dishonest peoplewill try to clamthe noney," an imer voice whispered



quickly.

"Perhaps it would be better to turn the moneyin at the store," she mused.

"But there would still be the same problem,” the voice answered.

After ssverd momerts of dlent arguing, with a clear consdence and a warm feeling of
gratitude she returred to Brandeis and bought the very much needed winter coat.

The little greensailboat had dropped itscargo at her feet for she had truly unsdfishly given
her all for others.

Chapter 9

Mama didnt discuss religion very often. Perhaps it was becauseshe was only home a
medtimeand on Sundays and holidays. Sheworked twelve hoursaday in the genera store and
we smalle children were sound adeep when she returned at 10:00 P.M.. She sddom quoted
scripture yet could turn readily to passages if someone were searching. But she wove hits of
religious philosophy into her teaching which have stayed with me through the years.

"Everyone must share. Thereisno joy in being stingy or hoarding. After dl we can't take
anything with us when we go,” she aways said.

| was delighted many years later to find that Alma of Book of Mormon days had summed
her adviceup, "Seek not for riches for behold ye cannot take them with you." (Alma 19:20)

She often thankfully told us, "Whenever | cad bread out it always comes back someday
well buttered and jellied. | figured later that thiswas her ownverson of Chrid'sinstructionon
the mount, "Give and it shall be given unto you, good measure, pressed down, shaken toget her and
running over." | have seen these words literaly fulfilled many times as our mother proved her
generosity in sharing her mite.

Another gem of her Philosophy | have treasured is "Learn how to receive from others.
Giving brings happiness 50 dont spoil another's joy. Takethe neighbors' plates back empty and
tell them how delicious their food was. Thenlater do your sharing.”

She al 0 impressed upon usthat every good turndidn't need to be repad. "But seethat you
always watch for chancesto help someone €else who really needs it," she advisad.

Our mother st a high standard for us in living her teachings by sharing with sick neighbors
and watching for ways to bring joy to our elderly ones. Once she suggested that we hang a May
basket to the old couple whose yard joined our garden. So Helen and | Slipped over with one of
Pearl's colorful, fringed Cinderella dlippers.

The next morning Mrs. Menching came over earlyto chat inour kitchen. "Last night,” she
began dramatically, "someone hung us a May basket. It was so beautiful, a dainty dipper with a
golden buckle. That SOM EON E had filled it with popcorn and violets and candy corn. It made Pa
and me so happy. | just can't imagine who brought it, but if I could find out 1'd go up to Frazier's
store and buy those children a big sack of goodies. 1'd get oranges and apples and bananas and
peanutsand cookies and candy and -“

| could stand it no longer. Running to her | joyfully jerked her sleeve. "Mrs. Menching,
itwasUS," | exclaimed.

Mama firmly believed that we shouldnt let our right hand know what our left hand was
doing, but she didn't scold me for telling.



Surey Mama must have treasured the promises of the Lord's prayer for she demonstrated
great faith in them. She truly feared no evil. Shenever locked adoor or awindow evenwhen
leaving home for afew days. "If anyone wantsto get in héll find a way by cutting screens or
breaking windows," shereasoned. She only smiled when we'd suggest that aturn of the key might
make entering a bit harder.

One spring a terrible storm threatened our little town. The wind was howling
terrifica lyl causing the house to creak andjerk. It seemed that theroof might cometumblinginany
minute. By 5:00P.M. it grew so dark that we couldn't seewithout lamps. Huge hail stones clattered
on the roof and the north windowpanes came crashing in.

Our neighbor swereall in storm caves We had none, but Mamathought they were a hazard
anyway, for faling trees and flying objects could easly block the entrance and cause panic within.

We children wer e becoming very frightened, but Mama camly gathered us al into theliving
roomto sng hymns. | shall never forget the quiet, peaceful feeling that came over us as we sang,
"God Will Take Care Of You." The storm passed us by. Mamas faith had carried us through.

| also remember Mama as a woman of high ideals, very strict moral  standards and most
charitable. If any one of her six daughterschanced to makea remark about something overheard,
she would frown and say, "Tut, tut now, girls It doesnt pay to gosdp. Gosdpers just tak to
hear their tongues wag. We mugt always give a person the benefit of the doubt.” The gossiping
ceased. At the close of her almost 82 years, al of us could truthfully say that we had never heard
her speak digparagingly of anyone. Mama may have been lax in talking religion, but | doubt if
anyone ever thought she failed to live it.

Sometimeswe would say, "1 wonder who ispreaching tonight?' If Mamaheard she dways
spoke up quickly but kindly. "Wha difference does it make?If you are attentive and don't let your
thougntsflit out the window in adaydream, you canget something out of the sermon no matter who
preaches." Thiswas her way of encouraging regular church attendance.

Grandpawas abig help in getting this message across. He seldom missed achurch service
and on dark Sunday nightswe childrenviedtobe his lantern bearer, waiting patiently while he said,
"Eeney, meeney." There were no street lights in Magnolia and he wasalmost blind. So with the
chosen one forging ahead and Grandpa flanked by the rest of us, we steered him safdy up Main
Street many times to the little white church.

One night asthe sermon progressed the wind howled increasingly louder, spitting snow
against the windows and rattling the panes until we could scarcely hear the elder's voice.

Sister Carrielooked more and more worried and at the close of the srvice took immediate
command. Six of us had accompanied Grandpathat evening and her first order was, "Remember,
children, we are al leaving together. Let's get bundled up quickly. Shebustled about helping tie
mufflers over noses and chins, pulling mittens up over the bottoms of coat sleeves, buttoning
leggings and buckling our cloth overshoes. When Grandpa's hat was well anchored with a scarf we
got our blizzard directives.

"Jm, you carry the lantern and Pearl and Elva can guide Grandpa. Camilla, you'rethe
littlest sowdk right behind Grandpa. H€ll beagoodwindbreak. Helen takehold of Camillashand
and I'll hold yours and walk behind to see tha no one falls. Ready? Let's qo."

The first gust of the whirling snow tried to tip us on end. It pricked our faces and almost
blinded us while the fierce wind made balloons of our coattails and stiffened our legs But off we
trudged toward home. The wind had piled snow mountains everywhere and threatened to blow out
thelantern. But wekept slowly shufflingapath through, zig-zagging a-ound thebigged driftswith



Carrie encouraging every inch of the road.

"Won' it feel good to get home, children? Mama will have a cozy fire blazing...Aren't we
thankful for warmmittens and mufflers?... Try not to cry, girls. We don't want icid eshanging from
our chins...Everyore hold ontight. The wind can't upset asevencar tran...I'll bet Mamawill have
milk toast ready and aren't we thankful for hot bricksto warm up our beds?...It's only jus a little
ways farther now. WEell makeit...Oh, look! There's our kitchen lamp. Our guardian angel has
guided us home. There's Mama peeking out the window!"

We finally mede it to the door. All my life whenever | need to feel grateful I have only to
recall thiswalk in an lowa blizzard with a sister who had learned to bethankful for some of life's
most precious gifts, and a Grandpa who silently prayed.

Chapter 10

In the long ago days there was no bread sold in small town stores, so Mama always had to
bake on Sunday while she was home for thewhole day. How often | remember seeing the crock of
sponge parked ona chair behind thehard cod burner. Insevere weather it waswrapped withanold
blanket to coax it to rise.

With nine mouthsto feed Mama considered Sunday bread baking anecessity, but did her best
otherwise to impress upon us the importance of keeping the sabbath day holy. So, when we
arrived home from church, we donned gprons over our Sunday clothes. After the noon meal wewere
expected to not only entertain ourselves quietly but keep our clothes clean. We could play dollsand
quiet games suchas Checkers, Dominoes Old Maid, and Authors. Quite often Mamd's ingenious
parking spotslivened up Hide the Button. But the noisy wagon wasisolated in the shed for the day
and disturbing outdoor games compl etely banned.

"It's the day of rest," Mamawould explain, "and we must have respect for our neighborsand
not digurb the worshippers at the German Church next door."

Asl look back Sunday wes really aunique day. Mamawas home. The housewasall slicked
up in preparation for proper Sabbath observance and everyone waslooking hisbes. The aromaof
agood meal cookingafter aweek of dinrer pail luncheswas heaveny. Mamafelt she owed her flock
one extragood mother- prepared meal per week. Now extragood at our house didn't mean roast beef
or turkey. It might be Widow's Soup, oneof Mamas specialities, or her add-a-hit-here~and~there
variety. Her potato recipe with onions and carrots was our favorite because her delicious ribbles
were always floating in it. They were mixed like noodles but crumbled inlittle ballsthat took on
fantastic shepes as they smmered.

Sometimes our Sunday meal might be built around the lowly bean. It seemed there was
dwaysapan full soaking inthekitchen. Nothing tasted better on awintry day than beans with ham
hocks, topped of f with homemade bread and sliced onions.

We secretly hoped Mamawouldnt fix tomato soupfor she never mastered the art of keeping
it from curdling. But we downed it anyway.

Mama always sad, "The good cook is not someone who can produce a fine meal with
everything at handto choose from It'sthe one who can prepare atasty meal with odds and ends
of thisand that." Marny times shecame fromthe garden on Sunday with abasket of freshvegetables
and, with the aid of a few nuts, proved her point.



But best of all was the Sunday afternoon togetherness in the parlor. Wenever seemed to
tireof looking at Grandma's lovely scenes through the stereoptican viewer and the big, red velvet
family album was always a favorite attraction. There were many ol d-fashioned tintypes to thump
and various photographs of queerly dressed gentlemen in giff-bosomed shirts. They were dways
seated comfortably while thewife stood withone hand on her pouse'sshoulder. | wassurethat this
pose was to show off the ladies' lace, ruffles, bustles, hoops and many petticoats.

At sometime during the afternoon we were dl expected to study our Sunday School lessons
forthefollowing week. Often, too, welistened assomeonereadthe"Stepping Stones' aloud. M ama
encouraged us to read good books by reading chaptersto us from our favoriteauthor, LouisaMay
Alcott. We especialyloved her "Little Men," "Little Women™ and "Jo's Boys'.

Mama never seemed to worry about anything, at least not audibly. But many times, on
Sunday after noons, sherelated storiesof God'sgoodnessto her mother after thedeath of Grandmas
first husband. Perhaps it was when she needed reassurance that there was a God in heaven who
cared and was daily watching over our little brood. These stories made a great impression on us
children.

So, after afew chapters from Alcott, someone always piped up, "Now tell us atrue story
about Grandma." Wedrew our chairs closer in anticipation.

"Well," Mama would begin, "once Grandma's cuphboard was completely empty except for
milk supplied by gentle Spotty, their most treasured possesson. One morning as Uncle Hi wert to
milk the cow he saw ayoung deer standing in the barn lot. Ashe cautiously approached the beautiful
animal made no effort to escape. Not wishing to take a chance on losing it, if he returned for his
gun, Uncle Hi picked up astick of wood and hurled it at he head. The deer crumpled at his feet.
He had killed this God- sent creaure because of great need and every morsdl of the meat was manna
from heaven to Grandma's hungry family."

"It's like the Moses gory," 1'd dways interrupt, but Helen would clap her hand over my
mouth 50 Mama could go on.

"Another time they founda dea with hishornslocked in the wagon wheel. Itwasalargeone
and he supplied them with fresh meat and venison for many days"

"And one day Grandma was out sweeping the porch,” I'd remind.

"Yes," Mamawould nod as she continued, "and Jared Errinerson, a close neighbor, rumbled
over the hill inhiswagon. Seeing Grandma he yelled, ‘Caroline, isthere anything | can bring you
from town?

"Grandma hesitated for a second and then answered, 'No, Jared, but thanks anyway for
thirking of us.'

"Later that day the famly heard avoice yell, "'Whoa!" They peeked out and saw neighbor
Jared |oading hisarms with groceries. when the boys had finished helping carry inthefood, thelittle
table sagged beneath a big sack of flour, sugar, rice, beans, salt, cornmeal, dried fruit, potat oes,
lard and other necessities.

"Asthe girlsopened thecupboard doors to stow away the food, Jared glanced at the empty
shelves murmuring, Just as| thought, Caroline.

"Just as| thought,” wed dl echo and nod for we knew the gory by heart.

"And after awhile he was Uncle Jared,” someone aways reminded.

"Y es, because Jared'sbrother James married widow Caroline, and they became my parents,”
Mamawould agree.

"And that ends the Jared story,” I’ dinterrupt. "Now canwe hear about the skimpy supper?"



We waited patiertly for her to continue.

"WEell, one day when the family was down to a diet of cornmeal mush and milk agroup of
soldiers stopped by. ‘May we come in and warm ourselves? they asked.

"Grandma invited the shivering trio in. Then placing extra bowls she apologized for their
skimpy menu, adding, 'Were hgppy to share but we're sorry that we had no salt to season our
supper.'

"The soldiers gladly furnished the salt and ate the mush as if enjoying a banquet. Then
emptying their knapsacks out on the talle they left Grandma agenerous supply of slt, sugar and
dried meat. Againthe good Lord had looked down from heavenand had not only seen but supplied
the nead of atrusting littlefamily.”

"And Grandmatrusted God when everyone elsegot scared, didn't she, Mama?' Helen asked.

"Yes, Helen, | think she should have been named Caroline the Fearless. Her first
husband, Reverend John Van Eaton, was beheaded by the Indiansin a Minnesota uprising, the
Little Crow Massacre of 1862. Grandmawas left to provide for five young children. One day her
daughter, Sadie, came rushing in yelling,

"‘Mother, Mother! The Indians are coming. Weheard the galloping feet of their horses.’

"'Are you sure, Sadie? Grandma asked.

"'Oh, yes, Mother, | saw them as they came over the hill.'

"By that time three pars of brown eyes were peering out from beneath the red tablecloth and
Sadie scrambled into the big woodbox, landing right on top of little Ella.

"Grandma peeked through a small hole in the worn windowshade as many Indian ponies
raced into the yard. Protesting chickens scattered in all directions.

"'For goodness sakes,' Grandma gasped. Those Indians are swooping down and trying
to sted our chickens. Bowing her head she prayed aloud, 'Dear God, | know you will protect
the children and me, but please, God, helpmeto saveour scanty supply of food.' Then leaving the
boys to watch the younger children she grabbed the broom and rushed out the door.

"A big Indian rode amost to the porch. Swooping down hetried to catch a cackling red
hen.

"Grandma raised the broom as high as her five feet could reach. Then she banged it
against the porch as she shook he head and yelled, 'No, No.'

"Another Indian camenear. Again she crashed the broom and yelled evenlouder, 'NO!
NO!" Thisactionwent onand on, but not asingle I ndian had been able to catch a chicken.

"Suddenly the I ndian chief gave a signd and al the braves crowded their horsesaround him.
For severd minutes they talked in low tones while Grandma stood erect and frowning with her
broom poised for another strike.

"Then, wheeling his horse, the Indian chief rode up to the porch. There was atrace of a
smileon hisrustyred face. As helooked downuponour tiny grandma, the big Indian spoke but two
words. 'Brave squaw!'

“Withshoutsthat echoed far away to therolling hills, the chief and all the braves galloped
quickly across the prairie.

* AsGrandmaenter ed the kitchen five happy youngsters danced around and around the table
yelling, ‘'NO, no.'

"'No, no," Grandmarepeated softly. 'Just two littlewords but I'msureGod put theminto
my mind. He answered my prayer, children, and I'm so thankful to him for now we 4till have
chickensto supply eggsand meat for thelong winter months ahead.™



Some SundaysMama told us a story of aMagnoliafamily that d<o incressed our faith
in the Lord's promise to provide.

"Brother Fryando wason a foreign mission, children, and Sister Fryando became very short
of food for her family because in those days missionary allowanceswere quite meager.

Oneday sheheard a knock at her door and there stood a stranger. He camein, placed a
cup on her tabdeand | &ft.

"Immediately the thought came to her mind that they would be provided for. Asshe heard
the gate click she redized that she hadn't asked the stranger his name. Rushing to the door she
looked in all directions, but the man could not be seen. There were no houses nearby and no trees
or buildings to obstruct her view. Sr. Fryando was surethat the vanishing stranger was either an
angel from heaven or one of the three Nephiteswho chose to remainon earth to minister to others.

"Inavery short time there was another knock on the front door. when she answered, Uncle
Dickey Chaburn, abdoved member of our Magnoliacongregation, greeted her. Another man was
with himand their arms were loaded with groceries. After that they never oncelacked for food while
Bro. Fryando was in the mission field."

"Uncle Almatold usthat story a Sunday Schoal,” one of Mama's captive audience never
faled to recal.

"Y es, Alma probably helped his mother put the groceriesin the cupboard. And remenber,
children, TheBible says, 'Benot afraid to entertain strangersfor perchance you may entertainangds
unawares.! Always share something from the cupboard.”

Just before dusk onthe Sabbeth Day, story time ended and we sat in acircle to sing hymms.
Everyone had aturn to choose hisfavorite, and week after week my choicewasaways, "T he Saints
Shall Wear RobesastheLilies™ After wearing hand me down dresses from five sisters, the promises
of those verses sounded fantastic:

To be dressed aslilies of snow
Walking beside murmuring waters
Picking roses

Gazing off toward jeweled temples

what |adies of splendor we would be. But best of all, as the Pd m Sunday children, we'd be strewing
flowers for Jesus. He'd really be there.

It was on these Sunday afternoon get togethers that we had timeto reflect on our many
blessings. The blue and red flames of our hard coa burner were so beautiful and the warmth so
cozy. Thewater from our old oaken bucketswasthe world'sbed. Weren't we lucky to have such
a big garden plot and so many good vegetables inthe cellar? Very few children in Magnoliahad a
huge hackberry tree aslarge asoursto shadetheir home, and house aswing to take themso high into
the air.

Mama'sthankfulness and cheerful ness were contagious and, when she ended the session by
popping huge pans of our home grown corn, we felt rich indeed and well prepared for the evening
services at the little, white church on the corner.



Chapter 11

Asachild| do not recall hearingthe word Zion except whenread in saripturesat church. Nor
do | ever remember hearing Mama mention buildinga zionic home. But now, inretrogoect,
I'm sure that was her goal and she had her ownwaysof reachingit. At our house therewasalways
much work to be done, but shedidn't quote us scriptures about working together. She seldom
even assgned specifictasksbut pointed out the disagter areas and then said encouragingly, "Let's
all pitch in and catch up around the corners”

Wdl, | dont know just how clean the cornersturned out, but | do recdl seeing my
second oldest siger, pretty brunette Ethd, many times on her hands and knees vigoroudy
scrubbing the floors. She was a perfectionist and I'm willing to vouch that the corners received
their share of attention as well as the cobwebs the ashes benegth the stove, and smudges and
fingerprints on the painted doors. Nothing escaped her searching brown eyes.

Since therewere six girlswe enjoyed workingin pairs We could spread up beds in record
time with one on each side, and what a clatter there was in the kitchen at dishwashing time. Our
automaticwasall the gang. We had no sink, but alroad oilcloth topped table supplied ampleroom
for two huge dishpans One was geaming with sudsy hot water and the other with almost boiling
rinsing water. We had no sponges or pretty dishrags, but a scrap of aworn flamnel gown or a
hunk of a fleecy underwear arm served us very well. | can gill hear the grating sound of the old
zinc lid used as a scratcher and recall the smell of the ashesfor removing stains.

Inthe procedurewe had a scraper, two wipers and, standing in the highchair, | stacked
them inthe cupboard while Helen motored them up to me. Sometimes Elson and Jim added a bit
of zes by joining the crew and they took great ddight in flipping dish towelsto hear us scream.

Getting the laundry doneat our house was another one of those pitch-in-together affairs. It
was quite an operaion, so Mama'shoss let he off early, ebout 800 P.M., one night aweek,to
engineer the job. Therewere a few thingswe could do inadvance. Thewoodbox and coal scuttle
must always be filled and the copper bottomed boiler of water was to be seaming on the big
cookstove.

Our running water camein by leg power from the well at the rear of the house. It was fun
to pull the rope and watch the empty wooden bucket, with its brass rim, lower into the water as
the full bucket journeyed dowly up. While pulling we liked to yell down the well to hear our voices
echo and often sang joyfully, "The Old Oaken Bucket That Hung In The Well." The water was so
cold and refreshing tha we mos dways stopped to have adrink from the tin cup fasened by a
chain to the well shelter. Then emptying the wooden bucket into the tin pail, we doshed to the
house.

Sometimes, when there had been plenty of rain, we could carry the water from the
sgueaky, gasping soft water pump nearer the kitchen door. This rainwater didn't require so much
soap and Mamaalways declared the clothes looked whiter.

Whethe hard or soft water was used we added nose-ginging lye to the boiler. It not only
softened the water but brought al foreign matter to the topin the form of scum which must be
skimmed off.

"Dont forget to sort the clothes, girls," Mamawould cal back as she left ater supper for
the store. When she returned our dining room floor resembed a series of Nebraska sand dunes



extending oninto Colorado.

In the meantime, we smaller onestook turns shaving soap for the boiler. At 8:00, when our
home-from-the~store engineer was comfortable in wash day togs, the first boiler of water was
divided in twotubs. The scrubbing began. Whiletwo at atimerubbed, othersrefilled the boiler for
in olden days, in the absence of bleaches, all expert washers thought the white clothes must be
boiledin sudsy water to insure whiteness. Then they were hoisted from the hot water by coiling them
around an old broomstick. From the first tub of rinse waer they were wrung through the hand
wringer into a second tub to which bluing had been added for whitening and brightening.

Toavoid skinned and bligered fingers, turnswere taken at the washboard. The constant
sound of sogp grating againg the board dways sent shivers down our spines. When all the piles
onthefloor had dwindled, it wastime to tote out the washwater to irrigatethe garden. Thenthe
floor had to be mopped, the stoveslickedup and dl the paraphernaliastowed away.

In the warm seasons it was a joy to hang the clothes outdoors and watch them flap in the
breeze. After we had filled several long lines, the garden fence accommodated the leftovers.
Mop rags, patched overalls, rag rugs and denim jackets made a cheery scarecrow display.
Sometimeswe appointed cloud watchers and often the whole family joined in the race to rescue
clothes from sudden showers.

But wintertime hanging, most adways a night, wasanother sory. Often the piecesfroze
before we could get them securely pinned and our fingers sometimes stiffened, making it difficult to
push the pinsover the line. Then, too, the frozen garments caused many pinsto split. There seemed
tobe no end to our hanging prodems Thelighte materials soonwhipped dry, but | dill smile
when | recall the fun we had watching frozen overalls and winter underwea standing guard
around our stoves and then gradually growing limp and swooning over waiting chairs.

Mama never compla ned about the hardship of doing laundry at night, nor the drudgery of the
washboard. She dwayslooked happy that she washome abit earlier and seemed glad to be able to
work with the family.

I'm sure nore of our gang will ever forget the feding of eation that came with the
forerunner of the electric wesher. We called it our come-TO-me-go-FROM-me mechine. It
operated by awooden handle which produced sore muscles and tired feet, but eliminated skinned
knuckles, tenderized fingertips and tub-weary backs. It truly revolutionized wash day and we
joyfully took turns supplying the push and pull for the handle motor.

Anocther "Let’s dl join in" job was preparing our comforts for winter. Many of them
were made of heavy worsted or serge blocks and filled withwool en bats whichcould not be washed
without matting up. In late summer we snipped the tying threads so the tops and backs of the
comforts could belaundered. Then we spent happy evenings fastening them in quilting frames and
re-tying themwith colorful crochet thread or wooly yarn. We often raced to see which side was
ready to undo the frames and roll first, singing lustily as our needles sped, "It Was From Aunt
Dinah'sQuilting Paty | Was Seeing Nellie Home."

Although | fed that our home at mospherewas zionic, its appearance would scarcely have
measured up. With everyoneracing for school thingswere often left untidy. Even on dayswhen
Mama was home it would hardly have rated a star for good housskeeping. She was far from
meticulous for she was always busy doing the more important jobs. Clutter didn't bother her
haf asmuch asit did some of her daughters. "Ohthat'sjust clean dirt,” shed cheerfully tell us. Yet
she did each individual task well, though often on the run in early morning or late a night. The
washing was snowy white. The ironing, she occasionally did from the ever bulging basket, was



entirdy wrinklefree. Her mealsweretasty, her stitches tiny and the garden weedless. No wee bug
escaped her eye when cleaning the garden greens for the table. She gave her best to each job at
hand, inpressing upon us tha things done by halves are never done right, atruly zionic principle.

Sometimes, when our attempts didn't turnout too great, shewould say, "Never mind. It will
al comeout inthewash. Better ludk next time." Watching out of the corner of her eye, and seeing
that our patiencewaswearing thin, shewould remind us of the persevering hen she oncediscovered
in the orchard setting on fifteengreen goples If wetill persistedinwhining, "1 jus can't do this,”
Mama would say, "Now remember that I'LL TRY got acrosstheriver and | CANT might have
drowned in mid-stream." We knew shewas referring to her courageous mother.

On this occasion she and Uncle Hi had goneinthe wagonto Waterloo, lowa, for groceries.
While they shopped the clouds blackened and Soon rain fell in torrents.

"Caroline, you'll never be able to make it acrossthe Cedar River," warned the friendly
grocer. "Thishasbeen aregular flash flood. Why don't you stay overnight with us?'

"I appreciate your offer but the childrenare home alone and we must get back tonight,”
Grandmatold him.

Asthe wagon rumbled on he cdled, "I surely hateto seeyou tryit, Caroline. The river will
be high and the current swift."

Onthe way to theriver other friends begged them not to ford the Cedar, but Grandmawas
determined to be with her children by sundown.

"Listen to the waer roar. Mother, it's several feet higher," Hi said. "But | guess we can
trust old Buck and Jary."

"I'm sure we can, son, but let's place our faith in a higher power," his mother added.

As Grandma drove the horses into the rushing water, several mentried to stop her with cries
of, "Are you crazy?'...."Do you want to drown the boy?'...."Don't you know you'll be washed
downstream?"

Grandma stopped the team. "This may seem foolishto some of you, but | have smdl
childrenat home and | must bewith them tonight." In her voice and manner there was acamness
that the frightened men didnt under stand.

Tapping Buck and Jerry with the whip, for she had no reins, Grandma urged the faithful
team out into theriver. A hush fdl over the crowd. Buck and Jerry did their best until they reached
the middle of the river. Then the raging torrent began dragging themdown stream. She could hear
the moans of the watching crowd. She knew they feared shewould miss theopposteroad and
bedrownedin the deepeningriver. But Grandmawas al et to this danger. Stand ng up in thewagon
she tapped Buck and Jery with her whip until they turned around with their heads up stream.
Tapping harder shedrovethemagainst the current for several yards. Then sheallowed the current
to take them gently toward the opposite bank and the road.

A roaring cheer came fromthe crowd. They farly went wild with joy asfaithful Buck and
Jerry pulled the wagon out of the river. Children hugged each other and danced with glee. Old
mentossed their hats and anxious motherswiped their eyeswith the corners of their calico aprons.

As Grandmaswagon rumbled out onto the muddy road, she and Uncle Hi waved to the
happy crowd. Then stopping the horses they clasped hands and she began repesating bits of the
Psalms she had often read doud with her Methodist preacher husband:

"1 will lift up mine eyesunto the hills
From whence cometh my help



My help cometh from the Lord

Which made heaven and earth...

The Lord is my helper...

The Lord is my keeper...

The Lord shall preserve thy going out
And thy coming in from this timeforth
And even for evermore.”

Asthey gratefully journeyed on toward home, Uncle Hi spoke softly, "Mother, | thirk the
Psalmist David mug have forded ariver."

With this story ringing in our ears we children would tackle most anything. Often we
chanted, as we persevered, "If a firg you dont Succeed, try, try again.”

Now and thenwe tried quarreling aswe worked. But Mama much preferred peace.
Whenever she heard a quarrel brewing she would invariably intercede with, "Children, Stop
jangling." Occasionaly, in sharper tones, she had to add, "l mean right now!" We knew that meant
not even one more word, even inundertones. If we persiged in prolonging the argument we
sometimes got spanked. Then if we howled too long she commanded, "Now dry up." At that we
knew we had better grab a hanky or dab with our apron tails.

Even though she never mentioned to us good King Benjamin'szionic Sermon on the duty
of parents, she got his message across "Y e will not suffer your children to fight and quarrel one
with another.” We eight grew up truly loving each other.

Chapter 12

Perhaps the greatest of all lessons that we learned from our mother's attenpts toward
building azionic homewas to be contented without things. In our happy hours of play, toyswere
never a necessity. None of our eight ever owned a bicycle or apair of roller skates. We felt
fortunaeto have a rickety second hand wagonthat made adelightful rattle aswe rolled dong. We
cuddled rag dolls made of black stockings and admired their embroidered faces and gaudy
calico outfits We traipsed around and around the house on  stilts our brothers made and pumped
two a a time, toward New York and Philadelphia, on the swing inthe huge hackberry tree. We
had much fun twirling ropes to seewho could jump the longest without missing.

Onrainy early 9ring days, while cooped up indoors, we enjoyed mmicking. If Mamawere
home she couldn't refrain from Smiling at our antics, but she never missed a chance to plugina
charitable word.

We liked to pretend that we were chubby Mrs. Y. Once when Mama caught us filling a
make believe corncob pipe she said, "You know, children, our good neighbor came from the
Southwheretobacco grows and probably was never taught that smoking washarnful. So let'snot
makefun of her."

One day, when she heard us stuttering like neighbor Joe, she called us to the window.
Therehe was picking up the little pieces of coa that had tumbled from his horse-drawn dray as he
bumped over the rutty roads. His long coattail wasflapping and his purple muffler soaring in the



March wind.

"He's such a good, honest man and aways does hiswork so well. Why he wouldn't cheat
anyone who depends on himto carry fuel,” Mama mused. "Everyone loves him even if he does
stutter.”

At timeswetried limping like jolly peg leg Johnson, and Mama mede us feel guilty as she
reminded us of al the work that wooden leg had helped him accomplish.

Then there was Jamey who had been in first grade far too long and could ill scarcely
write his name. When we played school and screwed our faces into goofy poses, Mama knew
whomwe wereimitating and would say, "Poor Jamey! He's theonly child they haveand they love
him so much. Be sureto be good to him at school.” That admonition often rang in our ears when
we saw the less fortunate being mistreated.

Sometimes, when Mamathought our mimicking was getting abit out of hand, she'd suggest
that we make doll clothes, presenting each of us with a bundle of material scraps.

Helen was always delighted and at theend of
the day had her doll attractively attired, sometimesinastylishdressbut often in a split or pegged
top skirt, a ruffled blouse and a flower-decked hat.

| watched each additionto the gueen'swardrobe longingly. Thenwith a sigh 1'd choose
apiece of cloth, cut a round hole, stick my doll's head through and fasten her | ndian robe securely
under each arm with asafety pin.

The first time Mama noticed me creating agown she laughed heartily. Whenmy tears
couldn't hold back any longer she soothed, -Dont cry, honey. Heen has Grandma
Emmerson's talent, but someday you'll discover one, too. Just wait and see.

At least this promse gave me something to worder about. | still can sew only rips,
patches and buttons and darna little. But at the Lamoni Stake Service Center eventhis tiny bit of
ability provesto be rewarding as we see our wares hanging ready for sde, to keep some little boy
warmor atiny girl happy.

On windy spring days Mama encouraged kite making, so we searched the rag bag for
auitable tails. After ahammering session in the woodshed we'd trek to the pasture to seewho
could coax hiscontraption to soar the highest.

In April, too, we raced through the woods for violets, sweet Williams, lady slippers and
honeysuckles. Sometimeswe found a clump of Dutchman's breeches or a Jack-in-the-pulpit. We
loved to help him preach hissqueaky sermon and had a hilarious time interpreting hismessagesto
us.

But the very best of dl spring days was May Day. All through April we longed for it
crossing those eternally dow-moving days of f the kitchen calendar with sighsand groans. Every
sunny day I'd tease "Today is alnost hot, Mama."

Then, asif reading my mind, she'd answer, "Y es, but the mornings and evenings are il a bit
cool. Let'swait alittle longer."

"But Tootsie and Letadon't have to wait, Mama."

"And those two may soon be doctoring sniffly noses,” she'd warnme.

Asalast resort I'd try my spring song. "I can smell the lilacs coming, Mama The treesae
all leafed out, and guess what? | saw awhole flock of robins on my way to school." But wary
Mama would only frown and squint oneeyeat me. Sowe famed and squirmed and itched most
miserably, waiting for that eventful date. But Mama firmly stood her ground amidst all our
pouting and teasing.



Findly, on May Day morning, with awhoop and ayell we'd shed our winter underwear for
those heavenly thin cotton unionsuits. Then barefooted wed tiptoe over the velvety grassin
triumph, ready for anew season of play.

One balmy Saturday during spring, when we were a bit low on play ideas, we discovered a
pawless gopher in the woodshed. Jm had turned in the paws as bounty but had neglected to bury
the donor.

"Let's have afuneral,” someone suggested.

So arrangemerts were in order. Weadl agreed that Cousin Hortense would make the best
preacher. | wasto provide the coffin, the neighbor kidswould be the mourners and therest of us
would make up the choir. But that was where the trouble began. Hortense wanted "Nearer My
God To Thee" and Helen insisted on singing "The Battle Hynn of the Republic.” They quarreled
lustily, but neither would givein. The argument ended whenour peace loving choir leader, Cousin
Dorothy, solved thedilemma by saying, "Well, we could sing both."

The funerd was underway. Everyone was happy with my choiceof acasket and delighted
with the sweet spice aroma of Bible times. We were soon weeping and singing at the designated
points and then came Hortense's stirring sermon.

"Thisdear little gopher has gone to the Happy Hunting Ground. God bless hissoul. He
isnow with dl our pet rabbits, kitties, puppies, poniesand carariesthat have gone on before
him"

We wailed in chorus.

"Don't cry, children,” shesoothed. "I have faith that thislittle fellow can walk again. Heis
no longer without paws. God has givenhimabrand new pair of feet and hés busy right now
digging a gopher hole and tossing up a mound whee he can sit and watch for hisenemies. But,
children, in the beautiful paradise of God, in the Happy Hunting Ground prepared for him up
above, hewill find that there are no enemies. Every creaure large or small, wild or tame isnow
his friend. Thislittle gopher isloved. Even the dogstha oncechased him are sharing their food
and making him feel wdcome." She preached on and on urtil our wood stump seas began to
waobble.

At lagt, after a fervent prayer, we marched singlefilesinging, " Mine eyeshave seen theglory
of the coming of the Lord," and interred the gopher's remains in adanddion-decked grave at the
edge of the gar den.

But our funeral didn't end there. After supper a distressed Grandma called, "Children,
have any of you seen my bedroom dipper? I'msure | put themboth in the closet thismorning.”

Noonehad. Now Grandmawasvery deaf and | knew she hadn't heard any of our woodshed
commotion. But | felt my face turning red and got al fidgety. When Grandma noticed my
distressed look and actions she popped the question right to me and | had to confess.

Yes, Grandma, | took your bedroom dipper. | couldnt ask you because you were napping.
We needed it, Grandma. We redly did."

"What for?" she demanded.

"For the little gopher. He died, Grandma, andwe had to havea casket. He looked so cozy
at the funeral.”

"And now | know why my perfume bottle ishalf empty,” accused sister Carrie quite
angrily. "Sweet spice for arodent!"

At that point Mamatook over and | learned once and for all never to take anything that
belonged to someone else without first asking permission.



But shedidn't pank mefor she concluded, "The rest of themare older and they should
have told you to takethe dipper and pefume
back to the house."

So wethree got sent to bed right after supper with plenty of time to meditate upon this
lesson in zionic living.

Soon after this episode a neighbor came one morning to spring plow our garden and we
amdl fry followed behind him with tin cans, searching the mellow, black soil for worms. We had
heard Mama say that she always planted an extra seed for the worms who usually ate their shere.
So wethought wed help her save on seeds, never dreaming that God had put earthwor msinthe
soil for a beneficial purpose.

Wehad our fourthcanalmog full when Buster Brownacross the street called over. “What
areyou doing, girls?’

"Were digging earthworms."

"Oh, good! | just love earthworms." Hesmacked hislipsinanticipation. "If you'll bring
some over I'll have Mom fix them for my dinner." With that he was off to work.

We looked at each other in amazement. "Does Mama cook earthworms?' | whispered to
Helen.

"Ugh! No! But I've heardthat some peopleeat snails,” she answered, "and dorit you
remember? Once you cooked acrawly turtle?'

"Thenlet's take Buster awhole canful, Hden."

"Why not give him two cansfull? You know M amasaysto aways be generousand willing
to share," she reminded.

So off we went to naghbor Brown's. Aunt Effie, aswe fondly caled her, didn't answer
when we knocked, but the screen was unlocked so we set the two cans on her kitchen table.

After awhile she returned from the store and, seeing us following the plow, called us
over. Aswe entered the kitchen we both gasped. There were worms sizzling on the stove,
ambling up the curtains, crawling over dl the chairs and hanging over the rim of the water pail.
They were circled around the salt shaker, boring into the sugar bowl and drooping like tattered lace
fromthe cushion in Uncle Jomn's rocking chair. There was scarcely awormless ot in the
kitchen. Then Aunt Eff ie lifted the old red and white tabecloth from her freshly baked bread to
show us where the rest of our catch had journeyed. We groaned.

"Why did you bring the worms over here, girls? she asked.

"Wdl, Buder said héd like some for his dinner and we had plentyto share." 1 told her.

The stern expression on Aunt Effie's face melted away as she chuckled. Then she hugged
us both. "It's Buster who deserves a spanking. That mischievous boy! | declare he'll never grow
up. He'sjust like Uncle John."

"Then you don't really cook worms?' Helen aked.

"Of coursenot. But it might serve Buster right if | fixed him awhole plate full for dinrer.
| think, though, I'll let you girls get them back into the cans, and next time how about sharing your
wormswith Reverend X's chickens?'

Mama agreed with Aurt Eff iethat Buster was at fault, but she pointed out another migake.
"Thisdisagter to thebread and Aunt Effie's spotless kitchen could never have happered if you had
waited for her to come home. We don't walk into other people's houses until we're invited.

So once agan, through trid and error, we had learned another one of those most
worthwhile lessons intrying to grow up to be well-behaved.



Chapter 13

In summertime, because of the heat, weamused oursdvesquitedifferently. We camped
out intents madeof old barkets and bedspreads drgped over the clothesling, or lounged on a
quilt under a shady tree. Twas there we fashioned hollyhock dolls costumed whole families of
clothespins, made dandelion chains and searched by the hour for four leaf clovers. Sometimeswe
rigged up scarecrows for Mama's garden or played Fly Away Home with ladybugs.

But themogs menorable of owr home-invented sumner play activitiesisthe concodting of
mud pies "He who hath not madeamud pie hath not really lived,” should have been included in
Benjamin Frarklin's almanac.

We usually set up our pie factory near the soft water pump and close by the garden, for
water and dirt supplied the basic ingredients for our pastries. Mama cooperated in supplying our
baking panswhich induded bent up jar lids, baking powder cantops, match boxes and anything that
would give shape to our mixtures.

Now anyone could dabblein mud and set thetinsinthe sun tobake, but the frosting
demanded ingenuity. Sometimes we used dandelion flowers, a mixture of snipped grass and red
apple peelings, fruit tree blossoms clover blooms, or anything at hand to add color and create
designs.

One day Mamas fun loving brother, Trum, appeared unexpectedly onthe scene. "Arethese
gorgeous pies for sale?' he asked.

“Surel” we all yelled in chorus.

He bounced back and forthaong our display counter and after much deliberation, sniffing,
and many wordsof praise findly selected aclover blossom creation. Then right before our eyeshe
took abite of that mud pie. "It'sdelicious, girls," he said. "Il taketwo more so Aunt Harriet
won't need to fix dessert for dinner.”

To our amazement, he left three shiny nickels. Wha playtime could have been more
rewarding.

With four older sistersweyounger girls had summertimedressup paradise, especidly while

Mama and the two oldest girlswere at work. We clumped in their high heelsand flowered
hatsup and down the street. Once we donned their Sunday corsets over our dresses, and after our
parade put them carefully back in the dresser drawers.

But onSundaymomingwegot our capet call. "Who borrowed these corsets?' our elders
demanded.

"Well, wedid, but we onlyworethem a few minutesand rolled themup again real neat,” we
confessed. "How did you know? We didnt get your corsets a bit dirty."

"No, but you surely tightened up the strings," our sister snapped.

That little episode almost ended our dress up days. But eventually Mama persuaded the
girlsto give usa few old things to hang in our own closet with apromise to always respect their
belongings.

On the long summer evenings we gathered the neighbor kidsin to play Run Sheep Run,
Anty Ove and Hide and Seek.

Sometimes one close neighbor would try to persuade her little daughter that there were
already too many at our house.

But Letawould tease, "Oh, Mama, please let me go. Why Mrs. Holben has so many kidsat



her home dl the time that one more won't make a bit of difference.” But it did for we had all the
more fun.

At dusk we loved to watch the big, black arts on their clothesline highway. There was
aways a steady stream coming out of the hollow of the tall maple tree They travd ed north on top
of the wireto the opposite tree without traffic jamsand disappeared into ahole. At the same time
another group was returning south underneath the wire.

Wewondered what they were doing. Weretheyinvited out for supper, changing goartments
for the evening or just cdling on their neighbors?But on Wednesday nightsweadl agreed that they
were bound for Prayer Meeting, and they would be safely guided home by the lightning bugs.

Inlate summer and fall our chief play delight was making leaf houses. Of course they
were only raked up floor plans, but we made openings from room to room and set up
housekeeping with old rugs, and orange crates from the kindling pile. We pretended we were
visiting each othe and had loads of fundinng on apples, and wanuts cracked on the ssump in the
woodshed.

Sometimes, after school, Mama let us go to play for an hour in the atic of her boss only
child, Alice. Tootsie, aswe called her, had everything. There were dolls with hair alittletable
with chairs, and real china teasets. So, withdollsfor guests and goodiesfromtheir well-stocked
kitchen, wed st up a tea party.

Once her Grandpa hobbled up the steps to watch us play and Tootsie insisted that he say
our teaparty blessng. But whenhe protested hedidn't know how she pouted, "Wel, Grandpa, I'd
think you could at |east say a few words ina praying tone of voice."

Whenwetired of tea parties therewas adoll house, wind up trainsthat really whistled and
games and games. But best of all was the merry-go-round that played a tune while we bobbed up
and down on painted horses.

At the end of the hour Tootsie aways begged, "Mama, may| go down to Holben's for
awhile? PLEASE, Mama, it's so much more fun at their house, 'cause their kids always play make
believe."

Chapter 14

Inwinter Mamadidn't keep us cooped up inthe house Ouryad always boasted a variety
of stylish snow figures, both ladies and gentlemen.

We loved to play war games, too. Grandpa had been a drummer boy in the Civil War and
when we weren't firing snowballsat our snowbank fort, we were paradng with our oatmed box
drumsto the tune of "Marching Through Georgia."

Oneday, when the snowfal was unusually heavy, we reced to see how many hugeball sof
snow wecould roll. "Let'smake an igloo," someone shouted. With the snow already rolled, we
began hoisting the balls in place beside the cellar door until we had an Eskimo home that we could
crawl into. Wedidnt get it quite high enough to stand up in, but for sitting it was very comfortable.

When Grandma saw our masterpiece, she hurried out with two of her colorful rag rugsfor
us tosit on and another to hang over its open doorway. No doubt this gesture was prompted
moreby concern for preventing frostbite than for beautification of our icy quarters. A few minutes
later she paid usa most welcome visit with a plate of her crunchy sugar cookies and a pitcher of



warm milk to insure survival. Aswe munched we agreed that she wasthe world's very, very best
Grandma.

At sunset no one seemed to mind all the sosked mittens, scarfs, leggings and coattails
draped about the goves or hanging on doors, for our radiant facesand ruddy noses shone with the
joy of atrip to Eskimo land.

On other snowy days we took our homemade sled to anearby hill.  Since it woud not
accommodateso many passengers, wesmaler onescircled merrily downinold dishpansor squeaky
pasteboardboxes, often landing in the ditch. Those numerous snow baths failed to dampen our zeal
for dliding.

In away we really loved the wintertime for we got tucked in at bedtime with warm bricks.
Then after the older girls had turned the light low, closed the door and left us to dream, Helen and
| would bounce up to reminisce about the quilts.

Weloved the crazy quilt and had fun picking out everyore'sclothing. There were pieces of
many sunbonnets. We could easily spot Mamas garden one and the ruffled style she wore to the
store. We'd quietly point out the pretty swatches of our Grandme's last dainty bonnet. Hereand
thereI'd see reminders of my despised blue one and giggle about how often it had dangled from
atree's lower branch while the breeze danced through my hair.

Thereweresplotches of apronseverywhere and we girl swould make agame of guessing what
had been toted around in its pocket to identify the owner. Love letters, lady bugs, book lists,
curlers, snails, doll clothes and apple cores were easy clues.

We took imaginary journeys aswe spied colorful bits of long skirts and Sunday dresses,
along with many extra nice fabrics from Aunt CarrieHill's sewing basket.

But the beg loved of all our quiltswas the onemade of featherstitched velvet pieces, each
with an embroidered name. It felt so soft and was great for playing | Spy. One of uswould
describe the person while the other searched for the name.

Once, when | was amog bent double trying to put my finger on Great Uncle Dudley's
laprobe, | felt an unexpected spat with the stern command, "Now get under the covers and stay
there. Y oure clanmy cold.”

Such incidents usually ended our winter quilt games, at least for that evening. But aswe
dozed off under Grandma's ingenious cover we both felt so fortunate that we had no money to buy
those drab, uninteresting blankets on Mr. Frazier's shelves.

Asl think back over four seasonsof longagoplay, | don't recall ever seeing a toy box inour
home. We had no use for one. Our rag dolls could rest on our beds and the boys pockets were
usudly bulging withwhittled toys, willow whistles and marbles. But without many toys we learned
to useour arms, legs and brains. Weimagined, created, exercised and shared in our play al seasons
of the year in God'sgreat outdoors, building healthy bodies, joyful hearts and awhol esome attitude
toward each other. The precious memories of such a happy childhood will beajoy foreve.

Chapter 15

Christmas was always a happy time. | can still hear Mamawarning Grandpa, "Now, Pa,
wedon't need ahugetree. Youknow the childrenloveto hang upther sockings, so jug alittle
onewill do." But invariably Grandpa came from the woods red nosed and with icicly whiskers,



looking like Santa himself, dragging a tree that was destined to tickle the ceiling.

Our erawasthe cranberry-popcorn one, so weyounger childrenwere assigned the stringing
while the tdler girlsdid the draping from astepladder. We spent happy hours making rings of
colored paper and covering back walnuts with silver and gold tinfoil. These bits of shiny foil we
caefully rescued dl year long from cookie cartons sent for our kindling pile. We dangled our
ornaments fromthe kranches with odds and ends of colored yarnfromthe knitting basket.

Occasondly, during the pre-Christmas season, Mamalit afew red candles. But, since
that was considered dangerous, we enjoyed their glow only momentarily aswe sang a Christmas
carol.

The lampsburned very late all during December while Mamaand theolder girls sewed, knit
and embroidered, Planning and scheming to seetha dl eght of uswould share equaly.

Sometimesthe hig surprise of Chrigmas week was a huge box brought by the drayman to
our door. "lt'sUncle Tom's package” wed dl ydl as wedragged it into the kitchen and began
cutting the ropes.

Uncle Tom Van Eaton was one of Mamas haf brothers who lived in Eatonville,
Washington. Although he had a big family of his own, everywinter he chose warmclothing from
his gereral store to send to us

Everyone crowded aroundthe box and, as the older oneslaid the garmentsout on the table,
weyounger ones beganthe modeling. No Fifth Avenue promenade on Easter Day could have been
more joyous. We paraded in buckled overshoes from room to room in much too large winter
longies slipped on over our clothes and topped with feahered has or cozy hoods, until finally
someone would call, "Now come on! Thet sizewas meant for me."

With varied articles of apparel for each, and long, black winter gockings mittens and
mufflers for all, Uncle Tom won awarm place in our hearts.

On ChristmasEve we joyfuly arranged chairsacrossour living room, Grandpa's at the head
and mine at the foot, with everyone else lined up, according to age, in between Then each of us
secured a stocking to hischair.

Christmas morning our living room resenbled a gameof musical charsbut with not a spot
to sit. Santa had called and emptied his padk of unwrapped giftsright on the seats. Each one of
course, rushed with hgppy squeds to examine hisown gifts. Thenwe all journeyed along the row
admiring wha St. Nidk had brought and so attrectively arranged for others. Some of the chars
werecostumed in gay, ruffled gprons, whilehomemadedollshid beneath others. Crisp hair ribbons
adorned the chair rounds and bright hankies cradled clothes pin babies.

After staying up most of the night to prepare for our happiness, I'm sure M ama appreciated
the lack of pre-breakfast mess. There were no ribbons or wrappingsto rescue and no mixing up of
presents. Each had hisown little domain and, best of all, we younger ones ocould leave our gfts
ondisplay fortheday, providngwe werewillingto sit on our thumbsas Mamaalways ssid. While
the oatmead smmered, wewere dlowedto nibblefromour stockings. There was always a seck of
candy and nuts, a rosy apple and our ONE orange of the year tucked in the toe.

Another vivid memory of Christmas is the noonday meal. Can you imagine thelittle folks
of today waiting for the second tableat afamlydinner?Well, wedid. Often we were sert out
to play, which only made our appetitesmoreravenous. It seemed that our elderswould never finish
eating, and we cousns took turns peeking in to sniff the delicious aromas while our aunts and
uncles leisurely enjoyed their food.

If the weather was too bad we gathered upstairs or in the parlor to play Old Maid or



Authors. Sometimesour games caused ariot, no doubt due to empty tummies. But usudly dl
ended well for the quarreling hurried up the second table. It was with grateful sighs that we
discovered plenty of food had been kept warm for our gang.

| never hdd second table rating for youngsters against Mamafor it was the custom of
the day. But yearslaer her grandchildren got royal dining treatment and were dways fed fird.
After dl Mama had a tender heart. Perhaps the memories of our little noses pressed against the
windowpane and the speed with which we were later ready for pie did the trick.

| wish | could say that the real meaning of Chrismas has firs place in my childhood
memories of thishappy season. | dorecal the ChrissmasEve serviceat the churchwherewe sang
carols about the BabyJesus. But even there Santastole thelimdight as we mingled in favorite
tunes of "Old Kris Kringle" and "Jolly Old St. Nicholas." This prepared us for his sleigh bdll
appearance with that pack of candy and nut treats.

It wasnot until much later inlife that thetrue sgnificance of the Holy Season dawned in my
heart.

Chapter 16

Vacations would have beenimpossible at our house if it had not been for our aunts and
uncleswholoved to share. Several of thesegood timesstand out in my memory.

Unde Frank and Aurt Carrie Hill had asummer cottage out ontheir farm. It had alarge,
airy screened room wherewe could lounge, romp and play games as we listened to birds and
watched the grazing animals.

Right next door was the farmhome of Uncle Trum and Aurnt Harriet Emmerson. We could
often hear ther prized new Graphaphone and loved to sing along with two of their records,
"Schooldays' and "The Merry Oldsmohile.”

Aunt Harriet and Aunt Carrie were both very amiable and added joy to our summer fun by
supplying us with picnic lunches to munch by the creek and in the meadows.

| often chuckleover alittle episode with Aunt Harriet's daughter Mary. At three she was
proudly dressing herself, but on thisparticular day shediscovered that her button-down-the-front
underwear was on backwards.

Aunt Carie Hill suggested, "Mary, just dip your undiesoff and turn them around.”

But our little cousin tugged and twiged and squirmed, trying to solve her problem without
removing her legs.

We watched greatly anused while Aurnt Carriekept kindly tdling her, "Mary, it just cant
be donethat way."

Eachtime shewould straighten up and looking deggers at all of us cdl out, "It can, too."

After an hour or so she sighed and informed her almost convulsed audience "Well, I'll take
them off THIStime, but | can DO it. You just wat and see.”

Once we were invited to spend a week with Uncle Will and Aurt Beth Emmerson and their four
youngstersinthe country. They had akitchen-dining tent and a large one for deeping while
spending the summer out in the open near a big orchard.

Aunt Beth was one of those kindly people who was never too busy to mother a few more
younggers and was capable of keeping everything homelike and tidy even in tents. She



worked on the run but was organized and systematic  She seemed to have an automatic timer and
everything hgopened right on schedule. It was good for us to be ina mother-a-home

atmosphereand receive abit of extra attention. 1'm sure she sensed this for she went out of her way

to make us happy with everything from pancakes to strawberry shortcake and popcorn balls.

Every summer Helen, Jim and | made a memorable trip, usualy for several days, tothe
DanFordfarm. Theyhadfour girls and aboy and what couldn't eight youngsters, all under twelve
find to do! We gathered eggs in pails, apron tails and straw hats, broke up the setting hens, did
down haystacks in the mow, clinmbed the windmill, tossed apples to the hogs and set up
housekeeping in adjoining tree houses.

But our favorite pastimewas riding their beautiful Shetland ponies. T he Fords had adozen
or more of various colors. Weweren't alowed out on the road but could ride in the pasture aswe
pleased. Thebigtreat of each day waswhen Uncle Dan hitched from four to sx of themto the
shiny little surrey with the fringe around the top. Wed al scramble in and, with a chosen
coachman, set out on aroyal journey to an imaginary destination through the fields.

To three little town children this wonderful out-on-the-farm vacation seemed almost like a
trip to paradise.

Old Settlers Day was asingle day vacation for the whole family in Magnolia's shady park.
With saved up nickels we children rode the Merry-Go-Round, nibbled ice cream cones and
sipped pink lemonade urtil noon. Then Mama appeared with alunch basket topped with our red
and white tablecloth. One of us would guide her to the tree we had chosen for shelter and the
picnic was soon underway. Usudly two or three familiesof relatives pooled baskets for a delicious
feast, generoudly shared with theflies.

The afternoon and evening were spent milling through the crowd hunting up old friendswho
had gathered in from far and near to renew acquaintances.

Ontheway homewe always stopped by the huge, new and cleaned horse tank stationedfor
the day beneath the town pump. There were many tin cups chained around the top, and hundreds
of people had already enjoyed a cool drink letting the cups splash back into the tank. We must
have all beenimmune to germs for we drank and drark and survived without an epidemic.

These vacation experiences with thoughtful rdaives and friends have done much to
influence me to want to help other little folks have good times. What a joy and a privilege to see
them happily regpond.

How well | remenber my first red, al-day summer trip. It was in alumber wagon driven
by my elderly Grandpa. | loved to seethe wind blowing his snow white curls ashe gently urged the
horses on.

Tucked in between my grandparents on the bouncy seat | wiggled and yawned. "Will it be
much farther, Grandpa?'

"Another hour or two, Chicken, and we'll besetting up our tent," Grandpaassured me. "ls
the cow 4till with us?'

"Y es, Grandpa, sheswalking right behind and her ropeis fastened. Butwhere isher tinkly
bell?'

"Grandpaand | thought cow bell music might get alittle tiring, Honey, on such a longride.
But we could sing Zion's Praises songs for music,” suggested Grandma. So she started "The Old,
Old Path". She knew | could sing that one and Grandpawould whistle along without histeeth.

The time went faster now and soonwe reached the tent city inawooded plot, the Galand's
Grove Reunion of 1907.



"Whoa!" Grandpa boomed ouit.

Children and grown-ups peeked from tent flaps and then hurried out to greet us.
Friendly boyswatered Brindle and the horses and then let them loose in the adjoining pasture
while the older folks lifted out the heavy stone jars with their snow white dishtowel covers
securely tied with twire.

Sinceearly arrivals had aready put up our tent home, Grandma hastily covered a tablewith
oilcloth and arranged her fragrant jars neatly across the back. How tha aroma made me wish for
supper. There were dill pickles, sweet pickles, apple butter, strawberry jam, molasses and sugar
cookies, doughnuts and of coursebutter andlard. Soonher table pantry was made securefrom
ants and bugs by pladng eachleg of the table in ajar lid pool of kerosene.

Then Grandma bustled about making beds, hanging mosquito netting a the door and
stringing up arope for clothes hangers and drying purposes.

Grandpalugged in thesacks of vegetables, boxesof canned fruit and the bread box. Then
he set up saw horses to make a table.

"It'san awfully big table, Grandma,” | complained. "Therearejust you and Grandpaand
me."

"Youwat and see" Grandmawinked her wrinkled eyelid. "We left most of our family
at home but well havea reunion family soon."

| watched in amazement as she straightened the red and white tabled oth and set the tabl e for
six with her blue and white pictured dishes.

"Now, Chubby, | havea job for you," shesaid. Grandmabroke off atiny branch fromthe
tree that shaded our new home. She dusted it carefully and placed it in my hand. "Y ou're to wak
'round and 'round the table and keep any stray fly that sneakspag the mosquito retting off the pretty
dishes. Just sway the branch back and forth like this without touching anything."

Delighted to be her hdper, | obeyed exactly.

At suppertime just after Grandpa climbed over the fence with a brimming pail of milk, our
strange family arrived. It was three menwith long whiskers whom they addressed as Brother.

"Our new friends are the visiting missionaries," Grandma explained.

Each day Grandmaand | |eft the mid-morning sermon early to prepare the noon meal. 1t was
good to stretch my legs and wiggle. | happily shooed while she bustled about and whenwe heard
the last song fromthe big tent we knew our guests were due.

The same threeministers came for measevery day and sometimes otherswerewith them.
They all seemed old to me, some bald and others with funny chin whiskers that Grandpa cdled
goatees. After eating and discussing churchthey held me on their lapsand talked of little girls back
home.

But Sunday atreunion | remember best of dl. Grandmawaspetite and in her rustly black
dress, a dainty, white sham and a lacy bomet tied under her chin she resembled my imaginary
princessor perhaps an angel fromheaven. Since therewere no classes for children| sat proudly
beside her ina starched calico dress.

Because | wasn't quite four the spiritua side of the reunion mede little impresson, but
memories of the singing and the happiness and helpfulness of the people have always stayed with
me. The joy of helping Grandma by widding thet little branch remains foremos in my memory.
| didn't surmise until years later that wise Grandmawas dyly keeping me out from under foot; and
little did she realize that in letting me share at reunion she had helped toindill in my heart a desire
to be of serviceto the Lord.



Strangdy | do not recdl one momert of the long, bumpy ride over the dirt roads back to
Magnolia. Couldit be, that after adiet of three, far above my head, dally sermons, | dept dl the
way home?

Chapter 17

Thiswasthelast trip our grandparents ever took for soon after Grandma Emmer son became
very ill with breag cancer. Shewas lovingly cared for by Mama and asssted whenever possble
by Aunt Carie Hill who lived & Logan, |owa, nearby.

Mama quit her job and with Grandpas smadl Civil War Pension, sister Carrie'searnings at
the store and help from members of her family we survived.

Grandma suffered from nerve and heart trouble and passed quietly avay at her M agnolia
home in May, 1910, at the age of 80 years.

Grandpa grieved greatly for her and we children tried to cheer him as he rocked on the
front porch. Wekept him supplied with cool drinks and quartered hisapples because, with failing
eyesight, he couldnt detect the little wigglers lodging inside. He alowed us to comb his beautiful
white hair into tight curls and deck them with bright ribbons.

The older girls often made Grandpa feel important. He had very little formal education but
he loved to hear them say, "We need your help.” After listening to the problem from Milne's
difficult arithmetic book he would continue rocking. Without the aid of pgper or pencil he would
soon announce, "Well, girls, the answer will be about so and so.” Grandpanever missed it within
ahair'sbreadth. How he could follow from step to step in hismind without losing the figuresnone
of the family could understand.

Just ayear after Grandme's death Grandpa became ill and was confined to hisbed. We
younger children have vivid memories of hearing him tapping mary times on the windowpane in
broad daylight and caling crossly, "Haven't | told you children to get to bed?’

Mama would cautionus to play on the opposite side of the house but so many of our
games demanded full range of the yard and it waseasy to forget.

Again Mama became the cheerful nursemaid and washed bedclothes for him in the tin tub
every day of hisillness. He passed away just twenty months after Grandmaon Jan. 10, 1912, at the
age of 73 years.

Grandpas stepchildren, theVan Eaton's, paid him abeautiful tribute when they agreed that
he had never seemed likea stepfather. They were appreciativethat al the siblingshad been treated
as equalsin atruly happy home They fondly called him Pa.

Life from here oncondded of a series of movesand varied occupations for Mama. She
sold the Magnolia home, left to her by her parents, and our family spent the next five years at
Pisgah, lowa. It was ahappy move, for her brothers, Will Emmerson and SimVan Eaton, lived
there with their families.

Asusud she was employed inagenerd store, thistime by the three Lane brothers. She
wasa bit confused in calling them al Mister. But the jovial younger brother solved the problem
by saying, "Just call us Art and John and Charlie." Thusa lifdong friendship with the Lane family



began.

Pisgah was a pretty little town nestled between the Soldier River and ahigh range of bluffs.
The peopleof this farming community wer elike one big family, sharing and helping each other. Life
there proved quite exciting with occasional floods. | recall the evening Mamarode within a few
feet of our front door in a boat after helping carry many loads of goodsto the upper floor of the
store. We were delighted to share our higher ground home with our Emmerson cousins for several
days.

There were aso numerous fires with only bucket brigades from neighboring wells. But in
spite of disasters our five years there proved joyous ones. Brother Elson found his lifelong mae,
musicaly talented Tessie Jones, and Elvamet her jolly future husband, Milton Silsby. Both couples
were married after the boys returned from World War . Pearl married Sellie Chapman,
brother-in-law of Charlie Lane, and Carrie and Ethel married their Magnolia sweethearts, Guy
Chatburn and Alfred Brandt.

So our family grew but only Jm, Helenand | wereleft at home. Jim spent muchtimeat the
Hugh Hunt, Rob Peasley and Cliff Silsby farnms and became interested inbecominga farmer. In
1918 Uncle Frank Hill offered to finance him on the smaller of his two farms, eighty acres of rich
land in Harrison County near Logan, lowa.

This was a most welcome move for Mama.  She had enjoyed farm life with our father and
was happy to havemore time to garden, raise chickens and hdp with the milking. It was never
drudgery to her.

The next few years of Mamas life were quite diversified. She opened her home to welcome
her daughter Pearl and three children and enjoyed watching them grow up. Such escapades as
toddlersclimbing windmills throwing eggsinto aimog full bakets and letting the chickers into
her thriving garden gave Grandma humorous talesto relate for yeas to come. She adored all her
offspring.

A moveto Lamoni, lowa, in 1925 gave her achanceto try nev employment. For two years
she operated the Lamoni Hotel on Main Street. Thisproved to bediscouraging business for thefive
coa stoves used to heat in winter ate up all the profit of the other three seasons.

For awhile Mamawasthe cook at the Lamoni Coffee Shoppe and thenhadthe opportunity
to become better acquainted with other members of her family. She spent six years with her
widowed daughter, Carrie, and her four children so Carrie could clerk in Lamoni stores.

The children sometimes felt quite exasperated for Grandma could never hear them
when she cdled, "Where are you?' Climbing down from playhouse trees severa times in one
morning could be rather tiring. But Grandma's cooking, sewing, gardening and canning abilities
proved agreat blessing to Carrie's household.

Mama later enjoyed six yearswith her daughter, Elva, and son-inlaw, Milton Silsby, in
Albia, lowa. Since their two daughters were fairly well grown these years proved more relaxing.

She al spent several happy seasons in sunny Florida with her son, Jim, and vivacious
wife, Gladys Weldon.

Even in her golden years she adgpted to each new environment and made herself useful
about the home. As a hobby she pieced and quilted beautiful quilts for gifts to her
grandchildren. Her eyes gave out long before she reached the youngest, number twenty nine.

Due to afadl Mama spent the lag 9x years of her life, without complant, in a
wheelchair. 1t wasduring this time that my husband paid her the crowning compliment. "M other
Holben, you havefive sons-in-law. | swear I've never heard one word of criticismof any of usfrom



you. I've checked with the gang and they agree that you rate the score of top-notch
mother-in-law."

Mama tharked imand chuckled as sheremarked, "Il try not to topple off my
pedestd, Bill, but you've mademe sort of uncomfortable." Aswas characteristic of her she never
repeated the compliment.

In March, 1952, Mamawas laid to reg in Lamoni, just two months before her eighty
second birthday. It was on anicy, snowdrifted day, but the memories lingering with her family
were heartwarming. Shehad no earthly richesto bequeath, but the heritage she left inintegrity,
pluck, determination, sense of stewardship and resped for the teachings of Christ's gospel was
apricelesstreasure. This heritage would be woven into the life style of her many descendants.



